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This book is dedicated to all the eldest daughters who ended up with a praise kink.

It’s okay to ask for help when life gets too heavy. But it’s also perfectly acceptable to let a tattooed cowboy take control so you can finally let go.

Be his good girl behind closed doors.

Then put your crown back on, raise hell, and remind the rest of the fucking world that you bow to no one.

In the words of our Queen, Gianna Milano:
“I want to be a powerful woman who gets fucked like she’s not.”
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Author’s Note

Unchained is a stand-alone, dark mafia x cowboy romance. It does contain content and situations that may be triggering to some readers.

Although this is a cowboy romance, the dark mafia element is still very much present. There are references of physical abuse on the FMC by her father as a child throughout the book. In chapter 65, the FMC does get assaulted by him, please skip to protect your mental health if you need to.

Please also keep in mind that this is a MF romance with one MMF scene. Should you wish to skip that spice scene it’s chapter 82-85 (although I don’t advise as it’s hot as hell!).

This book is explicit, intended for readers 18+.

For a full list of triggers please see my website:

www.lunamasonauthor.com

Listen along on Spotify as you read: Official Unchained Playlist
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Gianna

Song – ‘We No Speak Americano’, Yolanda Be Cool’, & DCUP

IT’S ALMOST AS if the universe is mourning Fabio. Clouds fill the LA skies; the cemetery is silent, and yet, there isn’t a wet eye surrounding the coffin.

My brother. Fabio Milano. Older than me by three years, and didn’t I fucking know about that.

Traitor. Asshole. Not worth a single tear.

I cross my arms over my chest, already itching to get these lace sleeves off. My father instructed me to look presentable and hide my tattoos as my uncles flew in from Sicily for the funeral. Recently, they’ve spent more time in Los Angeles attending funerals than they have been in Italy.

And I agreed, because I always do. I learned that the hard way. The only way to survive in this family, the only way for me to lead the Milanos into the next generation, is to follow my father’s orders.

Dom, my youngest brother, my last surviving brother, shifts uncomfortably beside me as the dark wooden coffin is lowered. The priest begins to read a prayer, and I bite my lip to stop the smile that’s threatening to appear.

Heaven. There is no way. I’ll be seeing my brother again one day, but it won’t be up there; I’ll join him in hell and find a way to kill that bastard all over again. He is responsible for the death of Max, my younger brother, and he will pay for that for eternity.

My father steps forward as we all get into a line. He takes the dirt, whispers something with his eyes closed, and throws it onto Fabio’s coffin. My uncles do the same.

When I stop in front of the priest, I look right into his soul, dig my fingers into the bowl of dirt, and step in front of the six-foot hole. I’m looking down on Fabio, which was always his nightmare . . . me becoming more powerful than him.

I smile. I can’t help myself. And I don’t care who sees it. I toss the dirt on him, followed by the single red rose, which has my blood on it from the thorns that have been digging into my fingers this past hour. Fab would hate that I outlived him. That a woman is going to come into power. I’ve fought for this my entire life. I was going to succeed my father, with Max and Dom by my side. But that will never happen because Fab took that away from me. My father is the one who branched out and took the Milano family to LA, but he’s doing it wrong. He’s going to get us all killed if he carries on with his dated views and ways.

“Sei morto proprio come hai vissuto, da piccolo stronzo,” I whisper. You died the same way you lived, like an asshole. My final words to Fabio.

My heels sink into the grass as I make my way over to my father. I notice his greying, slicked-back hair; he’s short for a man, but he’s built like a tank. Him standing next to my uncles is a true picture of the Italian mafia—the black suits, tanned skin, and gold watches you could sell to buy a house. My father glances at me for a second, then abruptly looks away, dismissing me. Tipping my chin up, I take another step forward and slip right beside him.

“Don’t look so pleased with yourself,” he mutters under his breath.

Dom is already next to me. Silent. Waiting to defuse the next bomb that I light.

“I did what I had to do to protect our name, Father,” I whisper with a sweet smile.

His jaw tenses as he pulls out a cigar and lights it, still not looking at me. He’s made it quite clear over the last few weeks that I am very much in trouble. He finally says, “You went against the Milano rule, Gianna. Daughter or not. I will be discussing your punishment with your uncles tonight.”

A shiver runs down my spine, but I don’t let him see my weakness; I simply nod. The rule is you don’t kill your. But another rule is you don’t betray them either. So I’d say Fabio and I are even now. He betrayed me, and he’s in the dirt after I stabbed him in the heart.

“I look forward to hearing about that. I’ve got work to do,” I tell him.

I politely say goodbye to my creepy-ass uncles before turning and walking away with Dom following right beside me. Matteo, my bodyguard, opens up the driver’s door to my Rolls-Royce.

“Thank you,” I say as I slip in behind the wheel and turn on the engine before Dom is even in the passenger seat.

“I need to get the fuck out of here, Dom,” I say, putting my foot to the floor.

His head slams back against the rest as he fumbles to put on his seatbelt. “You want to kill your last surviving brother, huh?”

I tap my hand on his arm. “Of course not, don’t be a pussy. Plus, if you die, then I’ve lost my last reason to live.”

His glare burns into the side of my head; I don’t care. Dominic is never really mad at me. He’s always been my favorite brother; he’s loyal to me. We’ve always been thick as thieves, even if my father has tried to shove him out of the family since we were kids. But it wasn’t Dom’s fault that my dad had an affair with his secretary and got her pregnant. He killed her after she gave birth and raised Dom with us. But he was never treated the same as the rest of us. Maybe that’s why I made sure to love him.

“G, what the hell did Dad mean? Are they going to punish you? You said it was all fixed? That he understood why you killed Fab.”

I swallow the lump in my throat. I may have slightly sweetened the truth here. Dom is protective of me, but he doesn’t understand that everything I do is to look out for him. He’s witnessed first hand what I’ve sacrificed to prove myself to my father. Hell, he’s been put through the wringer too.

