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      You guys, we’re done.

      I’m going to pretend I didn’t just say that, because I’m not ready to let go of these characters yet.

      Luckily, I don’t have to. Because by ‘done’ I don’t mean done with the characters. And I don’t mean done with this story. ACTUALLY, we have three more books coming out in the Rossi series, and after that, Brooks gets her own series, and after that…

      Well, who knows? These characters might just demand another series of their own. That’s the great thing about my job. If they want more books, I get to say yes.

      In all seriousness, thank you guys for coming on this journey with me. This little series was my first baby, and it will always hold a special place in my heart. Giving the books dark new covers and a new edit, and running through this wild plot with these characters again, has been exactly what I needed to find my way through the last year. And I couldn’t have done it without you, my friends. I couldn’t have done any of this without you.

      My heart belongs to you, and I hope you’ll keep coming around for my books. We have Rossi special editions coming up—with surprising formatting and sneak peeks of Brooks’ series—plus the Boudreaux series, PLUS some dark new material that no one even knows about yet.

      You asked for dark, and I heard you.

      I just hope you’re ready.

      Until then, enjoy the conclusion to Dax and Dante’s story, and remember, if you want to know how Brooks carries this ending off, you have to read Dare You and Tell Me, which COULD have been chapters out of Rebellion and Master, and instead got their own covers. If you haven’t read them yet, get in touch with me on Substack or Insta and I’ll send you a copy!

      This book will make a whole lot more sense once you see what Brooks is doing. And you’ll have a jump start on Pursuit, Brooks’ first full-length book!

      

      
        
        XOXO,

        Q
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            DAX

          

        

      

    

    
      I was just opening my mouth to ask Michael Rossi where the hell he was taking me—some estate in the country?—when the phone in my hand started vibrating. I jumped and glared down at it, caught off-guard at the sudden incursion of something so mundane as a phone call.

      I didn’t have time to talk on the phone. I was in the middle of a fucking chase through upstate New York with two men I barely knew and absolutely didn’t trust. Getting on the phone was the last thing on my list right now.

      A month ago, I would have said I was completely safe. Richest man in the city, and one who no longer took part in the hijinks of the underworld. Yes, I still carried a gun everywhere I went—the Glock my brother gave me on my eighteenth birthday—but I almost never had to use it.

      Hell, a week ago I would have laughed at the thought that I might have to.

      Then my whole world had been turned on its side by a tiny girl with too much hair and an attitude. Dante Rossi had walked into my life like she fucking belonged there, and she’d blown my world up. Since I met her, I’d been involved in two attacks on my restaurant—one of them on Dante herself—a kidnapping—again, Dante, the resident troublemaker—and an ambush.

      With the men I didn’t know whether I could trust.

      Michael, Joseph, and I had been meeting about a possible alliance in a restaurant that should have been safe. Instead, it contained an ambush. They’d wanted to talk to me about the attacks on their family from unknown sources, and thanks to Dante’s interference, I’d been willing to listen.

      They’d brought those attacks right into my own fucking restaurant, and we’d barely escaped with our lives. I didn’t know whether any of our men had. We hadn’t stopped to check on them before piling into Michael’s car and getting the hell out of there, with Joseph bleeding and me riding shotgun, keeping my eyes on the rearview mirrors to see whether anyone followed us.

      What a fucking cluster fuck.

      All because Dante Rossi had decided that her family needed an alliance with mine, and taken matters into her own hands.

      I grunted at the memory. Before yesterday, I’d never even thought of her. Sure, I knew the Rossi family—the boys—and that they had a younger sister, but they’d done such a good job of keeping her hidden that I’d never laid eyes on her. I hadn’t even known what she looked like, and I damn sure hadn’t thought she wanted anything to do with the underworld.

      Then she got in touch with my people and asked that I meet with her, and that meeting had gone...

      Well, we hadn’t exactly met and fallen instantly in love.

