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  Content Warning - Angels and Sinners


Angels and Sinners is the beginning of a planned universe of books and tells Lia’s story with Dante, Rafe, and Cade.  
This series is a dark mafia reverse harem trilogy, and therefore the content is darker than most contemporary books. 
In this series you will get sex scenes, including multiple partners, sex club scenes, gun and knife violence, death, sexual abuse (past), and birth control tampering. 







  
  Blurb


I may have been destined to rule this world. Instead, I’m about to burn it to the ground. 
I escaped their golden cage, but freedom comes with a price. They're hunting me across continents, turning over every stone, but I'll stay hidden until I'm ready to strike.
I've learned the truth about myself—and about the monsters who murdered someone I loved. Now justice isn't just a dream, it's a promise written in blood. Starting with my father-in-law.
To get close enough to destroy them, I need to play their game. I'll make Cade and Rafe trust me again, let them believe I've crawled back broken and desperate. It's all temporary—they used me as their pawn, and now it's my turn to move the pieces.
What I don't expect is how easily they slip past my defenses. How their protection feels real, their promises almost believable. For a dangerous moment, I let myself hope...
Until they discover my secret.
The masks come off, and I see the truth: I was never their queen. I was always their sacrifice.
But they've made one fatal mistake. I'm so close now I can taste victory. One carefully orchestrated night, one perfectly executed plan, and I can rid the world of every last enemy.
The only question is: will I survive long enough to see it through?

Deadly Vows is book two in the Angels and Sinners trilogy—where love is a weapon and revenge is the only justice.
The series is a dark mafia reverse harem romance (MMFM).






  
  Prologue


“You will come back stronger,” Jove assures me as I steal a glance his way. His presence gives me a sense of assurance that I’ll get all the answers I need soon.  
I nod, knowing what needs to be done. “I’ll make them all pay for the crime.”
“You will,” he affirms.
I hope so. I’ll have to find a way around Dante if he tries to stop me. My husband was the catalyst for the new direction my life took. The man who knew all about me, but I have yet to find the courage to tell Jove about what I did.
How do I explain it all to him?
He warned me about falling for a certain type of man, but I threw all my training to one side and fell for him, anyway.
And what of the other two men caught up in his tangled web of lies?
Dante’s twin brother, Rafe, the whisperer of sweet nothings. Is he sweet or as bad as Dante?
And then there is Rafe’s lover, Cade. The one with a longing in his eyes when he looked at me.
Was it all a big fat lie?
Did they orchestrate everything from the beginning? 
My history is a mystery to me, and I don’t know if my fate was already sealed without my awareness, like my mother’s.
Strangely, I’m not scared. But to confront them, I need to be mentally and physically prepared.
First, though, I’ll do what I need to and hopefully I’ll survive long enough to uncover the identity of my mother’s murderer and exact retribution.
I accept I may not emerge unscathed, but as I nearly met death once before, it doesn’t scare me now.
My only fear is that justice won’t be served.






