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      Italian to English Translations

      
        
          	
        Papà – father
      

      	
        Chooch  – jackass, dummy, idiot, or moron.
      

      	
        Ciccino – sweetheart
      

      	
        Bello/a – handsome/beautiful
      

      	
        Cuore mio – my heart
      

      	
        Mi passerotto – my little bird
      

      	
        Cucciola – honey
      

      	
        Cazzo – shit
      

      	
        Ciao – informal salutation in the Italian language that is used for both "hello" and "goodbye".
      

      	
        Sì – Yes
      

      	
        Niente – Nothing
      

      	
        Signore – Sir
      

      	
        Figlio – Child
      

      	
        Prendere in giro – to mock, make fun of
      

      	
        Sei impazzita – Have you gone mad?
      

      	
        Che palle – What a pain in the ass!
      

      	
        Basta – Enough!
      

      	
        Puttana – bitch/whore
      

      	
        Figlio di puttana – son of a bitch
      

      	
        Stronzo – Asshole
      

      	
        Oddio – Oh God
      

      	
        Padre nostro, che sei nei cieli, sia santificato il tuo nome – Lord’s prayer
      

      	
        Amore mio – My love
      

      	
        Bastardo – Bastard
      

      	
        Sorella – Sister
      

      	
        Bimba – Tiny child
      

      	
        Nonna – Grandmother
      

      	
        Grazie mille – Thank you very much
      

      	
        Molte grazie – A thousand thanks
      

      	
        Vita mia – My life
      

      	
        Bambina – Child
      

      	
        Bella amore – Beautiful love
      

      	
        Bene – Good   
      

      	
        Molto bene – Very good
      

      	
        Porca miseria – Bloody hell!
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          KIEL

        

      

    

    
      The woman two rows ahead of me knew she was beautiful. She knew how to work what the good Lord gave her. She also knew I was watching.

      “Would you like another whiskey, Mr. Kaino?” It was only the soft twang in the flight attendant’s voice that got my attention off the curvy brunette sitting in first class.

      “Please,” I told her, not able to keep the wink from my eye. Couldn’t keep from watching the woman’s face as she leaned over my tray and topped off my drink. She smelled like peaches, all sweet and tantalizing.

      The whiskey went down with a bite, something I found oddly comforting. Something that did little to keep the swirl of arousal from my gut when the leggy brunette a few rows ahead of me rubbed her ankle, thumb pressing down into the arch of her foot before she shifted a gaze over her shoulder, eyes lidded, fucking sexy and dark.

      My brother Kane had schooled me about women. Especially women like this. But his opinions shifted to the old-school kind. He liked to play the protector. He liked to be straightforward, honest about what he wanted. But Kane was happily besotted back in Seattle with his love Kit Carlyle. And currently, the cable viewing audience and the rest of the country were taken by the PDA on their home improvement show.

      Kane could have his woman and the happily ever after they were building together. Me? I liked to play. I liked the game, and I was fucking good at it.

      I took in the look Legs gave me, watched the slip of her small tongue against her bottom lip. Spotted the tease of cleavage when she bent down, stretching to grab her shoe that had somehow ended up in the next row over. Accident? I’m sure, but deep down, I hoped she’d started the game—one I’d win. One that would end with me leaning back as that sexy woman rode me in the airport bathroom.

      It would be a good way to welcome myself back to New York. Celebrate in a JFK stall. Maybe a service closet because no one was expecting me until the next morning anyway. I shot a smile at Legs, who was currently stretching, standing to the overhead compartment to retrieve something. Another move she made that told me she was good at game-playing herself. She wore a fitted skirt and a flowy blouse with a cinched waist. It made that glorious body look dangerous, and I was in the mood to be a little reckless. Legs looked around the cabin, shrugging to herself when no flight attendant approached, and pulled open the compartment, grabbing what looked like a small wallet.

