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            NICO MOLENTI

          

        

      

    

    
      Minutes tick past, the clock on the wall tapping to the beat. Each second grates on my nerves, making me angrier than I already am.

      “I have nothing left to give you. You have everything,” the sad excuse for a man says as he sits tied to a chair in front of Sebastian and I.

      “Stop lying!” Sebastian growls, face twisted from frustration. And I don’t blame him. This man tried to take everything from us. He thought that with all his millions, he could simply walk in, change the way business is done in New York, and push us out in the process. The family I have come to know and love would have all perished if this man was successful. But he is hiding something, and unfortunately for him, both Sebastian and I can feel it.

      Brian Cole was one of the wealthiest men in New York. But he was greedy. He still wanted more. He wanted to run the streets, run the ports, and run the politics. That is our foothold. I may be the youngest brother of the New York Mafia, but my blood runs for them, just as theirs runs for me.

      “But I have nothing. NOTHING!” he shouts, showing a sudden change in demeanor. He must know he is near the end because his voice pleads to us the longer this goes on, dripping with desperation, still hopeful his heart will beat after today. That we will let him go.

      “You have taken my money, my businesses, my property...”

      “Your son,” I add, dropping the words like lead into the silent room, filling in the gaps of his memory as I stand in front of him. Staring down at the pathetic excuse for a man that he is, I feel nothing. It is true. We did, in fact, kill his son Daniel. His pride and joy. Well, Carter did. Carter was more than ready to end that fucker’s life after everything he did to Doc, so he had to die. That was personal for him. But this. Right here, right now. This is something I know very well.

      This is business.

      “So now it’s your time. Your debt is still not paid in full. You planned to end us, so we will offer you the same courtesy,” Sebastian says simply, and I grin. Sebastian is like an older brother to me. All the boys are, but he is the one who has really taken me under his wing, and I would do anything for him. Anything for this group of men who are now my family, including hurting someone to get the information we need. Potentially killing him. I will take blood and bleed for my family; it is what I am committed to do.

      Sweat beads along Brian’s forehead, trailing down his fat face as he looks up at us. His emotions remain skittish, going from outraged to despondent, because at this point, he knows he has to die. Only, we want everything from him first. Once he has nothing else to give us, nothing else of value, we will take his life.

      We stand before him in a small cement block room, hidden deep in the basement of our compound. Our cell. We don’t use it much, but for the past few weeks, this has been his home. In the cold, dark and damp recess of the New York Mob headquarters. He will never see sunlight again. His son is long gone, his businesses sold or burnt to the ground. Brian Cole is no longer a man about town, flaunting his wealth. He is a man who has lost absolutely everything.

      Of course, we set up the media landscape, providing them with information of his fraudulent activities and his undesirable business contacts. So far, our hands are clean, and no one has picked up that we even know who he is. Just the way we like it. We have been through his paperwork, and most of his digital files, but we are still missing something, and we need to get to the bottom of what that is.

      “Times up, Brian,” I say as I step toward him, rolling up my sleeves, ready to get dirty to get revenge for our family. My hands clench and unclench, eager to feel his skin break underneath my fists. The need to hurt him runs through my blood. I’m ready to end his miserable life as I cock my fist back to knock him out.

      “WAIT!” he screams, his eyes wide, and I pause. I haven’t even touched him, and he is already in a hurry to give us what we want.

      “I have something else. I have something you can have. But then we are even.” It’s laughable how this man still doesn’t seem to understand the situation. We will never be even.

      “What?” Sebastian steps up next to me and eyes him suspiciously.

      “My daughter. You can have my daughter.” He smiles, like he thinks he has just saved himself. I feel Sebastian bristle beside me because we don’t deal with human trafficking. We love women, cherish them, and treat them well.

