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To my husband: Thank you for always supporting me.





Not all wounds are visible.
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Prologue

She had a bruise on her arm.
That was the first sign that something was wrong. She had told him that she hit her arm on the side of the pool while swimming laps, and he believed her. But now, he wasn’t so sure.
She had been distant.
He knew his daughter, she was the life of the party. She spent her every moment he was home in his face since the second she was born. Test scores, photos, mundane stories, the girl shared every detail of her life with him. Lately, she regarded him with one word answers and stalked to her bedroom.
“She’s a teenager.” His wife told him with a shrug.
Yeah, that was true, but she had been a teenager for years now and this was the first time she’d ever kept her distance from him.
Something was wrong. He felt it in his bones, he was so sure of it.
He knew his daughter.
He called on an old friend.
“I’m going to need a favor.”




Chapter One

Adelina distinctly remembered being five years old and arguing with her mother. Eve wanted her to stay inside and play with the new Barbie dream house she had purchased, but Adelina had other plans. She wanted to follow after Theo and Vinny on one of their adventures. They were dressed to ride bikes and race through the mud and Adelina had every intention to ride her hot pink bicycle alongside them. Her parents had bought her the pink one, obviously, because she was a girl.
“Girls don’t play in the dirt!” Eve had told her, but her father chuckled behind them.
“Let her go Eve, she’s a girl not a porcelain doll.”
Eve sighed in frustration and stomped away.
Adelina smiled at her father. “Thank you, Daddy!” she screeched.
“Oh, mi bambina,” he pulled her in for a tight hug. “People in this world are going to tell you that you can’t do things because you’re a girl.” He gazed at her with a serious expression. “Prove them wrong every time.”
◆◆◆
 
He wants to see you.
Now.
Adelina DeMarco had received quite a few annoying, borderline aggressive, texts from her brother in the years since their father died, but none of them scared quite as much as those six words.
She was late, which wasn’t unusual for her, and she could already hear the lecture Vinny was going to give. “Irresponsible!” he would shout, and she would sit there and take it like a good girl.
Good girl was a term she had become all too familiar with.
There were many versions of Adelina. There was the mafia “good girl”, a princess that wore red soled shoes, perfectly tailored dresses that didn’t show too much, light makeup and manicured nails. There was the college student who drank far too much Natty Light, burped in public, and was found wearing dirty white converse. Finally, there was just Adelina, the person who she truly wanted to be. The last version rarely came out to play.
She maneuvered her pearl white Lexus onto the highway moving from the East Side to Federal Hill. See, the city of Providence, Rhode Island extends over two big hills with a valley in between. On one end, you have the historic East Side home to Brown University, cozy family homes, well-groomed lawns, and your typical uppity people. On the other side sits Federal Hill, home to Providence’s own La Cosa Nostra.
There were three major U.S. Cities when it came to La Cosa Nostra. The first being, New York, clearly. Then, the outfit in Chicago. And finally, the small city of Providence, RI. Who would have guessed that a small city could do just as much damage as the big guys?
To an outsider, the city of Providence looked like a beautiful place to settle down, attend school, work, and live a normal life. To those familiar, they knew Providence for what it was: a Mafia town. Adelina was more than familiar with Providence’s underbelly. She had grown up in it.
Her childhood was spent tagging alongside her brother and Theo throughout the Federal Hill neighborhoods. As a teen, she sat in the back of Theo’s BMW while they made runs. And throughout the years, she watched la famiglia take the people she loved away from her.
Regardless, she was still expected to make dinner on time.
As Adelina sped down the highway, a small part of her wanted a speeding ticket so she would have a valid excuse as to why she was late. But she knew that wouldn’t appease the men in her life, they would still be disappointed in her. Especially Vinny. Her brother had nothing but disappointment for her lately.
At one point, Vinny was her go to person. He was the older of the two of them and had always protected her, but then the “incident” happened and he was no longer her sweet older brother. He was the front boss in training.
Adelina pulled her car in the Maranzano’s long driveway. Music drifted from the back yard along with the smell of grilled meats.
Mafia family parties were notoriously fun. She could picture the guys out back grilling and laughing with Cuban cigars hanging from their lips. Little Tony would have a toothpick instead as he recently quit smoking, something all the men would tease him for. Also, Little Tony was not little. Not little at all.
The younger guys would be hanging around the swimming pools watching the daughters of the older men lounge in skimpy bikinis and try not to be caught staring. Hooking up with a made man’s daughter was quite the offense. There was a process that needed to be followed, courting that had to take place. It was an ordeal. One Adelina was happy to not be a part of.
She took a deep breath to steady herself, plastered on a fake smile, and let herself in through the gate.
Massimo Maranzano’s backyard was extravagant, mostly due to the expensive taste of his wife. There was a deck with pillars on all four corners adorned with sleek black patio furniture. A giant kidney shaped in-ground pool with lavish lounge chairs on the sides. Flowers of all kinds bordered the property, decorating the tall dark wood privacy fence. And in the back-right corner, surrounded by his men, was Massimo Maranzano.
Massimo’s eyes scanned Adelina head to toe. She was wearing a pair of torn white short shorts, a red and white striped blouse that exposed her stomach, and a pair of red canvas shoes. She instinctively covered her stomach, which in turn made Massimo chuckle. She didn’t have time to change into the correct version of herself when she was ordered over here. She kept tight barriers between her different lives, never letting one slide into the other, but today, she messed up.
He took a long puff from his cigar. “This is how the girls dress these days?”
Silence.
“Thank god I don’t have a daughter.” The men laughed with him, Adelina kept her arms wrapped around herself.
“You called for me, Uncle?” she asked quietly. Massimo was not her Uncle, but it was a title that he insisted she call him. Women didn't call the boss as such, and Adelina was far too important to him and close to the family to call him by name, so instead she grew up calling her almost future father-in-law Uncle.
Massimo made a show of checking his Rolex. “I did, though I think that was a while ago, hmm?”
“I’m sorry, I was on campus.” Adelina averted her eyes from the man. “I got distracted.”
“With what?”
“School work.” She responded sheepishly.
He nodded for a moment. “Still art something or other?”
“Literary Arts, yes.”
He considered this for a moment. “A waste, if you ask me.”
She had never asked him. Still, time and time again he thought it appropriate to tell her what he thought of her major.
A waste.
She shook it off, and chose not to respond.
“Well my girl, I suppose it’s time.” He set the cigar in the ashtray and dusted his hands on his dress slacks before standing. “Come with me,” he led her back in the grand house, down the wood floored hallway into his office.
At one time, Massimo was a handsome man. His dark hair was now peppered with streaks of gray, and his stomach was now more flabby than toned muscle. He walked with a slight limp from hip pain but refused any assistance from a cane. The man had truck-loads of money, yet he wore dress slacks and a short sleeve button down with the top three buttons undone. A lot of the men he surrounded himself wore suits, proper gangsters, she called them. Not Massimo. Massimo considered himself the town sweetheart. Women loved him, round belly and all. On Thanksgiving, he handed out turkeys to all the families in Federal Hill. If you were down on your luck, Massimo had a job and a wad of cash for you. He protected the neighborhood, and therefore the neighborhood protected him.
And if you didn’t protect Massimo, then you didn’t live.
Vinny was already waiting when they arrived in Massimo’s office.
Massimo greeted him with a clap on the back and took a seat behind the large cherry wood desk. They sat in silence for a long moment while Massimo poured himself a glass of dark liquor and took a long sip.
“My boy,” he mused. “He loved you." Massimo looked to her, saying these words with emotion Adelina wasn’t expecting. He was referring to Theo, his only son and Adelina’s first and only boyfriend.
Adelina didn't respond, she didn't need to.
"I've held this off for as long as I could," he told her sadly, "For his memory."
She nodded even though she had no idea what he was talking about.
"Your brother here," he gestured to Vinny, "Has gotten some offers and so it's time, topolina."
Topolina, little mouse, was the nickname that Theo gave her as a baby. He was three years old when she was born and the first little girl of his father's inner circle. When he saw her in the hospital room he shouted "Topolina!"  They assumed this was to do with an Italian children’s book he had recently read, but nevertheless it stuck, and Adelina grew up with the nickname from their families. She was the little mouse that Theo would guard and protect for the rest of his life.
Adelina followed Theo around like he was her savior. She spent every possible moment as a child running through the gardens with him, riding bikes, and swinging from tree branches.
So, when Theo announced at 19 that he would marry Adelina, no one was surprised except her. She had been raised alongside boys who had been trained to take what they wanted, never realizing that she was one of those prizes they would take.
At 16, Adelina wore a promise ring knowing in two years it would turn into an engagement ring. But when those two years were up, instead she was met at the end of the aisle with two coffins.
"What does that mean?" she asked.
He took another long drink. 
"I felt that as his father I should be the one to tell you."
Adelina forced back the tears that were threatening to spill from her eyes. "You could stop it," she said sounding whinier than she meant.
"Adelina!" Vinny scolded.
"My girl," Massimo cooed, "this is your duty to your family, you know this."
Adelina choked on a laugh.
Duty.
Famiglia.
Italian men all talked the same. This was a speech she had heard from Theo, Vinny, and now Massimo. A single tear dropped down her cheek and she wiped it quickly before her brother could scold her for being childish.
Massimo sighed. "Your brother has a few meetings set up for you. I will attend since your father cannot. Adelina, you will make me proud, yes?"
"Can I be excused," she asked shakily, and Massimo nodded looking to Vinny to take her home.
◆◆◆
 
Adelina felt sick to her stomach as she ran from the house. Vinny's shouts echoed behind her and she knew she'd take shit for this later, but right now just needed out of this place. She made it to the first bush outside before she threw up.
Roberto, the enforcer whose job centered around watching her, hovered over. “Here, skip." He called.
"Jesus, Addy.” Vinny muttered catching up to her.
Using her sleeve to wipe her mouth, she finally turned to them.
"Take me home please."
They obliged, and less than five minutes later and Adelina was back in her childhood home. Her mother had been thrilled to see her.
Eve DeMarco was nothing without her children, or at least that's what she told them. The woman was a little bored since Adelina was away at school, Vinny was in and out of the house, and her husband was no longer home to be taken care of. She spent one night a week with the other wives, but "they're all lil’ old bittys" as she told Adelina. She lived for the moments her children were home so she could dote on them and feed them a home cooked meals.
She already had lasagna in the oven when Adelina burst through the front door.
"Topolina!" she cooed.
Adelina visibly flinched at the nickname.
"You haven't been home enough." Eve's hands gently touched Adelina's cheeks and pressed on her shoulders as if making sure she was there, real, and intact.
"Sorry, Ma."
"Your shaking." Eve studied her daughter, whose eyes were full of fear and on the verge of crying. "Vincent?"
"She's fine, Ma." He huffed from the entryway. "We just met with the Boss."
Eve's eyes dropped to the floor, and she reclaimed her arms to wrap them around herself tightly. "Oh," she muttered. "I see."
"Wait," Adelina looked suspiciously between the two. "You knew?"
"Yes," Eve sniffed. "I'm sorry Addy, but it will be okay."
Adelina was pissed. She was annoyed and angry that she lived in a world where she got no choice, no voice, no opinion, and everyone was going to stand by and let it happen. Even the people closest to her.
The first thing Adelina learned growing up in la famiglia: trust nobody.




