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Prologue

 


“You once said if there was anything I
needed, I was to come to you, no questions asked.”

Enzo Amato looked at Hank Bianchi, a little surprised. He
did owe this man a favor, and it had been plaguing his mind when
he’d come to collect. Five years ago, Hank saved his life. They
were attending an important wedding, when there had been an attack.
If it weren’t for Hank, Enzo would be dead.

He had great respect for Hank, even though
there were many rumors and gossip that followed this man.
Speculation suggested
there was a time when Hank wanted to get out of the mafia. There
was no getting out of their world. They were in it for life. The
moment they made their first kill, their fate was
sealed.

Enzo’s first kill happened at thirteen.
There had been an attack on his family home, and he’d
not even hesitated. His
father had been teaching him to shoot, to kill, to torture. Most
thirteen-year-olds had their dads playing football with them in the
backyard. Not Enzo’s father. He’d been preparing Enzo to take over
the Amato name.

Now, at thirty-five, he’d been head of the family for over ten
years. His father had perished in an attack from leaving his
mistress.

“What do you need?” he asked, not at all
concerned that Hank had come to collect. It was expected.

Hank nodded and then pulled out his
wallet.

Enzo did tense. There was always a great
deal of animosity between bosses and rival families. He didn’t
consider Bianchi a rival, but that didn’t mean the same was
true the other way
around.

Hank let out a cough and then pulled out a single photograph,
which he handed to him. Taking it, Enzo looked down into a
brown-eyed woman, who was smiling. She looked young.

“Adele was sixteen in that photograph.”

“She’s pretty.”

“She’s my daughter.”

This was one of the rumors. Many of the
mafia bosses were known
for having illegitimate children. Most of them tended to stay close
to the family. Sons became soldiers, daughters became easy pawns to
sell off and use for associates.

Enzo had never seen this Adele. She was
pretty. Scrap that, she
was gorgeous, and what struck him quite quickly was the fact she
was smiling. In the picture she had her arms around a tree, but her
head slightly bent back, laughing at whatever the person with the
camera had said.

“I have never met her,” Enzo said.

“No one has. In all honesty, I don’t have the best of
relationships with her. My and her mother’s … it was complicated,
and it didn’t end well. I’ve done everything I could to take care
of them. Two years ago, her mother passed away. Cancer. I thought
she might allow me into her life, but she wanted nothing to do with
me, or with this life.” Hank ran a hand down his face.

This was unheard of. The women of their
world did as they were told.

Hank began to laugh. “I know what you’re
thinking. Adele was never part of this world. To be honest, it was a miracle she was ever
born. My wife…” He stopped. “She found out about … Carla, that’s
Adele’s mother, she had no idea who I was when we first met. Carla
was a dancer, and her career had ended when one of the male dancers
had dropped her. It broke her ankle, and I know it had also broken
a little of her soul as well. I always saw the way she lit up when
she danced, or talked about dancing. I met her one night while she
was working. Even though she couldn’t dance and it upset her, she
didn’t let it stop her. She worked hard.”

Hank ran a hand over his face.

“When I went into the bar, I was rude to
her and she called me out for my shit. Told me that I may be a
good-looking guy, but
that was no excuse to be a pig to her, and that I was to ask her
properly with ‘please’ and ‘thank you’, and a bar she may work, but
I was to also treat her like a lady.” Hank laughed. “I was smitten.
Our women are trained not to talk back. They’re not trained to have
respect. They’re trained to do as they’re told.”

Enzo knew this.

“I pursued Carla, kept my life away from
her. For a year, she was mine, and I made her believe we were going
to get married, have a life together. When she got pregnant, I was the happiest son of a
bitch alive. Then my wife found out. Carla was beaten because of
it, and told the truth. It changed everything. She had no idea I
was married, and that was it. All she would allow me to do was take
care of my daughter, so I did as much as I could.”

“What do you need me to do?” He could see
this upset Hank. It was
strange to watch because as far as he knew, Hank was one of the
strongest men around. He was also known for being cruel, but Enzo
knew he rivaled him on that score.

“I want her taken care of.
I would like you to marry my
daughter.”

“You want me to bring her into our
world?”

“Yes, but I need you to … do it without her
knowing.”

“You want me to lie.”

“Yes. I need to know she’s going to be okay, that she will be
taken care of.”