      “We don’t steal women, asshole. Your sick dealings are of no interest to us,” I say through gritted teeth. I knew he had a daughter. Sebastian has checked her out and, apparently, she is not part of Brian’s activities. She doesn’t seem to have much of a relationship with him at all, which makes me wonder why he is ratting her out to the mob.

      “Not for pleasure, not to sell, but for business,” he clarifies, and my brows pinch together.

      Now he has my attention.

      “Spit it out. You are talking in riddles.” I grab him by the collar, growing increasingly impatient.

      “She’s a lawyer, a good one. She can work with you, for you.” I give nothing away before I punch him across the cheek and finally knock him out cold.

      We need time to think.
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            EMILIA COLE

          

        

      

    

    
      My heels click on the pavement as I run down the street to the office. Late as usual.

      I had a meeting that went for hours yesterday afternoon, and by the time I got home and finished the paperwork, it was past one in the morning. It would have been a lot quicker had my potential new client not had a serious case of I can’t stop looking at your chest to actually explain my legal situation to you. I get more of them now, the type I’d rather not be working with. Ever since my poor excuse for a father went down in flames, something I have been trying to distance myself from for the past few weeks since it all came to light.

      Today, however, I made sure my corporate attire is exactly that. Black pencil skirt, pink blouse, and a large black trench coat, which is doing nothing to combat the chill in the air today. The wind whirls through the street, the sun blocked by the tall buildings as I stay in the dark shadows of the early morning, hurrying to get to my office to start my day.

      As I see the entrance to the side, I take a breath. I am thankful it’s Friday because exhaustion is nipping at my heels and the weekend can’t get here quick enough. Working day and night in order to keep my business afloat has been brutal.

      I push open the large double glass doors and head to the elevators, giving Antonio, our security guard, a quick smile and a small wave. He is a quiet man, and more of a concierge than security. I almost put money on the fact that he couldn’t fight me, let alone anyone else of significant height or build. Antonio is Italian, I think. In his late sixties, at a guess, and he always smiles brightly whenever I come into view. But today, he is not meeting my eye for some reason, which is odd. I have little time to worry about that, though, as I slip into the elevator to head up to my floor.

      My floor. It has been five years since I became a practicing lawyer and now I own my own small boutique firm. Obviously, the years of me secretly listening in on my father’s business deals served me well because, up until recently, I was one of New York's most up-and-coming, sought-after lawyers. My name was really starting to climb, business was fruitful, and for someone married to their job like me, I finally felt like things were coming together.

      Until my father ruined it. Fraud. That is my specialty. White-collar crime. Ironic, really. Even though I have been estranged from my family for years, his name still haunts me and continues to ruin my reputation. Since his fall from grace, I’ve lost clients left and right, to the point I am now wondering how I can even dig myself out of the small pile of invoices that sit on my desk, begging to be paid. My heart rate increases when I think about them. I’m not sure how I will meet next month's lease payment, and I’m even more concerned I will need to let go of Cindy, my assistant.

      The only new clients coming my way now are dirty, and I don’t do dirty. I am as clean as a whistle, straight as an arrow, and play firmly on the right side of the law. I didn’t spend years at law school, dreaming of this career, building my reputation, in order to throw it away like my father did. It’s is all I have.

      My mom passed away when I was just a baby and growing up, my brother and father treated me like I was nothing. It was a very lonely upbringing that led to me planning for a way out. I buried my head in books, got a full scholarship, and moved to the other side of the country for college. I didn’t want him involved in my life, and I especially didn’t want his money.

      I worked two jobs through college just so I never had to ask my father for anything. To this day, I’m not sure he even realized I left. Once I returned to New York, I built my practice, ignoring both him and my brother completely. I hadn’t seen him until my brother's funeral, and I wasn’t planning to. I figured that New York is big enough for the both of us, that I could pretend he doesn’t exist. Yet that is becoming more and more difficult as the weeks go on.

