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The reigns have been handed down to the younger generation, the generation whose ties are connected by deceptions in the past. There’s only one man left from the older generation who has been pulling those strings all along: Agosto. Agosto knew all the damage he left in his wake, but he didn’t care; he was in competition with a dead man.

 

He walked away thinking he would have infinite absolution once the love of his life became truly his under the eyes of God. Viviana’s love was strong enough to forgive him of his misgivings, he was sure of it. However, Agosto has never been able to understand the love for your child, the power behind such a love…

 

For some, there is no absolution.
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Melissa Kulis

 

 

This is by far one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to write. My best friend, my first Facebook friend, the keeper of all my hopes and fears has passed away. I wasn’t ready, not that anyone ever is. This is not the way it was supposed to be. We helped each other through some dark times and celebrated the happy ones. I can’t wrap my mind around the idea of not talking to you multiple times a day any more. I’ll never hear that laugh again. There is a huge void in my heart, and I don’t think I’ll ever stop crying. The only peace I can find now is knowing you’re sitting with your mom and telling her all the crazy antics that you’ve been up to. I know Carmine was one of your favorite characters, so I hope I did you proud with the way his story ended. Until we meet again my friend, rest easy and know I’ll always look after the kids for you.

Love you more
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Viviana

 

It’s a beautiful morning. The birds have come to expect me at sunrise. I wonder what they will do when I’m no longer here. After all, I’m an old woman; they can’t expect me to always be here. With the shuffling of his feet, I hear Agosto before I see him.

“Good morning, Viviana, do you mind if I join you?”

“I believe it is your house, so you can go wherever you want.” I slide over and continue with the mindless tossing of the seeds.

“You seem very distracted today, is everything okay?”

“I was reminded by Michelina that no matter how much we think the past is buried, it will always find a way to rear its ugly head.” I reach into the pocket of my house dress and pull out the folded envelope with the letter inside and press it into his hand. He doesn’t move, he just stares at it.

“Agosto, I wrote this letter to you a very long time ago. I thought when I mailed it and you never responded, that was your way of telling me goodbye. I thought you didn’t want me. I didn’t know that Carmine intercepted it. Looking back, if you had gotten it, your relationship with Sofia would not have happened. Luca would have never been born.” He looks down at the envelope but never takes the letter out.

“Why give this to me now?”

“I didn’t want another day to go by without you knowing what my true intentions were.”

He puts it in his pocket, never giving it a second look.

“I was wondering if you would like to go on a trip with me. After everything that has gone down, I think we could use a break.”

“Where would you like to go?”

He picks up some seeds and tosses them on the ground. The quails come running around him. “I would like to go back to Sicily, back where it all began.”

“Are you sure? You know you can never go back, Agosto. Life was different then—we were different. As we get older, the bad memories soften and finally move to the back of our minds. It’s our hearts way of protecting itself.”

“I understand all of that. For me, it’s a pilgrimage back to a time when life was simpler. I’m an old man, Viviana, who knows how much time I have left. When I left Sicily, I was a boy, but now, I’m returning as man. Will you make the journey with me?”

“Let me think about it.”

“Please don’t take too long. I’m getting older by the minute.” I pass him some more seeds and we silently toss them about. My days should be getting simpler, instead, they are always changing, becoming more complicated.
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Michelina

 

Today is my first official day of heading up the family. True we are all in this together, but it seems that everyone is looking to me for guidance. By nature, I’m a nurturer. I think that’s why I went into teaching. However, I’m not sure where to begin. When Luca and I threw out the idea of running the family, we only knew from the FBI’s side what the family was involved in. I thought maybe Agosto would show me the ropes, but he seems to be removing himself from everything, including his family. Maybe the distance makes it easier on him. His old way of doing things is dead and buried. That’s something that can be very hard to face. This is what happens when you play on the wrong side of the law your whole life.

I decide to look to Gianni for some guidance. When I get to his office, I find him nearly buried behind a stack of papers on his desk. “Hey, I was coming to pick your brain, but you look like you are in this transition just as deep as I am.”

“Pull up a chair; maybe we can get through some of this faster if we work together.” I slide a chair next to him and take a folder off the top of the pile.

