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            BOSS’S SUGAR PLUM FAIRY

          

        

      

    

    
      The Vegas underground is ruled by four factions, each ruthless and unyielding. They don’t mingle, and crossing boundaries is a deadly gamble.

      The moment Patrick “Paddy” MacEvoy sees the beautiful ballerina on stage, he’s captivated. Finding out she’s Bratva doesn’t change a thing. One smart-mouthed challenge from her lips, and her fate is sealed. She will be his.

      Daria Belyaev falls hard for Paddy, breaking every rule and crossing forbidden lines. But she doesn’t care. The older, dark-haired Irish mobster is everything she’s ever wanted. Protective, possessive, and dangerous, he’s hers, and she’s not letting him go. 

      Marrying in secret was the only way to keep their love safe. But when the Bratva discovers who Daria married, war threatens to erupt—and someone wants her dead for Paddy’s betrayal.

      A steamy, secret marriage, age-gap, holiday dark mafia romance where love defies bloodlines and loyalty is tested.

    

  


  
    
      For the love of my life.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          PADDY

        

      

    

    
      I look over the plan again. I don’t like it. It bothers me that my cousin Jordon is putting a target square on his back, but we don’t have another option. He wants to do this, and we need to find out who’s behind the plot.

      After Johnny, Jordon’s older brother, kidnapped a Bratva spouse, he admitted he had not acted alone. He had someone helping him. Someone on the inside. And apparently several of the families have people who are eager to start a war.

      The only reason I can figure Johnny wanted to ignite a feud is ambition. He wanted to climb the ranks, and I didn’t give him much of a chance. He needed to prove himself, to show me he could handle responsibility instead of pawning it off.

      But what bothers me most is the thought that someone in my organization is pulling the strings behind all of this.

      My father worked hard to broker peace after my mother was killed. As a result, families are not to be touched anymore. I don’t want another war. Too many innocent lives have been lost over the generations. I have a little sister to protect. I’ve been responsible for this family since I was nearly twenty, when my father was murdered. The weight of this clan and everyone in it has been mine to bear ever since.

      Now I learn others are trying to push us back into war. The Triad has always hovered on the edge of starting something, eager to take more territory from the rest of us. But together, the Bratva, the Italians, and my Irish clan have held them at bay. Las Vegas is big enough for all of us. We shouldn’t fight over it, but as history has proven, there are those who aren’t satisfied unless they have the whole pie.

      My underboss is Jordon and Johnny’s older brother, JJ. He’s been my best friend since diapers. We grew up in this clan, fighting and making money. JJ is as shocked as I am that someone, or several people, in our clan and in the other families want war again. My gut tells me it’s all a play to get rid of us heads.

      JJ doesn’t want to lose another brother. He would have killed Johnny himself if a sniper hadn’t gotten to him first. The Bratva underboss, or “Two Spies,” as they call him, whose wife was beaten to an inch of her life, was well within his rights to protect what’s his. She also happens to be JJ’s half sister, and therefore Johnny’s as well. She’s safe now with her husband, but she was drawn into this pending war because their father, Jimmy, demanded that she and her twin sister hack into all the families and stir up trouble. That was the first inkling that someone was trying to start a war.

      I drag my hand through my long dark hair. It’s almost too much to comprehend. I lead with an iron fist. Whoever is behind this must know I will kill them when I find out who they are. I can’t allow, and have never allowed, anyone to doubt or question my judgement or my rule.

      “Paddy,” my sister’s singsong voice echoes through the room as she bounds in.

      At nineteen, I was leading the family, and now, at the age I was then, she’s in college and has no cares about the family business or the Vegas underground. That’s the way it should be. Between JJ, his mom, my aintín Morrigan, and me, we raised this beauty. Where my hair is so dark it’s almost black, hers is a rich auburn brown. She’s the spitting image of our mother, the woman she hardly remembers because she was killed when Roisin was just two. Then our father was murdered when she was five.

      “Yes, Ro.” She makes me smile, and for a moment I push the family’s problems behind me.

      “Aintín mamaí got our tickets for the ballet. You have plans in a couple of weeks.” That’s her Irish name for our aunt, meaning aunt mom, a title Aunt Morrigan loves and cherishes.

      Chuckling, I shake my head. Every year JJ and I take her and his mom to the Nutcracker Ballet. We haven’t missed a year yet.

      “Ro, settle down. Aintín Morrigan already told me the date you want to go. I’ve got us a private box near the stage on opening night.”

      “Well then, thank you. I’m also coming to ask if we can go to Yelena’s for dinner that night. You haven’t taken me before, and I really want to go. I’ve heard it’s an amazing restaurant.”

      Taking a deep breath, I exhale through my nose before answering. I don’t want to hurt her feelings. “You know that restaurant isn’t a place I go to.”

