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      The private club on the top floor of The Larussio Casino thrums with a seductive beat. I sip on my scotch and contemplate plans for a revenge that we will rain down on the De Rosas with all the brutality that the Larussios have to give.

      The monsters who hit our casino during a family wedding were always going to pay dearly for injuring so many and killing six of our cousins. After kidnapping my youngest cousin and the boss’ baby sister, though, when we get through exacting our revenge, they are going to wish they had never even contemplated crossing a Larussio.

      The server stops by the table reserved for our family to check in on my drink, but I’m still working on the one in front of me. All of a sudden, the lights of the club dim. The conversations become a little more hushed.

      The panels in the ceiling open, patrons wait with shallow breath as the gilded cages lower, and the dancers inside each of them begin their little show.

      A pretty blonde in nothing but a G-string and sexy red heels sways seductively overhead. She gives me a red-lipped Marilyn Monroe type of smile, her breasts bouncing invitingly, as she winks seductively and then spins on a pointed toe to let me see her ass.

      I shift the sleeve of my suit coat back and glance at the gold and diamond watch on my wrist. There is still plenty of time to wrap up business plans and then unwind the night with her.

      Every woman in the club knows the consigliere of the Larussio family has come to town. There are no shortages of available and willing women. They can smell the prestige and influence from a million miles away. It’s not like I haven’t seen it before. Different city, different women, same damn thing.

      A consigliere title means wealth and power. The man who helps guide the family’s strategy and consults with the boss and underboss to ensure the orders to the capos are strategic and sound. Responsibility for aligning operations with our forefathers’ vision for the notorious crime family puts me in a powerful position, and these women are drawn to it like a magnet.

      I watch the sultry blonde dance for a while. Might as well make the most of it because it sounds as though I’ll be making Vegas my home. At least until we’ve sent a clear and concise message to the De Rosas and every other family in the United States who may be thinking about taking a swing at the Larussios for encroaching on their territory.

      I tip my scotch glass in her direction, and when the server returns with another drink, I scroll a note for the dancer. “Give this to the blonde in front of me,” I tell her, interested to see if she’ll writhe under my cock as sexy as she does in her cage.

      The server nods. “Absolutely, Mr. Larussio.”

      I glance toward the door as Dominic walks toward me in a fresh black suit with Emelia-fucking-De Rosa on his arm. The look of determination on his face is one that I’ve come to know from the underboss of our family. He’s going to do what he wants, when he wants, especially where this woman is concerned. He reaches me and introduces the woman as though De Rosa’s spoiled little daughter isn’t our enemy’s prized possession, instead of his own.

      I extend a hand because there’s no use getting into a debate about it in front of her. “Nice to meet you, Emelia. I appreciate what you did for my cousin and the family.” It’s not a lie, because I do appreciate it, but that doesn’t change anything. She’s still the enemy’s daughter, and whether Dominic and Salvatore see it now, she’s part of the play in the future. I glance around at a few eyes that have shifted to our table, all probably wondering about the same thing.

      Alliances...

      They mean everything in the criminal underworld. Seeing the enemy’s daughter hang on the underboss’ arm says fuck you to not only her father but any of our customers who come to us because they don’t want anything to do with the De Rosas. They all want to know one thing.

      Is our family at war with the De Rosas or in bed with them?

      And strategically, each has its own advantages depending on the customer. It’s my job to navigate those things and create a path forward after the doubt Dominic has just placed in the minds of the most notorious criminals and highest payors to our family around.

      I turn to Dominic. “You’re creating quite the buzz.”

      Dominic grins, wraps an arm around Emelia De Rosa’s waist, and leans down to kiss her, shattering anyone’s illusions that they are not a couple. “Now they will have something to take to the tabloids,” he tells me.

      My jaw tightens with irritation at my cousin and his stubborn streak. This brings an entirely new level of complexity to an already flammable situation. What I don’t want is for the De Rosas to get goaded into any other actions that puts us on defense instead of our own plan of attack.

      The heat of someone watching us draws my eyes to the most striking woman I’ve ever seen. She has sleek, shiny bright auburn hair. It hangs over the black sweater dress that hugs her curves beautifully, ending just above her calves. Her feet are adorned with the most intricate and delicate-looking strappy black heels at least four-inches high.

      She is the epitome of class and elegance all wrapped up in the sexiest little package I’ve ever seen.