  
  Chapter 1
Lia

Two Months Later


I take aim, my focus unwavering as I direct my gun towards the target. My hand remains steady as my index finger applies pressure to the trigger. But when the sunlight glints on the barrel of my gun, I squint and lose my focus momentarily. 
I open my eyes again and my gaze lands on the tattoo on my finger, causing a small shiver to skitter through my body. 
Who am I?
Lia Bailey?
Aurelia Moretti?
Or am I a de Luca now? I met and married Dante de Luca. I liked him, but still thought our marriage was fake when I took his money, not realizing all along, he had wed me for real and for who I’m.
Fuck.
After silently cursing myself for not only my lack of judgment but for my lapse in concentration, I turn my attention back to the gun in my hand and at my mark ahead.
My heart is pounding as I stiffen my finger on the trigger. I draw in a deep breath to steady my hand. Closing one eye, I align my sight with the target again. There’s no turning back now; I know I have to do this.
My finger strains as I pull the trigger.
A blast erupts, accompanied by a curl of smoke and a deafening ring in my ears.
I fix my gaze ahead. The impact of the bullet is immediate. 
As is the fleeting trace of guilt of what I must do. Though, it’s drowned out by the overwhelming sadness at knowing I’m doing this to avenge the death of a mother I never knew.
“Quicker,” Jove mouths, removing his headphones. My unprotected ears only hear the resounding roar that drowns his voice.
The target practice sheet hurtles forward on a zip line. The sound of it flapping in the wind grows louder as it nears me. Jove purses his lips as he taps on the bullet hole in the center. Then he pulls at the edge of the paper, dragging it off the wire and thrusting it at me.
“Yes, you can aim, but you must assess, concentrate, and eliminate quicker,” he emphasizes. “You took too long. Their bodyguards would have put a bullet in your head the moment you hesitated.”
My head swims as a wave of nausea hits me. “I need to eat,” I say.
“You need to practice now. You can eat after your martial arts training with Beau, but before that we’ll run twenty miles with Atty,” Jove responds.
As I let out a heavy sigh, my eyes draw upward to the darkening clouds floating in the sky.
“There may come a time when hunger won’t permit you to leave your position. You must learn to push through it.”
“But if I faint from hunger, I’ll be dead,” I quip.
Jove pauses, tilting his head to the side. “If that’s what you believe, you’re not strong enough.”
With closed eyes, I focus on my breathing, finding the inner strength I need. Once twenty seconds pass, I nod my head. “I’m strong enough.” And I’m ready to begin again.
“Good,” Jove says. I stare at him for a moment. With broad shoulders and defined muscles, he embodies the ideal of physical fitness. Just like Dante, the first man I fell in love with. It was quick and unexpected, and now I hate him. I can’t be in love with him.
Can I?
I shake off any stupid thoughts as Jove arches an eyebrow. Probably because I’m still gawking his way. 
“If you wish to avenge your mother’s death, these men must die, Lia. Men who are skilled in firearms, knives, martial arts, and tactical maneuvers. Men who possess capabilities far beyond your imagination. One day, the same men will uncover your true identity. You know, they are currently searching for Aurelia Moretti. Unfortunately, the DNA lab in New York gave the evidence linking you to your mother. They now know she had at least one child—a daughter named Aurelia Moretti,” Jove explains. “You.”
“And what about Dante? Will he be searching for me?”
I came clean to Jove and told him I tied the knot with Dante de Luca. I had to. He’s the son of one man involved in my mother’s death. A man I’ve marked for retribution.
It was a nightmare when I told him. His roar alone could’ve shattered eardrums. But regardless of him needing to know everything, there’s no way I’ll let him know about the night I shared with Rafe and Cade.
“You know he’s searching for you, but he won’t find you here. Currently, he believes you’re in San Francisco. That’s where my men have linked your original passport, and he’s scouring the city for you. Last week, he searched Madrid, and I expect he will go wherever we decide you are next week or today. Maybe New York or another big city will be next.”
I turn and aim my gun, fire, and consecutively hit two bullets into the next target sheet.
“Better!” Jove yells. “But next time, wait for me to put on my damn headphones.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Despite eating, the sickness in my stomach persists. I opt to withhold this from Jove as we run in the freezing, rainy British winter. What’s the point when he thinks I shouldn’t have eaten at all?
“Push it. We can go faster,” Jove urges, running alongside me. He’s like a machine, a damn Marvel character. He just forgets to wear his cape.
