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        La Famiglia

        Marco (Capo) and Gloria Moretti

        Son: Nero

        Daughter: Grazia

      

      

      

      Nero (Future Capo) and Felicia Moretti

      Children: Antonio Luciano (Consigliere) and Grazia Donatelli

      Nero’s Parents: Marco & Gloria MorettiLuciano’s Parents: Paolo (Deceased) & Francesca Donatelli

      Felicia’s Parents: Mario & Teresa BianchiGrazia’s Parents: Marco and Gloria Moretti

      Nero’s Siblings: Grazia MorettiGrazia’s Siblings: Nero Moretti

      Felicia’s Sibling: Emiliano BianchiLuciano’s Sibling: Cara Donatelli

      

      
        
        Nostra Casa

        Reno (Capo) & Anna Viale

        Children: Samuele and Simona (twins)

        Reno’s Parents: Giovanni & Clara Viale (Both deceased)

        Anna’s Parents: Franco and Angela Corelli

        Reno’s Siblings: Sebastian and Dante Viale

        Anna’s Sibling: Giorgio (Married to Sara and child Franco Jr.)

      

      

      

      Sebastian (Consigliere) and Olivia VialeDante(Consigliere)

      Sebastian’s Parents: Giovanni & Clara Viale (Both Deceased)

      Olivia’s Parents: Orlando & Diane (Deceased)

      Siblings: Reno and Dante Viale

      

      Leonardo Conte (Underboss) and Lucia Ferrante

      Leo’s Parents: Martina Conte

      Lucia’s Parents: Giuseppe & Natalina (Deceased) Ferrante

      Siblings: None
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          Olivia

        

      

    

    
      I know I should be grateful for the love and attention of my posse, but instead, I’m annoyed. When everything went down with Donato, I lived the horror, and I couldn’t get out the words to make them understand what I was feeling. Felicia has been my best friend since grade school, and still I can’t express myself even to her.

      Between Grazia’s visits, Felicia’s constant mothering, and now even Cara calling to check in, I’m feeling more pressure than ever to return to normal. However, I’m not normal, or their brand of normal, not anymore. Donato made it clear that I’m expendable.

      “You were the easiest to get to,” he said. “You’re not the next capo’s wife or the Mafia princess. You’re a soldier’s daughter. They’ll cry for a day or two, then you’ll be forgotten.”

      I could have lived through his disgusting and cruel words, but he touched me. He. Touched. Me. And I couldn’t do a damn thing about it. My hands were tied above my head as he felt me up. When he went to put his lips on mine, I bit him. That earned me a slap that cut my lip open with his ring.

      I shudder at the memory, pushing it down, taking a breath, and then another. And another, until I feel steady again.

      The ping on my phone distracts me. It’s another text from Sebastian.

      Checking in, wild child. What are you up to today?

      I take a second to respond. Sebastian is part of Nostra Casa, and even though they’re no longer the enemy, they’re also not La Famiglia.

      Hanging in today.

      You did that yesterday, and the day before. He’s right. I haven’t felt safe outside my own home, and it’s been months since the incident.

      I’m not ready.

      How can I help? Sebastian has been texting with me since the week after he saved me from Donato. Always respectful, never about business, and I believe he’s completely genuine.

      Not sure that you can. I’m empty.
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      Anna’s on the phone speaking with Felicia, and I’m supposed to be paying attention to Reno and Dante. I’m failing miserably. Twice I’ve had to shake my head to regain focus, and, let’s face it, lack of focus in our world results in death.

      “Can we take five?” I ask. Both my brothers are looking at me like I’ve grown three heads and sprouted wings.

      “Take five?” Dante repeats with an incredulous expression.

      “We’d better.” Reno stares directly into my eyes. “Get your head on straight. You’ve been out of sorts for weeks, and I won’t have it. What you do is the difference between living and dying. And it has a direct result on anyone else that’s involved.” He stomps out the door, probably to stop himself from wringing my neck. It’s appreciated, but he has every right.

      In the meantime, I find my way closer to Anna and listen to the conversation. “Felicia, maybe Olivia needs more time. Even though she wasn’t, uh, you know, raped, she was still violated.”

      Anna’s not wrong. Rape is a violent act, but just as brutal were the mental games Donato played with Olivia. He toyed with her mind, insulted her, and worst of all made her think she was expendable and not worth saving. The fucker didn’t suffer long enough as far as I was concerned. Each Famiglia member took a swipe at him, Olivia’s father being the last and giving the final knife thrust to take him from this earth. Still, I wish he were alive so that I could do it all over again and inflict the pain personally.