Chapter Two

About five minutes from Brown University's campus sat a tiny dive bar off the beaten path. The place was a frequent stop for students and the occasional local. On any given Thursday night, there was a crowd of college Juniors and Seniors sipping $3 beers and pretending they didn't have to wake up for classes the next morning.
On this particular Thursday, Lucian Luchese sat at the bar nursing a tumbler with two fingers worth of whiskey. His corner seat provided him a nice view of the table of college girls scantily dressed with colorful mixed drinks in their hands.
He wasn't normally one to do his own surveillance but tonight the circumstances were different. Usually the intel he needed was on street dealers, the Mexican Cartel, or New York politicians. Tonight, however, his eyes were glued to a table of college students.
He spotted Gemma DelGado, younger sister of Gian DelGado, a Providence Mafioso man not to be fucked with. Gian’s crew brought in the most money Providence had ever seen. The man had every politician in his pocket. Her father was Guiseppe DelGado, consilerge to Massimo Maranzano – and one of the best criminal lawyers in Providence. Gemma was treated like a princess. The girl had never worked a day in her life, and she probably never would.
Beside her was Maxwell Ryder, known as Max. Parents Emily and Roger Ryder, born and raised in Providence, majoring in Music History, Max was what la famiglia referred to as unaffiliated. He had no mafia connections, and there was no indication he even knew he had two friends who were.
The rest of the table was filled with other Brown University students, none affiliated with the family except for Adelina DeMarco.
Adelina was the reason for Lucian’s being in this fowl dive bar.
She was the daughter of the Maranzano family front boss, Angelo DeMarco.
Angelo was sort of a legend.
He ruled a tight ship, and the men under him brought in good money. A lot of good money. Massimo ruled by fear and intimidation, but Angelo ruled with love and compassion. The combination worked well for them for almost 30 years, until Angelo was killed.
And because of his death, the city was in chaos.
The Irish were encroaching on their territory, the men were at war, and Massimo couldn’t get control of anyone. So instead, he came to Lucian’s father with an offer, a marriage contract of sorts. Adelina would marry Lucian and in return, Lucian’s family would back them in the war against the Irish.
Lucian despised arranged marriages. He knew they were common in his world, his own parents had an arranged marriage, but they never planned to force it on their children.
“Love is love.” His mother had told him. It was not something someone else could choose for you.
Though his parents had a beautiful marriage and the years had only brought them closer together, they vowed to never force their children into one like they had been.
When his father received the offer, he told Lucian that he didn’t have to take it, but it he wanted to meet the girl, that was his choice.
He did.
There were many reasons.
Among them, Adelina Lucille DeMarco was gorgeous.
Tonight, she was all legs with a short leather mini skirt and sky-high heels. Her toned stomach peeked out beneath a sequin crop top, and her dark chocolate hair laid in loose waves down her back. She made this dive bar look not so bad. He imagined everything looked better with Adelina.
Her smile was infectious. She sipped a Long Island Ice Tea, the third that Lucian had counted, and laughed with her group of friends. From his view at the bar, Adelina looked almost like an average college student, but Lucian knew those brown eyes had seen more than their fair share of loss.
He was only on his second glass of whiskey when the pretty brunette he'd been eyeing all night came up beside him. He hadn't planned to stay so long but after watching Adelina dance he couldn't seem to leave. He watched for an hour as she fended off several attempts from the guys her age. Guys who were probably ten time less dangerous than him. Guys who would probably marry her and take her far away from the hell she called a family. Lucian probably should have let her go. He probably should have told her brother and his family to fuck off. But he wasn't that good of a guy.
"You've been staring at me." She said bluntly, setting her empty glass up on the bar.
"You're observant," he mused.
The corners of her lips turned upward into a smile. She was right, he had been staring at her. Maybe this is why he didn't do his own surveillance.
"So, tell me," She smirked with lush pink lips. "Do you like what you see?"
His cock perked at that. Damn, this girl.
"Has anybody ever told you no?"
She thought for a moment. "No," she smiled.
If her brother knew she used that pick-up line he would have her locked in a tower, but lucky for Lucian he wasn't here.
"So," she cooed. "Is that a yes."
Lucian took a slow sip from his whiskey. "Sweetheart, you are absolutely beautiful."
She smiled proudly. "Buy me a drink?"
Lucian knew damn well that she didn't need anyone to buy her a drink, her family had plenty of money. This was all just a game for her, but he was more than willing to play.
He flagged the bartender and ordered her another Long Island ice tea, and dropped a $20 on the bar for him.
She eyed up the twenty, taking a long sip from her fresh drink. "Who are you?"
"Lucian." He extended his hand for her to shake, which she laughed at.
"Stella."
She had no idea who he was. And now she was giving him some fake name, which made him assume she did this often.
This girl.
Half of him was pissed, the other half completely turned on.
Adelina DeMarco had no idea who he was or that tomorrow at noon she was going to be promised off to him like cattle.
But tonight, Lucian couldn't help but feel that Adelina wanted him for all the right reasons.
So, he was making a decision to enjoy it.
One drink turned into two and it was after midnight when they strolled into the penthouse suite Lucian was renting. Adelina whistled as the elevator doors opened. “Looks like we have a high roller.” She stumbled entering the place and leaned against the wall to gain her balance.
Lucian chucked. “We’re not in Vegas, baby.”
She smiled up at him, her shoulders pressed against the gold and white wallpaper. “Then why do I feel so lucky?”
Lucian couldn’t control himself at that line. Plus, her hips were thrust out towards him. Welcoming.
She ran her tongue along the seam of her lips, practically calling for him.
Fuck it.
He practically lunged for her, pushing her closer against the wall and devouring her mouth.
Yeah, this was wrong in so many ways. He wasn’t even sure if Adelina even knew who he was or what would happen tomorrow, but right now he just wanted every piece of her.
He ripped off her sequined top in one fluid motion, and stepped back to admire her perfect body. She licked her lips again, but his eyes were drawn to something else. The jagged scar below her left breast. He traced it with the tip of his finger and she winced. Tattooed over it was a black outline of a heart. “What’s this for?” he asked.
She pulled he hand away from the scar and the tattoo. “Just fuck me, Lucian.”
He happily obliged.




Chapter Three

“Theo!” her voice was raw from screaming. Her new, pretty dress was covered in dirt and her knees were scrapped and dripping blood. “Theo!” she screamed again. How long had she been here? Lost in the woods.
Theo and Vinny were racing through the woods with Adelina chasing after them. She knew they saw her, but still they had ran faster leaving her behind. Now she was lost. The tall trees were looming over her and her legs were aching.
“Theo?” she tried once more, tears tripping from her eyes.
“Topolina?” he called back.
Finally.
“What are you doing?” he asked, eyes scanning over her disheveled appearance.
She hiccupped a sob. “I got lost.”
“Come on.” He sighed. “I’ll take you home.”
He swung an arm over her should and led her back to path and back to their houses.
Theo always found her.
◆◆◆
 
Adelina was positive the entire room was spinning around her. Her stomach threatened to expel last night’s alcohol and if she didn't know better she would have thought there was a knife stuck in her head. The version of herself she hated the most was definitely drunk Adelina. Or maybe hungover Adelina.
Her eyes slowly opened to reveal she wasn't in her dorm room. She was pinned to the king-sized bed by a heavy foreign arm while flashes of the night before hit her like a ton of bricks.
"Shit." She muttered.
Shamefully she crawled from the bed carefully extracting herself from Lucian’s grasp. She slid into her skirt, found her shirt out in the penthouse's living room and shoved that on too. She grabbed her purse and made for a quick exit.
Adelina was barely out of the place when her phone went off.
Vinny.
"Good morning dear brother." She semi-whispered as she pressed the button for the elevator.
"Where the hell are you?"
"In my dorm, just woke up." She lied easily.
"Adelina," his tone scolded. "Do not lie to me."
"I'm not." Her voice cooed, sugary sweet.
"Roberto is at your dorm."
Busted by the big jackass.
"I'm almost back." She sighed.
"As soon as your back Roberto will drive you home. Hope whatever, or whoever, you did was worth it because it's not happening again." He hung up the phone with annoyance.
Roberto was leaning against the black Escalade when Adelina’s Uber arrived in-front of her dorm.
For a second she thought about having the driver keep going but she knew better.
Roberto wouldn't even let her shower or grab fresh clothes before he tossed her in the backseat of his car for the trek back to the suburbs.
Vinny’s eyes filled with anger when she walked into their family home barefoot in a short skirt and tank with high heels dangling from her finger tips.
He didn't miss the opportunity to lecture her before releasing her to go shower. It was 10 am and she had a lunch date after all.
Vinny left her with one sentiment before they piled into the Escalade: "Don't fuck this up for me."
She made no promises.
◆◆◆
 
A tall, buff, and extremely attractive man was already sitting at their normal table when Adelina and Vinny arrived at the restaurant. Mangia, was one of the best Italian restaurants in Providence and part of Vinny's inheritance from their father. Adelina stood slightly behind Vinny, his words playing on repeat in her head: Be a good girl Adelina, don't screw this up for the family.
The Family, Vinny referenced was the Italian Mafia. A family Adelina was born into, but wanted no part of.
“You can't choose your family.” Her father had once told her.
"Lucian," Vinny gestured to the man and Adelina immediately felt sick in her stomach. "I'd like you to meet my sister, Adelina."
Lucian.
Vinny gave her very few rules while she stayed at school, but the most important one was no made men. Well Adelina had royally screwed that one, literally. She saw her life flash before her eyes, Vinny was going to kill her when Lucian spilled that she was spoiled goods. Her stomach ached just thinking of herself in such terms.
"Pleasure to meet you." Lucian extended his hand. He looked her over, taking in the plum colored dress and nude heels. Her hair was pulled back stylishly in a low bun.
She eyed him suspiciously. He wasn't going to say anything? It was rare in this world that people didn't use the information they had on someone to get ahead.
She took his hand in hers to shake, his palm was calloused and warm to the touch. "You too." She responded.
"Sit," Massimo gestured to the open seats.
Adelina sat directly across from Lucian, in the light of day she could better admire him. He was a beautiful man. Tan skin with dark hair covering his head. He had emerald colored eyes which were rare in an Italian man and possibly why Adelina hadn't pictured him as a made man the night before. He was impeccably dressed in a three-piece Armani suit and black leather shoes, the man had good taste.
"Is your father joining us?" Massimo asked fanning his napkin across his lap.
"No, I don't typically bring my father on dates." Lucian replies with a smirk, looking Massimo in the eye.
Before Adelina could even process, she laughed. Never in her 21 years of life had she witnessed someone blatantly disrespect the boss.
Vinny gave her a stern look.
"Is this normal for you?" Lucian asked, that smirk ever present on his face.
"Lucian-" Lucian cut Massimo off with a wave of his hand.
"I was speaking to Adelina."
Her name on his lips sounded like heaven.
Adelina kept herself from looking to Massimo or her brother who she assumed were fuming from the lack of respect. “No,” She answered meekly, her voice betraying her.  “This is the first they’ve joined me.”
He nodded. ”How many times have you been set up?”
“A few.” She answered meekly. It was true. Vinny had sent her out with men he approved of in the past. Each one she had scared off or found a way to run as fast as she could. She had no interest in being a perfect Italian daughter. She planned to get the hell out of Providence once she graduated, marriage and babies were not in her future.
He paused his interrogation to take a long sip of his cognac right as the waitress came over.
The waitress, a thin blonde with painted red lips, took her time jotting down their orders and leaning low to show off herself to the powerful men at the table. Lucian’s gaze never left Adelina.
"Tell me bella," Lucian began once the waitress was gone. "Do you always let your uncle and brother make decisions for you?" He said with a smile slowly spreading across his mouth.
The butterflies reappeared in Adelina's stomach. Is he joking?
"Lucian-" again he raised a hand to silence Massimo.
"Please let her answer." He said, his gaze never leaving Adelina.
"I, uh, I'm not answering that." She responded quietly, her eyes drifted down to her lap where her napkin was crumpled and fisted up in her hands. "Is that a trick question?"
"How so?" Lucian mused.
"Are you trying to see how well behaved I am or defending my honor?" she responded quickly before thinking better of it.
At this, Lucian let out a throaty laugh. "I'm not trying to trick you, Adelina. Just trying to get to know you."
"I'm here," she told him quietly. "So that should answer your question."
"Do you not want to be here?"
"It's not personal."
"Forgive me if I take it as such." He paused again to take a drink.
Adelina wanted to scream that she didn't have a choice in the matter. That she was dragged here against her will. That if this was any other family she would be sleeping in her dorm room, eating breakfast at the cafeteria, and be surrounded her friends. Instead, this was her family and she was in the middle of an arranged date that she had no say in.
"So, Massimo says you’re in college. Brown, yes?"
"Yes."
"What do you study?"
"Literary Arts."
"And you like it?" he asks.
"Yes, a lot actually."
"Good, you should have a passion in life." He says with a genuine, soft smile.
"And what are you passionate about Lucian?"
"Many things, bella.” He chuckled.
The waitress returned with plates of food and fresh drinks. Her hips swaying as she placed the food in front of Lucian, and Adelina couldn’t help but feel a small pang in her chest.
"Where did you go to school?" she asked Lucian, determined to not be the only one being interviewed.
"Colombia." He told her, swirling his fork in the noodles and sauce on his plate.
Adelina gulped in surprise. She definitely didn't expect a mobster with a degree for a future husband.
"What for?"
His smile turned into smirk. "Criminal justice and business."
"Well then," she mused. "That's quite ironic."
"Quite." He responded before taking a bite of pasta.
"Can I ask you something?" she said after a minute.
"Of course, bella."
Adelina had a strong suspicion of what kind of business Lucian was into, but she wanted to hear it from his mouth. So far, he had been open to questions, so why not this one?
"What do you do exactly?"
Immediately Vinny choked on his drink beside her, and Massimo was quick to scold her.
"It's fine." Lucian said raising that hand to silence the table, again. He took a minute to school his features. "You're a smart girl, Adelina. I think you already know."
She inhaled deeply, her suspicions confirmed.
"I'd never put you in danger. " He added.
She sucked in a sharp breath. She knew exactly what he was referring to and she hated him for knowing and still sleeping with her last night.
Theo put her in danger just a few years ago. While no one would ever say it to Massimo, it was clear that others thought it. He’d lured the Irish to his home. She shuddered at the thought, if only they knew the truth.
She nodded, but refrained from responding.
Lucian picked up his napkin, folded it and placed it on the table. "Massimo, can I have a word with your niece privately please?"
"Sure, the office is just over there." Massimo gestured to Vinny's office towards the back of the restaurant. Vinny's face was getting more agitated by the second. Lucian placed a hand on the small of Adelina’s back as he led her toward the office.
"What the hell?" Adelina shouted as soon as Lucian closed the office door behind them.
"I beg your pardon?" he smirked (smirked!) at her outrage.
"Please tell me you didn't know who I was last night?" she said throwing her hands to the air.
"Sorry, bella."
"Jesus." She paced around the small office. "Do you know what kind of trouble I'd get in if they found out?
"They won't." Lucian's said coolly, "and if they did, it wouldn't matter."
Her eyes snapped to him. "Why? Why wouldn't it matter?"
"Bella, just trust me, hmm?" he moved closer to her, pinning her against the office wall.
"You're higher up the food chain than them, aren't you?" Adelina asked, her gaze burning into his.
He smirked, "You're a smart girl."
"What do you want from me then?"
Lucian paused for a moment thoughtfully. "I should be asking you that question."
"I don't want anything from you." She spat out the words like he was a vicious man before her.
He released his arms, giving her space. “What
do you want then? In life, I mean.”
She studied him, thinking the question over.
"Hmm?" he prodded.
"I'm, uh, not sure." She answered. "I've never been asked that before."
"That's a damn shame then." He moved in closer, pressing his hard body against hers again. "I want to give you whatever you want, bella, but you're going to have to figure out what that is first." His lips came forward gently brushing hers, then he pulled away quickly. "Come, let's get back to the table."
Adelina stood against the wall in a haze. There was an ache between her legs that she couldn't crush.
What the hell just happened?