Our eyes meet, and his pale stare pierces into mine. “I’m not you. I can’t run as fast.”
The rain persists, creating a drumming sound as it hits the road and making our clothes heavy.
“You can do anything you set your mind to,” he growls. “How many times do I have to tell you?”
Too many times, but I long to be Lia Bailey—the aspiring writer and adventurous traveler—rather than this unfamiliar girl named Aurelia Moretti. I don’t tell him that. “Yeah, it’s registered in my head, and my brain is relaying the message to my body, but my body is resisting.”
“Try a little harder.”
I smirk as I raise my right hand and extend my middle finger. “When do we stop? I want to get on my bike and escape from here.”
“Three more miles.”
I sigh and look ahead. These expansive grounds are safe but still closely monitored by Atty, who runs a hundred meters ahead of us.
Considering the location, I find it hard to believe that an assassin or a kidnapper would appear in the rural Surrey countryside. Especially as up ahead is their manor house—a place that serves not only as their residence but also as their workplace. “But remember, later you have martial arts training with Beau, so don’t be late returning.”
He veers off to the right, crossing over the road and onto a field. The last leg of the run begins with the sound of our feet splattering against the waterlogged grass. Echoing through the air as we race through the field, leaving a trail of muddy footprints in our wake.
“Beau is joining me on his bike. He wants me to push myself when I ride,” I say when I catch up to him.
There was a time when I hated riding motorcycles, believing they would throw me off during my attempts to ride them. However, now I relish the thrill of speed, navigating bends and leaning perilously close to death-defying lows.
Right now, I’m not on my bike; I’m on my aching feet. “How long will my training go on for?” I gasp out, longing to stop but refusing to yield. Only the chilly rain pouring down on my shoulders keeps me running for this long.
“Until you’re ready to reclaim what’s rightfully yours.”
Rightfully yours?
I halt and wait for Jove to stop as well. With each step I take towards him, I inhale deeply and gather my strength for the conversation we need to have.
Trying to look confident, I place my hands on my hips and lower my gaze to the ground as I take a few deep breaths. Then, gradually, I lift my chin high until I meet Jove’s eyes. “Reclaim what? What do you mean?”
“Like I told you. What is rightfully yours? It’s time for you to regain control as a Moretti. To take back what belongs to you.” Without missing a beat, he turns and continues running as if nothing has happened. That he hadn’t changed everything we talked about.
He did it intentionally, knowing I now crave more answers.
“Control?” My lips produce a hissing sound as I quicken my pace to catch up with him. “Jove, I don’t want to be in control. Finding the man responsible for my mother’s death is my top priority; kill him and then get on with my life.”
“Not the man. You’ll have to eliminate them all. They act together, think together, especially with matters as significant as ending the life of one of their own. It doesn’t matter who actually pressed the lever, each man helped to put the noose around her neck.”
My head spins.
“The Syndicate may want all of Aurora Moretti’s heirs killed, including your sisters. You have no choice.”
I slip on a water puddle, struggling to regain my balance as Jove grabs my arm. “May want us killed?”
He sighs. “Or they might want the Moretti line to be reintroduced and, therefore, will want to initiate you. But you being married to one of their sons makes that a problem, so they’ll want you dead. And once they kill you, they might initiate Amelie as the next Moretti heir, regardless of who her stepfather is.”
“Milly...” I clutch my stomach, but the nausea creeps up my throat.
Jove nods. “Which is the reason you have to eliminate them. That’s why you are undergoing tactical and psychological training—to keep your emotions in check. Once you’re around them again, you must make them believe you’re inconsequential. Don’t bring too much attention to yourself.”
I turn away, tears welling in my eyes, but Jove spins me around to face him. “You have no choice. Three more months here, and then it will be time for you to confront your husband.”
“You want me to approach him?” Bile rises in my throat, and I fight the urge to retch. “Throw myself into that world.”
“It’s perfect. You can find out more information about the Syndicate as his stepsister... not as his wife. You’ll have to divorce him once I have the paperwork. That link is far too dangerous. But you can use him. But I have one problem...”
I tilt my head to the side, sighing, already knowing that I won’t like what’s coming next.
“I’ll show you when we return to the house.”






