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Chapter One

 


Angelica stood and looked out her mother’s
office window in the house she’d grown up in.

It amazed her how much her mother had gotten
done since her father had disappeared a few weeks before. Her
mother wanted part of the house redecorated because she wanted
everything that reminded her of him out and away.

The first two rooms she wanted to change had
been her bedroom and the office. She would have thought her mother
would pick a new bedroom altogether because of what her father had
done to her, but then she’d found out about the secret passage in
her bathroom. It had been a savior for her for so many years
because she was able to see Trent and Mateo, the two men Angelica
considered her fathers and who had devoted their lives to her
mother.

They’d taken her mother’s bedroom and the
one next to it and turned it into a suite the three could live in
comfortably. They’d also taken the first three rooms off the foyer
and made them into three different offices, but each had a double
door between all three that connected them, so when they opened
them, it was like one big office.

Angelica was thrilled to see her mother
finally happy after over twenty years of abuse from her father.
God, she hoped the bastard was being tortured. He deserved every
bit of pain he got.

She turned to face her mother, who sat in
her office chair and patiently waited for her to speak.

“Is it my destiny to marry a Maclean
mobster?” Angelica asked.

Aria sighed. “No, dear. You can marry anyone
you want, but I know you. I know you have been sheltered your whole
life, but I can plainly see the attraction both have for each
other. If you want to fight it, so be it. This is your life, and I
just want you to be happy.”

“He’s just so damn arrogant.”

“Baby, all the good men are. Look at my
men,” Aria said.

“I heard that,” Mateo said from the next
office, making both women laugh.

“I’m supposed to go over for dinner
tonight.”

Aria nodded. “Your sister Hope told me we’re
all invited, but my guys and I won’t be able to make it this
time.”

“So, I’d go by myself?” God, she sounded
pathetic and like a baby.

“Yes. But you’re a big girl, and you’ll have
a guard and a driver, so you won’t be unprotected.”

Angelica rolled her eyes. “I’m never
unprotected.”

“I have to know my girls are safe, and the
world we live in makes that nearly impossible,” Aria said. “So, I’m
going to do everything in my power to protect you. Let me take care
of my baby girls, please.”

Angelica bent down and hugged her mother. “I
know, Mama.”

“I love you, baby.”

“I love you, too, Mama. Hope told me I
should spend the night because it would be late when the dinner is
finished. Their dinners and after drinks last for hours.”

“I think that’s a great idea. I won’t worry
so much,” Aria said.

“Fine. I’m going to go up to my room and get
ready and pack a bag.”

“Don’t forget to come to see me before you
leave,” Aria said.

“Of course.”

Angelica made it up to her room, closed and
locked the door, and leaned back against it. The feeling of being
watched was getting stronger. She was afraid to say anything to her
mother because she had enough on her plate disassembling the human
trafficking organization her father started.

If it got worse, she’d say something to
Mateo or Trent. She had a guess who was doing it. Kenneth. He was a
new guard that her mother and her men had hired a few weeks ago,
and she sometimes caught the way he stared at her when he didn’t
think she saw.

It was the look in his eyes that scared her.
It was a possessive, slightly unstable expression that he was very
good at hiding.

She had no idea what she had done to gain
his unwanted attention, but it scared the shit out of her, and she
didn’t know what to do about it. It had only been the looks she
caught so far, but she had a feeling he would start to become
bolder, and there was something off about him.

I’ll give it time.

The next few hours, she spent bathing,
dressing, and packing a bag. She touched up her lipstick one more
time before grabbing her overnight bag and leaving her room.

She caught sight of Kenneth at the bottom of
the stairs, looking up at her.

“I’ll take your bag for you, miss.”

She cleared her throat. “All right. Who will
be with me tonight?”

“I will be your guard, and Jamison will
drive us.”

“All right. I need to say goodbye to my
mother, and then I’ll be out.”

“Very good. I’ll be waiting.”

She watched him walk out of the house and
wondered why that sounded like a threat.

She hurried into Trent’s office and made
sure the door was closed between his and her mother’s so her mother
wouldn’t hear.

“Hey, peanut, what’s up?” Trent said from
behind his desk.