Chapter Four

Lucian didn't move his gaze off Adelina until she was seated into the back of the black Escalade and on her way home. He asked that Vinny send her home so they could chat privately. Truthfully, Lucian didn't want Adelina to know the men in her life were using her as a bargaining chip. He suspected that a girl with her fire wouldn’t take kindly to be used for la famiglia.
"So," Massimo gestured to the empty seat where Adelina had been sitting. "What do you think? Are you interested in our offer?"
Massimo was a “get right to business” kind of guy, Lucian respected this quality as he had no interest in bullshitting and smoking cigars with men he didn't trust.
"Tell me again," Lucian brought his glass of newly refilled Cognac to his lips. Normally he would savor the flavor, but right now he just needed the drink.
"Marriage, of course. In exchange, we need your help with our pesky little Irish problem."
The "pesky little Irish problem" Massimo referred to wasn't as little as he made it out to be. Lucian wasn't dumb, he did his own digging, and this problem has escalated to a full-on turf war. If he helped Massimo there was a large probability that they were both going to lose men.
Adelina.
Her name rang like a bell in his head. If he didn't take this deal there was a good chance she would die because of it. Italian’s had a code, they didn't involve women and children but unfortunately the Irish didn't live by the same standards.
Lucian didn't want to be the guy who did stupid things for a girl, but the thought of her alone with these two assholes who are quick to sell her out and a gang of Irish gunning for her made him sick. He gorgeous body, pouty lips, and sass didn’t help either.
Still, Lucian was not going to buy her. That's what they wanted, protection in exchange for her marriage. He knew this wasn't the first arranged marriage in the world, or even in the mafia, but it still didn't sit right with him. Massimo and her prick older brother were taking away her freedom to choose.
"How long is the offer good for?" Lucian asked.
Vinny scoffed like he had never been so offended in his life. "You've seen her!" He shouted, grabbing the attention of nearby patrons. "She's hot, what more do you need?"
In took every ounce of strength Lucian had to not jump up and choke the man, but he figured that wouldn't be a good start if he wanted a relationship with Adelina. So instead, he eased out of his chair and controlled his face into a cold mask.
"I want to think about." He extracted a wad of cash from his pocket, and tossed it on the table. "You'll hear from me."
Stopping before he left the restaurant, "and one more thing Vincent, don't introduce anymore men to her. Understood?"
Massimo cut Vinny off before he could gather a response. "Understood." He stood from his seat extending his hand to Lucian to shake.
◆◆◆
 
“You wanted to see me, pops?” Lucian asked strolling into his father’s office.
Carlo Luchese sat behind a large mahogany desk in a black leather chair. The office was the only room in the 22-million-dollar home that was allowed dark furniture. Lucian’s mother, Annette, went on a decorating spree about six years ago when they built the house. “No more darkness”. She had told the men.
She said it was because the old house was filled with dark wood and deep reds coloring the home in a sinister light, but Lucian had a feeling it also had to do with the darkness in their lives.
The new home was filled with bright whites and blues. It had a beachy theme to it, which was fitting as it was right off the water.
His mother loved to sit outside and read with the water splashing in the background and his father had his eyes set on a boat once he “retired”. By retiring, he meant having Lucian take over the family business.
“What did I tell you about ‘pops’?” He said the word with disgust. Carlo was a loving father, but an old fashioned one.
“Pa? How ‘bout that?”
“Better.” He grumbled. “Sit.” He gestured to the seat across from him.
Carlo was a great and loving father but he was also the boss of the Luchese family, when he gave an order it was meant to be followed, even if it was a simple as sitting down.
Carlo leaned back in his chair, gazing curiously at Lucian. “How was New England?”
“Uneventful.”
Carlo snorted out a laugh. “You don’t say? That’s probably the first uneventful weekend that girls ever had.”
“Pa,” Lucian wanted to defend her, say it wasn’t her fault, but truthfully, he didn’t know.
“So, tell me Lucian, how did it really go?”
“She’s nice.”
“And pretty.”
“Yeah, and that.”
“So?” He asked again.
“Not sure. I’ll let you know though.”
Carlo rolled his eyes and sighed. “You and Enzo better get your acts together and let an old man retire.”
Lucian smiled wearily at his father. “Yeah, pops, I’m on it. I’ll be taking another trip to Providence this week.”
Lucian only had one goal in life. He was born and raised to lead the family. He spent his teenage years running around behind his uncle and doing his bidding. No one was going to take away his place in the family; he earned it. Still, as much as his father talked about retiring, the man wasn’t ready to hand over the family to Lucian. What was it going take?
“Great.” Carlo nodded his head, effectively ending the conversation. “And who is going to handle the shipment issues?”
Lucian sighed. “I’ll handle it.”
The shipment he was referring to was a big form of income for the family: drugs. Their last supplier ended up not working out, so Lucian took it upon himself to negotiate a new deal. The negotiations were successful, so now it was time for the first shipment. The plan was for the supplier to bring in in via shipping boat to the famiglia run dock. From there the guys would like it to the warehouse, sort it, and off to the dealers.
“You’ll handle the shipment and be in Providence at the same time?” Carlo rose him eyebrows.
Shit.
Carlo sighed knowingly. “Your brother is ready, son. Give him some responsibility.”
To be honest, Enzo, Lucian’s younger brother was the only one he trusted in life. Still, Enzo had a less than stellar past. He was known around the family as a party boy, but his father was right. Enzo was starting to get better. Now, he was running one of Lucian’s clubs, handling his own group of men, and doing pretty well at it. He was ready.
“Okay.” Lucian said. “I’ll ask Enzo to handle the shipment.”
His father smiled. “Glad to hear it.” He sat in his leather chair and looked thoughtfully at Lucian, “Treat her well, son.”
“I will.” Lucian replied.
“And see your ma on the way out, huh?”
“Of course.” And on that note, Lucian was out the door.




Chapter Five

“Adelina.” Her mother scolded. “You know that’s not right.
She was learning etiquette. What fork to use when. How to fold your napkin on your lap. To smile when others talk.
To sit quietly and be a good girl.
Adelina wasn’t a good girl.
At least according to her mother.
“Ah, let her go Eve.” Her father told them entering the kitchen in their Federal Hill home.
Eve huffed. “She’s not even trying Al!”
“She not going to.” He smiled. “She’s not a girly girl, and she doesn’t need to be.”  He sat down next to Adelina at the counter.
Eve slated her napkin down on the counter and left the kitchen.
“Thank you, Papa.” Adelina smiled gratefully.
“Anytime mi bambina.”
◆◆◆
 