This was not the favor Enzo hoped to owe.
This wasn’t even close.
He didn’t want to marry. There had been a couple of women lined up
to marry him, but they had all ended badly, or were
killed.

Many people within their world had come to
think of him as a cursed man. He didn’t believe in such bullshit, but he was more than
happy to allow others to believe it.

“I know this is a lot to ask, but I will
provide.”

“Money is not a problem. You want her to
gain the respect of one of our women, I get it. You want her
to live a lie.” He
stared down at the picture, into her smiling face, and nodded.
“Consider it done.”


Chapter One

 


“Ow, fuck, that hurts.” Adele Shanks lifted
her finger up to inspect the small smear of blood that suddenly
appeared on her finger. She was not impressed. “Why does such a tiny cut
sting!”

She wasn’t talking to anyone, but being
alone in a fabric shop
would do that to you. Actually, she wasn’t really alone. Martha,
the owner of the shop, was behind the counter.

Adele was just losing herself in the many
viscose fabrics she’d been able to find. Her mother loved to dressmake, and fortunately,
that passion had extended to her, which was why she loved to shop
for fabrics. She loved to make her own clothes, and she hoped to
eventually extend into making lingerie, but she was a little afraid
of the boobies. It had taken her a long time to perfectly fit a few
patterns, like the one she was currently wearing.

One day, she hoped to be a pattern
designer, but that was a long way off, because she had a pesky
little problem. She
hated school, and math, but mostly math. It was so strange to her,
because she had no problem attempting to solve problems when it
came to pattern fitting.

Shaking her head, she thought about how she loved coming to
Martha’s shop. It reminded her of her mother, and today was her
mother’s birthday. She had promised her she wouldn’t stay at the
house moping around or mourning her by eating chocolate ice
cream.

Her mother, Carla, had some stern words,
and she made sure her daughter made a promise, if not a vow, to continue living her
life, even after she was gone. Adele had been allowed two weeks
maximum to mourn, after which she was to go into her sewing room,
make a dress, and then go fabric shopping. Those were her mother’s
demands, so she honored them.

She had taken the two weeks away from
work, at a local bar. The owner had been nice and considerate, but
it also helped that she advertised the bar on her social media. As
far as Adele was concerned, she kind of had two jobs. One for the bar, the other where she
posted regular vlogs and pictures about fabric hauls, current
designs, and stuff like that.

The moment she thought about her vlog, she
couldn’t help but wonder about her father—Hank Bianchi.

She hesitated as she reached for the
viscose that had caught
her eye. Her father had advised that she not do the vlogs or the
social media stuff. It was the first time he’d come into her world
with demands that she not do something. Adele knew who and what he
was.

Her mother hadn’t been a fool
and she’d told Adele
everything. She knew her mother’s heart had been broken by Hank.
Adele learned everything about the mafia lifestyle, and stayed as
far away from it as possible. In the last two years since her
mother’s death, Hank had reached out a few times. She had not
stopped her social media, but it was somewhat reduced.

Nibbling her lip, she grabbed the viscose.
“Fuck him.”

With four fabrics in her arms, she walked up
to Martha, who had a big smile on her face.

“Any pattern ideas for these,
lovely?”

“I’ve got ideas for these two, but not
these. They’re just
gorgeous.”

“Tell me about it. They’ve been
very popular on the website as
well. How much would you like of each?”

Adele gave the measurement and
hummed to herself as she
waited for Martha to finish cutting. She chose some buttons to go
with the fabric and a couple packets of needles, as she needed
them.

With her purchases in her bag, she waved
at Martha and headed out into the warm sunshine. Putting her
sunglasses on, she made her way to the café that she loved, grabbed
a coffee and a doughnut,
and then headed back to her home. This was her mother’s home, which
now belonged to her. It was all paid for by Hank, but Adele
couldn’t bring herself to sell it.

Her mother loved this house, and so did
she. It was home to her
and one of the few places that reminded her of her mother. Stepping
inside, she closed the door, locked it, and placed her bag in the
hallway, before heading to the laundry room.

Adele had gotten out of the
habit of taking fabric
to her mound of already purchased fabric stash. Using a beautiful
piece of fabric to make a garment, then discover it wasn’t
prewashed so the dress didn’t fit, had been horrible. So, always to
the laundry room with new fabrics.