  
  Chapter 2
Lia


“This is her.” As Jove points at a picture of my mother, tears fill my eyes and I struggle to hold them back. She is twenty years old in the photo, the same age as me, at least for another two weeks. 
“This is the reason I asked you to always keep wearing your sunglasses in Mexico,” Jove says.
It’s remarkable how similar we look; from her hair being the same dark espresso shade as mine and her eyes the same bright chromatic blue. Even our face shape, the high cheekbones and slightly upturned nose. My resemblance to her is striking, but so is that of my sisters, Amelie and Amara. They share her face shape and natural colored hair, but they take after our father with the color of their eyes. Lucky for them.
“I want you to wear dark blue extended-wear contact lenses to dull the color of your eyes. But if you have any problems with the contacts, always wear sunglasses as much as possible,” he explains.
“Contact lenses? Won’t they hurt?” 
Jove smiles. “Mine don’t. And your eyes are too noticeable not to wear them. It’s necessary that we make as many changes to your appearance as possible if you are going to live among these people.”
My throat tightens, and I suppress a lump that’s forming.
Jove’s gaze intensifies as he detects my hesitation. “Everything is for your safety. We don’t want anyone getting suspicious until it’s too late for them. We’ve arranged for a hairdresser to come in and lighten your hair just enough to give it a natural appearance. That will help a lot.”
“Dante will notice,” I say, realizing that I stopped calling him Dan months ago. I suppose the man I fell in love with, Dan, is dead.
“He already knows who you are. I believe he was the man in New York collecting your DNA results, which means he doesn’t want you dead. He had the perfect opportunity to kill you in Mexico after he found out who you are.”
As I process everything, our eyes clash and I eventually nod in agreement. 
Clutching the edges of my mother’s picture, I analyze every feature of her face. Her beauty was undeniable, from the way her long, silky dark brown hair cascaded down her back to the deep pink hue of her cupid bow lips. Her eyes were like a window to the Caribbean Sea on a cloudless, sunny day. 
Moving closer to the mirror, I examine every detail of my face, from the tiny freckles on my nose to the curve of my lips—I’m so like her.
The ache in my heart is for a woman who remains a mystery to me, but looks exactly like me.
I feel the connection but wish I knew her.
With a deep sigh, I resign myself to the situation. “Did she know these men when she was that age?” I gesture towards the photo and pivot towards Jove.
He nods. “She knew them all her life. She even dated Antonio Conti when she was younger until her father forbade the relationship because Antonio was a second son.”
“But Antonio is part of The Syndicate,” I say.
Jove nods. “He is now, but it was never his role. A car bomb took the life of his older brother Francesco and another first son, Fredrico Rossi, shortly after your mother disappeared.”
“Disappeared?” I ask.
He gives a nonchalant shrug of his shoulders. “At first, it wasn’t known if she fled or was kidnapped. Especially after the two mafia heirs died. Her father waited for months for a ransom note. But the note never came, and soon all that remained were memories of her."
My mouth opens, but nothing comes out. 
"Finally, her father resigned himself to the fact that she was no longer alive, telling the Syndicate she was dead, but they turned down her brother’s proposal to assume her role as heir. Eventually, they took her brother’s life and then her father’s life, accusing them all of being complicit in her escape. I suspect they thought her family had something to do with the deaths of the mafia heirs."
“Who killed them?” I choke out. “Did my uncle and grandfather help her escape?” Tears well up in my eyes, and I pinch the bridge of my nose, shutting my eyes tightly as I think it through. Think about everything I need to do.
“Possibly. Your father...” Jove blows out a breath. “Was also a mercenary, paid by a mystery benefactor, to take her to a place of safety. Her family could’ve been the ones to pay for it.”
“My father works for Brisbane Council. He’s a normal, everyday guy.”
With a smile on his face, Jove shakes his head. “Your father gave up everything to protect his children. He took you and your sisters and fled to a safe house in England, and eventually to America, while your mother was en route to Italy.”
I shake my head to snap out of my daze. “Then why did she sacrifice her life?” A small whimper escapes my lips. “Why didn’t she go with him? Why did she do that?”
“Those are answers you will need to find from your father. When he hired my services, he told me a lot, but there are some things he refuses to talk about.”
Sinking into the chair, I press my elbows onto the table, and let out a sigh of exhaustion as I bury my face in my hands.
Jove sighs, pressing a hand on my shoulder. “Without a passport, leaving Europe would have been impossible for her. Nobody would dare to provide her with one. The Mafia had men everywhere looking for her. Your father could get her anywhere in Europe, but by then she had her children, and she wanted you all to be safe and away from the Syndicate’s clutches,” Jove explains. “She told your father to leave when she left for Italy. She knew the killing of her family members wouldn’t stop until she did something, but first she wanted her girls protected. So while your mother was in Italy, our group arranged for your father to pick up false identification and disappear to America. She wanted her children saved, and we now believe the Mafia knows Aurora Moretti has children who are living in America to this day.”