      The pictures I’ve seen of this reporter in the local newspapers do not do her justice. I turn to Dominic who probably has no idea he’s being watched by the sharp-tongued reporter with a hard-on for splashing crime family members through the mud. “Oh, I’m pretty sure they have everything they need without anyone bringing it to them. By the time we’ve finished breakfast, it will be on every social media outlet around the globe.” I tip my glass toward the redheaded reporter, wondering how the fuck she was able to get into the elite and private top floor club of the Larussio Casino, and I’m determined to find out.

      The heat of her gaze causes me to look up into the deepest blue eyes, warming me with their color. I avert my eyes and send a message to one of our capos. A woman with long red hair, wearing a black dress is in the PRIVATE upstairs club. How did she get in?

      Most eyes are still on the show, which will only last a few more moments before the cages lift the dancers back into the ceiling. The customers may like the entertainment, but that’s not where we make our money. Just a little treat every hour on the hour for our elite patrons who come to town to lay their money down. And to keep them hanging around, mindlessly spending more money than they intend until the very next show.

      I've lost all interest in the blonde dancer overhead who does everything in her power to entertain the crowd. My eyes are focused on the redhead who’s openly observing Dominic and his latest little conquest as they make their way back to the elevator.

      I swallow back the rest of my scotch and put my glass down with a thud. Life as the consigliere to the Larussio Crime Family will be very different working with Salvatore and Dominic instead of our great-uncle.

      And life just got a whole lot more interesting…

      I follow the redhead who’s heading for the elevator, trying to make her getaway, not that she knows I’ve spotted her. She gets in as I reach the doors, and I hold them before she has a chance to push a button. “Allow me,” I tell her, stepping into the elevator with her. “Which floor?”

      Her eyes are watchful. “First floor lobby, please.”

      I push the button to the lower level, and the door closes. The light scent of her floral perfume wafts under my nostrils in the enclosed space. I turn my full attention to her, taking in the cupid-shaped mouth and heart-shaped face. The blue eyes that are set wide apart with high, thinly-shaped eyebrows create an exaggerated arc that only emphasizes the intent of her stare.

      Most people have a nervous tell when I’m this close, but she’s either extremely good at keeping her emotions in check or she’s simply not afraid. Both interesting in their own right. I turn the full weight of my stare to her, and even in her strappy four-inch heels she has to look up. “Reporters aren’t welcome in the club, Izzy Arden.”

      Her eyes widen at the use of her name. “If you’re here on personal business and not for work, we can make arrangements to get you a pass,” I tell her, glancing down at my phone to see if Renzo has been able to find out who she came with.

      Her gaze doesn’t waver. “Last time I checked it was a free country, Mr. Larussio. One in which when you pay a membership to a club as elite as this and decide to bring a plus one, which by the way is not in any way, shape, or form against the rules, your guest would not be harassed by the owners.”

      I nod. “Who did you come with?”

      Those blue eyes flash. “Does it matter?”

      “Only if you plan to print what you saw tonight.”

      Izzy laughs. “You mean the story about Dominic and the De Rosa princess putting on a show for me and all the others who will leave the club and then go call her daddy?” She shrugs. “I haven’t decided if it’s newsworthy enough, or if I should find something a little juicier.” She leans in close. “Do you have any secrets you want to tell me? Anything that would sell a few papers?” she asks.

      My jaw tightens with irritation, wishing to fuck something had come back on the screening I had done of her after the first story that she wrote. Something that would have told me who she was dating that would have allowed me to stop her from being admitted to the club. “Go home and don’t come back.”

      Izzy laughs, a gentle soft melodic sound. “Don’t worry, Lorenzo. I’m sure there are better stories than the little kiss I just saw back there. If I dig deep enough, perhaps a body or two might pop up?”

      My jaw tightens and spine straightens. I close the distance between us, placing my hands on either side of her as the elevator slowly makes its way to the lower level from the top floor of the skyrise.

      The pulse on the side of her creamy neck beats in time with my own pulse. Her eyes flash in defiance, but she’s as turned on as me. She may be as aroused at the close proximity of our bodies, but she’s not scared. Something I find very interesting and arousing in itself.

      I lean closer, my nose rubbing against the sensitive shell of her ear. “Be very careful, Izzy. Some things are better left buried. Stay away from my fucking family.”

      She swallows hard, and the pulse of her neck begins to beat erratically, showing a little fear for the first time. “There now, maybe a bit of self-preservation will kick in,” I tell her as the door opens, and my arms drop to the side.