      Legs turned to face me, adjusting something in her seat that brought her body facing me. She moved her gaze from the blanket she pretended to fix, right to my face. I held that sharp gaze a full six seconds, examining the planes of her pretty face. The smooth, young skin, the pronounced angles of her chin, and the thin top lip dwarfed by a bottom lip that had no business being that full and that damn sexy. Green eyes, from what I could make of them and perfectly trimmed, arched brows. She was just this side of being too polished, too well put-together, but that only added to her appeal. I felt a deep-down craving to muss her perfect hair and smear her lipstick, all over my stomach and…

      Legs stood straight, grabbing her small bag before she left her seat. Hips in a tempting sway as she walked toward me. I got an up-close look, and my suspicions were confirmed: fucking glorious, gorgeous, and definitely interested. No one looks at a perfect stranger the way she looked at me. Not unless they were attracted, and holy hell, did that look promise she was a shit-ton more than attracted.

      Her gaze went primal, hungry. The way she let her eyes glide over my face, right down to my lap, told me all I needed to know. She was biding her time. Maybe waiting for me to make a move, speak just a little to encourage her. But I was good at the game, remember? You don’t show your hand so soon after the game has started.

      When she swept by my seat, close enough to reach out and touch my shoulder, I moved, leaning my seat back, smiling at the heat I felt from her stare as I closed my eyes. I caught her perfume as she moved by me —a fucking delicious scent that made me want to dive right between her thighs—and I licked my lips, wondering if she spotted the movement, hoping it frustrated her that I was playing distant.

      The smell of her perfume disappeared, and I moved the smile off my face, making a mental note to thank my new boss Raquel for the shot at the crime beat in one of the most prestigious papers in the country—and the first-class ticket. I felt like a king, comfortable, smug at having caught the attention of such a gorgeous woman, but then one of the flight attendants went around the plane, asking for final requests, and I knew we’d be landing soon.

      Since I got the job offer, there’d been an acute sense that something was off. Something that made me a little suspicious. I was a great writer. I was even better at researching and pressing leads for information, but I wasn’t the best. Not just yet. So why did I land this gig? And in New York, of all places?

      It was probably stupid to be paranoid. Likely even more asinine to listen to my big brother’s warning before I left Seattle.

      “Watch your back, Kiel. That family has a long reach.”

      He meant the Carellis. He meant the past.

      Five years ago, Cara Carelli had jerked me into her criminal world with her mouth and hands, with her warm thighs and hotter pussy. She’d driven me away from who I was and any semblance of who I wanted to be. I’d loved her. I’d have done anything for her.

      I’d been a punk kid just finishing up a journalism degree at NYU. She’d been the troubled source I ran into while trying to break a huge story. That story ended up with me getting the shit beat out of me and her brother and her father’s goons laughing at me as I bled out on the pavement. She’d told the cops I was a stalker. She’d told her family she didn’t know me at all. None of those things was true.

      I knew Cara. I knew exactly where she lived and how she tasted.

      It took years for me to get my head on right. It took a lot of liquor and days of listening to my brother tell me what I’d done wrong and how not to do it again.

      Cara had lied, and when I’d left New York after graduation with my killer story a bust, my internship done, and my heart ripped to shreds, I promised myself I’d never go back.

      And here I was. About to land in the one place I told myself I never wanted to be again.

      What the hell was I doing?

      “You know.” I heard, moving my head to the side when that familiar perfume filled my sinuses again. “I have a two-hour layover.”

      “Is that so?” I slid my arm behind my head, blinking my eyes open to see Legs staring down at me. She nodded, pressing her lips together, looking hungry. The brunette rested an arm on the headrest of my seat, and I pulled on her wrist, examining her left hand just to have something to do. She let me take her fingers, press them against my palm. Her skin was soft, supple like her body, and her nails were long, shaped but neat. “I might be able to help you fill your time.” I sat up when she pulled her hand away, pretending to be a little wary of me. Then when I turned toward her, resting on my elbow, she fought a smile. “I might be able to fill a few things.”

      A quick blush crept across her face. She didn’t frown or seem at all put off by my innuendo. I got a noncommittal shrug for my effort before Legs returned to her seat, shooting one final glance my way before the captain came on the overhead speaker, informing everyone to return to their seats.

      “Your glass, Mr. Kaino?” The flight attendant held out her hand, and I nodded, slamming back the contents of my whiskey, licking my lips clean before I handed over the glass, throwing the woman a wink for her trouble. But my head was still in the game and working out how to be smooth and subtle, just to see where Legs wanted to go.

      Central Park was the first thing you spotted when you descended toward New York. It went on forever, miles and miles of lush green in the center of buildings that seemed to stretch and reach beyond anything you could see. There were skyscrapers and landmarks all clustered tightly together, and in the middle of all that, the massive park. Just the sight of it brought back picnics with Cara and the lies that spilled from her mouth.