“Yet her children live in Australia and most of the Syndicate members moved there. Dominic de Luca married my mother... stepmother. None of those things can be a coincidence. He knows something. And then Dante... how does he know about me?” 
My stomach grumbles as I keel forward and hold my sides as I feel a surge of sickness rising in my throat as I spin. Soon I’m retching and vomiting onto the ground below.
“I’ll call a doctor. You look like shit,” Jove grumbles, staring at the mess on his beautiful wooden parquet floors.
“I’ll be fine. You should have let me eat earlier than you did,” I say, raising my head and wiping the back of my hand over my mouth.
“You’ve been off color for six weeks. I thought it was because I was training you too hard,” he says, pausing. He tilts his head to one side, studying me. His teeth clench, and his jaw twitches. “Did you have sex with Dante?”
I stare at the floor, not wanting to see the disappointment in his face. “I married the guy.”
“You fake married him. And I take it your answer means you did.” His voice carries a sense of resignation.
I know precisely what he’s insinuating, but it’s impossible. “I’m on the pill, and I haven’t stopped taking it because I don’t want the period cramps while I’m training.”  
Jove’s brows furrow, making his eyes narrow. 
“It’s easier to not have a period,” I clarify.
“What pill are you on?”
I sigh. “One that works, and I got it from the doctor.”
“Get them,” he hisses. “Clean up first. We’ll talk more about your mother later.”
My shoulders tense up as I prepare to argue, but he responds with an arched eyebrow, a silent challenge. 
With a sigh, I stand and turn, before strolling towards my room. Once there, I gargle with mouthwash as I turn on the shower. Then I run my fingers through my hair to remove the French braids, feeling the damp waves falling flat against my back. 
I spit into the sink and take my toothbrush, apply toothpaste to the bristles, and brush my teeth while staring at my reflection in the mirror.
I look like I’m dying.
I rinse my mouth and grimace. “I’ll do it again once I’m clean,” I mutter to myself, still tasting the lingering bile in my throat.
Shrugging off my clothes, I leave them in a mess on the floor and step into the shower. The hot water cascades over my body as I press my hands against the wall, and think about everything I’ve learned.
If they don’t initiate you, they will kill you and initiate Amelie.
Tears well in my eyes. 
I slam the ball of my hand against the wall; the agony resonating up my arm before I rest my palms against the tiles and wait until the tears subside.
As I choke back the sobs, I vow, “This is the last time I’ll allow myself to cry.” I refuse to shed more tears until those men meet their ultimate demise.
Once I’ve finished drying myself and changed into a cozy sweater and pants, I grab my packet of birth control pills from my toiletry bag and head out of my room. I have to prove that I’m taking them and can’t be pregnant. 
Glancing at the packet in my hand while I stroll down the hallway to Jove’s office with the sound of my footsteps echoing against the walls and a sense of doubt looming in my mind. 
My teeth scrape against the tender skin on the inside of my cheek. I shake my head, trying to clear the fog of confusion from my mind. 
I can’t be.
I make my way down the hallway, the sound of my footsteps reverberating off the floor. As I finally reach Jove’s office door, I give it a gentle knock. Anticipation builds with each passing second.
“Come in.” His soothing voice calls out, creating a striking juxtaposition to the unease that consumes me.
With a decisive push of the handle, I swing open the door and enter, but mid-stride, I freeze in place, my gaze fixed straight ahead. “What’s happening?”
Turning towards me, a man’s hand reaches out, accompanied by a big smile. “I’m Doctor Wilson.”
“He is here to give you a medical examination. If you’re not pregnant,” Jove explains, “We need to determine the cause of your illness. Do you have your contraceptive packet?”
Nodding in comprehension, I hand over the half-full packet and receive a small bag in return. Inside, its container holds my attention, making it impossible to divert my eyes elsewhere. 
I can’t be pregnant.
“Is this all you have left?” Jove asks, the sound of crinkling foil filling the air as he turns the packet over in his hand.
My eyes lift to his, and I shake my head. “I’ve another full packet left in my room.”
He nods. “Okay. I’ll take these to the lab while you let Dr. Wilson run some tests,” Jove says as he leaves the room.
I shift my gaze towards the doctor, who gives a subtle nod toward the bathroom door. 
I know what he is silently asking for.
After carefully filling the container a quarter of the way and securing the lid, I wash my hands before I return to the quiet office. With a hesitant gesture, I extend my hand, offering the small jar to the doctor.
With precision, he unscrews the lid and carefully positions the container on a paper towel. He takes several paper strips, dipping one inside the container. There is no conversation, only the weight of unspoken words, while I lock my eyes on the piece of card, fully cognizant that my future is about to change once again.
But I can’t be … can I?
Within a short time, the answer becomes apparent. Dr. Wilson’s hand meets mine, his grip firm but gentle, as he shares the life-changing words, “Congratulations, you’re expecting a baby.”
My eyes fixate on the ceiling, avoiding direct eye contact with the doctor as I struggle to comprehend his words. A baby? 
I tremble with rage as the word “Bastard” escapes my lips in a whispered breath.
And then, everything fades to black, as if my body has finally reached its breaking point.