“I’m not sure. I could be seeing or feeling
things that aren’t there, but the new guy, Kenneth…”

“What about him?”

“He scares me.”

Trent tensed. “What has he done?”

She heard the anger in his tone, and she had
to tell herself she wasn’t being paranoid, so it was right to say
something.

“That’s just it. He hasn’t really done
anything. I find him looking at me sometimes, and the expression in
his eyes is … I don’t know how to describe it. It’s just off.”

“I will definitely keep my eye on him.”

“Don’t tell Mama.”

“I won’t yet. Not until I find something.
I’m glad you came to me, peanut.”

“You and Mateo have been more of a father to
me than my bastard father had ever been.”

“And we will continue to do so. Aren’t you
headed to the Macleans?”

“Yes, that’s why I came in to talk to you
now. I was going to wait. Kenneth is the guard that’s going with
me.”

“Fuck. I’ll go with you, too. I’m not going
to leave you alone with him until we figure this out.”

She exhaled. “Thank you.”

“You never have to thank me.”

She hugged him. “I love you.”

“I love you, too, peanut. Have you said
goodbye to your mother yet?”

“No, I came right to you when I found out
who my guard was.”

“Let’s go now.” He wrapped an arm around her
waist and led her into her mother’s office.

“Are you ready to go, baby?” Aria asked.

“Yes, Mama.”

“I’m going to ride with her there,” Trent
said.

Her mother’s brow puckered. “Is there a
problem?”

Trent chuckled. “No, pet. I’ll be right
back.”

“Okay.”

Angelica hugged her mother. “I’ll see you
tomorrow.”

“I’ll miss you.”

“I’ll miss you, too, Mama.”

Trent led her outside. She saw Kenneth
holding the limo’s back door open for her. A flash of fury flashed
in his eyes when Trent told him he would ride along.

“Go ahead and sit up with Jamison, Kenneth.
I’ll sit in the back with Angelica.”

“Yes, sir.”

Angelica and Trent got in the back. Trent
told Jamison over the intercom to keep the divider up between them
because they had some family business to discuss.

Angelica looked at Trent as they started to
drive off.

“I see what you mean, peanut. Something’s
off about him.”

“I’m so glad it’s not just me.”

“It’s not. I’ll talk to Mateo later. I’d
rather have you stay with the Macleans until we figure out what to
do. I don’t trust him.”

“I can’t just invite myself to stay with
them, Trent.”

“I’ll talk to Alastair.”

“I don’t feel right about that,” Angelica
said.

“I want you safe, peanut, and right now,
that place is away from Kenneth. The Macleans have top-of-the-line
security.”

She sighed and admitted to herself she would
feel better about not being around Kenneth. “Okay. See what
Alastair has to say.”

They talked about her sisters the rest of
the way. When they pulled up, Kenneth was the one to open the door
for them when it usually would have been Jamison.

Trent stayed between her and Kenneth and
reached for the bag the man had in his hands. “I’ll take that,
Kenneth. Stay by the car, and I’ll be right back.”

“Yes, sir.”

Angelica could tell the man said that
through clenched teeth, and one glance over her shoulder showed the
anger he felt by being blocked from her.

“Watch your back, Trent. He’s not happy with
you right now,” she whispered.

Trent laughed. “Let’s just worry about you
right now.”

The door opened and admitted them.

“Good evening, Miss Angelica and Mr. Trent.
I can take her bag for you,” Martin, the butler, said.

“Thank you, Martin. Is Alastair busy? I need
to talk to him before I go,” Trent said.

“I’ll check right now,” Martin said.

Angelica watched the butler knock on a door
down the hallway and then open it. She heard mumbling, and then the
butler was back.

“He has time for you, sir.”

“Thank you.” Trent turned and hugged her.
“Go find your sisters, peanut. I’ll take care of this.”

Angelica nodded. “Thank you.”

“Love you, peanut.”

“I love you, too.” She watched him walk into
Alastair’s office and the door close behind him.

“Miss, the girls are in the solarium at the
moment waiting for you. Do you know the way?”

“Yes, I do. Thank you. I’ll go find them
now.” She walked that way even though she wished she would have
been allowed into the meeting, but she’d find out what was said
later.
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