“I took Dad’s silence as my punishment, Dom. I thought my marriage to a mafia boss dressed up as a cowboy might have been enough to keep Dad happy. I also thought the arrangement that got us in with Enzo was way more than enough to clear my name. Clearly, I was wrong.”

Enzo is the only man powerful enough to decide our family’s fate. If I can get on his good side, that means the Milano family survives. If I don’t, then I’m pretty sure we will all be dead by the end of the year.

I turn the radio up as we hit the highway, opening the window, letting the wind blow through my hair. I can hear the cogs in Dom’s brain ticking, and that’s dangerous for us both. Because Dom is always searching for a way out, which usually involves killing our entire family. And I can’t do that. Because for all of our father’s faults, without him, we wouldn’t exist. I am loyal to my family name.

“I murdered his son, Dom. I drove my blade through his chest and told him I’d see him in hell. Dad was never going to let that go lightly. I thought, perhaps, over the years, I’d done enough for him.”

Dom takes a breath, tipping his head back against the headrest. “He’s not going to—”

I hold up my hand to cut him off. “He won’t. Not after last time.”

A sharp pain radiates in my stomach, a reminder of my past. Of the things I’ve had to endure to survive the Milano family name. To prove a woman deserves her place at the head of the family.

That I am not weak.

“Where are we going?” Dom asks.

“You, my last living brother, are going to help me pick out a dress for my wedding day,” I say with a grin, changing the subject.

When there is death, there is a new hope. In my case, a wedding on a ranch in two weeks’ time.

“Don’t you take girlfriends to that kind of thing?”

I slow for the red light and turn to face him. His jet-black hair slicked back, his bright blue eyes on me.

“You know I don’t have any friends here right now, except you. All I have are enemies. So, Dominic, my favorite brother, will you help me find a wedding dress that is going to save our future?”

He grins. “Gianna, you’re the only one in this family who has ever looked out for me, so yes, let’s go pick a dress. One that a cowboy is going to die over.”

I bark out a laugh. I’ve met my future husband once, at a hostile meeting with his brothers on their ranch. Colten Sterling.

His dark eyes have the same turmoil I see in my own reflection. He challenged me, even in front of his family. He made my heart race, and I saw him grab his thigh under the table when I put him in his place.

Our wedding could have been entertaining. That was until my twat of a brother, Fabio, kidnapped Colten’s brother, Ace, and nearly killed him and his pregnant girlfriend.

Now, I’m going to pay the price.

If the Sterlings didn’t like me before, they sure as hell are going to hate me now. And quite simply, I don’t care.

I’m Gianna Milano, and I’m going to forge my empire, and I don’t care who I have to burn in my wake. That’s what I’ve always been taught.
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Colten

Song – ‘Send for me’, Liam St. John

I LET THE whiskey burn on the way down as I stare at the gravestones for my parents. I laid some blue forget-me-nots for my mom and cleaned their headstones because I had a dream, and they were nagging me to do it. So I did.

I pour the whiskey over the dirt on top of Dad’s grave. “That better, old man?” I say.

I never expect a response; I know I’ll never get to hear his voice again. But I still like to talk to them. Makes me feel better.

Taking off my hat, I sit on the dirt, resting the hat next to me, taking another mouthful of the whiskey.

In the last year, I lost one brother, Beau, which, frankly, I don’t give a fuck about; that asshole deserved it. He betrayed our family, so fuck him.

I nearly lost Hunter, my eldest brother, the head of the Sterling family, and then a couple of weeks ago, Ace, our baby brother, was kidnapped in LA. I held him in my arms when he was bleeding out.

I still wake up sweating when I remember the moment I was scrubbing my own brother’s blood off me.

“I wish you were here, Dad,” I whisper, placing my hand on his headstone.

When I close my eyes, I can see Ace before he passed out, his last words begging me to know if his baby survived. And I can’t stop seeing it.

I suck in a breath, staring at the words “loving father” carved into the stone. My blood fuckin’ boils.

“I hope you’re watching all of this.” My fingers tighten around the bottle neck. “Did you ever stop to think about what would happen to your sons? Did you ever think maybe we just wanted to be fuckin’ cowboys? We had money. We had the land. We didn’t need all this shit surrounding us. Did you see your own flesh and blood kidnap your grandson because of this mafia greed?” I shout.

And I hope he hears me, wherever he might be.

“Did it hurt watching your little baby boy, Ace, nearly die in my arms? Huh? All we did was try and make you proud of us. And this is how you repay us? By giving us an empire with a target on our backs? Sterling Ranch might be on the map, Dad. But it’s going to make all your sons join you early.”

I drink some more whiskey, trying to burn the rage inside me.

“We never asked for this life, Dad. And we’re here, protecting it with our lives, like you asked. I hope it’s damn well worth it,” I say quietly.

The guilt is already eating at me. My father made the deal with Enzo, the leader of this organization, to give us the power we needed to keep on top. It gave us more money than we’d ever spend; in return, we run the arms and drugs. We track men down. We join wars that ain’t our battles.

But recently, they’re becoming our battles. People know that Sterling Ranch ain’t just a ranch anymore.

I stand, then gaze over at my mom’s grave. “Love you, Mom. Sorry for shouting at Dad, but give him a clip round the head for me. I’m still pissed off.”

I kiss my palm and rest it on her headstone.

“I’ll save you two a seat for my wedding,” I call out as I head over to Blaze, my mustang, shove the whiskey in the saddlebags, and mount him. I know they were at Ace’s wedding in spirit; I could feel them there.

That was the happiest damn day of his life, marrying the woman he’s loved basically his entire life. He’s finally got everything he deserves. A wife. A kid on the way.

With my hat back on my head, I stare out over the canyons. Across all of our land, all one hundred and fifty thousand acres. The one thing I’ve always loved about this ranch is the animals. It’s what I’d be doing every damn day if I wasn’t so busy with everything else.

Most days, it’s worth it, and I wouldn’t trade it for the world.

And now, I’ve got to marry the devil in red lipstick as a debt to keep my brothers alive.