  
  Chapter 3
Lia


As I slowly regain consciousness in my bed, daylight filters through the curtains as I remember the last thing I heard.  
I’m pregnant.
I feel a pulsating sensation on my arm, and my eyes catch sight of medical tape and cotton wool near my inner elbow. 
“He got you pregnant on purpose.” 
I turn to face Jove, his piercing gaze locking with mine. A sense of seriousness emanates from his face. 
I know. I can feel the words lodge in my chest, making it impossible for any sound to come out.
Jove rises from his seat, his restless pacing filling the room with a sense of tension, while my mind frantically tries to piece together the events that brought us here.
After moments of hesitation, I find my voice. “What did he do?”
His gaze shifts toward me. He shakes his head as his eyes gently shut for a moment. “He replaced your pills with placebos.”
“Placebos... How did he manage that?” Memories of every moment I shared with him flood my mind, and I can’t help but remember the incident with my missing suitcase. As if on cue, a wave of unease crashes over me, sending a sinking feeling straight into my chest. “Oh, God.” 
Jove waits. I shake my head uncontrollably. “He had my suitcase. They got mixed up. He had mine, and I had his.”
Understanding slowly dawns on Jove’s face, and he nods in acknowledgement. “Where are the rest of the pills?”
“In the bathroom. But why would he get me pregnant? He hardly knows me.” 
“Because Dante doesn’t want to kill you.” As Jove takes a seat, his gentle hand rests on my stomach, bringing a sense of warmth. “I found out that this baby will change everything for Dante. He wants his father’s place and with two votes as the eldest child, he can push for a family vote that might remove his father from power. With two brothers, he only needs one of them on board to secure another vote, which he achieves once the baby is born.”
“That’s why he had his STD test results on him. He couldn’t afford any risks,” I mumble, my mind reeling. “Dante and Rafe planned this?”
“His brother Rafe was involved?” Jove’s eyes narrow, a glint of suspicion flickering in his gaze.
I nod, taking a moment to exhale deeply and collect my thoughts. “Yeah.” I refrain from going into detail.
“Which means, once the baby is born, Dante will have at least three votes,” Jove says, thinking about the situation. “His father will only have himself and Xander de Luca. Of course, I’m assuming the youngest brother isn’t involved in Dante’s plan.”
“Dante holds a grudge against his father. And Xander must be on his father’s side. Otherwise, why get me pregnant?” I answer.
“I agree. Mafia families don’t take betrayal of their own lightly. It’s possible Dante didn’t want his younger brother involved,” Jove responds.
“Do you think Dominic knows what his sons are up to, and that’s why he married my stepmother, Helena?” I speak my thoughts aloud, the questions and doubts that have been echoing in my head since my father dropped the bombshell about my new stepfather. 
As my question hangs in the air, I turn to Jove, waiting for an answer. I say, “It can’t be to get her pregnant and gain another vote. But it can be to draw her step children closer to him and prevent this.” I pat my stomach. “But that would mean he knows who I am.”
Jove shakes his head, his nostrils flaring as he takes a deep breath, his gaze fixed on me. “Everything has changed. We no longer have three months to prepare. You can undergo another two weeks of intensive training and you’ll need to be ready. This pregnancy ruins everything,” Jove advises.
“I could have the baby and then do what I need to.” I place a protective hand over my stomach. Though I don’t feel any movement under my palm, the thought of risking my life and the baby’s is unbearable. Although I’ve only recently discovered this baby’s existence, a fierce protectiveness has already taken hold of me.
I suppose that’s how my mother felt about her children.
I sigh.
“Unfortunately, that is no longer an option. You will have time constraints. It won’t be long before everyone knows Aurora Moretti had children.” He hesitates. “I have faith in you, Lia. Physically and mentally, you’re already prepared for this. If you fail, it will be because you don’t believe in yourself.”
I stroke my hand over my stomach once again. He’s right. Once this baby comes, I want to be free of the world I’ve found myself in. “I won’t fail. I have no choice.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Atty approaches me, holding a glass filled with a concoction that looks and smells like a blend of freshly squeezed greens. “Happy birthday!” He offers me the spinach, avocado, honey, and banana smoothie.