It was September and still 80 degrees in Providence, Adelina supposed she could thank global warming for that. Her mother had scolded her for "wasting away in her bedroom" so she was now laid out on lounger on the back patio. Apparently mourning your life in the confines of your room with a pint of Ben & Jerry's was unacceptable.
It had been ten days and she was still locked up in her family home. Vinny wouldn't even tell her what she did to warrant house arrest. He gave her five minutes on her laptop to email her professors that she'd be out for the foreseeable future due to a family emergency. A family emergency that, as far as she could tell, was not real.
She got no answers to her questions and hadn't heard a peep from Massimo since lunch with Lucian. She was positive that he had something to do with this exile.
One more day in this house and she was positively going to lose her mind. She needed her school work, and her music, and really anything other than Netflix and ice cream to get by.
She was exhausted from being exhausted.
"Adelina?" Her mother slid open the glass door, but Adelina made no attempt to move.
Currently she wore faded gray Brown University sweat pants, an old high school tee, and her chocolate brown waves were piled into a knot on top of her head. Her hair needed brushed and she hadn't showered since the day before. She didn't bode well in captivity.
"Someone's here to see you."
She was torn between excitement to see someone other than her mother and brother and feeling disgusted with her current appearance.
She whipped her head around to find Lucian Luchese in the doorway. He was impeccably dressed in navy blue suit pants with a linen white shirt and brown loafers. His dark hair was slicked back and his toned stomach was taunt against the fabric of his shirt. Lucian looked like sin on a silver platter.
"I'll give you two a minute." Eve smiled closing the door behind her.
Lucian took a moment to take in his surroundings before turning the nearby chair to face Adelina.              
"Ciao, bella."  He called her beautiful again, no other word could disarm her but that one with his voice.
Right now, though, she was still too angry.
"Why are you here?" Her words came out more bitter then she had meant them to.
He gave her a deep chuckle. "Just checking in. I hear your taking a break from school?"
She crossed her arms over her chest and glared, “Not willingly."
"No?"
"No."
"Tell me why then, bella." He asked.
"I was hoping you would tell me."
He pondered her statement. "I don't understand. Vinny just told me today your taking a break."
Adelina felt a wave of relief, maybe she didn't actually want to hate this gorgeous man. "Oh. I just assumed."
"Assumed I asked him to keep you from your school?"
"Yeah," she nodded, breaking eye contact. She felt ashamed for assuming he was like every other man in her life, but she didn't have many reasons not to think that.
He scrubbed a hand down his face before leaning in close. "I wouldn't do that to you."
She nodded in response, but truly how was she to know what he would or wouldn't do to her?
"Have you thought about my question?"
His question?
"What you want out of life?" He prodded.
She knew what she didn’t want out of life. An arranged marriage. What did her family think this was, the stone ages? Women weren’t forced into marriage and babies and fake love anymore. She wanted to scream that at the top of her lungs to Vinny. Instinctually her hand went to touch under her left breast where the scar was.
Love wasn’t a pleasant thing, that she knew for sure.
"A little." She replied. She had thought about it, but none of it seemed real anymore. Sure, at one time she had ambitions, but after this week she felt broken. "I want to finish school."
"Mmhm." He nodded, encouraging her to continue.
"I want to work." She continued.
"I'm sure we can work something out."
"And I don't won't to just be a pretty trophy."
He smiled at this. "Never thought you would be, bella.”
“I don’t want to be lied to and treated like a child.” Her eyes were fixated on Vinny’s office window as she said this.
Lucian nodded. “Anything else?”
"Yeah, I, um, I don’t want to be used as entertainment." He looked confused about this one. "My dad and Massimo used to bring me out at their parties and make me sing or play for them." She paused to take a deep breath. "That's something I do for me. Not for them."
"I understand, bella." He rested a hand on her knee. "I want to make you an offer."
Her eyes shot up to his. "What do you mean?"
"I want to move forward with this arrangement."
She swallowed hard. "You mean marry me?"
He gave her one of his reassuring smiles. "Yes, bella. But I have a few conditions and I want to make sure you agree first."
"Lay it on me." She forced a smile. Outside she was trying to bring back flirty and fun Adelina. Inside, she was a wreck.
"I want you to finish school."
Well, at least she had that going for her.
"We can work something out after you graduate for a career, I will never make you sing for guests, and I promise I will always tell you the truth. Okay?"
"Okay."
"I want a few promises, bella. No more picking up guys in bars."
Adelina's face flushed. Nothing more embarrassing than being called out on your sexual advances.
"I want to see you. Every week, we'll pick a day that doesn't interfere with school. We’ll also have to have an engagement party and participate in family functions as a couple, other than that I will stay out of your life for the remainder of your senior year." He took a long pause. "Finally, we'll have to have a wedding after your graduation."
This all felt very real suddenly. She would no longer be the careless college student, instead she'd be engaged to a mobster. One she barely knew.
"What do you say, bella?"
"Can I think about it?"
His mouth thinned, but he replied "of course".
He stood from his seat and dusted invisible lint off the navy pants. "I'll talk to your brother about school."
"Good luck." She replied sarcastically.
Within the hour Roberto had her back at her dorm room.
◆◆◆
 
“Adelina Lucille DeMarco. Where the hell have you been? I’ve been losing my mind!” Gemma, Adelina’s roommate screeched when she walked through into their room after Roberto dropped her off. She quickly bounced off the bed to hug and kiss Adelina, holding her as if it’d been a year and not a week.
“House arrest.” Adelina muttered throwing her duffel on the twin bed.
“What happened?”
Gemma came from an Italian family that was also “connected”. Their mothers had been pregnant with them both at the same time while raising their older brothers. She was the youngest of three and it was no surprise her parents quit after her. She was a whirlwind of colors, noise, and constant chatter. Basically, a perfect match for Adelina. They had been best friends since kindergarten when one of the boys pushed Adelina off the swing and Gemma told him that her brother would kill him if he did it again. He didn’t do it again, which was probably a good idea as Gemma wasn’t really joking.
Adelina cringed even thinking about telling her best friend. Sure, Gemma would get it. She was probably the only person who would get it.
Still, the words sat like poison on her tongue.
She was having an arranged marriage.
She heaved a sigh and faced her friend. “He’s marrying me off.”
Gemma face fell for a second, and then immediately she was in a fit of rage. “Who does that asshole think he is?” she tossed some books that were laying nearby. “This isn’t olden times!” she screamed.
She was right.
This was the 21st century. A man can’t just marry his sister off like she’s piece of meat.
But he was going to, and no one was going to stop him.
“Gem, it’s okay.”
Gemma turned from the bed she was ripping sheets off. “What?”
“I said it’s okay.”
“How is this okay, Addy?”
She shrugged her shoulders.
She had been dreading this day for the three years since Theo died, but there was something about Lucian.
He talked to her.
He asked her what she wanted.
He gave her a choice.
She couldn’t remember the last time someone other than Gemma asked her what she wanted.
Her ma loved her, sure, but she always saw her as a little princess that would marry the king.
She had been playing a role since she was one day old and Theo gave her that nickname.
She never had a chance.
But now, yeah, now someone was giving her a choice.
“I just, I think it’s going to be okay.” She told Gemma.
Gemma eyed her, clearly thinking she had lost her mind. “Have you met him?” she asked slapping both hands on hips.
Adelina nodded. “Three times now. He just got me released from house arrest.”
Gemma’s narrowed eyes lifted. “How?”
“I think he has some power over Vinny…” Adelina mused, plopping down on the bed.
“Like when we all had lunch, every time Vinny spoke Lucian waved his hand and he shut up. It was…” she thought for a moment. “strange, but kind of awesome.”
“So, he’s a boss?” Gemma plopped down beside Adelina on the twin bed.
“I, uh, I don’t know.”
Gemma snorted. “So, you’re marrying this guy and you don’t even know what he does?”
“Well, I know he’s in.” Adelina said defensively.
“Where’s he’s from?”
“New York.”
Gemma’s eyes widened. “Luchesse, Morello, DiLaurentis, Colombo, or DeCavalcante?” She listed off the names. 
“What?”
Gemma threw her hands up exasperated. “His last name! What’s his last name, Addy?”
“I, uh, I don’t know.”
Gemma’s eyes widened. “You don’t know his last name?”
“Everything happened fast!” she shouted. “I just, I never asked and no one ever told me.”
Gemma rolled her eyes. “Oh princess. You have so much to learn.”
“Clearly. So, who are these people?”
“The three families in New York. They, like, run the mafia.”
“Okay… so you think he’s in one of them?”
“Yes. All of them are more respected that Vinny and Massimo. At least that’s what I hear from Gian.” Gian was Gemma’s oldest brother, and a made man not to be messed with. As far as Adelina knew, Gian ran a crew in downtown Providence that brought in a ton of money. And any man that hurt Gemma seemed to disappear. She wasn’t naive enough to think they were still alive.
“Well, I guess the next time I see him I’ll ask.”
“Just like that?” Gemma laughed. “Hello future husband what’s your last name?”
“Yeah, just like that.”




Chapter Six

“There he is!” Annette Luchese cooed as Lucian ascended the grand steps to St. Patrick’s Cathedral.
The church was a breath of fresh air among the midtown high rises and glass buildings. The old architecture always gave Lucian a sense of comfort. Inside the church smelled of incense and wood. Golden pillars lined the aisle and rows of wooden pews sat the God-fearing patrons. Colorful light filtered across the church, cast from the beautiful stained-glass windows. Lucian would obsessively stare at the windows growing up, trying to make out the images built from squares and triangles of colored glass. He would imagine what was going on in them, picturing himself there with Mary or Joseph. He could have listened to the service to get the full story, but he liked his made-up versions better.
Annette placed a hand on either side of his face. Her warm brown eyes looked him over, insuring everything was intact in her motherly way.
“My boy, how are you?”
“I’m good, Ma.” He leaned in, pressing a kiss to each cheek. “Really.”
She eyed him skeptically before finally letting him go from her embrace. “Okay, then.”
“Annette, dear, why don’t you and Enzo go get our spot, hmm?” Carlo asked her, and she obliged, taking her younger sons arm and heading into the massive church.
“How’d it go?” Carlo asked, leaning against the beige bricks.
“She’s thinking it over.”
Carlo nodded. “You gave her all the options?”
“Yeah, pa. She gets it, I think she’s just scared.”
“That’s understandable. A girl in her situation should be.”  Carlo paused for a moment. “You still sure this is what you want, son. I want you to get married, I’m more than ready to retire and hand this whole damn thing over to you.” He waved his hand gesturing to New York. “But, you’re my son, and I want you to be happy. You don’t have to do this.”
“I know, pa.”
“But you still want too?”
“Yeah, there’s something about her.”
“Yeah son, some women just have something about them. Gets under our skin.” He chucked, patting Lucian on the shoulder. “She’ll come around soon, son.”
“I know.”
◆◆◆
 
The Luchese’s attended Sunday mass religiously to atone for their sins and find a sense of spiritual belonging. Lucian abided by his families requests every Sunday since he was a boy, but his spiritually was found somewhere else entirely. He trained hard at a Martial Arts gym a block from his condo in Manhattan.  He had been immersed in Martial Arts since he was 12 years old and now he made sure to come here 3-5 times a week.
Lucian had practiced various styles of Martial Arts over the years, but lately he’d been practicing taekwondo, a Korean version of Martial Arts that emphasized the spiritual development of the practitioner. He started his practice with ten minutes of meditation before heading out to the gym.
Most of the men he worked with would say mediation is for girls, but Lucian debunked that type of thought. A man of his stature should have a clear head. You wouldn’t want your leader running his empire with emotions, right? So, you don’t want your streets run that way either.
His practice helped his clear is mind and focus the negative energy into something productive. And with it, came strength. Lucian had never been weak, not in his mind or body, but taekwondo strengthens everything. By the end of his session he was dripping in sweat, muscles sore from the training, and stronger than the day before. He was lean, but his muscles were tough.
“Thought I’d find you here.” Enzo’s voice invaded Lucian’s inner thoughts.
He slammed his hands into the punching bag he was working with. “What do you want, Enz?”
Enzo sighed. “I just haven’t seen you in a while, wanted to make sure everything was okay.”
Lucian sighed, chugging water from his bottle. He loved his little brother, he really did. Enzo had been his best friend and right-hand man since the day he was born. But sometimes, Lucian just wanted a few minutes away from everything la famiglia related. “I’ve been in Providence.”
“I know.” Enzo smiled. “Tell me about her.”
“Not much to tell.”
Enzo chuckled. “Come on! Is she hot? Do you like her? Let me in, bro!”
“She’s beautiful.” Lucian finally told him. “Even without the makeup, hair un-done, she’s gorgeous.”
“I feel a “but” coming on.”
Lucian shrugged. “I don’t know if she wants me, or if she feels obligated.”
“Does she have a choice?”
“I gave her an out.” Lucian tapped his leg nervously.
“But you don’t want her to take it?” Enzo asked.
“I don’t know. I mean no, but…”
“But?”
“Say she says yes, I move her out here and then what? She’s not the type of girl who is going to be happy sitting in my penthouse cooking dinner and washing dishes. I don’t know if I can give her everything she wants, or deserves.”
Enzo smiled. “That’s sweet bro.”
“Shut up.” Lucian growled, throwing a light punch into his shoulder.
Enzo laughed. “Honestly, Luc. She’s lived through so much shit, New York might be the fresh start she needs.
Lucian thought about that for a minute.
Was New York the fresh start that Adelina needed?