      The elevator opens, and I am not surprised to see the reception desk empty. In desperate need of a coffee, I look at my watch, deciding to wait another thirty minutes until Cindy arrives. Cindy was a barista before she became my assistant. When I saw her working at Bobby’s Diner, I knew her sparkling personality was exactly what I needed and offered her a job on the spot. And it’s just a bonus that she makes the best cup of coffee I’ve ever had. In comparison, I still haven’t worked out how to use the new fancy coffee machine. It’s something I splurged on before shit hit the fan and my professional life started to crumble around me. Probably should have saved that money considering where I’m at now.

      I slip off my trench coat as I strut to my office, eager to start on the pile of files I need to work through before I can end the week. As I push through my office door, I make it exactly two steps in before I stop short.

      “Who the hell are you, and why are you in my office?” I nearly shriek in both surprise and fear, as I see the back of a man standing near my office window. He is tall, broad, still looking out on the cityscape below, not at all startled by my arrival.

      “Hello, Miss Cole.” The man's deep, much too calm Italian accent vibrates through me, and I try to steady myself. I watch him as he sips on a takeaway coffee, then turns around slowly, piercing me with his eyes as they immediately lock onto mine. Deep chocolate brown against his olive complexion and dark hair. My eyes search his face for his intentions, but all I notice is how devilishly handsome he is. If I wasn’t so startled, I might actually swoon.

      “Who are you?” I ask again, my tone firm as I throw my coat and bag on my armchair and put my hands on my hips. In my years of working in law, it was a steep learning curve for me to understand the different intimidation tactics men try to use. I have built a thick layer of protective armor around my body. I now know that in order to succeed in getting what I want, I need to match their energy and demeanor. However, this man has caught me before my morning coffee, so I already feel sorry for him. I feel my wrath building, patience at a zero.

      I see his stubble covered jaw tick, and I wait a few beats for him to respond, but he doesn’t. He remains silent, just looking at me. His stance is casual, with one hand tucked in his very expensive-looking suit’s pocket, as he takes another sip of his coffee. But looks can be deceiving.

      “Who are you and what do you want? You are in my office, so answer me when I ask you something,” I demand this time, breathing slowly and trying to keep them from chattering too much as I watch his eyes narrow ever so slightly. My nervous system is now entirely out of control, from his good looks or fear or his extreme arrogance, I am not yet sure.

      “I am acquainted with your father,” he states as he begins to walk toward me, like he is approaching a wild animal.

      I huff, my teeth now grinding. “How is my father?” I ask sarcastically, because I really don’t care.

      “A handful. But he speaks highly of you and your career to date. In fact, he recommends you.” A smirk quirks his lips, and I feel my stomach churn. I try to remain unaffected and raise my eyebrow a little, my fingers gripping into my sides to prevent my hands from shaking.

      “My father is an entitled piece of shit who thinks only of status and money. I want nothing to do with him or you.” I say, making it extremely clear that I am not going to be working for any of my father’s men. Despite my career going down the toilet, working for my father or any of his associates is where I draw the line.

      “He hasn’t been doing too well financially…” the man says as he comes to a stop right in front of me. Mere inches separate the two of us, but I am not budging. He is trying to intimidate me, and I will not show weakness.

      “He owes me and my family a lot of money.” And the penny drops.

      “Well, I am not a bank, so you will have to find it elsewhere. You are not getting a cent from me.”

      The man’s face has softened a little, almost like he finds me humorous, but I am most certainly not joking. Whatever mess my father has landed in is his alone. I am not digging him out. I couldn’t even if I wanted to, and that’s all because of him.

      As my confidence increases and my nerves dissipate, I meet the man in his stare off. He has an air of power to him, along with a healthy dose of cockiness. He is very measured with his words, not really answering me entirely, yet is watching me like he is waiting for me to tell him something. What that is, I still don’t know.

      “I don’t need your money, Miss Cole…” he says, his voice grittier, almost husky. I clench my fists at my sides. The way his voice skirts over my skin is enough to have my heart racing.