With each sip, a sharp, unpleasant flavor fills my mouth, causing me to grimace. “Mmm, yummy.”
“It is,” Atty responds.
With a playful tone, I joke, “One glass of wine wouldn’t hurt,” as I set the glass on the table and eagerly reach for my chicken salad.
With a disapproving look, Atty raises an eyebrow. “No alcohol, pregnant or not. Stay away from anything that might hinder your thinking.”
“You’re too serious sometimes,” Beau remarks, his voice laced with a hint of amusement. “She’s just messing with you.”
“I’m not serious. I take my job seriously; there’s a difference,” Atty retorts.
“You need some love,” I laugh, teasing him. “Something to blow the cobwebs off your...”
“Off my what?” Atty growls.
“Off your blue balls,” Beau whispers, winking at me. “And she’s right, you haven’t been the same since New Orleans.”
As I set my glass down on the table, a wide grin spreads across my face. “New Orleans. Tell me more.”
As Atty turns red, I can hear Jove clearing his throat beside me. “Nothing,” Jove insists.
“Intriguing,” I say slowly, savoring the suspense. “I find it fascinating when three men are being evasive about something that is undoubtedly significant.”
“Lia,” Jove warns.
“You’re aware of my exceptional hacking skills. After all, you taught me. I could tap into a few computers and find out what you were doing there,” I suggest. “Do you think you were covert enough to avoid the street cameras?”
“We went to a sex club,” Jove hisses.
“Oh, how exciting!” I pause, scanning each man’s face, a smile spreading across my face. “Oh. You mean together? The three of you?”
“With a woman,” Jove clarifies.
“You met a woman?” I inquire, my voice fills with curiosity.
“We found someone,” Beau reveals, a smile tugging at his lips. “The three of us have a woman.”
“Just one...” I respond, intrigued.
“And that concludes our conversation,” Beau says.
“Yep,” Jove confirms. “That’s the end of that discussion.”
“How peculiar,” I muse, aware of the activities that can occur within sex clubs, having both observed and taken part in them.
With a single raised eyebrow, Jove communicates an obvious message of caution.
Okay. I know that conversation won’t happen.
“Oh well. If that’s the end of the conversation.”
“It is,” Jove quips.
My father told me about my inheritance, money I was due from my mother’s estate once I turned twenty-one years old, and now that I’m pregnant, I’m going to need it.
I still have some funds from Dante, but I expect to receive a bill for my stay in Surrey with Jove, Beau, and Atty. 
My father covered the expenses last time, but he lacks the financial means to do it again. Once I get my inheritance, I plan to repay him for everything.
“Okay, I need money. When do I receive my inheritance? I’m entitled to it now that I’ve turned twenty-one.” I divert the conversation. I could push them about their new love, but they’re not ready to talk. 
“It’s not a good idea. We suspect there might be a covert tracker silently monitoring the account, like your DNA records. You’ll have to wait until after your mission,” Jove explains.
“Oh,” I whisper, retrieving my phone and calculating the remaining Australian dollars I have and converting it to pounds. “I have sixty thousand pounds that I can give you today. I can pay the rest with interest once I receive my inheritance.”
The men exchange glances, a silent conversation passing between them. Beau lets out a sharp whistle, causing Atty to rush to clear his throat. 
“Please don’t ask my father to refinance his house. He’s already lost everything.” I implore.
Jove raises his palm. “Don’t worry about the bill for now.”
“But you know we’ll find you if you don’t pay,” Atty adds, a broad grin spreading across his face.
“You’ll never find me,” I tease, playfully waggling my eyebrows.
“But we know your weak link,” Atty challenges.
I knit my brows together, questioning what I just heard.
“Your dad...” Atty continues. “And talking about him. He’ll be lying low, keeping himself hidden for a few months. We don’t want to make him a target to get to you.”
“I can’t live with him?” I say, surprised.
Jove shakes his head. “Apologies. We didn’t have the chance to cover that aspect. You won’t have any physical contact with your father, but he’ll be available to speak to by phone. We’ve moved him to ensure he doesn’t become a target to reach you.”