      “But Aintín mamaí has gone and told me all about the food.”

      Morrigan always wanted daughters and instead was given three boys. Years ago, she wanted to adopt her husband’s twin illegitimate daughters, but he refused. She promptly moved in here with my father and out of their family home, never forgiving him. Now that Jimmy is gone, she has taken those two girls under her wing. They are grown women now, of course.

      Yelena’s is a Bratva-owned restaurant. Their cardroom sits in the back, and the Pakhan’s offices are upstairs. We have an alliance with them now because of the twins. They were the first organization we talked to about the conspiracy. With JJ’s half sisters married to men in the Bratva, they are practically family. Andrei, the Pakhan, says they’re watching their own ranks for any sign of betrayal too.

      “I’ll call and see if they have availability.”

      The little twerp knows I’d give her anything within reason. I’ll reach out to Andrei later, see how he reacts to the Irish coming for dinner.

      “Woohoo,” she squeals, and I swear my eardrums burst. She rushes around the large desk and launches herself at me. I catch her and hug her tight. “Thank you, thank you. You’re the best big brother in the whole wide world.”

      “Hey, what about me?” JJ’s deep voice rumbles from the entrance.

      I set Ro down, and she skips over to jump into his arms. The man is huge, six foot four and all muscle. Most people would mistake him for an enforcer, but he’s my underboss. His brother, walking in behind him, is who I’m thinking of promoting to enforcer.

      Jordon is six-two, not as bulky as JJ, but the silent and deadly type. He’s highly trained in multiple styles of hand-to-hand combat and proficient with guns and knives. He’s even studied methods of torture that make most men cringe. That’s why Johnny knew he had to attack Jordon instead of letting him go.

      When Jordon questioned Johnny about why he was attacking their sister, Johnny hit him with a tire iron, breaking his arm. He knew if Jordon got too close, he’d disarm him and put a stop to the attack. Johnny’s plan was to kill Ainsley to start the war, thinking she could inherit what was due to him. Little did Johnny know, there was nothing to inherit.

      Based on everything, Jordon deserves to be my enforcer. It’s not because he’s family, but because he uncovered the plot and has been handling the investigation quietly in the background. He’s also completely dedicated to me and the clan. Today we’re finalizing everything before meeting with the Bratva later. After that, we’ll meet with all my lieutenants and my uncle, or Uncail, as he prefers us to call him. He believes we need to show more of our Irish heritage by speaking our native language. My parents were both born here in the United States. They spoke English and only used Irish when talking among family.

      Part of me regrets not bringing in Uncail Broderick on what’s going on, but Jordon insisted we keep this between the three of us and the top three Bratva. He said that based on the communications he was able to hack from Johnny, we were the ones specifically named to be kept out of the loop. That means one of my lieutenants or even my uncle is part of this conspiracy. I doubt it’s Broderick. He served as my father’s counselor before my mother was killed. He’s married to my aintín Eireen, who we unfortunately haven’t seen in years because of her struggles with mental health. She’s been in a special hospital since I was young.

      “Boss, not only do you have your meeting later, but your uncle has requested time with you before the council convenes. You only have this evening available,” my personal assistant says as he steps into the room.

      Hayes has been another trusted employee of mine, but until this moment, he’s been kept on the outside of the plan. I hated excluding him. He’s more than an assistant. He’s my personal bodyguard and a good friend. He and JJ have been close for years, long before he started working for me. I know they are members of the same exclusive club. They share similar fetishes.

      “Okay, I’m outie. You’re going to be talking business, and it’s above my head.” Ro skitters out of the room.

      “Let’s talk,” I say.

      “Just a moment.” Jordon walks around the room with a handheld detector, checking for listening devices.

      When he’s finished, he holds six small bugs in his hand. It takes everything in me not to crush them on the spot. This is my space. No one should be able to bug me here. This is my family’s home, for fuck’s sake.

      Jordon holds a finger to his lips.

      “Sir, should I call for an exterminator?” Hayes asks.

      I realize he’s making small talk so whoever is listening in won’t realize we’ve discovered they’ve been tapping into my meetings.

      Jordon carries the bugs over to the bag he brought in and carefully places them into a box.

      “I think that would be a good idea,” JJ says. “One mouse means there could be a whole nest of them.”

      “Do it,” I grit out, seething with anger.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Daria

      

      

      
      Rehearsals for The Nutcracker have been underway for weeks now, and as I rush out of the dance studio on my way to my part-time job, my muscles ache. Tonight, I need a hot bath and a good massage. I’ll stay at the casino instead of driving out to my mom’s house in Summerlin. I can use the facilities to get a massage, and the owners’ suites have those deep soaker tubs that would feel fantastic.