      “I have no idea what he does or doesn’t do. I haven’t seen my father in a very long time,” I lie.

      “You were at your brother's funeral, were you not?” He cocks an eyebrow, obviously pleased he caught me out. I squint at him, frustration now taking over any nerves. His hand rubs his jaw, eyes melting into my face as he waits for a response.

      “Yes, I was at the funeral, and that was the first time I have seen my father since I was seventeen. I have no plans to see him ever again. I don't even know where he is.” Whatever it is my father’s done has absolutely nothing to do with me.

      “He thinks you are an excellent lawyer.” I tilt my head at that; my father doesn’t give a shit about me. He only cared for Daniel. The pride at having a son to help him rule the world was the only thing that ever mattered to him. He was more than happy to let me leave and move to the other side of the country, no longer wanting me to be an annoying little girl who demanded daddy’s attention. The older I got, the more clearly I could see that I was not his precious daughter, but a mere disruption in whatever plan he had at the time.

      “He said you are one of the best lawyers he knows. Probably going to be the best lawyer in all of the country soon…” I blanch as he continues. My father never took this much of an interest in what I did.

      “Well… I don’t—” I can’t even get myself to form a coherent thought before he cuts me off.

      “He also mentioned that you possess a keen eye for white-collar activities…” I feel the world spin on its axis and I shake my head in confusion. “And we want your skill, Miss Cole, in solving a riddle...” he adds, his voice trailing off. As it does, I don’t miss his eyes as they flick down to my mouth, and my tongue skims over my bottom lip involuntarily. I watch his pupils dilate, and my chest works overtime to get oxygen into my lungs. He is standing too close to me, probably seeing my nerves written all over my face, where I didn’t want them to be, yet I can’t move back.

      He’s a Black Widow, and I am caught in his web, hypnotized by his mere proximity.

      “A riddle?” I ask him, my voice coming out clear and steady as I regain my composure. Raising my eyebrow, I’m now even more intrigued as his words sink in. I do love a challenge. My natural fascination with riddles is something that started as a kid. The need to figure things out was my main driving force in becoming a lawyer. But I am not yet sure if this man is playing games with me, looking for representation, or just here to ruin my day.

      “I have no intention of working for any of my father’s friends or being involved in any of my father’s activities, so I think it is time you leave my office and find another solution to your problem. If you ever feel the need to sneak into my office in the early hours of the morning again, at least bring a coffee with cream, because it is way too early for this bullshit.” I sigh out a breath, as if completely uninterested, swallowing down any lingering nerves, and move to my office door, holding it open for him to leave.

      “I know your client list is getting smaller by the day...” he says to me, his voice thickening with his accent, watching me intently as I lean against the door. His mouth turns up again into a sly smirk, one I really want to slap off his arrogant face.

      “I will give you a week. Think about it. I can promise you will be well paid and will have interesting work to keep you busy.” His eyes glisten with amusement. He is enjoying this standoff.

      “My answer will be the same next week as it is today.” My hands find my hips again, ready to knee this asshole in the balls.

      “We will see. A lot can happen in seven days,” he says simply, and the air leaves my body as a cold chill encases my spine.

      My heart pounds as I try to reconcile what he just said. I hate my father, and if I ever see him again, I will absolutely kill him for putting me in this position. I remain silent as I clench my jaw, and my intruder smiles like a Cheshire Cat, seemingly pleased that he succeeded in whatever he came here to do.

      “I will be in touch, Miss Cole.” I nod to him as I fold my arms across my chest, now wanting to shield myself. My early morning visitor turns on his heel and leaves, closing my office door behind him. The click of the door sends shock waves through my tense body as I slump into my armchair, exhaling like I’ve been holding my breath this whole time.