      La Famiglia called us in for Dante’s help to track this loser down. Of course, we complied since we’ve reached a prosperous peace between us and want to maintain that situation. However, it was me who made my way to Olivia first. It was me she clung to and wouldn’t let go, even after her father arrived. They had to inject her with a sedative, and when she finally went limp in my arms, I laid her on the bed. The hardest thing I had to do was leave her.

      “At all?” I hear Anna ask. “Not even for school?” There’s a long pause before Anna says, “She loves school. I can’t believe she won’t even leave the house for that.” Christ, Olivia’s getting worse.

      We’ve texted every night since the incident, and a few times, I’ve called her. Olivia is always wound up when we start talking, but by the time I let her go, she’s nearly asleep. I thought this meant she was getting back to her old self, but apparently, I’m wrong.

      “He does!” Anna exclaims with a gasp. “Olivia will flip.” Anna slaps a hand on her cheek in shock. I’m itching to grab the phone from her ear to demand the information myself from Felicia.

      “How dare they? Those pompous old asses. What is their capo doing about it?” More silence as she continues to listen. “I can’t believe anyone would call Olivia unclean. She’s one of the sweetest women I know. Thank God, she hasn’t heard any of this,” Anna responds into the phone.

      That’s bullshit. If someone’s talking shit about Olivia, she’ll know. She reads people, and she’ll feel the pity down to her soul.

      “I’ll call her tonight. Maybe we can convince her father that she needs a break and will let her come visit me.” She sighs. “I could tell them I could use some help with the twins.” Anna says her goodbyes and clicks off the line. It’s not often I see an angry Anna, but today is one of those days.

      “Wanna tell me about it?” I ask in the hope that she confesses it all and I can get away to call Olivia myself.

      “Her father is trying to make a match for Olivia, and it’s not going well. There are some people spreading rumors that Donato did more than kidnap her, and that Olivia is not, um…” Anna falters, unable to find the words.

      “Pure?” I suggest.

      She blinks up at me. “Yeah.”

      “If that were true, would it even have been her choice? What’s wrong with these assholes?” I shout. My outburst has Reno and Dante rushing back into the room, and the babies wake from their naps.

      Reno gives me an angry glance. “Now look what you’ve done.” He lifts his hands in exasperation. “It took me twenty minutes to get them settled. Especially Simona.” He’s about to stomp out when Anna’s soft voice calls out to him.

      “Stop, Reno. You need to give them a few minutes to settle back to sleep before you go running into their room.” She gives Reno a stern look.

      “No one would ever believe that Reno Viale is a pussycat,” Dante jests.

      “Men have begged for forgiveness and haven’t penetrated the armor, and Simona lets out a squeak and you’re ready to run,” I say.

      Reno grabs a monitor and checks that his children have fallen back asleep before he turns to me. “What were you yelling about, anyway?”

      “Anna’s saying that some La Famiglia old-timers are using what Donato did to Olivia against her. I think it’s because she’s the daughter of a soldier and they want their sons to have more.”

      “Orlando is a respected and affluent soldier, Sebastian,” Reno responds.

      “He’s right, honey. They’re saying that Donato took advantage of Olivia and that she’s…” Anna shrugs.

      “Damaged goods,” I blurt out.

      “That’s fucked up.” Dante shakes his head. “That poor girl’s been through shit. Do they fucking know what would have happened if Ghost hadn’t been there to intercept Donato’s shipment? Olivia would be a sex slave on a different continent.”

      I shudder at the thought. Thank God for Risk and Satan’s Pride. Their connection to Ghost saved two women that day and disrupted an entire sex trafficking operation from the Russians in cahoots with Donato. “Does Olivia know about this?” I ask cautiously.

      Anna shakes her head. “From what Felicia says, Orlando is telling her that he doesn’t want to lose her yet. But she’s not stupid. Her father has been warning her for over a year that she’s to marry, and now all of a sudden, everything stops. If she hasn’t already figured it out, she soon will.” Anna’s getting upset, and that means that Reno is going to follow suit.

      “I’ll talk to Marco,” Reno says, trying to cut off Anna’s rant.

      “You can’t tell him what to do in La Famiglia. That’s crossing a line,” Dante says, always the logical, reasonable brother.