To keep Sterling Ranch here for our future generations. My brothers are knocking up their women quicker than I can keep up with.

And with each niece or nephew, comes more responsibility. To make sure they’re free from this shit.

I’ll make sure of it.
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Gianna

“I TOLD YOU, I’m not paying a dollar over three million, Robert. So either make that work or I’ll walk,” I hiss, kicking my heels up onto my desk.

I lean back in my chair while taking a drag on my cigarette, blowing the smoke up to the ceiling, while Robert, our acquisitions guy, ponders the answer that will either get him a promotion or fired by the end of the day.

“Three-one? I can probably hit that,” he counters.

I roll my eyes. “Have you had your hearing tested recently? Or have you had a hit to the head, Robert? Three million, flat, or I’ll burn down the whole street. Counter that.”

I hang up the call and stub out my cigarette.

“Do you think you’ll get it?” Dom asks, resting his foot on his knee.

I arch an eyebrow. “It’s listed at seven-three; it’s the only offer they’ll take from Milano Enterprises if they want to survive the week.”

This property is one of the last remaining ones left from the Greeks—our enemies here in LA. The Milano name has ruled these streets for as long as I’ve been alive, back to our grandfather.

The Greeks have made plays for power constantly over the years. But now? They’re fucked. Figuratively and literally. All because they tried to play a game with cowboys in Arizona and got it wrong.

Nikos and Stefanos Kourakos tried to schmooze their way into the Sterling family’s graces. When that didn’t work, they helped plot a coup with one of the Sterling brothers.

After that plan failed spectacularly, they turned my own brother against our family, which also went poorly. They manipulated Fabio to take out my other brother, Max—who I loved more than life itself.

Max was nearly a couple of years older than me. He was the one who taught me how to throw a punch, but he’d also sneak into my room and read stories with me once Father was asleep.

The Greeks learned how powerful my wrath is and ran back to Greece with their tails between their legs. But it’s not enough. The vengeance still burns through my veins, and it will until I have my hands around Nikos’s throat and witness the blood drain from his body. And that’s after he’s witnessed me murder Stefanos first, so he can feel my pain for a minute before he joins him.

The phone rings, knocking me back to the present. I hit talk, putting it on speaker. “Yes, Robert.”

“Three million. Deal.”

I wink at Dom. “Good boy, Rob. Get the paperwork arranged for me before I leave for Arizona.”

“Sure.” He coughs. “Right on it, Gianna.”

I cut the call and pull out another cigarette because this moment deserves one. “See? I win.”

Dom nods, but has that blank expression on his handsome face that worries me.

“Spit it out, Dom.”

He swallows. “Have you spoken to Dad yet?”

I suck in a breath. “No, I’m having dinner with him tonight. Why?”

I understand why Dom is worried. All of Vito’s children have endured the same childhood. Except I was the only girl. I wanted to be treated like one of the boys; I wanted my father to look at me the same way he did his sons.

That’s on me.

“It will be fine, slap on the wrist. Then, we’re getting shipped away to Arizona to learn how to ride a pony.”

I refuse to go anywhere without Dom by my side. And if I’m entering a hostile ranch, I need him next to me.

He chuckles. “You know you can’t wear killer red heels on a horse, right?”

“Why not?”

His smile falters. “It’s going to be harder to keep you alive on a ranch than it is in a war zone.”

I grin. This is why I love my brother. We might not share the same mother; my father and Fabio might not have accepted him. But I always have, so did Max. He’s got my back, and I’ve got his. And that’s sometimes all you need in life, one person who always shows up for you.

Someone who understands you without even saying a word. And I doubt I’ll ever find anyone else in this lifetime who I will trust enough to stand beside me.

“My husband may try to murder me in my sleep; how do you suggest I deal with that?”

His eyes form slits.

But something in my chest shifts. Colten is handsome. That dark hair, stubble and brown eyes that burn into your skull. Not to mention the fact he’s ripped to shreds and covered in ink. The thought of sharing a bed with him? That makes me sweat. I’ve never slept next to a man, and I think I’m horny enough to climb him like a tree and see what happens. He’s either going to try to kill me, or he might give me the night of my dreams.

“If he lays a hand on you, G, I will slit his throat and feed him to the pigs.”

I nod. “No, Dom. I’ll kill him, then we can both watch the pigs feast.”

Although I’m not sure they have pigs. From what I researched online, they’re a cattle ranch and have a shit ton of horses.

“Fine.”

I sigh, watching the email come in with the sale paperwork. I run this family and built our new generation of wealth from the ground up. Legit businesses with a purpose, not just thug work.

“The Sterling brothers saw you kill Fab. You really think they’ll have a vendetta against you? Doesn’t Harper still speak to you?”

A tight knot forms in my stomach and my heart sinks. Harper Jones. The country girl who came to me asking if I could kill the man who blackmailed her into marrying him. And I didn’t help her, which I’ll always regret.

The girl who would have died for her man.

The woman who taught me what it meant to have a friend. A real one. Not family. An actual girlfriend I could drink cocktails with.

“Not much. Although she did agree to be my bridesmaid. Sort of.”

They know Fab disobeyed my orders and went against me. But I am still a Milano. Their family’s rival. They won’t trust me an inch.

My brother tried to kill Ace and smashed up their car while a pregnant Harper was inside.

My own flesh and blood did that, and I have no doubt I will pay the price.

But I need an in with Enzo Testa—the most powerful man in organized crime across the globe.

I want to prove to him we can run LA before he initiates his own plan to have one of his families wipe us out. I know it’s a ticking time bomb; I’ve heard chatter that the plans are already in motion. The only way I save everything I’ve worked and sacrificed for is by forging my own way.

Marry Colten Sterling and prove to them I am useful. That they need us. That LA is worth having only if the Milano family has it.

Or, worst case, I show them exactly who they’re messing with when they piss off Gianna Milano. I’ve trained for this since I was a kid.