“What exactly am I looking at?”

“These are Dad’s files. He kept everything on paper. As you can see, he wrote everything in pencil, which is crazy because it will fade over time. Geno has been automating everything but it’s taking a very long time. I thought I could help by weeding out some of this old stuff that is no longer needed.” Maybe that’s what he wants, the old stuff that he did to fade away over time, like it never happened. Unlike his brother Carmine who documented everything he did and used it as a weapon against anyone he could. Quickly I put aside my wandering thoughts and turn my focus back to Gianni.

“Where did he keep all of this?”

“Come with me, and I’ll show you everything.” He gets up and I follow closely behind him. There are so many rooms in this house that I’ve yet to explore, especially the ones near Agosto’s room. He stops and pulls a key down from the top of the door frame. I’m about to say something about the security, but I realize it’s just for show. Who is going to get in here and how would they sneak anything out? When he swings the door open, I grab his arm to steady myself. It’s floor to ceiling banker’s boxes.

“There has to be at least a hundred boxes in here.”

“Try two-hundred and fifty-eight, to be exact.”

I know my mouth is hanging open, but I can’t help it. “Why does he have all this here, and what exactly is it?”

“These are what Dad views as current files. He has a storage unit not too far from here that has more . . . lots more.” I’m left staring in disbelief at the amount of paperwork that is contained within just this room.

“So are the files on your desk part of this pile?”

“Yes, as well as the stack in Geno’s office. Chelle, can we go for a walk, away from anyone listening?” I step out of the room and wait for him to close it up.

“Lead the way.” I wave my hand and follow after him into the garage. Not exactly what I was thinking. He opens the passenger side door of his Bentley. While the garage door opens, he flips a switch that makes the top go down. This is a car I can see Agosto driving, not a young guy like Gianni.

“Go ahead, Chelle, I know you are dying to ask about the car,” he says as I slide into the seat.

“Well, it doesn’t seem like something you would drive.”

“It’s not, it’s Agosto’s car.” He shrugs, closing the door behind me before heading over to the driver’s side. “Sometimes I like to cruise around in it. Just like sex, Chelle, it’s not always about speed.” I throw my head back and laugh as he gets in. It feels good to joke around for a change.

“What is it that you want to know?” I ask as we slowly pull out of the garage and make our way off the property.

“I’m worried about Geno. He thinks he can fix everything for Jessica, but it’s going to take more than loving her to get her past the hell that she went through. I want to help but I don’t know how.”

“I found a therapist that I think might be good for her. She has an appointment tomorrow. She’s not going to be fixed overnight, but this is a step in the right direction.”

“Providing she tells the therapist the truth and not what she thinks she wants to hear.”

“So, it sounds like you are familiar with therapy.” He pulls over and finds a spot out of the sun.

“When my sister died, I was young and didn’t really comprehend the gravity of it. She was always sick, so I kind of thought that would happen. When my brother Sal died, it tore my dad apart. By that time, my mom was already sick, and I needed an outlet. Geno internalizes everything—I don’t. My dad took me to the church and had me sit with the priest. At first, I didn’t take any of it seriously. I told the priest what he wanted to hear. Not too long after that, my mom died. That’s when I started opening up to him.”

“So, Geno never spoke to anyone?”

“No, the only one he’s ever confided in is Daniella. They’ve been friends since kindergarten. Everyone thought they would end up together, but they remained just friends. What about you? You’ve been through so much, have you spoken to anyone?”

“I’ve always turned to my grandma for everything. She is the one who can help me maintain calmness and clarity.”

“Yeah, but her and my dad really pulled one over on your mom with the whole nursing home thing.”

“I think there are a lot of things we still don’t know about but, in time, it will all come out. Gianni, the secrets we want to stay hidden usually find their way out.”

“I agree. Why were you looking for me?”

“I wanted to work with you on formulating a plan to handle the transition.”

“I know we talked about taking everything above board but, honestly, that might be a stretch, even for the four of us. We better get back before Dad sends out a posse to find us. When we get back to the house, we can bring the others together and get started.”