      What the hell is going on?
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      The need to get away from her before I suffocate in her scent is the only thing making me put one foot in front of the other. Rose aroma travels up my nostrils and plants firmly into my chest, reminding me of my upbringing in Lake Como in the springtime. I take one last look at her, glad I shocked the sass right out of her, and walk out of her small city office before another word can be spoken. Stalking away from it like it is on fire.

      I don’t like to intimidate women, but I sure do want to spank her ass. She is feisty, and already proving to be too stubborn for her own good.

      After some investigation on her over the past few days, I soon realized that having her on our team would be an extremely successful move on our behalf. She is an excellent lawyer, top grades in college, and no doubt wants to save the world if her pro bono work is any indication. Now after meeting her, I can see why. She has no fear and says what’s on her mind. I wonder how long it will take for her to acclimatize to working for the other side of the law.

      I take a deep breath in, clearing my mind and my senses of the woman who also happens to be a complete bombshell. Her blonde tresses would look perfect splayed out across my bed, and I imagine how her incredible, voluptuous figure would feel underneath me as I trace her curves with my tongue and make her mine over and over again. Only, she’d have to leave that attitude behind. Her mouth is already proving to rile me up, and the most frustrating part of that is my body didn’t hate it as much as my mind did. I shake my head, trying to pull myself together. It’s clear she is going to be a handful, yet another thing I need to manage.

      Sebastian has given me the role of business manager of our family, helping to arrange the finances and business deals to get things done. That is why I am now the babysitter of Miss Cole, and it is now my job to ensure she becomes part of our team. That she can work on our things quickly, quietly, and discreetly. I still use my fists and weapons, but Dante and Carter are better at that. It is their forte. Me, I proved myself in Sicily with Sebastian by killing Enzo years ago and have been his constant shadow ever since.

      Whatever he needs, whatever he asks, I do it, no question. It is what I have trained for most of my adult life. It is the reason I, an unknown young man from a small town in Italy, was able to support my family back home, by becoming a brother in the head crime family of New York.

      The elevator opens, and before I can step in, a woman steps out. Short and stout, with blue eyeshadow and deep red lipstick, her hair perfectly quaffed. I guess her to be in her fifties, the eighties the key decade for her if her style is anything to go by. She looks me up and down, intrigue in her eyes, but I simply smile and nod as I move around her into the lift. I watch her as she heads to the reception desk and dumps her handbag and coat on the chair as the elevator door closes.

      Making my way to ground level, I rub my eyes. I need another coffee. It was an early morning for me, but I wanted to catch her by surprise. In fact, I have a few more surprises for Miss Cole. Within the week, I know she will be putty in my hands.

      Stepping out into the foyer, I weave through the city workers, making my way over to Antonio.

      “Is everything all right, Nico?” he asks me as I approach, worry etched in his features.

      “Fine, Antonio,” I say, slipping him another $100 discreetly.

      “Miss Emilia is a nice girl. She is always kind and respectful. I’m sure whatever trouble she is in—” he starts, but I cut him off.

      “She is not in any trouble. How is your lovely wife?” I ask, steering the conversation to safer territory. Antonio and his wife, Pia, have been known to me since I first moved to New York. The fact that he is the doorman at this building was pure coincidence. I couldn’t have planned it better because Antonio owes me a few favors. We helped him and his wife on many occasions with rough thugs in their neighborhood, so he was more than willing to let me up to her floor without question this morning.

      “Pia is well. Thank you for helping us with the recent burglaries. I appreciate everything you and Sebastian do for us,” he says with a nod.

      “Anytime, Antonio, you know that. I need to go. Ciao.” I shake his hand and strut out of the foyer and into the street. Stepping out in the cool morning air, I get into my car and nod to Tony, my driver, just as my cell phone rings.

      “How did it go?” Sebastian questions before I have even had a chance to greet him formally.