      “Then they need to set her free,” I state sternly. “Maybe it’s time for Olivia to leave La Famiglia.”
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      Felicia and Grazia are over for their weekly visit, with little Antonio on Felicia’s hip. His cheeks are red, and he looks out of sorts, gnawing on his fist. He’s a handsome little man, but in this state, he’s the spitting image of his dad, Nero, with his temper.

      “What’s wrong, my little man?” I coo gently as I take him from Mommy’s arms and place him snug against my chest, rubbing his back.

      “Teething,” Felicia answers, and that’s when I notice dark circles under her eyes. “He’s not sleeping, so I’m not sleeping.” She plops herself into the corner of the sofa, laying her head against the back.

      “Here, give him this.” Grazia hands me a teething ring. Antonio immediately shoves it in his mouth. I rock him soothingly as his eyes start to drift closed.

      “Poor little guy is exhausted,” I say, placing my lips against his fuzzy head.

      “You certainly have a way with him. I’m going to have to live here for a while, or better yet, you can come stay with Nero and me.” Felicia giggles. I burst out laughing.

      “Then it would be a tug-of-war for Antonio’s attention. Nero’s spoiling him, always having him in his arms,” Grazia says. Ain’t it the truth. For a big bad Mafia dude, he’s a sucker for his wife and baby.

      “I cause him enough grief when I visit.” I smile. Nero has always considered me outspoken, and needless to say, it’s a good thing he chose Felicia for his bride. Although, I think he’s found out the hard way that she can be just as stubborn, only she does it quietly.

      “Not lately,” Grazia says. “You’re going to have to step up your game.”

      “Where’s your dad today?” Felicia asks, glancing around the room. By this time, Dad would have popped his head in to say hello to the Mafia princess and the soon-to-be queen. Grazia’s status hasn’t changed even after marrying Luciano. She will always be the daughter of Marco Moretti, our capo. Luciano will be Nero’s consigliere when he takes over for Marco, again a prominent status.

      Nero has been groomed from birth to take over La Famiglia one day. He terrifies everyone except his wife, it seems, and his closest friends. I guess I’m lucky because Nero and I joust in a battle of words, but I know he has my back. Whether this is because my father is one of his most loyal soldiers, who has on countless occasions risked his life for Marco and La Famiglia, or because the love of his life and I have been best friends since grade school, it doesn’t seem to matter. Luciano and Nero came for me that night.

      My blood runs cold at the memory of Donato and his henchmen. I tried to fight them off. Donato and his men took down my bodyguard, and then they took me. They were going to sell me as their first sex slave, vowing to do the same to all the girls in La Famiglia. They threw me in a room and tied me to the bed, and when I came to, he touched me. The only reason he stopped was because he promised his buyer virgins. The poor girl tied to the chair across the room had tears streaming down her face. I found out later her name is Abigail. We call each other every week like clockwork, because we know what we lived through and no one else gets it.

      “Dad’s at a meeting at your father’s place with Nero and Luciano,” I tell them. I’m aware I’m on the list of discussion points.

      “Oh yeah, I forgot. I’m blaming it on lack of sleep,” Felicia confirms. “Anna’s in town visiting her parents. That means that Reno is at the meeting too.”

      “With Sebastian.” Grazia begins to walk toward the door. “I’m going to pop into the kitchen and make coffee. Is that cool?”

      “Absolutely,” I mumble, my mind on Sebastian being in town. I know it shouldn’t matter, but my heart skips a beat. We’ve spoken nonstop since that night. I wonder if he’ll come to see me.

      A week after my abduction, I was speaking to Sebastian on the phone when I broke down. I told him I was terrified and every noise I heard, I assumed it was someone coming for me. I hung up abruptly and curled up in a ball on the armchair by the window, drifting in and out of sleep. All of a sudden, I was gently lifted off the chair by muscular arms. Sebastian placed me in my bed, still in his arms. All he said was, “Sleep, babe. I’ll protect you.”

      I haven’t slept that well since that night. He was gone when I woke, but I can still smell his scent on my pillow. He stayed until early morning, but left before I woke. Sebastian comes to me often in my dreams. I’ve tried to deny my attraction to him, but his unruly sandy-blond locks, which often fall over his forehead, chiseled jaw, and strong sculpted nose make him swoonworthy. He and his twin, Dante, are identical in all ways except that Sebastian has a small scar above his eye. It’s so small that you have to have memorized every feature of the two men to notice. I’ve done just that.