Chapter Seven

“Addy?” Theo yelled.
“In here!” she called back. She was marveling over the new piano her father had bought the family. The black body was shiny and smooth to the touch and the white ivory keys made beautiful noises. She had no idea what this magical instrument was or how to make the notes flow together in perfect harmony, but she was mesmerized already. Vinny had immediately written the thing off as dumb, but Adelina was obsessed. She couldn’t wait to learn to play.
◆◆◆
 
The piano had always felt like home to Adelina. She found comfort in the ivory keys, her soul pouring through her fingers and the vibrations bringing her to life. The piano played the sounds of her feelings, her thoughts. Every emotion ever felt has been poured into these keys.
Her father bought the piano when she was 6. “Every young girl should have a trick up her sleeve.” He told her. This was hers. She played terribly at first, like most kids, but she practiced daily and soon enough she got the hang of it. By her middle school years, she was playing recitals and that’s when she started to sing. By high school Adelina was could be found during her free periods in the music room. She wrote her first song at 16 and hadn’t stopped singing yet.
Music was her safe place.
Now, she was relegated to a keyboard in the privacy of her dorm room rather than the beautiful one back home, but it didn’t matter much to her as long as she had something to play.
She mostly practiced in the middle of the day when Gemma was in class and most of the dorm was out. He fingers danced along the keys. She had been writing this song for some time. It came and went as inspiration did sometimes. There were days that the words poured out of her and others when she never gave it a second thought.
You entered my life in a golden haze
Revered like a god
But I fell from grace
She spent as much time changing the lyrics as she had writing them. She’d written a lot of songs about her father, about loving him and losing him. Theo, though, he was a different beast. She’d written about the things he’d done to her, but writing about him was harder. She couldn’t find the words to describe him.
I lost myself
In your false prophesies
My religion, your body
“Addy?”
She jumped at the sound of Gemma entering their room, her fingers hit the wrong notes and the keyboard made an angry sound. It was 1:50, she had class for another 10 minutes.
“Sorry, you scared me. I thought you were still in class.”
“Got out early.” Gemma leaned against the bed, taking in the sight of Adelina at the keyboard.
There was an awkward silence. Adelina didn’t normally sing the songs she’d written for others, with the one exception of Max. Especially the ones about Theo, and especially not to Gemma. Gemma was the rare person in her life who called her on her shit. She’d know immediately the song was about Theo and she’d be angry, livid even.
“How was class?” Adelina tried to divert the attention off of her - a plan that rarely failed when it came to Gemma who loved to talk about herself.
“No,” she wagged her finger menacingly. “What was that?”
“What?” Adelina asked casually.
“That song, those words. Who was that about?”  Gemma asked, her hands waving around with the words.
“Nothing, no one.”
“Liar.” She grimaced. “Tell me, Ads.”
In all their years of friendship, Adelina never lied to Gemma, except about Theo.
She was terrified of facing the wrath of Gemma. What she would think if she had known, what she would have done. It would have created problems, and the DelGado’s didn’t need an Adelina sized problem on their hands, so she kept it to herself.
She was a big girl.
She could take care of herself.
Now, she was just too embarrassed to admit everything to Gemma. Besides, Theo was long gone. What good would come of it now.
She sighed. “Just feeling sad. Can we get some food?”
Gemma eyed her skeptically. “Sure.” She grabbed her purse
◆◆◆
 
The Verney-Woodly dining hall was packed for 2:00 pm on a Thursday. Gemma and Adelina found open seats at a wooden table to eat their selected meals. Gemma had a plate of fried food that would miraculously not cause her to gain a pound while Adelina opted for an apple. She was still on edge about Lucian’s offer and the churning in her stomach didn’t make her enthusiastic about food.
There was a part of her, deep inside, that wanted to say yes. She was interested in the guy, plus the drunk sex was great. If there weren’t so many strings attached she could see herself with him. Going out, drinks, staying up all night in the penthouse suite.
But there were strings attached.
He was a made man.
And she was broken.
This life just didn’t fit her anymore.
But if she said no, Vinny would probably kill her. He was pushing so hard for this arrangement she wasn’t sure what would happen if she said no. How would he take that? Would he blame her?
Instinctively her hand moved to the scar covering her left ribs.
Could she handle any more pain?
Plus, Lucian made her a promising offer, would anyone else care enough to do that?
“Ladies,” her thoughts were interrupted by her friends joining the table. Max sat down next to her, draping an arm easily over her shoulder. Max had been one of her closet friends since freshman year at Brown. They met in a music history class and quickly discovered they both had a passion for music. Max played the guitar and sang every chance he got. Soon, he was dragging Adelina along with him. They sang at old-folks home, open mic nights, at any Brown event that would have them. They became known for it, people would ask them to sing and Max thrived on it.
She had loved singing for her father when she was little. He would sit on the couch, a smile stretched across his face. Her mother and Vinny couldn’t bear to listen to her poking at the piano keys while her voice cracked as she sang, but her father would listen for hours.
He loved her like that.
For a while, she thought her love for music died with Theo and her father that night. Until she met Max, and he helped channel her pain into music. She wrote what felt like a million songs that first year, pushing all her pain and all this hate she felt into the songs. One after one she scribbled them on lined paper while belting out the lyrics. The she sealed each one in an envelope and stuck it in the box under her bed.
“Max,” Gemma greeted. “What’s on the docket for tonight?”
“Open mic?” He had a toothy grin, and he smiled right at Adelina.
Yeah, he knew what she needed.
Music.




Chapter Eight

On Thursday nights in Providence there was an open mic night at the Blue Door Cafe, which contrary to its name, actually had a red door.
The place was packed with locals and college students alike. Deep red brick walls were lined with posters for upcoming events and there were black cafe tables scattered about. The lights were dimmed and stale cigarette smoke lingered in the air.
Lucian checked his phone for the third time.
Blue door cafe.
Nico, one of his oldest friends and the enforcer he secretly had tailing Adelina had never led him astray, but Jesus he wished this was a mix up.
He hated dive bars, little holes in the wall with their sticky floors and dirty bathrooms. Lucian would much rather be in the bar at the four seasons or back in New York at one of his own clubs.
In the front was a small stage with a keyboard currently home to a college aged kid strumming a guitar and singing a pop song. Another thing Lucian disliked: pop music. It all sounded like bubble gum and sunshine even when the words were saying something else.
Call him a stereotypical ganster, but he’d prefer to be listening to some Sinatra.
The bar was crowded for a Thursday, but Lucian found a spot at the end with a good view of the stage far enough back that he was nearly unnoticeable.
His other problem with this place? The bartenders didn’t know him. Maybe he was spoiled in New York, but everyone knew him and no one made him wait.
“Whiskey.” He snapped when the bartender finally got to him.
Bubblegum, the name he had kindly given the kid on stage, was just finishing up his song. Most of the bar gave a low rumble of applause except for the group with several black tables pushed together, who were screaming for him. Downright screaming for this average bubblegum pop singer. They were all young, college age probably. Among them Lucian spotted one familiar face: Adelina DeMarco.
“Thank you! Thank you!” Bubblegum cooed into the mic. “That’s it for me, but next up is my favorite friend,” he winked at the group, “and a special treat for you! Addy, you’re up!”
The group cheered again, whistling and chanting her name.
She was wearing a pair of ripped up jeans, a loose white tank top and white converse. Her hair was falling in loose waves and Lucian couldn’t tell if she had just rolled out of bed and naturally looked this pretty or if this was the result of effort.
He loved her in the mini skirt and heels he first met her in, but he didn’t hate the ripped jean look either.
She was blushing when she got on the stage, he could tell from the back of the bar. She sat at the keyboard and took a deep breath. “Uh,” she mumbled in to her microphone. “This is Superficial Love by Ruth B.” Her fingers began to dance over the piano keys playing a slow melody.
She had mentioned that she was a musician but Lucian assumed she dabbled and was just average, but Adelina was much more than average, she played beautifully. The song was slow and she moved her head as she played, and then she began to sing.
She had a throaty sound, a little raspy, but sexy as fuck. Definitely not what he expected. He had an odd suspicion that this song resonated with her more than she would admit.
“She’s good, huh?” Lucian was ripped out of his thoughts by the bartender who was leaning on the bar across from him.
“Yeah, she is. Is she a regular here?”
The guy smiled, “Yeah, every Thursday she’s here. Mostly plays that piano and sings.” He gestures to the other men sitting at the bar. “I think just about everybody here comes for her. Don’t know what old Joe will do when she graduates, that girl keeps us in business.” He laughed. “Take it you’re a fan then?”
“Something like that.” Lucian slapped a fifty-dollar bill down on the bar. “Thanks.” He wanted to move closer to the stage, and farther away from the other men. The thought of them watching her, his girl, made him want to punch someone.
“Wait till she comes out behind the piano,” the bartender whistled as Lucian stood from the stool. “When she’s not so shy, she’s brilliant.”
Lucian couldn’t imagine Adelina more brilliant than she was in that moment. 
He moved closer to the stage as her song was coming to an end. The group in the front corner were swaying with their phones up, he assumed this was what kids used instead of lighters now.
He sensed the song was reaching its ending as Adelina looked out to the crowd for the first time. Her voice hitched as she made eye contact, she stared right at him as she finished.
The crowd was cheering again, louder than they did for bubblegum. Her group of friends were whistling and chanting.
She held the eye contact. “I think that’s all for me.” She spoke lightly into the mic. There were sounds of protest coming from the crowd but she ignored them waking right to him.
She didn’t speak at first, just eyed him suspiciously as she stood nearly pressed against him, so close he wanted to reach out grab her.
“What are you doing here?” She asked in a near whisper.
Up close Lucian could smell her perfume it reminded him a fresh flowers and honey. He took a deep inhale.
“Checking in,” He told her. “Haven’t heard from you on my offer.”
“Maybe I haven’t decided.” She was smirking, like she was enjoying making him chase her.
“Mmh. Well, how can I help you make a decision?” He wanted to lean in to kiss her, or to just grab her and take her right to New York. It took all he had not too, but he wanted this to be her choice.
She dropped the eye contact and was silent.
“Hey,” he used his fore finger and thumb to lift her chin up to him. “Tell me what you’re thinking?”
“What’s your last name?” she asked thoughtfully.
He chuckled. “Luchese.”
“Lucian Luchese.” She tested out the name like she was trying to see how she felt about it.
“Is that all that’s bothering you, bella?”
“No.” she replied. “What exactly do you do Lucian Luchese?” His name on her lips was exquisite, but he couldn’t help but wince at the question.
“Bella, you know.”
She moved closer, her lips nearly touching his. “I want to hear it from you.” She whispered.
He nodded. “The let’s go somewhere else.”
◆◆◆
 
Lucian unlocked the door for his penthouse suite and let Adelina in first.
He watched her as she kicked off her converse and padded around the suite in her bare feet.
He could get used to this.
“So,” Adelina swiped a finger across a painting of roses.
“So.” Lucian repeated.
“Your business?”
“What do you want to know?” he asked pouring himself a glass of whiskey.
“Everything.”
He chuckled. “Drink with me, bella?”
She eyed him skeptically. “Are you trying to get me into bed again? No.”
He chuckled.  “I promise, I’ll be a gentleman.” He smiled offering her a matching glass of whiskey.
“Fine.” She took a gulp from the glass. “Uh,” she groaned as it burned her throat.
“Careful, bella, that’s a $500 bottle of whiskey, it’s meant to be sipped.”
She rolled her eyes. “That’s too much money for alcohol that burns so much.”
He laughed deeply. “I suppose so.”
She set down the glass and sauntered over to where he stood. “You’re avoiding my question.”
“Not at all.” He took another sip. “Sit,”
She obliged and sat in the seat across from him.
“I run many businesses in the city.”
“Legal?” she questioned.
“Yes, Adelina.” He smirked.
“But do they, uh, you know.”
“What do you think?” he asked, stilling smirking at her.
“I think they’re all a little dirty.”
“Then you have good intuition.”
“What if you got busted?” she asked.
“I won’t.”
“But if you did?”
He set his glass down on the coffee table and walked over to the chair where she was sitting. He bent down before her and placed a hand delicately on her cheek.
“What are you worried about?”
She closed her eyes, hiding her demons from him.
“Nothing.”
“You can tell me, bella. You can tell me anything.”
She opened her eyes and looked him over.
“I’m nervous.”
“About this deal?”
“Yes.”
“You’re hesitant?”
“Can you blame me?” She answered with a question.
“I guess not.” He replied. “Is there something else you want?”
She looked him over. “Are you asking me to negotiate our pending marriage?”
He chuckled. “I suppose so.”
“What if I say no.”
“Then I take you home and you don’t have to see me again.”
“Then what happens?”
He tried not to make a face at her. He didn’t want to think about what would happen himself.
“You said you wouldn’t lie to me.” She said in a near whisper reminding him of his promise to her.
“I assume your brother will pair you with someone else.”
“Someone else like you?”
“There’s no one like me, bella.”
She laughed at this. “You know what I mean.”
“I do.” He nodded. “Yeah, someone else like me.”
She chewed on her chipped red nails while she thought about this.
“I bet you they won’t give me a choice.”
Smart girl. “No, I don't think they will.”
“That first night…”
“What about it?”
“You knew who I was.” He nodded. “And you let me lie to you?” Her brown eyes stared deeply into his.
He chuckled. “I couldn’t help myself, bella.”
She pondered this for a moment.
“Okay.” She said. “I’ll take that deal.”
His smile reached his cheeks. Damn, he was happy. How did this girl who he barely knew make him so happy?
He grabbed his glass to clink against her. “Then cheers.” He said.
“Cheers.” She repeated, a small smile beginning to form.
Lucian settled on the chair across from her. “We can take it slow, Adelina. Whatever you want, we can make it happen.”
She thought over his statement. “Thank you.” She told him
◆◆◆
 