I’m a woman, but I’m probably the most powerful one they’ve come up against.

And they’ll never see it coming.

But I do value my friendship with Harper. So, for once, I’d rather play nice with option one.

“What are you thinking?” Dom asks.

I blink at him and take my red lipstick out of my Chanel purse. “About world domination, brother. Nothing major.”

“And how does that look today?” he jokes.

I chew on my lip. “Well, it either looks like a one hundred and fifty-thousand-acre ranch burning down, figuratively, I mean, that would take some serious manpower. The other option is Colten and I become the ultimate power couple to ever exist.”

He arches an eyebrow. “You think the latter could actually happen in this lifetime?”

I shrug. “Stranger things have happened, Dom. I showed mercy recently, remember?”

His eyebrows shoot up his forehead. “That’s true. You cried too, seeing Harper in such a state, and when they found the baby’s heartbeat.”

I swallow. “Don’t ever mention that again.”

Over the last year, I’ve cried twice, which is more than I can remember in my entire adult life—once when I saw Max’s body and once when Harper’s baby was alive.

But it’s true. I do have a heart. Somewhere. Deep down. It’s there. Not that I’ll ever let many people be aware of that fact.
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Colten

“HOW’S SHE DOING?” I ask, resting my hand against the wooden beam as the vet turns to me.

“I think we’ve done enough so she can walk again.”

I nod. “Enough to be able to survive out there?”

That’s the problem: a lot of the animals that come into my wildlife sanctuary don’t have a home to go to. We can save their lives and fix them up, but that don’t mean they’ll survive a day on the outside. And that’s when we have to make the call on what’s the most humane thing to do.

But in this case, this bighorn sheep has a fierce enough personality to make it out there. It pretty much damn near limped itself to me in the desert, like it knew I was the man who could fix it. And I have. We’ve done our best.

“I think so. Might need a couple of weeks with us,” the vet, James, tells me.

“That’s fine. We got the room for her.” Pushing myself upright, I walk over and stroke her head. She’s sedated for now. “Might even keep her here.”

I believe animals—the same as people—come into our lives for a reason. And hell, Hunter has a pet goat that causes mayhem; might as well add a sheep with a mad personality to the list too.

My phone buzzes in my pocket for the third time in the last half an hour.

“Sorry. Gotta get this,” I tell James and head out into the burning sun.

Jett’s name flashes across the screen. My cousin, the man who flips personalities like a chameleon. I accept the call and hold my breath, waiting for whatever shit is about to erupt out of his mouth.

“You’re late!” he shouts.

The wind howls around him and he blares the horn five times. “Move out of the way, you fuckin’ spider-lookin’ asshole.”

I bite back a laugh as he erupts into another fit of nonsense insults to whichever poor bastard probably cut him off.

“What is this? Your way of telling me you need me to meet you at New Falls County Jail?” I ask.

“No, dickhead. Your bachelor party. Do you ever read your texts?”

The marriage I’m dreading, and I’m intrigued by my bride. But a party hosted by Jett Lawson? This will be far worse than the wedding.

“Not really, Jett.”

“Oh, yeah, I forgot, you send a message and then jump in a rocket to space by the time I fuckin’ reply.”

I laugh at that one. I ain’t the easiest man to get hold of. I’m usually either workin’ or fuckin’.

I check my watch; it isn’t even four p.m.

“Where have I got to be?”

“Are you serious?! There was a group chat with everyone.”

The horn goes again. “Fuck you! And your mom!”

I blow out a breath and head toward my truck.

“Rosie’s is where we’re starting. Get your ass there now,” he orders and then cuts the call.

I guess I’ve got my orders. I won’t say no to getting shit-faced in celebration of a wedding I don’t want to be the groom at.

Or maybe I do? I did jump at the chance when the offer was put on the table.

Didn’t even need a second to contemplate it.
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Gianna

MY FATHER IS already halfway through his steak when I walk in. For a second, I’m eight again, stomach rumbling and waiting by the door for Dad to finish eating. Back then, my punishments would be being locked in my bedroom for two days, no food, only water, so I could think about what I’d done and how I could make it up to mia famiglia.

He doesn’t even look up at me as I take my seat opposite him. My food already cold.

“You’re late,” he says between mouthfuls.

I pick up my fork and stab the carrot with it.

“No. I’m not,” I say, putting it in my mouth.

He grunts, and we eat in silence. I’m not hungry, but I know better than to leave any trace of food on my plate in his presence.

The waiter clears our meals and pours us a glass of red each before swiftly exiting. I pick up my glass and take a small sip.

Finally, my father’s chestnut eyes meet mine.

“I spoke with your uncles,” he tells me, in Italian. Of course. We only speak our language in this house.

“Okay. And what did you decide? I hope that you put my argument forward adequately. That Fabio was a traitor to the Milano name, and I treated him as such. He worked with the men who orchestrated Max’s murder. And that I am the first person in our bloodline to get anywhere near Enzo Testa.”

He scoffs. “Enzo isn’t taking our territory.”

I raise an eyebrow. “Oh, Father. He will. The only way we survive is by joining him, not going against him. That’s what I’ve been trying to work on for the last two years.”

Every move I’ve made, even down to investments, all had the end goal of catching Enzo’s attention. Putting us on the table for his consideration.

My father slams his fists on the table, his face reddening. This is exactly why the family needs a new leader. The way my father wants to run it, it’s as if we’re in 80s Sicily again. We’re not. This is Los Angeles, and he can’t accept that Enzo’s organization, which spans across at least twenty states here and is only growing, could annihilate our family with one order.

We are only running LA because Enzo hasn’t made that call . . . yet. And I am not losing my life, or Dom’s, because my father refuses to see that he is not in control here. I’ve already lost Max.

“Watch your tongue, little girl. Or I will cut it out.”

I nod, taking another sip of my wine. I’m numb to his threats and insults. I know how far he will go to hurt me. But I also know the exact lines he won’t cross. I’ve learned when to press and when to retreat.