      “Fine. She won't be an issue. I give her a week before she is onboard and will do anything we need her to.” I am greeted with a sigh. He is stressed and, no doubt, relieved I have this handled. We really needed to get someone like her on our team to sort through her father’s paperwork, because although we have no proof, we know there is something we are missing. My gut tells me that she will find it, because I have a feeling she is like a dog with a bone and won’t give up until she uncovers what we need her to.

      I have followed the paper trail her father gave us five times over and I always find blocks. We are not sure who is helping finance his various activities, but we know someone is and that someone is powerful. While not a direct threat to us anymore, whoever he is working with could become a threat again in the future, and our preference is to neutralize them before they become a problem.

      “Come back to the compound. I want to run the monthly numbers today and work through the family spreadsheets,” Sebastian says, and I hear his wife, Goldie, growling at him in the background—something about him being too bossy—and I smirk.

      “Wipe that smirk off your face, Nico. My wife is the boss of this household, you know that,” he says in jest, knowing me so well.

      “That’s right, Nico. You will learn that one day when you find yourself a wife!” Goldie screams out to me, and I laugh. We all love to push Sebastian’s buttons, but Goldie dances very close to the flame, getting away with a lot, constantly pushing her husband to the brink.

      “See you back here soon. Good job.” Then he’s cutting off the call, and I rest my head on the back of the seat.

      Watching the world pass me by out the window, I can’t help but think of my family back home in Italy. I miss them. Especially my sister, Sofia. Younger than me by a few years, we were always close, even more so as we became adults and she got sick. It was heartbreaking watching my parents struggle financially to support her medical bills. They worked tirelessly day and night, while I looked after her at home. We nearly didn’t survive it all, but then I met Sebastian.

      Well known in Italy, Sebastian and Dante were looking for new soldiers, and I volunteered. He met my family, saw the heartbreaking situation we were in, and paid for Sofia to get the medical attention she needed. In return, he got me. I moved away from my family to New York and now work for him. I owe Sebastian my life, my sister's life, and I will work for him until eternity to repay him for giving her back to me.

      I sit in remembrance for a moment, spinning my cell phone in my hand, before I type out a quick text to her.

      Me: Miss you, Sorella.

      Sofia: You need to come home soon, Fratello. I have found the perfect woman for you!

      At her quick reply, I bristle. She has a fascination with setting me up with nice Italian women and trying to get me to come home more. Arranged marriages are common in the mob, less so in Italy in general. My sister, however, has taken her role of matchmaker for me extremely seriously, and I entertain her for the most part to keep her smiling. I know it is early afternoon in Italy right now, and no doubt, she is busy writing at home. An aspiring author, I already know whatever she publishes will be pure gold.

      Taking a silly selfie, I send it to her, my eyes crossed, my tongue poking out, and within moments, she sends one back.

      Sofia: Seriously, when are you coming home? Do you have another visit planned soon?

      Me: Things are busy here at the moment.

      Me: Let me see what I can arrange. I miss the sunshine and gelato. Talk later?

      I feel better after checking in with her. The two of us talk almost daily. We’re close and have been our entire lives. As Tony pulls into the compound, the shared secure neighborhood where we all live and work, I know I need to get my head in the game. Sebastian wants numbers crunched and deals reviewed, and I still need another espresso.

      Sofia: Deal.

      I pocket my phone and step out of the car, seeing Goldie getting into her car across the garage, obviously heading to work at the gallery.

      “Good luck, he is in a mood today!” she hollers to me.

      “I heard that!” Sebastian barks out from behind me, hands in his pockets, not amused at his wife’s banter.

      “I meant for you to!” she says with a smile, and I need to hide my smirk as Sebastian and I stand there, watching Goldie drive out of the lot.

      “God, she drives me crazy, that woman,” he murmurs, before slapping me on the shoulder and leaving no room for questions. “Come, let’s get to work.”
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      I smash my hand into my cell phone on the bedside table, cursing myself for not turning off my alarm on a Saturday.