Lucian swung his legs out of bed slowly as to not wake Adelina. He padded out to the living room and pulled his iPhone from the pocket in his sleep pants and dialed Vinny’s number.
“Finally.” Vinny muttered answering the call.
Lucian sighed.
Vincent DeMarco was an asshole.
“Got an answer for me?” he asked hastily.
“Yes.”  Lucian answered. “I have a few conditions.”
Vinny was silent for a moment. “Okay, I’m listening.”
“We’ll plan the wedding for after she graduates.”
Vinny huffed.
“Non-negotiable.” Lucian said before Vinny could argue.
“Fine.”
“I’ll handle her enforcers.”
“No.” Vinny snapped. “Roberto knows her, her schedule, and he works for me.”
“Not anymore. If you want this arrangement, Roberto will report to me until her schooling is over and I’ll assign someone else to her as well.”
Lucian heard a glass slam on the other end of the line. “Fine. But when will this problem be handled.”
The “problem” he was referring to was the Irish.
“Soon.”
Vinny sighed again. “Not giving me much to work with.”
“I’m telling you I’ll get it done. That’s all you should need.”
Lucian had an excellent track record of getting shit done. He was a problem handler.
“Fine.” Vinny finally said.
“Nice talking to ya.” Lucian tapped the end button and tossed the phone on the couch.
He wasn’t about to get pissed off now when he had a beautiful woman in his bed.
He would make this work.
Adelina DeMarco was going to be safe.




Chapter Nine

“He’s here!” Angelo shouted.
Adelina smoothed her hands down the silk red dress, the ninth grade Christmas dance was waiting and so was Theo Maranzano. This was the first time Adelina was old enough to attend one with Theo, and she was nervous. She hadn’t realized that Theo was every girls dream man. He was far enough ahead of her in school that they hadn’t been in the same building since elementary school, but now they shared a building with 500 high schoolers.
Another boy had asked Adelina to the Christmas dance first, Eric Bentley. Theo was angry when he found out, angrier than Adelina had ever seen him. Within thirty minutes Eric was no longer interest in going to dance with her. Then the rumors started.
Adelina Lucille DeMarco was off limits.
She found Theo at the bottom of the staircase standing next to her father, who was beaming at the site of her. “Mi bambina, you’re beautiful.”
She kissed him on the cheek, “Thank you papa.”
“You look great, topolina.” Theo told her.
And that was the beginning.
◆◆◆
 
Be ready at 7.
That was all Lucian’s text said.
So much for not being demanding.
“You’ll never believe what happened today.” Gemma busted into the dorm room like a tornado. She had a way of manipulating everything and everyone to focus on her, quite the opposite of the quiet housewives they were raised to be.
“What happened, Gem?” Adelina asked, flipping through the clothes hanging in her small dorm closet.
“Joey Mendola, you know Joey?”
Adelina nodded, she did indeed know Joey, Gemma had Classic Literature with him on Tuesdays and Thursdays and never shut up about it. Gemma was dying for his attention and the guy wasn’t even that cute. She had a bad habit of going for the guys who weren’t good for her. It didn’t help that she had two older brothers determined to scare every man in his right mind away from her.
Gemma was way out of his league, she had that kind of effortless beauty that Adelina was envious of. While Adelina was attached to a curling iron for an hour in the morning, Gemma just got out of bed and ran her fingers through her long dark locks. She had long thin legs, a body that let her eat whatever she wanted, and dark chocolate eyes that you could get lost in. On top of that, she had an infectious smile. She claimed, in typical girl fashion, that her lips were too small but they were the perfect size on her petite face. The two were constantly told they could be sisters, but Adelina was certain that Gemma was the prettier one.
“He was all ‘hey’, so I said ‘hey’.” Cue eye roll. “And he told me about this big party in the woods this weekend, and we’re invited.” She squealed.
“That’s awesome, Gem.” Adelina could tell she was lacking the proper enthusiasm for her best friend, but she wasn’t feeling it today.
Sure, she loved college parties, maybe not quite as much as Gemma, but she did. Now though, her mind was drowning in the future and she was still trying to pick out a dress for this “date” tonight with her future husband.
“Earth to Addy! Where did you go in there?” Gemma tapped jokingly on Adelina’s head.
“Sorry Gem,” she snapped out of her thoughts. “Just thinking.”
“How are you not psyched?” Gemma jumped onto her bed, legs swinging wildly.
“I am! Totally.”
“Liar. What’s going on with you?”
“Sorry,” Adelina huffed. “Just distracted. I have a thing tonight.”
“A thing? What kind of thing?”
“Um, like a date?”
Gemma perked at this news. “A date? Seriously? With the fiancé?”
Adelina glared at her. “He’s not my fiancé.”
“Yet.” Gemma snorted.
Adelina laughed at that. 
“Seriously though, Addy, we can get you out if you need.” Gemma gave her a sober look.
“Thanks G, but I think I’m okay.” She said pulling her into a hug. “I think I might like him.”
A smile grew on Gemma’s face. “I’ll drink to that.” In an instant, she was pulling the box of cheap wine from the mini fridge and pouring two large glasses.
“To being mafia princesses.”
Cheers to that.
◆◆◆
 
The black Mercedes S-class pulled up to the dorms at exactly 6:58.
Prompt.
Adelina had finally settled on a blue long-sleeved shift dress with a pair of nude suede booties. Gemma curled her hair into loose waves, and she wore light makeup with pale pink lips. She had no idea where they were going, but pretty sure this outfit was appropriate for most occasions.
Lucian was propped against the side of the car, striking in a gray two-piece suit when she exited the dorm.
“You look stunning.” He pressed a kiss to her cheek and pulled open the passenger door.
Chivalrous.
“Not too bad yourself.” She had been in a lot nice cars in her life, but the leather seats of this Mercedes felt like butter against her bare thighs. Yeah, this might have been nicer than Theo’s Range Rover. “So where are we going?” she asked once they were off campus.
“Dinner.” He replied, eyes focused on the road ahead of them.
“Okay,” she laughed. “I was expecting the name of a restaurant in that answer, but that’s fine.”
He passed her a sly smile. “You’ll see.”
◆◆◆
 
They pulled in front of Henley’s a restaurant downtown that she’d never been too. Her food lately came from the cafeteria on campus, and before that Theo only took her to restaurants owned by his family.
When it came to comparing the two, Lucian exceeded Theo in every category. He held open her door for starters. When he looked at her, it was like he saw deep into her soul. She felt safe with Lucian, though she’d never admit it. She was doing just fine on her own, and she promised herself she’d never depend on another man, but Lucian was making her come close to breaking that promise and so far, he was only looking at her.
He gave her a choice.
More than anything, that was what Adelina appreciated about him. Her father had wanted to give her the world, and without meaning to, he locked her into his. Theo, well, Theo was far from perfect. But Lucian, he gave her an out. Maybe that was all she really wanted.
They were seated in a private room toward the back of the restaurant. Far away from the prying eyes of the other patrons. Adelina had half a nerve to ask how Lucian got this table, but she figured she already knew the answer. Nobody told Lucian Luchese no.
It was funny when she thought about it, the Lucian Luchese that the world saw was far from the man who stood in front of her at the Blue Door Café and told her he would walk away if she said so. She was pretty positive that no one else ever had that power over Lucian.
“What’s so funny?” he asked.
Her mouth pushed up into a smile at the thought of him. “Nothing,” she told him.
“Why are you smiling then, bella?” he leaned in to ask her.
“I was just thinking…about you.”
He returned the smile at this. “What were you thinking about me?”
She took a long sip of the wine in front of her. A wine that Lucian asked her if she wanted before he ordered for her. “Just about us.”
“You’re going to have to be more specific, bella.” He told her with a laugh.
“It’s funny.”
He gave her a look, as if telling her to continue.
“You’re pretty powerful, you know?”
He nodded to acknowledge her.
“Everybody does what you want. When you want.” His lips thinned at her statement. “But with me, you don’t give orders. You always give me room to respond or counter or say no.”
They were silent for a minute while Lucian took in her words.
“And this is funny?” he asked her.
“Yeah,” she glanced down, feeling silly at her statements. “It makes me feel…powerful.”
“Bella,” Lucian drew her gaze up to meet him. “You are powerful. Any good man would make sure that you always have choices. I will never treat you the way I treat others, do you understand?”
She nodded timidly.
“You are far more important than anyone else in this restaurant. Or anywhere.” He finished.
For once in her life Adelina didn’t feel like the helpless heroine. She felt like an empress, like she could rule the world with this man at her side. 
◆◆◆
 
Adelina was tipsy off the wine she had had at dinner when Lucian pulled onto Brown’s campus. Lucian walked her into the building, stopping when they got to her door.
He leaned in, pressing her to the wall.
“Thank you.” He told her.
“For what?” her heart was racing with him so close to her.
“For a nice night.”
She nodded, but her mind was focused on his lips. She wanted him to kiss. To kiss her with passion like he did that first night. Before arrangements and family obligations.
“Good night, bella.” He whispered.
Adelina pushed open the door to her dorm room to be greeted with a scream.
“Gemma?” she shouted, her heart racing.
Lucian was in front of her in an instant, bursting forward to check the scene.
“Damnit, Addy!” Gemma shrieked, pulling her lavender sheet up to cover herself.
It took Adelina a second to comprehend what she was seeing. Her roommate was naked except for the bed sheet with a man she vaguely recognized with her. Joey Mendola.
“Oh my god.” She threw her hand over her eyes. “I’m sorry Gem, I didn’t realize.”
“I put the bow on the door!” Gemma shouted.
Caught up in her moment with Lucian, Adelina didn’t even check the doorknob for the bow, their sign that the other one had company in the room.
“I recognize you.” Lucian stated to the boy with his hands covering himself. “You work for Gian DelGado?”
“Oh god,” Gemma groaned.
“Shit.” Joey said. “Uh, yeah.”
Lucian nodded calmly. “Does he know you’re fucking his little sister.”
Joey groaned. “Shit.”
“Yeah,” Lucian nodded, “Didn’t think so.”
Joey looked like he was going to vomit.
“Put your clothes on, kid. Meet me outside.” Lucian told him before turning to Adelina. “You, my drunk girl-“
“Not drunk.” She protested.
He smiled down at her. “Get some sleep, bella. I’ll see you soon.”