She placed them on the correct
cycle, and then made her
way to the sewing room, where she put the buttons in with her
stash, and placed the needles in the right location. She took a
seat and felt a wave of loneliness sweep over her.

Memories of her mother in this
room, making a dress or
a costume for her. Adele had never worn a costume from the shop
before, her mother always made her something. She closed her eyes,
clenched her hand into a fist, and tried not to cry. Tears were
useless, as her mother said.

She couldn’t stay in the sewing room today. She opted to
clean, which, was a crazy idea, since she hated it, but she loved a
clean house.

In between dusting,
vacuuming, and mopping,
she hung the fabrics out on the line, and then decided to get ready
for work. She had enough time to iron the fabrics and get them on
the cutting table before she headed out to the bar.

Even though the sun was slowly setting,
there was still a warmth to the air, and she kept humming to
herself as she walked along the city street. Her mother lived in a
good neighborhood. At
least Hank had given her that.

She missed her mother every single day.
She had thought about leaving home, selling the house, and just traveling, but she
couldn’t bring herself to do it.

She recalled when Hank had arrived for her funeral. Adele
hadn’t shown how pissed she was that he had. There were not a lot
of people there as her mother had been somewhat of a recluse. She
didn’t make friends easily, and Adele truly believed she’d been her
mother’s best friend. In all honesty, Carla Shanks had been her
mother, her best friend, her confidant, everything. She missed her
so much.

“Do not cry.” She clenched her hands into
fists, gritted her teeth, and instead, saw the bar up ahead.

It wasn’t a high-end bar, but it was quite popular. Since it was
a Friday night, she saw it was already busy. She waved at Bill, the
doorman, before heading in. The music was way too loud, but she
wasn’t interested in the noise. She made her way to the back,
placed her bag in the locker designated for her, and then went
straight behind the bar.

Bishop, the bar owner, always had a
uniform, but because he knew what she did on social media, he
allowed her to wear whatever she had created. Some of her fans had come to see her to talk
about the new designs. As long as they spent money, Bishop didn’t
have a problem.

It had been over a week, and
since she hadn’t made anything
new, she wore the uniform Bishop had custom-made for all staff. She
had worried his lax rules with her would cause some problems for
the rest of the staff, but they didn’t mind. So long as she had
people coming to the bar, it meant they still had a job, which was
a relief.

Arnold, the barman, looked at her clothing
and nodded his head. They all knew. Some days, she just couldn’t
bring herself to wear anything but the uniform. Today was a different kind of day,
though, for her at least. It was the anniversary of her mother’s
death. No one argued with her.

She kept a smile on her face and began
serving customers.

“The shirt does not do you justice,”
Arnold said, as she
turned to grab a couple of bottles of juice.

“Shut up.” She laughed.

She adored Arnold. He was the only guy who
on these nights didn’t walk on eggshells around her, and she
appreciated it.

“Just saying, you’ve got the tits
to show off. Show them
off.”

If it was anyone else she would have been offended, but she
knew Arnold was a happily married man who adored his wife and kids.
In fact, late at night, he brought out pictures of his family to
ward off the few straggling customers. It worked.

Turning around, she was about to take the
order, and then froze on the spot.

What the fuck was Enzo Amato doing in the
bar?

****

It had been a long time since Enzo had been in one of these
bars. A very long time. As he glanced around, he couldn’t help but
keep the sneer off his face. The floor was sticky, so they really
needed to clean. The place was completely full. Way too many
people, and it made him wonder why he had agreed to do this for
Hank.

Considering Adele had a rather full life, a lot fuller than
anyone else in their circles, she’d been a difficult woman to
find.

Hank had given him her home address. This morning he’d gone
to her home and she hadn’t been there, nor was she there the second
time he’d stopped. With it past eleven, he had no choice but to
call Hank, and found that she worked in this bar.

None of their women worked. Yet, here was Adele.

She’d been laughing with the barman, and
now as she spun around to face him, Enzo had a feeling she knew
exactly who he was. How the fuck did that happen?

“What can I get you?” she asked.

He’d watched her from afar. She laughed and
smiled with everyone else, but for him, he got the cold shoulder.
She had to know who he was. There was no mistaking the look of
recognition.

“I’ll take
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