      Legs spared one final glance my way, eyebrows up in a silent question, and I grinned, moving my chin down to answer her. It was on, and I had every intention of starting my life in New York inside this beautiful, welcoming woman.

      “Enjoy your stay,” the flight attendant said, slipping something into my hand as I left the plane. I guessed what it was before I hit the jetway, fisting the wad of paper with a random phone number as I moved into the airport.

      Legs was four feet in front of me, hips swaying, fluffing her hair as she moved toward baggage claim to grab her luggage. There was one small bag waiting for her. I didn’t have anything but the duffle on my shoulder, but I waited, hanging back as she grabbed her suitcase, pretending to be more interested in my phone than the beautiful woman who slipped through the crowd, tossing a curious glance at me.

      Kane had texted about my flight, and I winked at Legs, not watching the screen. I sent my brother a quick “just landed” text before I walked behind the woman, catching up to her as she headed toward a hallway sealed off with an “Employees Only” sign haphazardly taped to the wall. I focused on the slow tap of her heels and the roll of her suitcase wheels moving ahead of me and not the vacant hallway or abandoned cleaning equipment around us.

      Legs disappeared through the last door on the left, and that gut instinct of worry returned.

      The woman stood against an empty wall, hands tucked demurely behind her back as she waited for me. She’d already taken her shoes off and moved her bag to the side.

      Two steps from her, I paused, securing her hand against my chest when she held up her palm. “How do you know about this place?”

      Legs shrugged, and there was a playful smirk moving her top lip. “I know people.”

      “You don’t know me,” I told her, licking my lips when she curled her fingers around my collar.

      “I’m about to.”

      A small release of sweet, bourbon-tinted breath and I grabbed Legs by the back of the neck, stumbling just a little when that full mouth dropped open and she offered me her tongue. She hummed against my mouth, seeming to get a thrill at how I held her, how tightly I fisted her skirt in between my fingers when she stepped closer.

      “Shit…you taste so good,” she told me, as though she were surprised. She didn’t pause for long and gripped my hair, moving my face closer, pressing her whole body against mine. “Better than I thought you would.”

      Her hair was thick lush, and I twirled it between my fingers, using it to guide her head to the left as I licked a path along her neck. “You taste exactly like I thought you would. Sweet.” I nibbled at the dip beneath her throat, then up to her ear. “Succulent.” Teeth tugging on her lobe, I released the smallest growl. “Hot.”

      “Ah…”

      Legs was a beautiful woman, and despite how my mother had raised me, despite what I knew was right and wrong, I was about to fuck her in an empty bathroom at the JFK airport. It made no sense to want this woman, but I did. She reminded me of…

      “Antonia!” I heard, and the woman in my arms broke away from me, pushing me back against the wall like she wasn’t supposed to be anywhere near me.

      “I…”

      Two oversized men stood in the center of the room, stoic and stern, but neither of them had called her name. The sound of clicking heels met us from behind those men, and they broke apart, moving aside, and the clicking got louder.

      Cara stood in front of us, looking fierce. More beautiful than I’d ever seen her, but she paid no attention to me. She glared at Legs, her face tight with anger. “I told you to get him here,” she said, taking two more steps that put her right in front of us. “I never said you could try to fuck my husband.”

      Tension moved between my shoulders at the sound of her voice, and that feeling I’d had all day burned inside my gut like a virus. Cara moved her head, gesturing for Legs to leave before she faced me. There was something cool and detached in her features, and just that look was warning enough. I should have bolted for the door.

      Fucking hell, I should have listened to my brother’s warning.

      But I hadn’t, and just then, Cara faced me, keeping her features stern and her eyes dull.

      “Hi, Kiel,” she said, reaching out a hand to adjust my tie. “Welcome home.”
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      Two big assholes, not a neck between them, stood watching me. Maybe they wanted me to back up, because their sheer size was something that might make a regular guy get a little worried. I wasn’t a regular guy. Don’t let the tie or the NYU degree fool you. I could start—and finish—shit no matter the size of the asshole coming at me. My brother taught me to stand when you could and walk away when you couldn’t. Two against one, all the exits blocked, I knew well enough to stand my ground.