      Sebastian is also more opinionated, open with his ideas, and takes more risks. Dante is more computer savvy, whereas Sebastian is strategic and attacks a problem head-on. He’s also supportive, loyal to his brothers, and a man of his word, and I can’t stop thinking about him.

      Felicia is watching me closely. “A penny for them.”

      I can’t tell her who I’m thinking of. Truce or not, Sebastian is from another family, and Dad would never allow it. Not that I ever thought of marriage seriously, until Sebastian.

      “They’re talking about me.” My eyes reach Felicia’s.

      “Who?”

      “The fathers with single sons are talking about me and are concerned that Marco will make one of them marry me. I don’t want their pity, and I don’t want anyone forced into a marriage with me. What a disaster that would be.” I sigh. “To marry a soldier’s daughter is one thing, but to marry a woman that Donato has put his hands on is another. I know what they’re saying about me. I would rather be alone.” I make my plea to Felicia, knowing that she loves me like a sister and will have a word with Nero.

      “Your father wants you safe, Olivia. As any dad would. This isn’t a punishment, it’s his form of love.” Felicia loops an arm about my shoulders as I watch the peaceful sleeping baby in my arms.

      “I deserve a choice. I was the one who was taken.”

      “No decision is being made tonight that I know of. I’ll talk to Nero, but the fact is your father is still the man who is requesting a match.”

      Grazia walks in with a tray filled with mugs and pastries. “What did I miss?”

      Felicia fills her in. “The meeting tonight and how Orlando wants to make a match for Olivia.”

      “I see you, Olivia. You love children, and you’ve been looking after your father for years. As much as you want to label yourself a rebel, you want a family. A marriage doesn’t have to be bad. Your husband may be sensitive, and you can grow to love one another.” Grazia is sweet, always pointing out the silver lining.

      “You’re thinking that way because you and Felicia both have fallen in love. The majority of Mafia women live with what they have. They’re either ignored by their husbands or beaten by them.” We’ve already had conversations about this, even before they were married. We were worried about who our family would select as a suitable husband. They got lucky, but it seems that Lady Luck isn’t being too kind to me lately. “I just hope that Dad will ask me before he makes a promise on my behalf.”
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      “It’s not too late to change your mind. We haven’t announced anything to Orlando officially, and as of this moment, the only one who’s privy to this information besides Dante and me is Marco. I can pull him aside as soon as we get there and tell him we’ve decided not to pursue this further.” Reno’s giving me a way out, and if I were smart, I’d take it. We sit in the car on our way to Marco Moretti’s home for a meeting with the underbosses. Along with the business at hand, we will approach Orlando on the topic of having Olivia become my wife.

      “I have to marry sometime.” I shrug. “And Olivia is a beautiful woman.” She’s more than beautiful, she’s radiant. Her long silver-blonde hair is like a curtain of silk strands that cascades down her back. She’s got a small perky nose and full lips, but it’s those eyes that lure me to her. Ocean-blue eyes, filled with fire. Fire that unfortunately has been extinguished by a man not worthy to be called such. I hope to stir the embers and reignite that fire. I need that in a wife and a partner. Yes, I said partner. I want to come home and have a discussion with my wife where I don’t have to hold back and hide who I am.

      I don’t intend to tell her how many men I’ve killed or the details of the ugly part of our lives, but I see how Reno has found the balance, and this is what I hope for.

      “You’re not yet thirty. You have time,” Reno reminds me.

      “I don’t want time. I want Olivia. As it is, she’s a living shadow of who she was. She needs a change, and I want her.”

      “Have you thought about the fact that she may not want you? Olivia’s been, for lack of a better word, abused. That asshole’s done a number on her. She’ll be vulnerable, and she may not be ready for intimacy yet.” Leave it to my big brother to give it to me like it is.

      “We’ll figure it out.” I sigh. I want to put his mind at ease, and I realize that both he and Dante are worried about how this will end. “There’s something between us. I went to her one night, and she needed and wanted me to stay. Nothing happened, and I left before morning came. Snuck out without anyone knowing. But all night, she clung to me like her life depended on it.”

      “You did what?” Reno says, low and menacing. “Have you lost your fucking mind? No, don’t answer that. What if that girl said you took advantage of her? If her father found you?” He rakes a hand through his hair.

      “She didn’t. Olivia could have said something, but she didn’t.”

      “Have you thought that her feelings could change once she gets over this hump? Then you’re already committed to marrying the girl,” he says.

      “Do you have something against her?” I’m getting tired of all the badgering and negativity.