Being a Milano is living in a constant state of war, even in your family home.

“What is my punishment, father? I’ve got an acquisition meeting in an hour, and then I’m picking up my wedding dress.”

He sighs, and for a second, his weathered face softens. And almost, just almost, I see my father. The man who loves me. The one who would bring me candy and ice cream. Who taught me how to beat the shit out of bullies at school. Who taught me how to kill. Who held my hand when we buried our mother.

“I’m not happy you murdered Fabio, Gianna. That is against family code,” he says sternly.

“I know, Dad. I know. I did it for Max.”

And I know better than to add a ‘but’, even though there is one.

“However, I also understand you had to. To keep your peace and forge an agreement with the Sterlings. And Fabio betrayed you.”

I bite back a smile. I’m getting through to him.

“With that being said, as a family, we have decided that instead of a punishment”, he pauses, and my heart hammers. I can handle the punishments; I have since I was ten years old. Although, I really could do without turning up to my own wedding beaten and bruised.

I hold my breath.

“We’ve decided that you can prove you have what it takes to take over the Milano empire, by showing us what Gianna is really made of,” he tells me with a grin.

My eyes go wide. It’s never good when he talks about ‘Gianna’ as if she, or I, am a piece of property, not a person.

“What I’m made of? How?” I ask, tapping my black pointed nail on the wooden table.

“You took the steps in securing a wedding to Colten Sterling. You’ve already infiltrated your way into Sterling Ranch.”

I nod in agreement. That was my plan. Get us a step closer to Enzo so he sees we’re worthy of survival. That I can head up the LA organization.

“But we aren’t doing it your way. We’re doing it the Milano way. You’re going to take over Sterling Ranch, get rid of those cowboys to make it ours, and force Enzo to accept us.”

I suck in a breath and pain shoots into my chest. Surely he knows this is near impossible?

I calculate my response and say, “It’s just me and Dom going to the ranch, with a couple of bodyguards nearby? That’s a suicide mission, Dad.”

He laughs. “You’re a resourceful woman. You’re my daughter. You’ve got the Twisted Serpents on your side, based in the same state now. You will be inside the Sterlings’ fortress. I’d say this is an easy task for someone as smart and evil as you.”

I almost smile at his compliment, but I can’t. The Twisted Serpents are a motorcycle gang we’ve made an alliance with. They run drugs and arms for us, and take a cut. Quite a considerable cut. And Levi Thomas, their new President, is a complete and utter asshole. His second, Zach, isn’t much better. I wouldn’t trust Levi as far as I could throw him. He’s already making enemies in Vegas, and Mikhail Volkov is the last man on this planet, aside from Enzo, you want to make enemies with.

My plan for the Milano family is to move into states that Enzo doesn’t have a hold over and claim new territory. Yet my father and Levi don’t understand the power they’re up against. I know damn well Enzo’s organization only lets you believe you’re in front for a while, until it swoops in and kills every last person. Which is what I’m trying to avoid.

“So, to clarify, in order for me to take over this family, and for you to step down, all I need to do is take down the Sterling family?”

“Yes, sweetheart. Remove them, show Enzo how powerful we are, and then take over LA,” he demands with a smug grin.

I swallow the lump in my throat. Anyone else, I wouldn’t think twice. But the Sterlings? Harper, and her baby.

When I met and fought alongside them, they didn’t seem like most of the asshole in the mafia I’ve come across before. They would tear down the world for each other, quite literally. Those cowboys have a heart, and they’ll do anything to protect the ones they love.

“And if I don’t?” I ask quietly.

His eyes form slits, and the true Vito Milano appears. “Then Dominic will be digging your grave beside Fabio’s tomorrow.”

I shrug, playing it off, pretending that isn’t a knife through the heart coming from my own father’s mouth.

“Fine. I’ll do it,” I tell him as I stand and round the table. I drop a kiss on his cheek.

“I have all faith you’ll make our family proud, Piccola.”

Nothing about this sits right with me. I’m probably walking into my own death whichever way I choose.

“I’ll do my best,” I whisper. And then leave, with my head held high, nodding to the maid as I go.

By the time I’m in my car, my fingers are trembling. I hit dial to the only person in the world who actually has my back and understands my world.

“G, how did it go?” Dom asks, the concern clear in his voice.

I pull out of the drive, open the windows to let in some air. “I’m alive, which is a start. But I’m not sure for how long. Meet me at our spot.”

I don’t trust that our lines haven’t been tampered with. I don’t trust anyone or anything except Dom with my life.

“You got it. Be there in twenty,” he tells me.

And I smile. Because, maybe, just maybe, it’s time for the two Milano heirs to force the changes that should have happened when we were kids.
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Colten

Song – ‘Fireball’, Pitbull ft. John Ryan

THE BAR IS packed, and yet I can still hear Jett’s awful rendition of whatever song this is blaring over the hum of the crowd and even the speakers.

The door slams behind me, and I scan the room. The usual suspects are all where I’d expect them. Hunter is leaning against the bar, nursing a whiskey, probably the only one he will have tonight because he’s got a newborn and is getting about one hour’s sleep.

Jett has decided to forgo his usual favorite flamingo shirt for something arguably more abhorrent. A shirt entirely formed of little versions of Gary the Goat’s face. Tate, his brother, is dancing beside him, because after he’s had two whiskeys, he becomes just as unhinged as Jett. It’s nice to see him like this, because he’s been a sullen asshole the last few years.

And finally, I spot my little brother, Ace. Harper is nestled into his side, gazing up at him, laughing. His hand is on her bump, as if the rest of the room doesn’t damn well exist. Because, to them, it doesn’t. Hence why he’s brought his wife to my bachelor party.

As I head to the bar, I clock Jett out of the corner of my eye, darting toward me so fast his hat tips off his head. Tate laughs and picks it up behind him.

“Late to your own party,” Jett says, stepping in line.

I stop, watching as Jett nods to the bartender, and I close my eyes. Please God no.