      It took me forever to get out of the office yesterday. Paperwork is building up as I try to meet my remaining clients’ expectations faster than usual, given that they could leave me at any moment. But I also couldn’t concentrate on anything after my early morning visitor. Then, even after all that, sleep still eluded me for most of the night as I tried to reconcile what my father has done and what this all means for me now. The few hours of sleep I did get were full of dreams of chocolate brown eyes and a domineering Italian man.

      The buzzing continues as I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to deny the morning’s arrival. I thrust my hand out of the covers, slamming the surface on my side table again, wondering why the beeping noise won't stop. Frustrated, I sit up, flinging the covers back, and grab my phone, ready to throw it at the wall. But as I click on it, I realize my phone isn’t making any noise. Confused for a moment, I sit quietly and listen as it continues. Rubbing my eyes, I get my bearings and stand, stifling a yawn as I pad out to my kitchen, where I see the coffee machine beeping as it fills to the top.

      But that is not what is concerning. The man standing in my kitchen with a smug ass smile on his face is what is concerning. My breath hitches, my heart beats out of my chest, and my voice gets stuck in my throat. What the hell is he doing here?

      “Ah, here she is,” he look fresh as a daisy in his pristine black suit, hair slicked like James Bond. Meanwhile, my hair is a bird's nest of activity, my body barely hidden by my slouchy college sweatshirt, with only my underwear on underneath. I’m pretty sure I have both dried mascara under my eyes and the remnants of saliva on my chin too.

      “Here. For you.” He grabs the fresh brew that’s now poured into one of my coffee cups and slides it across my kitchen bench.

      “With cream, as you requested.” I stand there, stunned, watching him from my bedroom doorway. I haven’t moved. My body stiff as he moves around my home like it’s his own. The smell of fresh coffee finally snaps me out of it.

      “What the hell are you doing in my apartment?” I screech at him, my raspy morning voice making me cringe.

      “You have great beans,” he ignores my question and sips his coffee.

      “What?” I ask, now even more perplexed.

      “Are they Italian?” he takes another sip of his small espresso.

      “Is what Italian?” My eyes narrow, growing even more confused.

      “The beans?” his tall body leans against my kitchen wall, looking like he belongs in a luxury appliance commercial.

      “What the hell are you talking about?”

      “Your coffee beans. What did you think I was talking about?”

      “I don't even know what’s happening right now!”

      “We are talking about beans, Miss Cole.”

      I can only stand and gawk at him. Five minutes ago, I was lost in my slumber, and now I’m talking about coffee beans with a strange man who broke into my apartment.

      Who knows how long he’s been here already, probably casing the place while I slept. Not that he would find anything here; I’m not someone who is sentimental. I have no photos or knickknacks, so my apartment is modern and stark just like my life. Anything of value is in my safe deposit box.

      But still… should I be calling the police? Should I be trying to run? Why am I just standing here?!

      I don’t miss his eyes as they flick up and down my body, and while I should be embarrassed that this dapper man has now seen me at my worst, I can’t part with the anger swelling in my chest at having someone uninvited in my home.

      “Who the hell are you?” Although this is the second time he has been in my space, I realize I still don’t even know his name. He ignores my question and walks over to my dining table, taking a seat and relaxing back.

      “Please, just make yourself at home,” I say sarcastically as I wave my hands around my space.

      He smirks at me again, and I ignore his eyes as I look at the steaming coffee he made me sitting on the kitchen bench. My mouth waters, so I decide to pretend like I’m actually playing this game of doing what he wants. I keep my eyes on him as I walk forward and grab the coffee, trying to wrack my brain for a plan. It is one thing to be in my workplace, but it is something else entirely to be standing here, in my home. My apartment is the only place just for me. Now it has been invaded, by whoever this jerk is.

      Sipping the hot brew, my eyes close as the coffee hits my tongue and slides down my throat. This is a damn good coffee. Walking toward him, I put my cup down on the dining table as he looks me up and down once more. His trademark smirk stays plastered on his face, one any other woman would find panty dropping, but I find infuriating. Mostly.