      My black four-inch heels click along the sidewalk as I head to the parking lot where my new car waits. My brother usually insists I have a driver, but I put my foot down and bought my own car. I didn’t let him help me at all. I work hard for my money, and between two jobs and the tips I get from whales, I paid in cash and negotiated a better price.

      I hit the button to retract the convertible roof on my BMW Z4 roadster, and “Dangerous Woman” by Ariana blasts through the speakers as I pull out of the lot. Several dancers have made their jealousy obvious, but I don’t care. I’m not into drama or petty bullshit. Besides, it helps that my brother is protected by the Bratva, and thus me too. No one would dream of starting shit with me.

      I weave through traffic to get to the Lucky Dice before my whale arrives. A whale—one of the casino’s high rollers, usually a millionaire or more—expects to be treated well, which explains the generous tips. I make sure mine get everything they want. Well…everything except me.

      I’ve been propositioned more than once, always on the sly. If Alek knew, he’d kill them. But he’s so focused on his new wife that it’s easy to get things past him. He has no clue how tired and frustrated I am.

      Maybe I just need to give my pesky virginity to someone and get it over with. Or maybe it’s time for me to get out of this desert and run away from the Bratva and this life.

      Before my mother and I moved to Vegas, we were hiding out in Laughlin. And before this year, I didn’t even know my brother. I knew of him, but we’d never met. His wife found my mother and me. We kept our distance from Alek because my father was killed over our parents’ relationship. My mother is an Italian mob princess, and my father was a Brigadier for the Bratva.

      Moving here gave me a whole lot of family I never expected. First the Bratva, and now the Italians too. And even though I belong to both sides by blood, I definitely take after my father and brother more than my mother. My hair is almost white-blond, and my eyes are a pale, electric blue.

      I giggle as I pull into the parking lot, tires squealing. What can I say? I’m twenty-two and full of life, for the most part.

      When I first auditioned for the Las Vegas Ballet Association, they made me a soloist. But a couple months ago, I was promoted to principal dancer and given the coveted Sugar Plum Fairy role. I’ve worked hard for that position.

      I only work three days a week at the Lucky Dice as an executive host. Sure, I got the job because of my brother, but I proved I deserved it. I’m good at what I do. And the whales all love working with me.

      When I step out of the car, the roof finishes closing, and I hit the fob to lock it before heading toward the employee elevator. It’s a private, back-of-the-house elevator that takes me straight up to the top executive and security floor.

      “Are you fucking serious, Dar?” my brother bellows from his office.

      I walk toward him and lean up to kiss his cheek when he steps out.

      “Always.” I giggle as I slip past him to my office at the end of the hallway.

      I glance around the space as I go, taking in the security teams and all the monitors tracking every angle of the casino.

      “March will be here shortly. Have a personal concierge ready at the pull-up for him,” I tell one of my assistants.

      “I will.”

      I have three assistants to make sure every high roller is taken care of, either by me or by one of them. I arrange their stay and all the major details, and my staff handles the smaller ones. My job is to make sure the whales feel special and get access to the exclusive spots and hard-to-get tickets the general public can only dream about.

      I drop my designer bag on my desk. That’s another thing that has changed in my life now that I can afford nicer things. Mother and I never struggled financially because my uncle made sure we had enough, but we were still careful. I studied business management at a local community college while I danced.

      Most of the dancers in the company have second jobs to supplement their income. The association can’t pay us enough to survive on dance alone. Only one or two dancers in our troupe don’t work. They come from rich families who take care of their every need. When I auditioned, people assumed I would be one of the rich girls because of my brother’s reputation, but I work just as hard as the rest of them. My mother ingrained in me since I was little that hard work is what pays off in the long run.

      As I sit down, I stare at the pictures of my family and me on stage. I lean back and think about all the hard work I’ve poured into my career. My personal life is lacking, though. I want something more. I don’t know what, but I’m trying to figure it out.

      My phone rings with “Rewrite the Stars” from The Greatest Showman, and I pull it up to my ear.

      “Hello, Mamma.”

      “Hello, baby. I was wondering if you were going to be home for dinner tonight. How was rehearsal?”

      “No, I’m going to stay in our suite here tonight. I have an early rehearsal tomorrow. It was good. My pas de deux was on point. They only suggested a few tweaks I need to make.”

      “I can’t wait to see you. My baby is the Sugar Plum Fairy. It’s a dream come true for you. I’m going to my Bunko club tonight, so I’ll see you when you come home.”

      “It is a dream, Mamma. Well, I have to go. Work calls.”

      We hang up, and I rise from my seat. I slide my phone into my pocket, grab my tablet, and head to the elevator.

      Sometimes it hurts my heart that Mamma is fitting into our new life better than I am. I don’t know what I’m missing. I know I want a family of my own someday. I want to be like the wives in the neighborhood. My sister-in-law, Lyric, and her sisters are all married. They have men to take care
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