Chapter Ten

Lucian was good with names and faces. A trait he inherited from his father. One he suspected made the both good leaders.
Joey Mendola was low level solider. He pedaled drugs for Gian DelGado’s crew. As far as Lucian knew, he was a stand-up guy, but then again, he didn’t really know.
Lucian tapped a finger against his jaw. “You know,” Joey was sweating next to him the dorm room hallway. He didn’t have to know Gian to know the guy didn’t want soldiers screwing with his sister. “I don’t have to tell Gian.”
Joey visibly relaxed, sagging against the cinderblock wall. “No?”
“No. But I need something in return then.”
“What?”
Lucian glanced back at the door to Adelina’s dorm where they came from. “You’re going to watch those girls. Specifically, Adelina DeMarco, and report back to me.”
Joey nodded feverishly. “I can do that.”
“I want a report daily.” Joey continued to nod at Lucians request. “And Joey?”
“Yeah?”
“Touch Adelina DeMarco, and I’ll kill you. Do you understand?”
With wide eyes his head continued to shake.
“Good boy.” Lucian gave him a pat on the shoulder.
◆◆◆
 
“Lucian Luchese.” Gian announced as the doors to his downtown club swung open. “I was wondering if you were going to stop by.”
“Gian,” Lucian greeted.
“So, I hear you’re engaged?”
“Si.”
“Congratulations then.”
History between the DelGado and Luchese family didn’t extend very far, but the DelGado’s were much easier to work with than Massimo or Vinny.
Before his death, Carlo Luchese spoked exclusively to Angelo DeMarco. He insisted that if Massimo wanted business to continue between the two families then he would stay out of all conversations.
It wasn’t a secret that the Luchese’s were not Massimo’s biggest fans.
Since Angelo’s death, Gian had taken over all business deals between the two families.
As far as Lucian could tell, Gian was a man of his word. 
“Please, sit.” Gian directed him to a secluded table, not that Gian’s club had a huge lunch crowd. Gian’s club was nicer than the average mafia owned bar. The brick walls were accented with lights, the floors were a fresh dark wood, the bar top was a modern sleek concrete. The whole place looked like it belonged in a magazine.
“Nice place.” Lucian mused taking a seat in the booth Gian led him to.
“Thanks. Grand opening is this weekend if you’re looking for something to do.” Gian smiled.
“I’m sure Adelina and Gemma will be here?”
Gian laughed. “Probably. I can’t seem to keep them out of my clubs. I guess better here than in somewhere else.”
“I’ll be here then.”
“Ah, a night out for the new couple?” Gian smirked.
“Just keeping her safe.”
“Mm-hmm. So, for what do I owe this pleasure?”  he asked.
“I need some info.”
Gian nodded.
“On this Irish problem. How did it start?”
Gian sucked in a long breath. “You’re not going to like it.”
“Didn’t figure I would.”
“Well,” Gian began, “You know about Adelina and Theo?” Lucian nodded. He knew his new fiancé had previously been with the boss’s son.
“Well, I only know rumors. Nobody has been able to get the full story, and of course, Theo and Angelo aren’t here to share their side.” He sighed before continuing. “So, I guess Addy goes over to Theo’s house, and they’re outside talking. Massimo and his wife are out, so it’s just them, and then the Irish soldiers come up and just start shooting.”  Gian dips his head to chuckle.
“What’s funny?”
“I’ll get there.” He continues. “So, the Irish soldiers are shooting, and Theo and Addy duck into the house. Theo gets shot in the chest, just once. Somehow, Angelo gets over there, must’ve heard the gun shots. He gets shot thirteen times in the chest. Then, when it’s all over and Massimo gets backs and finds Addy beat up and bleeding on his floor with two dead bodies.”
Lucian had seen the photos. Adelina was taken Providence General Hospital after having the shit beat out of her. Her arm was broken, body covered in cuts and bruises. She had lost a lot of blood from a cut on her ribcage. It looked like someone used her as a punching bag.
“No Irish casualties?” Lucian asked.
“Not a single one.”
“And what about Adelina, does she remember what happened?”
“She knew nothing.” Gian continued. “That’s what she kept telling us. She saw no one, knew nothing.” He sighed again. “We had nothing to go on for a while. But then, Massimo tells us that she remembers something, she told him it was the O’Connor boy. Niall’s son. Says he beat her and his boys killed her father and Theo.”
“So, you killed him?” Lucian asked.
“Vinny did. Went out to Boston and shot him. We buried our men and that was the end of it. But the Irish, they claim they never touched her let alone killed our men. They’ve been doing drive-bys as payback. They’ve killed ten guys so far.”
“There are a lot of holes in this story, Gian.” Lucian leaned back in his seat and sighed.
“I know that, but the only person who was there that night doesn’t have a clear story.”
Adelina.
“Now, don’t get me wrong Luchese, I’d go to the grave for that girl, but I can’t get what really happened out of her.”
“You think she’s lying?”
“I think she’s hiding something. Why was the O’Conner boy there? Why start something with us now, what was the point? And even if there was some logic, why wouldn’t the Irish just rough them up and send them away? Why kill the underboss and the boss’s son?”
“That’s a big statement to make.” Lucian agreed.
“Yeah, but then why do it and then pretend you didn’t?”
Gian was right, if they were going to make a kill that big, why not take all the glory for it?


◆◆◆
 


Lucian wasn’t normally one to sit around and tap his heels, but he had been sitting outside of the Brown University for over 30 minutes.
“Any minute now.” He muttered, getting a snort from Nico who waited alongside him. He asked Nico to drive them tonight so he didn’t have to worry about parking or leaving Adelina alone. He doubted a Providence club opening was anything like a New York club opening, but nonetheless, he wanted to be safe.
“I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone keep you waiting boss.” Nico chuckled.
“Yeah, yeah.”
Adelina was the only one who could keep him waiting and get away with it. Anyone else, and Lucian would be long gone.
When she finally emerged from the dorms with Gemma in tow she was wearing a skin-tight maroon sequin dress with sky high black heels. Her long brown waves fell effortlessly and her lips were painted a deep red. She stopped in front of him to ask: “How do I look?”
“Absolutely stunning.”
She blushed, a beautiful pink shade, and diverted her eyes. Behind her, Gemma gleamed.
“Thank you, Lucian.” Gemma cooed as Nico helped her into the back of the escalade. “My work deserves to be appreciated.”
He laughed deeply.
“She’s my stylist.” Adelina told him smiling.
“She’s hired indefinitely.” He leaned in to kiss her cheek. “But you’re always gorgeous.”
There was that blush again.
He could get used to seeing her like that.
Gian’s club was packed when they arrived.
“Drinks!” Gemma announced dragging Adelina with her to the bar.
“You made it,” Gian appeared, drink in hand. “I’m assuming my sister and Addy are somewhere around here then?”
Lucian smirked. “Yes, I believe your sister is plying my fiancé with tequila shots as we speak.” He gestured to the spot at the bar where the girls with taking shots and sucking on limes.
“Sounds about right.” Gian chuckled. He led Lucian over to the bar where he flagged down a waitress for another round of Whiskey.
“Fair warning, those two are trouble.” Gian said taking a long sip of the dark amber liquid. “Have been since we were kids.”
“How long have you known Adelina?”
“Her whole life.” Gian smiled. “My ma is friends with hers. Vinny was over at our house when she was born, and then my ma packed us all up to go to the hospital.” He took another sip of the whiskey. “We’ve had this little family of us kids since we were little. Theo, me, Vinny, Gio, and the girls. It’s always just been us against everything.” Gian chuckled again. “Sorry man, I’m reminiscing. Just ignore me.”
“I get it.” Lucian sipped his own whiskey. “You’re family.”
“This thing of ours.” Gian smiled. “Sometimes it’s good, sometimes it’s really good. Sometimes, not so much.” Gian polished off the whiskey. “Grab me if you need anything.” And he was off.
Lucian was initiated into la cosa nostra, this thing of ours, when he was 17 but had been a part of the family long before he was a made man. He knew that this life brought pain. Friends were here one day and gone the next. He couldn’t count on one hand or even two how many friends he had lost to this life. Providence was in pain. They were bleeding out.
He would fix this.
For Adelina, he would try.
Lucian flagged down the bartender for another whiskey and look out onto the dance floor where Adelina and Gemma were dancing.
He could watch Adelina dance all night.
The next minutes happened so quick. One second he was watching Adelina shake in her mini dress and the next he was diving over to her and pushing her down while bullets pierced through the glass windows.
“Stay down,” he whispered as he pulled her over toward the bar.
Around them was chaos, patrons were running and mafioso had guns out, firing back.
This was an attack.
Lucian placed Adelina behind the bar, out of the chaos. “Stay here, bella.”
Her face was worried, but there were no tears and her makeup was intact. She was strong.
Lucian peaked around the bar and spotted a red head in a black sweatshirt coming in with a gun. He pulled out his pistol, aimed, and fired. One shot, and he was down. He moved on the next target, another black clad man with an automatic. Down.
Across the club Gian was shooting with his own pistol. One by one the Irish men went down until they finally began to retreat.
“We’re clear.” One of the men in the club called out. Lucian was pretty sure it was the younger DelGado, Gio.
Patrons scurried out from under furniture, fleeing the scene. Lucian could already hear patrol sirens.
“Come on, bella.” He pulled Adelina up from behind the bar. “We got to go, sweetheart.”
He assessed her as he pulled her from her hiding spot behind the bar. Blood ran down her right leg over the top of her black stiletto. “What happened? He asked following the blood to the wound. There was a shard of glass stuck in her leg, not deep enough to kill her, but enough to make her bleed.
Anger fired up in Lucian. He wanted to kill the man who made Adelina bleed.
He swiftly lifted her into his arms to carry her out of the club.
“I’m fine. Gemma?” she croaked.
“I got her.” Gian said, appearing behind them. “Get out of here Luchese. No one wants to explain your presence.”
“Got it.”  Lucian typed a quick text to Nico and carried Adelina out of the now destroyed club.
“Wait,” she tried to pull on his arm. “Lucian.”
He looked down into her gassy brown eyes. “I know you’re scared, but I need you to be strong and let me get you out of here, okay?”
She nodded silently and let Lucian carry her down the street away from the club where the Escalade was waiting.
“Let’s go.” He told Nico as soon as he had Adelina in the back seat.
Nico hit the gas immediately. “Brown?” he questioned.
“No,” Lucian said, an arm wrapped around a shaking Adelina. “Let’s go back to my suite.”
“You got it boss.”
◆◆◆
 
Adelina was still shaking when they arrived at the penthouse suite and Lucian anger was boiling over. He carried her into the large ensuite bathroom and set her down on the counter. He ran water in the large soaking tub before returning to her to remove her shoes and tend to the cut on her leg. It wasn’t anything serious, but Lucian was still pissed about it.
Pissed that she was hurt on his watch.
Pissed at himself for letting that happen.
He was supposed to protect her. Keep her safe from all this violence, but how was he going to do that?
He let her down tonight. She didn’t deserve this. She should be safe and protected. She should probably be with a normal man, out of the family. Someone who had a boring job, who owned a boring house, someone no one would ever go after. She’d be safe then.
He should let her go he thought.
Yeah, he should let her go.
Then she would be safe.
But he wasn’t strong enough to leave her behind, no, she was his.
“What are you thinking?” she asked as he dabbed at the wound.
“Self-pity, I guess. I’m pissed you got hurt.”
“Hey, It’s just a cut Luc.” She smiled sincerely. “I’m okay.”
He exhaled all the air he’d been holding in. Okay. She’s okay.
“I know,” he rose from his kneeling position to press a gentle kiss to her lips. “Sorry.”
“Don’t be sorry.” She smiled mischievously and then added: “Actually, if you really feel bad, I think I know a way you can make it up to me.”
“Yeah?”
“Hmmhmm.” She looked at him needing.
He didn’t need to be asked. He shut off the water quickly and scooped her up, carrying her over to the kinged sized bed.
He laid her back on the bed and admired her beauty. Long slender legs, smooth to the touch, and her body still covered in the form fitting dress. She lifted herself to her knees, spinning around to have Lucian unzip her dress.
Underneath she wore a black lace balconette bra and a matching black lace thong. The ensemble showed off her soft tanned skin. She turned back around to face him, showing off her breasts.
She looked like sin and sweetness.
He wanted every part of her.
He leaned in to kiss her deeply, wrapping a hand around her to grab her ass and the other lifted to hold her head in place. Slowly he leaned her back on the bed.
He kissed every inch of her. Her lips, neck, each collar bone. He trailed the kisses down her stomach until he reached her sweet spot. He sucked her clit gently through the thin fabric of her thong eliciting a moan from her painted red lips.
He wanted to make her cum on his mouth first, and then he wanted her to take every inch of his cock.
Using one hand to move the thong to the side and let the other soak up her juices before sliding a finger into her sex. Still, he lapped at her with his tongue taking all she had to give. When she was writhing under his mouth he added another finger.
“Please,” she moaned. “Oh god, please.” She was practically shouting, but he didn’t give a fuck.
“Say my name, bella.” He told her, picking up the pace with his fingers.
“Lucian!” she shouted. “Please, god Lucian.”
“That’s it, baby.” He sucked her tender clit while his fingers pumped into her and her orgasm crashed over her. Once her panting slowed he swiftly flipped her over and released his cock from his slacks.
He slid a condom over length and coated it with the juices from her pussy.
“You ready, babe?” He asked as he lined his cock up with her sex.
“Mmhm.” She moaned. “Yes please.”
He slid himself into the wet heaven that was between her thighs.
“Damn, you feel so good.”
She moaned in response.
He sunk himself into her, over and over, listening to her cum on his cock until finally he found his own release.
Yeah, Adelina was fucking heaven. 