      “Seriously, this coffee is really good,” he says, still ignoring my question as he finishes his espresso and crosses one leg over the top of his knee.

      “Okay, enough of this game. What is your name? You want something from me, but I have no idea who you are.” Standing tall, I cross my arms over my chest. I’m not sure if I actually want to know, but knowledge is power, and I need all the power I can get at the moment.

      “Nico,” he finally answers, quickly and sternly, folding his arms across his chest, matching my stance. I guess he isn’t too happy to play this game of get to know your intruder.

      “Nico who?” I fire back and watch his nostrils flair. It’s clear he doesn’t like me asking questions, but I am not continuing any conversation without knowing exactly who I am dealing with.

      “Nico Molenti. I work for the mob,” he states, deadpan, and I laugh. I laugh so hard, tears form in my eyes, and I start to ugly snort, not able to control myself. He looks at me as though I am crazy and have lost my mind. Maybe I have.

      “Sure, and I am a direct descendant of the Queen of England,” I say in a mock English accent as I give him a royal wave. “Seriously.” I wipe my eyes, not missing the dark smudge of the mascara I obviously missed in the shower last night. “Who are you? Do you need support with one of the top five banks, or are you just some jerk who likes to break into young women’s apartments and scare them on a Saturday morning?”

      “I am Nico Molenti, and I work for the mob.” Something about his tone this time has my smile wiped from my face, and my body stills. Understanding washes over me that he is, in fact, not joking. The anger I felt now starts to dissipate, the nerves from earlier rearing back into gear. I couldn’t have heard him right…

      “Excuse me?” I barely whisper, my eyes staring into his, all humor gone.. “As in, Sebastian Romano Mob, or..” My voice wavers. Everyone knows Sebastian Romano.

      “Sebastian is my brother,” he says like he is asking for creamer in his coffee and not like he just dropped a bomb on my life.

      Once again, I’m unmoving, eyes bulging and mouth agape. I want to say something, but nothing comes out. The shock of what he just told me renders me speechless for a moment, my fight-or-flight instincts battling each other.

      “You know, looking at me with your mouth wide open like that makes me think of some ways we can pass the time… unless you have something else to say? Hmm?” Lifting a brow, he takes another sip of his coffee.

      My lips find each other instantly, pressing down firmly as I growl under my breath. My fight senses taking over. I roll my shoulders back, feigning confidence I usually have but which seems to elude me every time I am around this man.

      “You need to leave,” I say sternly, taking a few steps away from him. I want no part of being in any way associated with the mob.

      He makes no move to leave.

      “I am a lawyer, for Christ’s sake! I work to put people like you behind bars! I can lose my license just from being in your presence!” My voice gets higher in pitch and more panicked the more I talk. “I can’t believe you are here in my apartment! Oh my God. Have you spiked my coffee? Are you going to kidnap me? I’m too heavy to kidnap. You won’t be able to carry me. Me as a dead weight would be even worse... You could totally put your back out, maybe really hurt yourself. Yeah, you would most certainly need backup. Shit, do you have backup? Are there more men waiting outside?” I can barely catch my breath as I pace back and forth before him.

      This is what happens to me when I am pushed too far or caught off guard, I ramble. It is a good quality to have in the court of law, I can pull many things out of my hat of awkwardness and it is often worked in my advantage. But right here, right now, I have a case of verbal diarrhea and no idea how to stop it. He stands at seeing my obvious distress, pushing in the chair he was sitting on, leaving no trace of him being here. I suppose my nerves worked in my favor this time. Annoy the man until he leaves me alone.

      “You have until Friday, Miss Cole. Think about it. You are losing clients each day, and I know your assistant, Cindy, is saving her

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/mony_4_my_chance.jpg
SAMANTHA SKYE