      “I don’t know her, so no, I have nothing against her. My concern is for my brother, who I love and who I want to see happy. You had a shitty start on this earth, and it’s my job as your brother and capo to protect you.” Reno places a hand on my shoulder. He rarely says the word “love” out loud. Before Anna, that word was abolished from his heart, so now when he says it, he means it. “I failed to protect you from our father. I didn’t know you or your brother existed for years, and then hid you both away until I felt you could handle our father. He was a shit dad, made her choose between an abortion or death. She left to save you. When she died, you suffered, and I couldn’t do a damn thing about it. Now I can. I’ll support your decision, but be sure of your choices. If you change your mind later, it will be all-out war between Nostra Casa and La Famiglia. Not only will it break the bond we’ve built, but it will tear Anna apart from her family.”

      “I would never put Nostra Casa at risk, or Anna. If Olivia does not want this union, I’ll move on and it will be as it was before. I swear to you.” I give him my winning smile. “Who wouldn’t want a man like me for their daughter?” I tease.

      Reno laughs and relaxes as we go over the other areas of discussion for today’s meeting. Dante is holding down the fort at home, with Anna and the twins visiting her mother. Her father will be present at today’s meeting, along with her brother.

      As we approach the gate opening on to Marco Moretti’s estate, Reno gives me a sly smirk. “Let’s go get you a fiancée.”
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      After two solid hours of fleshing out a plan of attack on the Bratva, who have been a consistent thorn in the sides of both our clans, Marco calls a break.

      “Gentlemen, Gloria has prepared coffee and sandwiches in the dining room. I ask that you partake while I have a private word with Reno,” Marco announces. As the men file out, he calls, “Nero, Luciano, Sebastian, and Orlando, I want you to remain.”

      Marco waits for the last man to shut the door behind him before looking at Reno. Reno nods in silent agreement to proceed. “It seems, gentlemen, that we have two suitors who have come forward asking for Olivia’s hand.” I clench my fists by my sides and narrow my gaze. Who the fuck is trying to take my Olivia? “Orlando, I would like you to hear us out before you say anything.” Orlando nods once, never taking his eyes from his capo.

      Nero says, “Germano Paglia is a soldier with Luciano’s division. He’s smart, loyal, and young. Germano’s strong-willed and wants more. He’s willing to do what it takes to stake a claim on a higher position in La Famiglia. You know his father and the family he comes from, Orlando.”

      Immediately, I want to walk out of the room, find this man, and cut off his dick. No way he’s touching Olivia, I decide. “How young?” I ask sternly.

      Nero eyes me cautiously. “He’ll be coming up on twenty-one next month.”

      “That’s not a man. That’s a child,” I say. Reno gives me a glance that says, Shut the hell up. I bite the inside of my cheek, tasting blood.

      “Germano is a good man, but can he handle Olivia and what’s happened to her?” Orlando asks, his brow furrowed in concern.

      “Well, we have another opportunity for Olivia.” Marco sits in his chair and motions for Orlando to take a seat. “Sebastian has asked for a union with Olivia.” A loud gasp escapes Orlando as he turns to me. I maintain my cool appearance, following Reno’s demeanor. Marco turns to Reno.

      Reno says, “It seems that Sebastian wants to follow in my footsteps in embracing a woman in La Famiglia. Seeing that I am living proof of how well this union has benefited both families, I am happy to endorse another.”

      Orlando seems bewildered by it all. “I don’t want Olivia so far from me. She’s the only family I have.”

      “With me, your daughter will be the wife of an underboss and co-consigliere to Nostra Casa. She will be respected and will hold an honorable position as my wife,” I interject, hoping these benefits will appeal to a father who wants the best for his daughter.

      “Germano is of La Famiglia…” He trails off, turning to his capo for guidance.

      “That he is,” Marco confirms, but not taking a position either way.

      “Are you saying that Anna is not welcome in La Famiglia because she married me?” Reno asks.

      “No, of course not,” Orlando blurts.

      “Then your daughter will be treated equally well, if not better, because she will marry an underboss and not a soldier of La Famiglia,” Reno replies. “She will also have Anna very close at hand, who will guide her into meeting the other women, helping her to find her place. And you know my wife. She will settle for nothing less than Olivia’s happiness.”

      Orlando shakes his head. “This would never have been an issue if Donato hadn’t taken her,” he spits with venom on his tongue. And so he should be angry.

      “If our capos and Orlando permit, I would like a word alone.” I’m changing tactics. I need to appeal to the father and assure him
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