The room falls silent, and the music shuts off. I glance at Ace, who is biting back a grin, while Hunter is doing the same.

“What have you done?” I ask Jett under my breath.

I nearly jump out of my skin when the room erupts with explosions of confetti. After a second, music starts blaring again and everyone cheers. I clench my fists as a banner falls from the ceiling beams that reads: Mr. & Mrs. Sterling.

I blink at the sign, and everyone fucking mocking me, as Tate shoves a bottle of whiskey in my hand.

“You might need this,” he says.

I clear my throat and down the contents.

“It gets better,” Jett says under his breath as he leans in. I’m hoping he doesn’t have another version of that shirt for me to wear.

I run a hand over my stubble. “How could it possibly get any better than this?”

The door that leads to the offices opens, and a string of absolutely drop-dead gorgeous women in sparkly underwear and heels strut out. There must be thirty of them, and they’re walking right toward me.

“For you, cuz,” Jett says with a cackle.

“You hired me thirty strippers?” I ask, before drinking more whiskey. “That’s a lot, even for me.”

He nods, looking awfully pleased with himself as the women disperse around the room. One is already straddling a guy in the booth, and he appears to have died and gone to heaven. Hunter and Ace are now hiding in the corner of the bar with Harper, too scared to go anywhere near one of these women for fear they’ll get their dicks chopped off. Lola would absolutely kill Hunter if he got a dance. And I’m pretty sure Ace brought Harper here to protect him against Jett’s insane plans.

And well, Ace, he wouldn’t anyway. His dick only works for Harper—actual words from his mouth.

“Why don’t you get a dance, Jett? I’ll call Violet so she can watch?” I say, turning to him with a grin.

His eyes go wide. “You wouldn’t dare.”

I arch a brow, pulling out my phone. “Wouldn’t I? I thought she was just your friend.”

The worst kept secret on Sterling Ranch is that Jett is obsessed with Violet. And I think she is the same about him too. The man dropped everything to be at the birth of her son recently. And he ain’t even the father.

“She is my best friend, Colt. And she’s hormonal as hell. Please don’t upset her.”

Jett Lawson has gone as pale as a ghost over upsetting his friend. That makes me pause. We love Violet. We took her in as one of our own. We’re glad she has Jett to look out for her.

“I’m fuckin’ with you, Jett.” I laugh, resting my hand on his shoulder and leaning in. “But if you ever try and throw me a surprise party again, I’ll tie you down and make you watch me fuck one of them,” I say under my breath.

He bites his lip, with a frown, as if he’s debating something philosophical.

“That would be a punishment?” he finally retorts.

I roll my eyes. “You want to watch your cousin fuck a girl?”

“No. I wouldn’t be lookin’ at you, Colt. I’d be watching her. Don’t make it weird.”

The second I feel a hand on my back, I find the handle of my gun and slowly turn around. A rich sandalwood scent fills my nostrils, and I know exactly who it belongs to.

I turn to face him. His dark brown eyes, his black hair. He licks his lips as I face him, his eyes tracking up my body.

“Romeo.” I nod.

“Mr. Sterling. Congratulations on your engagement,” he says, his Italian accent thick.

He holds out his hand, and I go to shake it, but instead drag him in closer so he’s flush against me, slapping my hand on his back.

“You didn’t tell me you were coming to New Falls,” I mutter.

His breath catches. “I was the real surprise.”

I release him, and he goes to straighten his tie, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallows.

“Are you here for work or pleasure?” I ask, tilting my head.

He bites his lip, his eyes zoning in on my hands. “Both.”

I nod. “Then you know what to do, Rome,” I tell him, then I walk away and join my brothers at the bar. Romeo follows behind me and gets straight into business talk with Hunter.

The bartender slides me a shot of vodka, and I rest my back against the bar.

“This is your worst nightmare brought to life, isn’t it?” Harper asks beside me, while Ace chuckles in response.

“Yep. But Jett’s heart is in the right place, so I forgive him.”

That crazy motherfucker will throw a party over anything if it means he can unleash his feral side.

One of the girls, a cute blonde in a pink sequin bra and thong, catches my eye. I run my finger across my lips as her eyes land on me. I tip my hat, and she blushes instantly, making her way over.

“I might have found a way to make this less painful, though,” I tell them, standing straight as she stops in front of me.

Her hands drag up my chest. “You’re the groom, right, handsome?” she purrs.

I press my hand over hers and lean in. “I am. You wanna show me what I’m missin’ out on for the rest of my life, huh?”

She giggles and nods. “Yes, sir.”

She takes my hand in hers and leads me over to an empty booth. I drag the table out of the way; somehow, we’ve made Rosie’s bar into a functional strip club, and I ain’t complaining. Maybe this is exactly what I need to get my mind off the fact I’m marrying a lunatic mafia princess.

I take a seat and spread my legs, resting my arms on the back of the chairs. She spins, her ass in my face as she bends over; I can’t help but groan.

When I glance over at my brothers, Romeo is beside them, hands in pockets, jaw so tight it might snap, glaring at me like he wants to be the one between my legs. I’d be good with it if that were the case.

Romeo is guaranteed no strings attached sex.

So I wink.

Jett really did throw me the perfect party to celebrate the end of my life as I know it, because I have no doubt Gianna is about to explode my existence into pieces.

My bachelor party went far better than I thought it would; I managed to sneak off around midnight. There’s only so much socializing I can do in a day.

Now, I’m spread out on the couch, beer in hand. Waiting for the knock at my door.

But that doesn’t happen; he breezes through my front door and straight past me to the kitchen. Romeo left after my second dance with the girl, Candy. I thought I wouldn’t be seeing him again. Because despite the fact that he and I are strictly sex and no feelings, Romeo does get jealous when he’s horny. And in New Falls, he’s got no one else to fuck him except me.

“Another drink?” Romeo calls out.

I run a hand through my hair, putting my beer down on the coffee table.

“No. I’m done for the night.”