      The melodic sounding and tough as nails reporter doesn’t waste the chance I’ve given her and uses it to bolt through the doors and away from me.

      I watch her heart-shaped ass sway back and forth all the way down the long, tiled hall of The Larussio Resort until she reaches the main reception area and walks out the front entrance. That woman is going to be nothing but trouble. I pound out a message to Renzo, because finding out who she came with is even more important now. The rules may say that a guest is permissible, but not if it’s her.

      Because that plus one is nothing but trouble…
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            Isabella

          

        

      

    

    
      I count, inhaling and exhaling to keep myself calm, all the way back to the main entrance of the resort. Lorenzo Larussio may not be the boss or don, but he’s rumored to be just as ruthless, smart, and cunning. You don't get to be the consigliere of a notorious crime family, cousin or not, without having a great strategic mind and earning the respect of the family.

      My eyes scan the street as I head to my car in the parking garage reserved only for the employees. I swipe the badge to get back inside, still feeling little prickles of apprehension. Everyone knows that what Lorenzo Larussio wants, he gets.

      In Italy, the legends are well known, but I have no doubt it’s true wherever he goes. It probably makes no difference to him if it’s through careful negotiations over a fine meal, or by the point of a knife in a dark back alley.

      He had to be the one in the club tonight. It was stupid to think that I wouldn’t run into him. Chances are if it had been Salvatore or Dominic, I may have gone unnoticed. Hell, I did go unnoticed by Dominic. He was far too wrapped up in De Rosa’s daughter to pay me any mind.

      The minute I’m in my silver Mazda SUV and the doors are locked, I get Larry on the overhead and pull out of the secluded garage. “Hey, Larry.”

      Larry sounds out of breath. “You find anything, Izzy?”

      I grin, passing through the exit of the garage with my newfound badge, because sometimes pulling the wool over a wolf like Lorenzo is just too much fun even if my heart is still clamoring like a freight train. “Dominic and the De Rosa girl are definitely a thing. Whoever your source was nailed it. He made a big show of kissing her right in front of all the patrons in the private club tonight. A big fuck you to her dad I’m guessing.”

      “No doubt. You get any good shots?”

      I turn off the strip into a little side street and park. “Give me a sec.” I pull the gold ornamental pin from my sweater dress, put the end into the attachment, then plug it into the port and wait while the photos load to my phone. I scroll through them in the dark until I find what I’m looking for. “Yep, got it. A clean shot of the kiss. No disputing who either of them are. It’ll make great front-page news for the local paper, and you can most definitely sell some of the rights to the entertainment mags,” I tell him.

      There’s no story that Larry won’t go after for a big payday. I can almost hear his wheels spinning from here. This little action shot will get him and me a hell of a lot more than I used to make in a year. Why people always glamorize the ruthless mafia men is beyond me. Sure, they give to charities and help out with all kinds of local needs, but they’re thugs. Nothing less, nothing more, no matter how they want to salve their dirty consciences.

      Just the same as my old man. No one is above the law, no matter how many Armani suits, Lincoln Town cars, and SUVs these fuckers have. If exposing them for who they are inflates my bank account, so be it.

      “Great job, Izzy. What did we ever do without you?”

      I pull back onto the main drag, driving carefully through the congestion of cars and foot traffic in case someone steps onto the street or stops suddenly ahead of me as they try to get a better look at some flashy thing on the strip. “You did just fine without me, Larry. Look at the great business you built. I just appreciate the chance to work on some real stories, knowing that you’ll buy them first and have buyers for the images when we’re through.”

      “How about we sell this one for exclusivity rights?”

      My eyes roll. Same conversation, different day. “I get to tell the real story first. After that, it doesn’t matter to me what mag they end up in or what they do with it. No exclusivity, only second rights,” I remind him.

      “Yeah, yeah, sweetheart. I know the drill. You know your cut and the bonuses would be a hell of a lot better if you let me sell the content my way? The mags out there are cutthroat; everyone’s trying to outsell the others, and they can’t do that unless they get a juicy story the others don’t have. We get a fraction of what your stories are worth doing it your way.”

      He’s not wrong, but that doesn’t matter. “Can’t do it, Larry. There’s got to be ethics left in some of us reporters, right? The story gets told the way it really happened. If, after that, they want to use it and put their own spin on it, so be it, but the no exclusivities part of my freelance contract stands.”

      He doesn’t have to say anything. The silent disapproval says it all. It hasn’t changed in almost a year, and I doubt it ever will.

