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      To my hubby,

      

      You obviously know I have to dedicate anything naughty to you.

      Here’s to 30 years.

      And many more…

      

      J.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        When you depart from me, sorrow abides and happiness takes his leave.

        WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
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        Just a quick note my readers:

      

        
      
        This is Book 3 of my Sovrano Crime Family Series. If you haven’t read Books 1 and 2—you’ll spoil the heck out of yourself!! This series NEEDS to be read in order. If you’re having difficulties with the series order, please head to the, “Also by Jessa York,” in the Table of Contents.

      

        
      
        Happy reading!!

      

        
      
        Love, Jessa.

      

      

      
        
        Giselle

      

      

      Oh, crap.

      Carlo’s smile fell off his face and was immediately replaced with a more—murderous gaze.

      “What the fuck are you doing with my woman?” Carlo’s teeth gritted together while he held my baby.

      “Dada,” Dani said, patting Carlo’s shoulders with her chubby, little hands. “Dada.”

      Beatrice didn’t blink as her mouth gaped open.

      Double crap.

      “Bea, can you take Dani out for a minute, please?” I tried unsuccessfully to keep my voice steady.

      “Get your dirty fucking hands off her—” Carlo inhaled deeply and his barrel of a chest expanded, “before I tear them off.”

      Triple crap.

      I stared at Beatrice. “Now, Bea, please?” I said with as much urgency in my voice as I could.

      Without blinking, she turned to Carlo and grabbed Dani from him. Thankfully, she shut the door behind them.

      Stefan’s hand on me tightened. “I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about, Brother. Giselle’s my girl. We’ve been seeing each other for a while.”

      His voice was steady and strong—but I heard a tone to it that I didn’t understand.

      “She’s Eve’s friend. You know,” his head tilted to the side slightly, “the one who lives beside Eve’s old house.”

      Carlo’s eyes shot directly to mine. His glare nearly bowled me over. “You’re that Giselle?” he asked me to confirm.

      I bit my lip and nodded.

      He took a few steps toward me. “And you knew this? That I was Nick and Eve’s friend,” he jerked his head toward Stefan, “and Stefan’s brother?”

      Again, I nodded as I bit down harder on my lip.

      Two more steps toward me. “And you didn’t think to tell me?” His voice was gruff and forceful and it made my heart beat even faster in fear.

      Tears threatened me the more I stared at Carlo—the more I saw the anger boiling behind his eyes.

      Not just anger—hate.

      I could have lied.

      I could have tried to get out of this.

      But these were good men. They deserved the truth.

      “Yes,” I took in a shallow, shaky breath, “I knew.”

      Two more steps.

      “The entire time?” Carlo asked in an eerily quiet voice.

      There wasn’t much air left in my lungs, but I used what I could. “Yes, the entire time.”

      His face changed again. This time, the hate he held for me was unmistakable. “You were fucking me—” he looked back at Stefan briefly, “and my brother,” his eyes glared back down at me, “at the same time.”

      The shame of it all became too much. Stefan’s hand dropped from around me and he stepped away. Losing that connection from him, no matter how small—well, it might as well have been a giant, cavernous depth.

      I cast my eyes down for a moment, before looking back up at him. Gosh, the disgust I felt in his stare hit me hard—like I might just fall over backward.

      “Giselle!” he suddenly hollered, making me jump. “I asked you a goddamn question,” his eyes narrowed on me, and his voice lowered, “answer me, woman.”

      I inhaled a much needed breath and closed my eyes. There was no getting out of this. No possible way for me to duck around him and make it to the door before he grabbed me.

      And even if I was fast enough, he still knew where to find me.

      And find me, he would.

      No, this had been exactly what I'd been dreading. I knew this would happen eventually. I just wish I would have had more time. With both of them.

      I open my eyes and breathed out, “Yes,” I stepped backward even though I knew there was no point in putting space between us, “Yes, I was fucking you both at the same time.”

      I heard Stefan’s voice beside me say, “Jesus Christ.” Then I heard—and felt him walk away from me.

      “And did you charge my brother the same amount of money? Or was he getting your pussy for free?” Carlo asked.

      “You,” Stefan said in a loud voice, “you’re a whore?” My eyes flew to him and the expression on his face nearly killed me. “You? The woman who knits me fucking potholders? You spread your legs for money?” His head shook from side to side as the revulsion in his tone—and his look—cut me straight to the core.

      “I paid her plenty,” Carlo spoke up, his voice coated with disgust. “For not a lot.”

      My breath froze in my lungs and it felt like my heart might just break into a billion pieces.

      “I can’t fuckin’ believe it,” Stefan’s jaw grew sharper—along with his tone. “What happened?” He walked back to me. “You decided I was a charity case, or what?”

      I really couldn’t breathe but somehow, I found some air. “It wasn’t like that,” I whispered to him, “and you know it.”

      His normally kind eyes narrowed and shot daggers at me. “You could have saved yourself some money, Brother.” He looked at Carlo. “All you needed to do was wash a few dishes and buy a bag of groceries or two.”

      If emotional pain could kill you—I’d be mortally wounded and bleeding on the floor right now—from the humiliation alone.

      “Why the fuck didn’t you have food in your fridge? What are you spending your whore money on? Because it obviously wasn’t food.”

      It felt like he’d sliced me with a hot, razor sharp knife. “Huh? Answer me, Giselle. What were you spending your money on instead of feeding your kid? Christ, I thought you were a better mother than that. But all along, you were just a piece of trash.”

      Stefan pulled his wallet out and grabbed a handful of cash. “In fact, apparently I owe you for your services.” He threw the money at me and it floated mercilessly to the floor.

      “Is that enough? he asked me with a sinister look on his face. “What’s the going rate for pussy and head these days?”

      I was beyond shocked.

      Beyond hurt.

      Never in my life had I been this humiliated.

      “Pick it up, Giselle,” he ordered me, “and buy your kid some fucking food. Where did all of your whore money go? Huh?”

      That was it.

      He’d officially killed me with his awful, hurtful words.

      “She was too busy riding my horses and eating my food,” Carlo piped in, ripping the wounds in me even deeper. “And here, all along, you were letting your kid starve while I was treating you like a goddamn queen?”

      This was too much.

      Getting verbally tag teamed by these brothers had done me in. I couldn’t stay here anymore.

      If I did, I’d end up—completely ruined.

      I decided to do the only thing I could. As quickly as possible, I moved to the side and headed for the door.

      I felt not one—but two hands clamp down on my arm. When I spun around, I saw they were both trying to stop me.

      With everything I had left inside of me, I shook off their grip. “Let me go,” I said in an almost demonic voice as the fear and loathing boiled up.

      “You aren’t going anywhere,” Carlo said and he started to walk toward the door.

      Panic.

      Terror.

      It filled every cell in my body and told me I had to leave.

      Had to go.

      I rushed to the door and grabbed the handle. But of course, Carlo was there in no time to push his hand on the door. “You’re explaining this to us.”

      That was when I exploded.

      Because I had nothing else left to lose.

      I let go of the door handle and turned to them. “There’s nothing to explain. I’m a dirty whore. I tricked both of you.” I stared at Stefan. “I only wanted you around for your money. I figured you’d stick around if I played poor.” I inhaled a deep, scalding breath. “And I’m a shitty mom. The fucking worst. All I care about is myself.”

      My head snapped to Carlo. “And you paid me to stick around. Did you really think we’d fall in love and live happily ever after? At least he,” I nodded my head toward Stefan, “wasn’t stupid enough to pay me. You were. You,” I glared at him as I hissed, “knew exactly the kind of
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