      Though I had wanted to turn her over my knee and spank her more than once. And I’d come too fucking close to doing more than that when I had her pinned against the wall in the guest bedroom in my house. She’d been all fire, then, her eyes blazing as she looked up at me and argued her point, and I’d been hard as a rock. Barely able to keep my hands to myself.

      I hadn’t, I remembered. I’d shoved her backward and kissed her like she belonged to me. Drowned in her mouth while I buried my hands in that curly hair, holding her still while I tasted every inch of her.

      A smile touched my lips at the thought, but then Joseph Rossi looked over at me and snarled, “Are you going to answer that or what?”

      Answer what?

      Oh.

      I glanced down at my phone again, registering not only that I didn’t know the number, but that it was a local one. Not 212, like most of the people I knew, but 518. The very area we were driving through. Who the hell was calling me from up here, and why now?

      I hit ‘accept’ and held the phone up to my ear. “Romano.”

      “Dax?”

      Oh. My. God.

      “Dante?” I breathed.

      “Dax, thank God,” she said, her voice louder now but still sounding oddly strangled, like she was out of breath or scared. Perhaps both. “I’m sorry to call you but I couldn’t remember anyone else’s number and I need help.”

      Alive. Dante was alive. When I first figured out she’d been kidnapped—by one of my own men, no less—I hadn’t been sure we’d find her before it was too late.

      Girls that looked like her had a bad habit of finding their way into shipping containers that no one could track. Add in her last name and I’d been sure we were going to lose her.

      I brought a hand firmly down on Michael’s arm. “You need help? Where are you?”

      Michael jerked the wheel of the car and went skidding onto the shoulder of the highway without me having to ask, and both brothers turned to face me, their expressions twin looks of horror and hope. I met Joseph’s eyes, nodded once, and hit the button to put the call on speaker.

      Dante was already talking by the time the transition took place, though, and we caught her in the middle of a sentence.

      “—and he wouldn’t leave me alone and I⁠—”

      “Dante,” I snapped. “Slow down. Start at the beginning.”

      “You don’t have to shout, Dax,” she snapped back. “I’m not deaf.”

      I bit my lip and tried to contain my temper, though that was a lost cause. I’d known this girl for a matter of one night and she’d already made such an impression on me, burrowed so deeply under my skin, that I’d spent my shower this morning jerking off to the thought of her. Before that, I spent the night sitting in my den talking to her about whatever came to our minds. She’d been all fire and lightning since the moment she walked into my restaurant, and though I hadn’t wanted to like her—had even told myself that I had to send her home, just to get her out of my hair—she’d somehow...

      What?

      Touched me, I realized faintly. In a way no one had touched me before.

      I wanted more of her. I wanted all of her. But that wasn’t going to happen unless I could fucking find her and save her from whatever mess she’d gotten herself into.

      “I’m not shouting,” I told her, fighting to remain calm. “But I’m worried, and so are your brothers. We’re all right here. Tell me where you are and what happened, and do it quickly.”

      “Why are you with Joseph and Michael?”

      I was going to kill her. I was going to get her out of whatever trouble she’d gotten into and then I was going to kill her myself. “Oh my God, girl, are you going to get on with the story or not?”

      “Fine,” she huffed.

      And then she proceeded to tell us the wildest story I’d ever heard. She’d been kidnapped right outside my house—and by my own man. Stephan Miles was someone I’d never really trusted, but he’d been my father’s man and then my brother’s, and I’d thought that meant something to him, so I’d kept him around and made him an adviser. But he’d been acting strangely of late, and he’d argued against meeting with Dante from the start. He’d said several times that we couldn’t trust her and that I needed to send her away.

      And when I sent her away, he’d kidnapped her.

      God, I’d sent her right into his waiting arms, and the fact that I hadn’t known he was a spy in the middle of my organization didn’t make it any better.

      “But I got away from him,” she gasped. “He drugged me and put me in the trunk, and when I woke up, I knew I had to get the hell out of there. So I...”

      “You what?” Joseph snapped.

      “Now don’t be mad, Joseph,” she said, her tone turning wheedling. “But I picked the lock and jumped out of the trunk. Sort of.”