      I glance at the clock on the dash. It’s late, but not that late. “I’m heading home. I need a shower and something to eat. I’ll get started on the story after that. If you want to line up your contacts, I’ll have it finished tonight.”

      He laughs. “My contacts are all chomping at the bit to get the Larussios and De Rosas on their front pages. Whether you like it or not, your mafia boys sell stories. The young housewives idolize those fuckers. Don’t ask me why.”

      I should have known he’d have sold a placeholder for anything I could drudge up on the Larussios. The stories sell too hot not to have a fish on the hook. I should cut the guy some slack though because, slippery or not, I really do like working with him. “Thanks, Larry. Flattery will get you everywhere, especially after a long day like today. The change from working on everyone’s leftovers to selling my work to you was a good one. I like being able to dig into things people don’t want us to see. Just make sure I get to tell the true version and then they can use the image and write whatever the hell they want.”

      “Good. So we’re all happy and kumbaya and shit. Now get your ass home and write me that story,” Larry says.

      My eyes roll. "I'll text you when I get done and send it over." I disconnect still deep in thought, heading toward the outskirts of the city. I hit the garage door opener as my two-story home comes into sight. The classic white stucco, red tiled roof, backyard swimming pool, and desert landscape all part of the appeal of moving to the desert. A city where you can get lost digging up the dirt on others at night while hiding out from your own in the middle of suburbia during the day.

      A win-win for everyone, especially me. Especially when someone in one of the top positions in a Sicilian crime family already knows your name after a couple small articles referencing them. If he’s sore at me now, wait until he sees what’s coming next.

      It’s going to take more than just being home to calm the adrenaline running through my body after meeting Lorenzo up close and personal in the elevator. I go into my kitchen through the garage and toss my keys on the dark green granite countertop. I pull a bottle of wine from the fridge and pour myself a generous glass.

      I take it with me to my bedroom, glancing out the French-style doors to the lit-up backyard and kidney shaped pool beyond, wishing there was time to go for a swim and work some of this nervous energy from my system. Instead, I dump my purse on the lavender duvet on the whitewashed oak queen-sized bed. My cell rings from my purse, but right now all I want is a hot shower and something to eat, so I let it go to voicemail.

      His face was so close that I could smell the minty scent of his mouth, the fresh scent of his soap. My nipples pebble as the gentle spray of the shower runs over them, and I recall every detail about him. The lush, dark wavy hair, deep brown eyes that look like they can see right through you.

      The loofah runs over my body, stimulating the tiny nerves at the surface. There’s no denying how good he looks with all that panther-like muscle underneath those expensive suits. I swallow hard, acknowledging the physical attraction, and finish showering to wash the very last remnants of my encounter with Lorenzo Larussio from my mind.

      I wrap myself in a long robe and towel dry my hair before shaking it free with my fingers to air dry. My cell rings again and I groan, fully intending to switch it to silent mode, at least until I’ve finished this story tonight.

      Everyone wants to text or for you to answer their question instantly. I head into the kitchen to grab a bite to eat and scowl at the number of missed calls before checking voicemail. If it’s not important enough to leave a message, then it’s not important enough for me to call you back.

      I make myself a large turkey and Swiss sandwich before heading to my office. I slide behind the sleek black desk and insert the flash drive into my laptop, watching the sheen of the bright blue pool in the backyard while waiting for it to load. The image of Dominic Larussio and Emelia De Rosa kissing comes onto the screen.

      This town hasn't been the same since the Larussios came parading through in their fancy black Cadillacs and SUVs. First the shoot-out at Giovanni’s wedding, then the bloodbath at the De Rosa mansion. Don’t tell me that wasn’t pure calculated retaliation, yet not one word of mafia affiliation in the papers.

      Somebody either got paid to cover it up,  or there wasn’t a body left alive to talk about it.

      My fingers begin flying over the keyboard because writing about these forbidden lovers is a great segue into the dirty lives of the mafia crime family.

      Lorenzo Larussio doesn’t want me anywhere near the family casino. I wonder how he’ll feel when I show up at the funeral of all his dead cousins on Sunday?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Lorenzo

          

        

      

    

    
      I adjust my tie in the dresser mirror, put in my cuff links, and head into the living room. The Vegas sun shines into the spacious living room through the glass double doors that lead out to the balcony of the penthouse.

      The newspaper and entertainment mags strewn across the table with Dominic and Emelia’s faces plastered across them are a stark reminder that we can’t be too careful today. Those pictures had to have been like throwing gasoline onto a smoldering fire to the De Rosas. And today, we need to be more cautious than ever.