We head back toward home. The longer I’m here, the better understanding I’m getting of the family dynamics.
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Jessica

 

Sleep hardly comes, yet I still try. Geno has been doing everything to make me forget but, in reality, I think nothing will ever make me forget the hell that has been my life for so long. When I thought Nick was going to keep me forever, I told him everything Chelle did for me. In that one moment it seemed he grew a heart . . . maybe even a moral compass, but then the wall came crashing down and I knew it was never going to end well. I roll over and tuck myself into Geno’s side. His beating heart has a way of calming me.

“Jessica, what can I do for you? Please just tell me. I will never judge you for anything you had to do to survive.”

“Just hold me and be patient with me. Chelle wants me to see a therapist she found. I’ve been on the fence about it, but maybe it’s a good idea.” His arm squeezes me tighter to him as he kisses my forehead.

“Babe, I think it’s a great idea. Speaking to someone who is not in the mix might really help you. I will do whatever you need me to do.”

“What if nothing works? What if I’m left like this? I feel so empty, empty and void of all feelings. Sometimes the broken pieces can’t be put back together again.”

“Jess, you have to fight. You can’t spend the rest of your life living on the sidelines because of fear.”

“Chelle told me about the vow that you all took. That was your opportunity to get out—for us to get out—why didn’t you take it?”

“I won’t leave my family, and I’m sure you would never leave Chelle. We have to stand united and fight for change. I need you to get better and stand beside me.”

“I promise I will try. Right now, that’s really all I can offer.” He says nothing more and begins stroking my arm. I know where this is leading and I’m not ready. Hell, I don’t know if I’ll ever be ready. I try to pull back but his grip on me tightens.

“Babe, you are not going anywhere. We can take everything at your pace. Right now, all I want to do is hold you tight. You know you’ll always be safe in my arms.”

As I drift off to sleep, I whisper, “Thank you.” But I’m not even sure he heard it.
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Luca

 

I knew when we took upon the role of leaders it would mean more work, but I wasn’t aware how much more. Chelle is always busy and when she’s not, her mind is on Jessica.

I’m sitting outside the FBI’s main office in Phoenix. I know I’m supposed to turn in my papers today, which includes my gun and my badge. As I look down at them sitting in my lap, a whirlwind of emotions come back to me. Why I joined and why I’m quitting has actually come full circle. It’s ironic: I joined to spite my father and now I have to quit to help my father. I wonder what my mom would say if she could see me now. Would she be happy about my life choices? I know she would love Chelle, if for nothing else, for how happy she makes me. I knew when I first met her there was something amazing about her, but I also thought it was forbidden. I rub my thumb over my badge one last time and head inside. Waiting for me is the new director for the Phoenix office, Madeline Gray.

“Hello, Ms. Gray. Thank you for seeing me on such short notice.”

“Don’t thank me just yet, Mr. Gill. Let’s go into my office where we can talk freely.”

The hair on the back of my neck stands up. I follow her into Peter’s old office. Not much has changed. I skip the niceties and get right to the point. “Is there some sort of exit interview I need to do?” I glance at my watch long enough to let her know my time is my own.

“Do you think that is necessary given the situation you’ve found yourself in?”

“By situation do you mean my family dynamics?”

“Yes, that situation.”

“Well, I really thought we could focus on how the director of the Phoenix branch of the FBI, along with a top field agent, tried to kill me regardless of the fact that I’m fellow agent. Let’s not forget that last part, Ms. Gray.” As I slowly stretch out her name, she stares at me for a bit longer than I feel comfortable with.

“Luca, what are your plans once you leave here?”

“I plan on enjoying the rest of my life, not that it’s any of your business.” She doesn’t smile, instead, her lips seem to tighten more in their straight line.

“I have a proposition for you. What do you think about working for us undercover? Think of yourself as the Whitey Bulger of the Arizona branch of the organization.”

“The only one out here that is of any importance is my father, and he retired. Yes, believe it or not, you can retire from the organization. You need to maintain your vow of silence, and get the blessing from the other families, which he did. So, I think you are barking up the wrong tree. Now, I would like to file my papers and leave.”

“Keep in mind, Luca, I didn’t get where I am today on my back or my knees. I know a lot more than you think. It’s okay if you want to leave, but just know this is far from over. Agosto doesn’t get to peacefully ride off into the sunset with
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