      I glanced up in time to see Joseph looking like his head was going to explode, then looked over and saw Michael also watching Joseph... and smiling slightly, like he thought this was all hilarious.

      This family was insane. They were certifiable.

      “How the hell do you know how to open a trunk from the inside?” Joseph asked sharply.

      Dante snorted. “Brooks, where else? So right, I got out of the trunk and started running, and then the car came back and tried to hit me, and then they ran into the pumps at a gas station and the car exploded. But Stephan somehow survived it and came after me, and I ran into the forest and... and...”

      Her voice caught on a sob and my heart broke cleanly down the middle. She’d been matter of fact this whole time, like none of it had mattered, and I’d almost forgotten that she was just a girl.

      Too young and fragile to be in a situation like this.

      I was going to fucking kill the men who took her. And I was going to do it slowly.

      “And what, Dante?” I asked, trying very hard to sound like I didn’t want to strangle her for delaying.

      “And I killed him,” she whispered. “I impaled him on a branch and then shot him in the head. And oh God, Dax...”

      I looked up to see Joseph and Michael both looking like she’d just wiped their brains clean of any thought, and decided I needed to take matters into my own hands. Those two were having some sort of mutual mind meltdown at the idea that their baby sister had killed a man. They weren’t going to help me calm her down.

      “Right, well it sounds like he had it coming, honestly, but we’ll talk about it when I get there. Have you called the cops?”

      “Yes, this guy at the gas station has a phone I’ve been using. I think they must be almost here.”

      “Perfect. Don’t say anything to them when they arrive. You don’t know anything about anything, okay? You were out walking and shit started blowing up, and that’s all you know. I realize it’s going to be hard, but keep your mouth shut. Tell me where you are. I’m coming for you.”

      She let out a breath, sounding like this was the only good news she’d heard all night, and moments later the guy—the gas station attendant, I assumed—was on the phone and giving me an address. I motioned for Joseph to put it into his phone, then glanced at the map he brought up.

      “Looks like we’ll be there in fifteen minutes,” I told the guy. “And buddy? You get that girl into a bathroom and get her washed up, hear me? Splash her face with cold water, make sure she’s washed off any blood or scrapes. If I get there and hear that you’ve said one mean word to her, I’ll kill you, and that’s not an empty threat. I’ll tie you to a chair and cut you up, piece by piece. It’ll be slow and very, very painful. You got me?”

      “I got you,” he said, his voice hoarse. “Wash her up. Take care of her. Don’t worry, man.”

      “I’m not worried, because I know you’re going to do exactly what I ask you to. Don’t let her talk to the cops. Tell them her lawyer’s on his way and that she’s got to keep her mouth shut until then.”

      I hung up before he could answer and glanced at Michael. “You guys got any contacts in the police department up here?”

      Michael swerved back out onto the freeway and pulled a U turn, tires screeching. “Course we do. Joseph?”

      Joseph was already on the phone, his face intense as he muttered a string of orders to whoever he’d called. His voice was low and hoarse, obviously stressed, but he was giving very precise instructions, and it sounded like the person on the other end of the line was just listening.

      I hoped it was the chief of whatever police force they had up here. And I hoped to hell we were talking to him before his guys got to Dante. Because she might have been acting in self-defense, but if she told the cops what she’d just told us, they’d take her in and hold her, regardless.

      And the last thing any of us needed right now was for a Rossi to be in a place where our enemies might be able to find her, and where we couldn’t defend her. Dante had already been kidnapped once and gotten away, and something told me that if our enemies grabbed her again, they were going to be a whole lot more careful with how they restrained her.

      I didn’t want to think about what that might mean.

      And I wasn’t willing to find out.

      I leaned forward, urging the car to move as quickly as possible, and watched the road ahead of us, counting the seconds until I could get my hands on Dante again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            DAX

          

        

      

    

    
      We got to the gas station within ten minutes and jerked to a stop in the driveway leading up to the parking lot. I scanned the area quickly, looking for anything that didn’t belong. Enemies. Cars. Men with guns.