      Today we lay our cousins to rest, and then we move forward with the plans to own everything that has been the De Rosas. We’ll take care of damage control from the bloodbath at the mansion, this latest fucking entertainment magazine release, and then I’ll deal with the smoking hot reporter who can’t keep her nose out of my family business.

      De Rosa had fair warning, a chance to lick his wounds and accept his fate. We may have stripped him of his capital and hijacked the women he was moving toward the coast, but we didn’t touch his infrastructure. Old man De Rosa could have easily begun to build back as long as he stayed away from trafficking women, because that we just won’t condone.

      Even though we told him it couldn’t be done, it could have with a little ingenuity.

      But instead, he kidnapped my cousin. He knew going in that Alena was off limits. Anyone who’s anyone knows that Salvatore’s greatest pride is his baby sister. They should be expecting us to hit back with a vengeance, because we will.

      The plan for our revenge is what fuels me as I take the private elevator down to the lower level of the casino, walk out into the blazing sun of Vegas, and get into the sleek black limo behind the two limousines that are driving Salvatore and Dominic.

      Agreed upon by all of us and a protocol set in place by our great-uncle years ago. Until things cool off, the three of us don’t drive together. Great-Uncle’s vehicle leads the way to the graveyard, a sign of respect that Salvatore shows our uncle, a mentor and father figure to all of us growing up and one we have to thank for all that we have today.

      I glance at my watch, wishing we could have had the church ceremony and burial all at once, but that’s not the way things happen in families like ours. Especially with so many families coming in to pay their respects and so many of our own injured and healing. The church ceremony was held under the strictest of security in our church at the resort. Today’s service will be far more open, leaving us vulnerable to a surprise attack by the enemy.

      Every soldier on our payroll around this region will be in attendance, assuring the protection of the family. Even with all the careful planning that went into the event, the security of our family still weighs heavily on my conscience, no matter the amount of firepower in and around this site.

      It’s getting close to four in the afternoon by the time we get through the traffic and inch our way into the spot by the graveyard. A half hour ceremony to pay our final respects, and then time to give our thanks to those who attended, before a family dinner. Only after we get through that and my is family is still safe will I be able to breathe and get on with the rest of our plan and have time to make that reporter pay for running with that story.

      Izzy Arden may have printed a halfway decent story, but the entertainment magazines she sold it to did not. Now the whole world is speculating a marriage between the two families, which will have all of the enemies of both families in a spin not knowing if they want to do business with us if we’re joined with the De Rosas.

      Fucking mess…

      I get out of the car and head toward the graves of my dead cousins and their immediate families who grieve by their sides. My jaw locks tightly at the atrocity laid out before me. I silently vow to our forefathers that we will set this right. We will avenge our cousins, and we will do it soon; not by destroying all that De Rosa has like we originally intended but by building it up and taking it over. Letting him see how his empire could have prospered, while he lays destitute and unable to do anything but see how powerful our family becomes as a result.

      The only thing on our side right now is that they are on defense. They know something’s coming, just not when or where. Maybe the public partnering of Dominic and Emelia isn’t so bad. It certainly doesn’t hurt if certain people in the criminal underworld, including his family, think that Emelia was captured by us and is being made to marry the enemy.

      I let that mull around a bit and like where it lands us strategically with everyone we deal with around the globe. Let them think what they want after the article. All the better for us if De Rosa believes even his prized daughter has been taken from him instead of leaving of her own accord because the way it went down that night, he has no clue.

      The catholic priest, who has been with us for years, begins the small ceremony by thanking everyone who is in attendance and comforting all who grieve. He pays tribute to the men who will be placed into the ground below us and will look down on us from heaven in the days to come.

      Our entire family is somber as he begins the final blessing, and we end in a prayer together.

      Great-Uncle begins the casket procession on the arms of Salvatore and Adrianna. They stand at each cousin’s casket, paying their respects and placing a black rose that symbolizes that each and every one of the Larussio lives before us will be avenged, before moving to the next. A solemn time-honored tradition handed down from our forefathers.

      Dominic and Emelia are next, and when it’s my turn, I walk alone. I’m sure my single status will be one of the topics of my aunts when they get together with a couple bottles of the imported Larussio wine later. It will without a doubt not be put to waste tonight. Gossips and notorious matchmakers, every single one of them, especially after a little vino, but I love them all dearly.