      Cara’s goons were strangers. At least, their squat faces weren’t familiar. Definitely wasn’t her brother. I remembered the exact structure of her brother’s features and the faces of every meathead her father employed. I’d seen those faces twisted up in fury as they screamed at me, threw threats and promises my way that still made my fists tighten when I thought of it. But the two men blocking my exit weren’t familiar.

      “They don’t speak English,” Cara explained when I shot a glare at those roughnecks, asking who they were with a twist of my chin in their direction. “I hired them.”

      “I don’t care.”

      That stung her. At least, that’s what I picked up on when she flinched at my reaction ten seconds after Legs, or I guess Antonia was her name, hurried out of the room. “I know things didn’t end well with us,” Cara tried, and I shook my head, disregarding her with a quick flip of the bird as I made like I would follow Legs’s lead. But the meatheads blocked my path. Their expressions, all hapless and angry, told me they hadn’t liked me flipping off their boss.

      Outnumbered or not, I felt my anger swell high enough that I got in the mood for a scuffle. Cara always made me want to hit something. Just then, it was the assholes crowding me when I tried to walk away.

      “You boys want shit to get messy?” I asked them, knowing I couldn’t take them all on my own, but not caring about that fact. Instead, I loosened my tie, readying myself. “Not real happy about getting busted and bruised, but fuck it. I haven’t had a good tussle in weeks.”

      I dropped my jacket, tossing it onto the duffle next to the wall, and popped my neck just before Cara took hold of my arm, turning me to face her. “Like I said, chooch. They don’t speak English.” Her olive complexion brightened, those high cheekbones accentuated by a deep pink color.

      “Fine,” I told her, pulling out of her reach. I didn’t bother commenting on the insult she’d flung at me. It was a habit she hadn’t gotten rid of, but she could call me a jackass all she wanted. That wouldn’t stop me from leaving. “Tell them to get out of my way.”

      “I need to talk to you.” She curled her arms tightly. Her toned bicep flexed before she took two steps back when I grabbed my duffle and jacket, stuffing my loose tie into my pocket. Her mouth was tight, as though it took her more composure than she had not to scream because I wasn’t immediately falling at my knees in front of her. Those black eyes of hers widened, lashes blinking fast as she watched me. I hated that she was still so beautiful. Even with the frown breaking from her twitching mouth, those thick, pink lips smoothing together, and the shift of her attention from my face to the room around us, she still was fucking beautiful.

      “We can’t…” She waved a hand around the bathroom, nose curling as she spotted the empty urinals and stalls with no toilets inside them. “I’ll take you to your hotel. We’ll talk there.”

      One thing I learned about Cara Carelli in the brief months we’d been married: you don’t argue. Not about the small shit anyway. You gave her what she wanted and then got the hell away from her. She’d come back and want something else, but it was that first request that meant the most to her.

      She wanted the upper hand.

      She wanted the game to start in her favor.

      She wanted you to know she could get anything she wanted from you, no matter how stupid the request.

      This would be the only one I’d give her.

      Her gaze was like a lick of fire as she watched me shrug on my jacket. Each movement she seemed to memorize, but I didn’t watch her, not when I straightened my collar or fastened the open buttons on my shirt. That stare was something I remembered. It was something that burned like a snake bite pushing venom into my veins. It was something you had to ignore, or it would set your entire body ablaze. I gave up loving that burn a long time ago, but the scars would likely never heal.

      I didn’t bother acknowledging her goons as I gripped my duffle and nodded toward the door, waiting for Cara. Seemed like I was always waiting on Cara.

      She managed a nod, an action that took her a second to accomplish; an action that made her look unsure and nervous.

      I gave her one look, catching the way the sharp glint in her eyes lessened and how her face relaxed. She was shooting for friendly, or at least, not bitchy. That was the closest any Carelli got to friendliness. Cara wanted something. She wanted me to give it to her. I inhaled, wishing for a do-over.

      Wishing like hell my path had never crossed Cara’s.

      A jerk of my head and I nodded toward the door, ignoring the way her mouth twitched, like she was happy I wasn’t putting up a fight. “Lead the way.”
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      There were two cars, both S-Class Mercedes, black, and not remotely subtle. One dipped with the combined weight of the two meatheads when they ambled inside. Cara sat next to me in a Benz that matched the one in front of us. At least she hadn’t used the limos. That would have gotten us more attention than the quick escape we were able to make from the airport with those grunting assholes clearing a path for us.