      I didn’t see any of that, but the place looked like it had been through a war. One entire row of gas pumps was burnt and still flaming, debris scattered across the parking lot from the explosion that had taken them out. Next to them sat a car, still smoking.

      My car, I realized. That had been my car.

      And Stephan had used it to kidnap Dante Rossi.

      What in the eternal fuck was the man playing at? He’d told me she wasn’t worth the time and had advised against me doing a meeting with her at all, saying she didn’t have the clout to put together an alliance—true—and that I would just be borrowing trouble. He’d reminded me that the Romanos didn’t deal with mafia wars anymore. We were long past that.

      He was downright furious when I brought her into the house to protect her, and from what she said, had tried to kick her out without telling me.

      And then he’d grabbed her the first chance he got.

      Why? What was he going to do with her? Who was he taking her to, and why? The Massimos? It was the obvious choice, given the war they’d been conducting against the Rossis—and now, evidently, against me. But that part didn’t make sense, either. Why would they be coming after me? I hadn’t had any dealings with them in years.

      Though I’d been looking for a reason to go after them.

      They had, after all, killed my brother.

      Now, years later, they were coming after me as well. That assassin at my restaurant had said he was working for Caleb Massimo, and Caleb himself had been at the ambush against me and the Rossis. That was beyond coincidence, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that the Massimos had decided to finish what they started when they killed my older brother.

      And Stephan had attacked a Rossi without me ordering it.

      He had to be working for someone else to do something that stupid. He had to think that someone else would provide him with the protection he’d need when I found out what he’d done. Who? Was he on their payroll?

      How had that happened?

      And when?

      And how would they have organized quickly enough to get him to kidnap her from my house? No one else had even known she was there.

      All questions for another time, I told myself firmly, opening the door and jumping out of the car. Right now, all that mattered was that I find Dante and tell her she was safe.

      The cops were already here, and Joseph was out and heading for their car a second later. He’d thrown a jacket over his shoulders, I noticed, and though he was moving stiffly, you never would have guessed that he’d been shot. I hoped he could hide that from the cops.

      They might buy the idea that Dante didn’t have anything to do with the explosion here, but if a guy who’d been shot showed up to collect her, we were going to have a hard time convincing them nothing was going on.

      I started toward the store attached to the gas station and Michael appeared at my side, his strides long and his face calmer than I could have imagined possible. I schooled my own features to be as cold as his, fighting against the urge to sprint in there and find my girl. We needed to be calm. Cool. Collected. I didn’t know what we were going to see inside that gas station, but Joseph had already made a call to smooth things over with the cops, and I had Michael here to do any talking that needed done.

      As long as Dante hadn’t given them too much information already.

      We slammed through the doors into the small store to find the girl already talking to another cop. Some guy in a trucker’s hat, who I assumed was the gas station attendant, looked up and gave me a shrug that as good as said, “I tried to stop her, but look at this.”

      I understood exactly what he meant. I’d tried to stop Dante Rossi numerous times since I met her, and so far, hadn’t figured out how to do it. And I was guessing her brothers would tell the exact same story.

      Michael started for the cop and Dante looked up, her mouth caught open as she told the guy something she probably should have been keeping to herself. Her eyes glanced past Michael and landed on me...

      And suddenly she was running right for me, her face both lit up and crinkled with despair, and her riotous, curly hair streaming out behind her. She leapt and I caught her, pulling her to me and holding her tighter than I’d ever held anyone in my life as she pressed her face into my shoulder and shook.

      “Are you okay?” I whispered into her hair.

      She nodded but didn’t answer, and I held her even closer. God, she was shaking like a leaf. This little girl had come into my house talking like she owned the world and knew exactly how to make it bend to her will, but she couldn’t be more than twenty and had been sheltered by her brothers and her parents. Sure, she’d handled the assassin on the sidewalk like she knew exactly what she was doing, but her life hadn’t been in danger. In that moment, she was the one with a knife to someone else’s throat.

      But now she’d been kidnapped and
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