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"Mom!" Drake yelled. "You don't have to drink so much!"

"Yes, I do," Rebecca shooed her oldest son away from her as she got another drink from the open bar.

"You are making a fool of yourself," Drake tried to reach for the glass of liquor in his mom's hand.

"No more of a fool than your father!" Rebecca yelled so loud that it was nearly louder than the live band playing classical music.

Rebecca and her husband, Donald, had been divorced for many years, more years than they were together.

Donald was the head of the so-called Leonold family. On paper, they were rich because they owned the rights to many paper-making facilities, but the real money came from organized crime.

Donald was in the corner with his fourth wife, the young and very blonde Kristi. She had just turned twenty-one, and like Rebecca, Donald's second wife, she was very blonde and had many plastic surgeries.

Donald sure loved his plastic, both in credit card form and female.

"So, I said," Donald told one of his many jokes, and the people around him laughed and hung on every word, not because he was funny, but because they knew if they didn't, they would be on the wrong side of Donald and no one wanted that, they didn't want that at all.

There were many guests at the Leonold estate, which was far in the county outside Chicago; there were not many other houses around here. The Leonold Estate had a bad reputation that kept many realtors and other companies from building anything near it.

When it was first built, it housed drug dealers and smugglers. It was blown up in a raid, only to be rebuilt many years later, and it became a house of sin; many crooked politicians were caught with their pants around their ankles in this place, but then again, it was burned to the ground by a bunch of angry wives.

Donald's father, Robert, bought the land and rebuilt the large estate to its former glory. He also built a large gate with a large wall to surround his house and other buildings to keep people out. He said it kept his family safe from all the criminals, but the truth was he wanted to keep the law out.

Donald was just as paranoid as his father. He had motion detectors everywhere, cameras, and many guards, not just because of the law but also because of the recent events in the city and beyond.

Even though Donald was smiling and being the life of the party on the outside, deep inside, he was scared. He knew it was only a matter of time before she came for him.

"Going to use the girl's room," Hilary said.

"Of course," Donald said as the young blonde got off his lap. He gave her fake ass a nice squeeze as she left.

Many of the families had fallen since she had taken most of Chicago; the last to feel her wrath was a personal friend of the Leonold family. Raymond Carlon and his family were taken out, then Vincent Galagas, the man most families called untouchable, got killed, his body left in public view.

Donald was the last man standing; most of the other families were wise and left town, only to be hunted down like dogs.

This was why Donald was paranoid and kept throwing large parties; he knew she wouldn't come after him with such a loud crowd of people.

All he had to do was stay alive. He had paid a large amount to one of the cartels to get him across the border. Once there, he would be out of her reach.

Donald looked over the large room and saw Rebecca stumbling and making a fool of herself. "Excuse me," he smiled as he walked through the large crowd.

"I told you to keep her under control!" Donald yelled at his son.

"I am trying," Drake said.

"You want to run this family when I am gone," Donald whispered. "You can't even gain control of your mother!"

"She is only my mom, in name," Drake said through gritted teeth.

Drake didn't know Donald's first wife. No one really did; Robert had killed her after she gave birth to Drake for reasons never told. Not even to Donald. Rebecca had given birth to a baby, but since it wasn't Donald's kid, he had it sent away, never to be seen again.

"Fuck you!" Rebecca slurred as she fell onto one of the large couches. "Fuck you and that blonde bimbo, and the other blonde one!"

"Get her up to one of the rooms," Donald said in disgust as people were looking at them.

Drake snapped his fingers, and two other men helped him lift his drunk mother and take her out of the living room.

"Too much to drink," Donald straightened his red tie and regained his composure.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Are you sure about this?" a man said as he looked at the locked side gate.

"Of course I am," another said. "Our inside contact said this gate would be open."

The seven men walked through the gate as snipers on the outside took out the guards on the roof.

They stealthily made their way through the open area. The snow was coming down heavily, concealing them from the guards on the ground.

Their night goggles made it easy to take out the rest of the guards.

"Code is good!" one of the men gave the thumbs up, and the front gate opened.

Many other men came in as the first crew made it to the back door of the house.

"Who is our inside person?" one of the men asked.

"Who knows, and who cares?" the boss said as the door opened easily. "They did their job; now we must do ours."

The men were in the house. Four of the hired guards inside fell easily without a sound.

"So, that's how I took over my first facility," Donald finished his story.

Instead of laughter and claps, there were screams as the men rushed into the room. Shots from their guns took out the guards in the room.

"Hey Donald," the boss said of the crew, smiling as he took off his hood.

"Sebastian," Donald said as his fear took over him.

"Glad you remembered me," Sebastian smiled.

"It's Christmas," Donald fell to the floor.

"Eve," Sebastian corrected. "Four more hours until it's officially Christmas.'

"But the rules," Donald started crying.

"State that I can't kill you or any of your family on Christmas," Sebastian said. "Like I said I have four hours. When your grandfather and all the other families made those rules, they should have been more precise, the correct wording should have been Christmas Holidays. Then I couldn't do this," 

Sebastian put his gun to Donald's kneecap and pulled the trigger.

Donald screamed in pain, and some of the women yelled.

"Next person to scream, yell, or cry, eats a bullet!" one of the men said. 

Some of the men tried to quiet the crying women. "You all knew who he was and who was after him," Sebastian said as Donald lay on the floor whimpering. But you came here anyway. So, in my eyes and her eyes, you are all guilty by association."

"Look what I found," one of Sebastian's men brought Drake to Sebastian.

"My favorite person!" Sebastian laughed as he grabbed Drake. Sebastian punched Drake in the stomach, and
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