      As I pay my respects to each of my fallen cousins, I vow to each of them that their families will be taken care of forever, and that we will send their killers straight into the burning depths of hell. Because we will not allow their lives to have been taken in vain.

      I join Salvatore as Adrianna and Great-Uncle turn to speak with other relatives. Salvatore’s keen eyes look out over the vastness of the desert landscape, through the tall wrought iron that surrounds the graveyard where only the most powerful and prestigious get laid to rest. “See anything?” he asks.

      “Everything’s been quiet, but our men are on the ready in the event they come out of the woodwork.”

      Dominic and Emelia join us. This could be awkward, the enemy’s daughter attending the funeral of the men her father had killed, but Salvatore knows how to be smooth and polished when he needs to be. He extends a hand. “Thank you for coming, Emelia. I’m looking forward to the official announcement between the two of you. In the meantime, let me be the first to welcome you to our family.”

      A flash of red hair catches my eye, and my jaw locks tight. I barely hear the rest of the exchange as my eyes follow the reporter who dares to show her face at the burial of my cousins. Salvatore clears his throat. I turn my attention back to Emelia and extend a quick hand. “Nice to see you again. Let me put you at ease, Emelia. While there will be much to discuss about the two families, rest assured we welcome you. If you’ll excuse me, though, the reporter who plastered your names all over the cover of the tabloids just arrived.”

      I walk toward the reporter whose mane of red hair is styled in big curly waves. She wears large sunglasses but takes them off and puts them in the pocket of her long black coat. “Izzy Arden, or should I call you Isabella Arden Pellegrini?” I ask the woman.

      Her already pale skin gets paler in the heat of the Nevada sun.

      “The last time we spoke, I distinctly remember telling you to stay away from my family. Yet, here you are disrespecting the ground we bury my cousins in?”

      Her blue eyes flash, the sunlight making them brighter than they were in the dimly lit elevator. “That’s a horrible thing to say. No matter what your family has done, disrespect was not my intention. The truth, however, is. And you seem bound and determined to keep me from learning the truth, which makes me believe you have something to hide. Vicious circle, right, Mr. Lorenzo Larussio?”

      I can’t help the smirk. A fiery beauty in relentless pursuit of her cause. “What truth is it that you seek, Izzy? Perhaps I can help you with what you want to know. Then, perhaps, you can stop stealing badges from my employees, no?” I ask.

      She blushes, her cheeks tinging pink. “Guilty. It was the only way to see for myself what the top floor looked like. I tried all the more conventional routes. Your membership and guest screening didn’t leave any opportunity to sneak in and take a peek.”

      Her fading blush and forthrightness causes my cock to shift against the seam of my pants. I push that thought to the back of my mind. Izzy may be beautiful and desirable, but she is a danger to our family and herself with that dogged reporter determination to find truths that should stay buried where we put them.

      Her eyes narrow at me. “How did you find out about that? I covered all my tracks,” she says.

      She taunts the devil as though she does it every day and won’t get burnt. But she’s crossed a line now that there’s no coming back from, especially if she intends to pursue the stories about our family. “You left a loose end, Izzy. Never leave a loose end.”

    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        1. Lorenzo
      


      		
        2. Isabella
      


      		
        3. Lorenzo
      


      		
        4. Isabella
      


      		
        5. Lorenzo
      


      		
        6. Isabella
      


      		
        7. Lorenzo
      


      		
        8. Isabella
      


      		
        9. Lorenzo
      


      		
        10. Isabella
      


      		
        11. Lorenzo
      


      		
        12. Isabella
      


      		
        13. Lorenzo
      


      		
        14. Isabella
      


      		
        15. Lorenzo
      


      		
        16. Isabella
      


      		
        17. Lorenzo
      


      		
        18. Isabella
      


      		
        19. Lorenzo
      


      		
        20. Isabella
      


      		
        21. Lorenzo
      


      		
        22. Isabella
      


      		
        23. Lorenzo
      


      		
        24. Isabella
      


      		
        25. Lorenzo
      


      		
        26. Isabella
      


      		
        27. Lorenzo
      


      		
        28. Isabella
      


      		
        29. Lorenzo
      


      		
        30. Isabella
      


      		
        31. Lorenzo
      


      		
        32. Isabella
      


      		
        33. Lorenzo
      


      		
        Afterword
      


      		
        Excerpt from Degrees of Innocence
      


      		
        Thank you
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About Via Mari
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

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

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

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