He laughs, already pouring his vodka. “Big day tomorrow, hmm?” he mutters and then joins me, sitting down on the sofa opposite me, in his pristine white shirt, designer watch, and loafers. His dark hair is slicked back, and his brown eyes are locked on mine.

“Yeah, got a busy day lined up. Gotta get my suit, meet with the minister,” I mutter.

My wedding is two days away. The day before is to make sure everything is ready.

He nods, knocking back his drink in one and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “You seem stressed, Colt.”

I shrug. I am. It’s not the fact I’m getting married. It’s who I’m marrying.

The woman that I witnessed drive a blade through her own brother’s heart.

The same woman I wanted to bend over a table a few weeks before and spank the brat out of.

Those deep red lips. The power suit. The way she walked onto our ranch ready for war and didn’t even blink.

If I’d dreamt up a woman, it would be Gianna Milano. My cock is getting hard at the thought. Her curves, the ink covering her skin. The way she’d fall apart under my touch.

All her power would be stripped the second she set foot in my bedroom, and maybe, she’d finally be free.

And yet, her family betrayed us, tried to kill my brother. They’ll do anything to save themselves, including harming my own family.

I can never trust her.

I clench my fist, taking a breath. “I’m fine,” I grit out.

Romeo stands. I don’t look up, until I hear his belt buckle rattle.

He takes a step forward, between my legs, and drops to his knees. “Let me help, Colt,” he murmurs, running his hand along my thigh.

I lean back, resting my arms on the back of the sofa. “Rome, it’s late, and I’m about to get married.”

His hand rests over my dick, and I drag my teeth across my bottom lip. “Yet, you’re hard for me, sir.”

I clear my throat.

Wrong.

I’m hard thinking about Gianna’s ass and coming all over her face.

“I don’t think my fiancée will appreciate me fucking you,” I say.

She’s the kind of woman who might slit my throat in my sleep. But I’ve only met her twice, maybe she’s the kind of woman who wants to share. Maybe it’s more dicks the merrier.

“Gianna isn’t going to give a fuck about you, Colten,” Romeo says.

I shoot upright to stand. He follows, and I tower over him.

My hand snatches out, and I grab him by the throat, shoving him against the wall so hard the pictures rattle.

“Don’t walk in my house and make assumptions about my wedding and life, just because I fuck you from time to time,” I growl.

His lip twitches into a grin, his fingers slide up my abs. “Fuck, I love it when you get like this.”

I squeeze his neck tighter. Inching closer, so close our lips nearly touch.

“Don’t tell me you’re getting soft about a woman like your brothers. This is Gianna Milano, Colten. Not some country girl that you usually go after. She’s dangerous, and she’s out to claim her empire. This wedding isn’t real. If you fuck me tonight, you can still fuck me tomorrow, and the next night. It isn’t cheating if your marriage is a sham.”

I smirk, pressing him harder against the wall.

“Rome, the second I marry Gianna, I won’t be fucking anyone else except my wife. Not you. Not the girls from the bar. Until I’m divorced, I ain’t giving her a reason to defy me.”

He swallows, and I loosen my grip.

Fuck, he’s hot when he goes against me; it makes me want to shove him on his knees and fuck his mouth until he chokes on my cock.

That’s all it is. All it’s ever been with anyone. Sex. No strings. No anything. Just the mission of coming as hard and as fast as possible with consensual adults that can submit to me and take the pain.

Romeo knows the deal. He needed a release, and I gave it to him.

“Fuck me, Colt.”

I almost snap. Almost. But instead I drop my hand and step back, remembering exactly who Romeo is. Enzo’s second-in-command.

And I can’t have him or anyone believing they have power over me.

Not my wife.

Not the guy I fuck when he’s in town.

Not the women who call me when they’re bored and want to be thrown around the room.

No one will stand in the way of me protecting my family.

“I meant what I said, Romeo. This can’t happen again.”

He runs a hand over his stubble. “Okay. Then your hand is going to be busy, because Gianna won’t fall for you. She isn’t the woman you’re going to ride off into the sunset with.”

I laugh. “I know that. Doesn’t mean I need her having ammunition over me.”

He nods. “You think I’d use it? When I came here because I want your huge cock in my ass? I’m not particularly thrilled about this; none of the guys in Chicago have a dick like yours.”

I roll my eyes. “I’m sure you’ll survive. It’s been what, five times?”

He grins. “Six.”

I’ve always been pretty fluid on who I sleep with. I’ve never had a girlfriend, or a boyfriend for that matter. I fuck whoever I have a connection with. Simple as that.

But when I picture my future, I envision a wife and kids.

Most of the time though, I’m with women. Nothing beats eating pussy first thing in the morning. Or the way their bodies shake when they fall apart, whimpering my name. But recently, I seem to be entangled with Romeo. He likes what I give him and our limits match.

I walk to the door and open it. “See you on Saturday.”

“Yeah. Good luck, big guy,” he says, slapping my back.

I shut the door and head back to the sofa, unbuckle my belt, and take my aching dick in my hand.

And again, for the seventh day in a row, I picture Gianna fucking Milano.

My rival. The woman I should despise as much as the dead fucking brother she buried.

But instead, I stroke my cock and picture her bent over my bed, legs spread, pulling her ass apart for me.

“Fuuuuuuuck,” I groan.

Fuck indeed.
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Gianna

“MISS, ARE YOU ready?” Matteo calls from the door. I rest my back against the wall and stare out the window. My dream home; I worked with an architect for months to create it. Every single aspect is perfect. Even down to the one-of-a-kind Gothic wallpaper and handcrafted candle holders.

My father calls my home depressing. I call it peace. My home has always been dark, except this time, I got to create something beautiful.

And now I have to leave it behind and potentially never come back.

“Give me a few minutes,” I say, brushing him off.

The door closes behind him. The furniture is all staying. Everything is staying exactly as it is, because I’ll be coming home soon. All I need to take to Sterling Ranch is the simple necessities. Clothes, shoes, my red lipstick, and my weapon collection. I run my fingers along the dining table, crafted from onyx with a deep maroon resin, and roll out the tension in my shoulders.