      She didn’t ask where I was staying. Didn’t say much at all as we pulled away from the airport and the stone-faced driver navigating the ridiculous sedan slipped into traffic, following the lead of the car ahead of us. Cara didn’t speak, and I damn sure wouldn’t. But I couldn’t ignore the sweet, seductive whiff of her perfume filling the cab of the car. Chanel. Rich. Tempting. A scent that had distracted me the first time I met her. The first time I’d hassled her into giving me a lead on the story I was chasing.

      Outside the window, New York went by in a blur of sound and light. So much was familiar to me. So much of it made me feel like a stranger to the city I’d called home. I’d been a kid the last time I was here. I’d been a kid in love with a girl who was no good for me.

      The same girl who turned her back on me and let her father send me packing, running for home like a dog with a limp. But some things hadn’t changed, like the slip of the sun sinking into the river and the dance of light that reminded me of the clear, inky black night back home in Seattle. Here, you couldn’t make out the stars, not like you could back home, but the skyscrapers and buildings peppered all over the city created its own kind of universe. In the center of it was that smell and the woman next to me. I told myself I hated both, and maybe, deep down, I did. But something inside me stirred and warmed when Cara shifted in her seat, leaning to her side as she did. She wore a fitted dress and three-inch heels that made those toned calves of hers flex when she stretched her feet.

      I closed my eyes, trying to ignore that intense feeling that rattled my insides. It was lust, pure and simple. Cara wasn’t some typical mafia princess. She fit no stereotype. She was smart, she was ruthless, and my God, she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.

      Kane had done well for himself. Kit was fucking stunning. Talented. Smart. But Cara was the kind of woman that made a man wish he were alone with her in the world. No woman’s looks could compare to the slope of her small nose and the perpetual twist of her thick lips. She wasn’t pretty. She wasn’t cute. Cara was radiant, all woman, and she looked the part. She had grace. She had confidence and could lift a man up with a smile and crush him with the hint of a frown.

      Little Goddess. She’d hated it when I called her that, but it was a fitting description. One I tried like hell to keep to myself.

      I didn’t look. Didn’t acknowledge the way she leaned against her elbow, gaze moving over my profile, then down to my shoulders and chest. She was inspecting, and while she did, that sweet, fuck me scent came at me thicker and richer, more tempting than warm, sweet cookies from the oven.

      Fuck me if I didn’t want a bite.

      “You look good, Kiel.”

      “Good” was drawn out, like Cara wasn’t sure she wanted the syllables to leave her mouth, and I glanced at her, keeping silent as I threw a look her way and cocked my eyebrow up.

      She exhaled, head shaking. “What? I can’t compliment you?”

      She wanted to keep my attention, that much I knew. Cara liked to hold center court, especially when she bothered to address you. She hated being ignored, so when I directed my focus back on the window and the city zooming by, the small grumble she released didn’t surprise me.

      “The last time I saw you, you looked straight in my face and told the cops I was the asshole who’d stalked you for six months.” I stretched out my legs, resting an elbow on the door. “A stalker you married⁠—”

      “Kiel…”

      “And fucked on the trunk of your father’s limo not two hours before.”

      She didn’t gasp or shoot a look at the driver, something that surprised me. That meant she didn’t care what the man thought. That meant he wasn’t her father’s man.

      Interesting.

      “You let me come in your mouth, remember?”

      That time she reacted, sitting up straight in her seat, but I knew my stroll down memory lane—and how public I made it—was pissing her off.

      “It got in your hair and ended up all down your neck and⁠—”

      “Fuck’s sake, Kiel, enough.” Cara’s shout was loud, sharp enough that it came out as a piercing echo against the windows. That small slip of composure had her face reddening, and I grinned, not hiding the small chuckle that rumbled in my throat.

      Cara ignored me, leaning a little to catch the driver’s attention. She gave him directions, something spoken in perfect Italian. I only recognized some of the words—park and wait—before the man pulled up in front of the hotel. My hotel. The hotel I knew my new job wouldn’t have set me up in.

      I whistled, the sound low. A little impressed as I stretched to the right, looking out of Cara’s window and up at
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4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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