“My father…”
Jove exhales a deep breath, the sound echoing in the quiet room. “Once you eliminate your first target, there’s a chance they will know it’s you. And the pursuit to find you will intensify. Your father recognizes he might become your weakest point if they uncover your true self. We’ve given him a phone that is impossible to trace. You’ll find a contact named ‘Mal’ on your phone; that’s your father, and you’ll refer to him as such. He’ll always call you ‘Ella.’”
“What if they already know it’s me?” I inquire.
Jove closes his eyes and sighs. “Your false back story implies it isn’t you. If they suspect anyone, it would be one of your sisters.”
“Back story?” As I gasp, a sinking feeling takes hold of my heart. My sisters. “Oh, my god.”
“Sorry,” Jove says with a deep sigh.
I swallow hard, feeling the heaviness of the situation settle in my stomach. “So, what now? I need to return to Australia. I’ve nowhere to live, and...” Overwhelmed by the enormity of what lies ahead, my voice trails off into silence.
“Your passport number is now lodged in England. Soon they’ll know you’re now in London,” Beau reveals. “We don’t believe it’ll be long before your knights are on their way to rescue you.”
“You want me to live with Dante?” With a hint of apprehension, I cautiously ask about the idea.
“No, considering your pregnancy, it’s best if you don’t live with him. We must be careful because if he starts to suspect, we can’t let him or his brother discover the existence of the baby. Should they uncover the truth, they will stop at nothing to ensure its protection, possibly even relocating you from Australia until the baby arrives.”
“They’ll protect the baby.”
Jove nods. “Which will stop your mission, so don’t let them know. Considering they know who you are and how it changes everything for them, I assume they’ll be inclined to fulfill any request you make. The first thing you need is to ask for your own place,” Jove advises.
“Tell him I need to take it slow?” I suggest.
“Exactly. You need time away from him to plan, observe your targets’ routines, discover where they live, work, and find their vulnerabilities. Living with him comes with the restriction of not being able to do that, and the same applies to living with his brother and Cade. We know Cade is an expert hacker.”
“Rafe and Cade offered me a job in their club,” I tell them. “When we were in Mexico.”
“That’s perfect. That’s the place where the men you’ll be researching congregate and spend their time. But please be careful in there,” Jove advises. 
Atty’s hand instinctively reaches for his beard, his fingers running through the rough strands. “Play the game Lia.”
I purse my lips. “You mean lock myself in the lion’s den?”
Atty’s chuckle echoes in the air, bringing a smile to everyone’s faces. “I’m sure your roar is worse than theirs.”
“You can do it.” Jove smiles, his eyes crinkling with reassurance. 
“It’s what we’ve trained you for,” Beau says, a proud smile on his face. “Now it’s time to get your revenge.”
I envy their unwavering confidence, wishing I felt the same.






  
  Chapter 4
Dante


I walk down yet another bustling street in New York City, glancing over my shoulder every few seconds.  
On my previous visit here, I was finding out Lia’s DNA, and because of that, I hid my face the entire time. As always, I attempt to blend in with the crowd, adopting the guise of a tourist while meticulously scouring every place she has frequented. 
Why does it feel like another hopeless pursuit?
And why can’t I shake off the constant sensation of being followed everywhere I go? 
It’s as if unseen eyes are watching my every move. There’s an eerie sensation of being watched, an invisible presence lingering just out of sight. 
Being part of a Mafia family means constantly being wary of potential threats and, as I look around, I see nothing out of the ordinary. Yet there’s still the sense of being hunted, and the lingering sense of being watched is the reason for the unsettling feeling in the pit of my stomach. 
I glance up at the camera above, its unblinking eye surveying every movement, including me but also my follower. 
I take my cell from my pocket and make a call as I pick up my pace. Skillfully weaving through the busy sidewalk, before turning down a side street.
I slip into a concealed alleyway. It runs parallel to the busy main road. Not knowing who my pursuer is, but knowing the circles my family works in, I rush to find
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