I know Dominic is waiting outside for me in the Rolls. I know I have to leave. This is going to war, for my family. That used to excite me. Except now all it does is fill me with dread.

Because up until now, I believed we could win.

I pull out the last cigarette in the packet and light it, grabbing my emerald Chanel purse from the side, my head held high. My heels click against the wooden flooring as I make my way to the door. Matteo nods and falls in line behind me. Dom’s already in the passenger seat of my car. All of our stuff is being driven by Matteo in a van. He’s one of the handful of guards we’ve got staying in New Falls on rotation.

I stop as Tomasso puts his hand on my car. I flick my cigarette on the ground beside his sparking loafers and blow my smoke straight into his face.

This son of a bitch was Fabio’s best friend, and I have no doubt he was in on helping Fabio betray me. Even if Father can’t see it. I can. I’ve seen through this little asshole since I was sixteen.

His lips curl into a grin, and I clench my fist as he leans in.

“Good riddance to the witch,” he sneers.

I don’t react; I hold eye contact as I run my hand down my side to the hem of my dress.

“I’m sorry, Tomasso, I didn’t realize you had authority to speak in my presence. You are still aware of how the food chain goes, right? Me, right up here.” I lift my right arm up above my head to distract him.

“And you. Right down here.” I point to the ground.

He chuckles. “Of course, Your Highness,” he says with a bow.

“Mighty full of yourself for a man only here by the skin of his teeth. Fabio isn’t here to protect you anymore,” I say calmly.

He glances at Dom, only for a fraction of a second, and I laugh.

“You think because he puts his dick in you that you have some sort of way up the family ladder? You really have fewer brain cells than I thought.”

His eyes form slits, his jaw tensing.

I stick out my bottom lip. “Aw. Tomasso thought Dominic was in love with him? How foolish. You should know by now the Milano family doesn’t fall in love. You are simply an asshole, figuratively and literally.”

His fists clench by his side, and he steps closer. I hold up my hand, pushing it into his chest.

“Take one more fucking step, I dare you. It will be the last thing you do,” I spit.

He sucks in a breath. “You’re a jealous little virgin who can’t even beg a man to fuck her. No one wants you, Gianna. Have you ever thought about that? How all these men surround you your entire life, and not one makes a move. Not one man wants to have sex with a creature as vile as you, let alone fall in love.”

My hands shake by my side, but I don’t let him see any reaction. I don’t let him know the nerve he hit. He doesn’t know the reality of my situation. The orders that surround me and control every aspect of my life.

I draw the blade from my thigh strap and shove it straight into his groin, glaring right into his blue eyes as I do. He cries out, clutching at the handle, stumbling back against my car.

“Move.” I usher him away. “I don’t want your blood on my Rolls; it’s worth more than your life.”

“Help!” he cries to Matteo.

Dom moves as if he’s going to Tomasso’s aid, and I hold out my hand. “Don’t,” I mouth to him.

Maybe if Dom kept it in his fucking pants for once, we wouldn’t be in this situation. I’ve always been jealous that my brothers could do who and what they wanted. While I was trapped away, saved for a special occasion. A bargaining chip. But everything I do is for a purpose. For the bigger picture that I see, that I’m so fucking close to having.

Just a bunch of cowboys stand in my way.

Tomasso falls to the ground as Matteo moves him away from my car; I open up the driver’s door.

“If either of you mentions this to my father, I’ll come back and kill you both. Do you understand?” I say to them before I get behind the wheel.

They both nod, even if Tomasso is now turning gray. I can smell their fear. And they know I will, without hesitation, find a way to ensure they don’t wake up again. The only reason he’s still breathing is that my father specifically told me not to murder him.

I get into the leather seat and turn on the ignition, pulling away, not even glancing back in the rearview mirror.

“You really have to stop fucking Tomasso, Dom. He’s a problem. And a traitor.”

He runs a hand over his stubble. “It was a one-time thing.”

I side-eye him as I come to the stop sign. “Once? Once that I walked in on. Don’t lie to me.”

He taps his fingers against his thigh, like he always does when he’s lying. “Fine. Once a week for the last four months.”

I blow out a breath.

“His asshole must really be tight,” I mutter.

Dom laughs. “Yeah. He also sucks cock like a fucking whore.”

I choke on spit as I laugh. At least I get to live vicariously through Dom and his sexcapades.

“Elaborate. How does one suck cock like a whore?”

I need to be able to sleep with Colten without embarrassing myself in the process. I refuse to let him see me as vulnerable. So, I’ve researched. I’m a woman who likes to be prepared, and I will not let Colten use this against me. I might be a virgin bride, but there is nothing innocent about me.

“Gianna. No. Absolutely not. We are not having this conversation again.”

I roll my eyes. “Light me a cigarette.”

“No. You need to quit.”

I hold out my hand, flexing my fingers. “You think smoking is going to put me in a grave before the cowboy does?”

“Don’t say that,” he snaps.

Fucking hell, this is going to be the longest drive of my life. I’m only driving because I don’t trust the Sterlings not to send up a rocket launcher on my jet as we land.

And I love my car. It’s coming with me.

“It’s the truth. Now light me a cigarette or tell me how to suck dick like a whore. I gotta do something to make my husband not kill me.”

That earns me half a laugh. “Okay. Well, yeah, if you get that right, chances are he will keep you just for that.”

“Great. Exactly what I aspired to be, a pet on a ranch.”

I grip the steering wheel. That’s the constant battle as a woman: no matter how powerful you are, there will always be a man out there who thinks he can outplay you, can belittle you, just because he has a dick.

That isn’t me. That isn’t to say I won’t use their own fucked up mentality against them.

“Read more of those romance books I told you about; they’re pretty much an instruction manual, G. And much less awkward for me.”

I grin. “Those were pretty insightful.”

I withhold the fact that I’ve been reading a whole smutty book a night for the last year and learning all kinds of things about myself
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