Chapter Eleven

“Here,” he slid the cold metal onto her left ring finger.
“Like an engagement ring?” she asked leading him to laugh at her innocence.
“No. It’s a promise ring, but one day I will marry you Adelina.” His hand brushed against her cheek and he leaned into kiss her.
But what if I don’t want to marry you? She thought.
◆◆◆
 
There were going to be two engagement parties. Of course, because what family wouldn’t throw two huge parties before throwing, you know, a huge party. Adelina’s phone rang constantly with questions about what she wanted for the engagement parties, the wedding, and so on. In her mind, she wasn’t even engaged. She didn’t even have a ring on her finger. But to her crazy Italian family, she was as good as married now.
“A crazy thing happened.” Gemma broke the wall of thoughts spiraling through Adelina’s mind.
“Yeah?”
“Yeah, my mom sent me this.” Gemma held out her phone for Adelina to look at the picture.
Shit.
“Shit.” She said out loud. “Gem,”
“You’re having an engagement party and I found out through the invite?”
Shit was right. She was a terrible friend.
“It all happened really fast.”
“I can tell.” Gemma’s face lifted with a light smile. “So, this is all very real, huh?
“Yeah.”
“Are you feeling okay about it?” she asked.
“Yeah,” Adelina responded, sinking down on the floor in front of her bed. “Lucian seems okay.”
“So, you like him?”
Adelina nodded wordlessly.
“And you’re going to marry him?”
Her head moved up and down, confirming again.
Gemma sank down beside her, throwing an arm over her friend’s shoulder. “Well, on the bright side at least he’s hotter than hell.”
◆◆◆
 
Gemma wasn’t wrong about Lucian’s good looks. The man was an Italian dream: tall, dark, and obscenely handsome.  Right now, he was schmoozing every member of her family while she took to the couch to see how many glasses of wine she could down before anyone noticed, so far, she was already on her second glass.
Tomorrow would be the first of the two engagement parties and Adelina was not particularly looking forward to either. This one was for the Providence family and next weekend they would fly to New York for that family.
Tonight though, was just for the immediate families to meet. Lucian flew in early to pick her up from school, his parents were due to arrive any minute, and his brother would be here tomorrow.
“What are you doing over here, bella?”
“Thinking.” She replied lifting her wine glass to her lips.
“And drinking?” he chuckled.
“That too.”
He shifted to the side to look her over, she felt hot under his gaze. “Tell me what you’re really thinking about?”
“You.” She whispered. “Meeting your parents.”
“They’ll love you.” He told her.
“I’m sure they will. I’m very loveable.” Her painted dark red lips gave him a smirk.
“That you are.” His lips gently brushed her cheek. “So, I have something for you.”
“Yeah?” she set her wine glass on one of the coasters on the coffee table. “Let’s have it.”
Lucian laughed softly. “I think I’m supposed to go down on one knee.”
Her jaw dropped immediately. “You mean?”
Lucian bent down on a knee in front of the couch. “I thought you would appreciate not doing this with a crowd, hmm bella?”
“Yes.” She breathed. “Thank you.”
He pulled a black velvet box from his pocket. Opening it to reveal a large diamond set on a rose gold diamond band.
“Adelina Lucille DeMarco, will you marry me?”
She hiccupped.
Lucian Luchese was down on one knee before her with a gorgeous ring and she hiccupped. In his face. The shame of the action made her face go red, but Lucian just laughed.
“Say yes, bella.” He whispered.
“Yes, bella.” She replied.
◆◆◆
 
Apparently, there wasn’t a moment of peace to be had at an engagement party. So far Adelina had spoken to every Italian she had ever met in her life. Massimo had shown her off like a piece of meat, and most of the guests would much rather talk to Lucian than her.
The women on the other hand were happy to talk to her, as long as it was about the large rock on her finger or the extravagant wedding that was being planned. Neither of which Adelina wanted to discuss.
Lucian kept a hand pressed to her lower back as he spoke to the men and sipped expensive cognac from a crystal tumbler. The periodic squeeze of his hand reminded her that he was there with her.
His parents arrived last night, Carlo and Anette Luchese were the definition of a power couple. Carlo’s eyes looked at his wife like she was the only woman in the world. Anette was beautiful, draped in a long navy dress and strappy heels. The two of them were the center of attention, more so than Lucian and Adelina. It wasn’t every day that Providence hosted a New York power couple.
Adelina was quick to realize that the Luchese’s were the were a pretty powerful family in the Mafia.
Now she understood why this marriage was such a big deal.
Next week, she would be in New York to attend her engagement part in the Luchese family estate, where she would meet all the other heads of the Mafia families.
It was becoming clearer to her that her pending marriage was really just a trade for her family to get closer to the high rollers in the mafia. Part of her didn’t understand what Lucian’s family gained from this deal.
Sure, Adelina was pretty, but Lucian could get any girl he wanted, so why her?
It was clear that Carlo Luchese had no interest in Massimo as he made every effort not to talk to the man tonight. Adelina had spent her whole life fearing the man, and now in this situation, he looked like a kitten trying to play with the big cats.
“So, this is the fiancé?”
Lucian chuckled beside her at the man who now stood before them. He was as tall as Lucian with the same dark black hair, tanned skin, and high cheekbones. And he was every bit as gorgeous as Lucian in a fitted black suit and expensive Italian leather shoes.
“This is her.” Lucian smiled. “Adelina, meet my brother, Enzo, late as usual.”
“Fashionably so.” Enzo smirked. “Nice to meet you, sis.” Enzo pulled her into a hug.
“Uh, sis? Already?” She told him pushing out of his hug.
“Yep.” He smiled. “You’re my first and only sister-in-law, I think we should roll with this nickname.”
Adelina mulled it over. “Not yet.”
“Whatever you say, Addy.”
She gave him a disapproving smile. “Clearly you’re the better brother.” She said turning to Lucian, who laughed.
“Clearly, bella.”
“Hey now!” Enzo mock pouted.
“Boys,” Carlo interjected. “Come with me for a minute.”
“I’ll be right back.” Lucian whispered, pressing a kiss to Adelina’s temple before he was gone. 
Adelina sighed, glancing around the room. Massimo’s mini-mansion was filled to the brim. All of Providence’s Italians had to be here. She moved through the crowd to the one room in the house where she felt safe. It was a small room in the back of the house, home to the grand piano that Adelina spent half a lifetime playing on as a child.
Play for me. Theo would tell her, and she would always happily oblige.
She brushed her hand around the sleek black piano.
“Topolina,” Massimo’s voice purred in her hear.
“Uncle,” She jumped at the intrusion. “Sorry, I was just- “
“It’s fine, Adelina.” He smiled, but she wasn’t foolish enough to think it was genuine. “You should sing for us, topolina.”
“I, uh,”
“Come,” Massimo shouted out of the room. “Our little mouse is going to sing for us.”
If there was one thing Adelina hated more than a room full of drunk Italian men, it was singing to a room full of drunk Italian men.
The Blue Door was a separate use case. Sure, there were men there that pull her aside afterwards, placing grimy hands on the curve of her waist, and telling her they loved her music, but that just came with the territory of being a female musician.
Massimo was different. He showed her off like some sort of prize. He treated her like she could be purchased, a toy anyone could have but he was the keeper. It made her sick to her stomach.
Music was hers. It was the thing that kept her breathing, and she shared it when she wanted to.
Not to be used as entertainment.




Chapter Twelve

“Sing for us, topolina!” Massimo cooed.
Adelina rang her fingers together. Lucian watched from afar. She looked pale at the request of the Boss.
She sucked in a deep breath and plastered a fake smile on her face. “Oh, I don’t think so, not tonight.” She couldn’t come up with an excuse fast enough. “I need to find my fiancé.” She wiggled her ring finger hoping this excuse would placate the men.
“Nonsense, here he is!” Massimo gestured begins her where Lucian was just walking back into the room, his father and Enzo tailing behind him. 
“Hope you’ve kept my fiancé entertained.” Lucian slid in perfectly next to Adelina, who clung onto him like a lifeline.
“On the contrary, we were hoping she’d entertain us.” Massimo gestured to the grand piano next to him. “Just had it tuned. Little Mouse used to play this thing for hours when she was kid. Drove my wife mad.” The men chuckled around him.
Lucian gazed at the piano in a deep thought.
“Didn’t know you played, Addy.” Enzo swept his hand along the sleek black piano. “Anything good or just the classic shit?” He smirked.
“I think my fiancé needs a refill, Enzo.” Lucian eyes his brother.
“Yes, Enzo, get the girl a drink so she can sing for us.” Massimo nodded to him. “She used to play beautifully for Theo. Come on now I insist.” Massimo peered down to meet her gaze. His stone-cold eyes intimidating her.
She didn’t ask for much when Lucian had asked her what she wanted from life, but one thing she did mention was not wanting to be used as entertainment.
Never refuse a boss.
Lucian could hear his father’s words echoing in his head. But who gave a fuck about Massimo Maranzano?
A look around the room showed men who followed him.
One song?
Was it worth pissing him off?
Lucian squeezed Adelina’s hand. “Pretend it’s just me.” He whispered in her ear. “You’re just playing to me.”
She nodded her head and Lucian pulled out the bench for her and leaned against the piano blocking the party from her view.
Tepidly she began to stroke the keys playing a light melody. Her voice was so light as she began singing the words. Lucian knew the song immediately. Hallelujah written by Leonard Cohen. It was a classic.
She sang the word Hallelujah in succession four times as she hit the chorus. Lucian kept his gaze focused on her but he could hear the mumbled whispers of the crowd gathering behind him. He couldn’t blame them, Adelina was beautiful when she sang.
Her eyes drifted closed as she became immersed in the music. Her fingers dancing along the keys effortlessly while her painted red lips belted the words in a beautiful tune.
If he didn’t know how shattered the girl behind them felt singing for all these people whom she despised he’d say this was the most beautiful symphony.
She belted the last few hallelujahs before her voice lowered and she lifted her eyes to meet his gaze and concluded. They held the eye contact for a minute before she broke it.
“Bravo!” Massimo cooed from behind them.
Lucian helped Adelina up from the stool, pulling her into him. “That was beautiful.” He whispered to her.
“Let me have a moment with my fiancé, yes?” Lucian turned to Massimo.
The boss nodded in agreement, and the room quickly emptied.
“Thank you.” Adelina’s words came out in a hushed whisper.
“For what?”
“Distracting me. Making me only think of you.”
Lucian laughed. “I can keep that up if you want?”
She looked up at him through her thick lashed. “Yes, please.”
Lucian could barely contain himself at her words. “Is there a bathroom around here?”
“Through that door.”
Lucian ushered her through the door into the bathroom and pushed her up against the tiled wall.
“You have no idea what you do to me.” He told her.
She smirked. “I think I do.”
He kissed her, softly at first and then harder. Taking everything she had to give.
This woman was magic.
Pure ecstasy.
She was one in a million.
He closed the bathroom door behind them, pushing her against the tiled walled and placing a hard kiss against her lips.
“I need you.” She whimpered, pushing against his erection.
“Then you’ll have me.”
Lucian moved to his knees, pushing up her dress while slowly kissing up her thighs. She moaned as he worked his way closer to her core. “Tell me again, bella.”
“I need you.” Her voice was a breathless whisper.
In one swift motion Lucian pulled her black panties down, and used his hand to her legs apart further. “Don’t move.” He told her. He used his fingers to gently open her folds, and his tongue drove in.
She was the sweetest thing he had ever tasted, and he didn’t think he would ever get enough.
“Please,” she begged.
That might have been her most beautiful song.
◆◆◆
 
Adelina ran her fingers threw her dark waves and smoothed down her dress as they left the bathroom. Even after fixing herself she looked thoroughly fucked.
Lucian wasn’t the slightest bit ashamed.
Both of their ears perked at the sound of music coming from the main room. Lucian could have sworn that was Adelina’s voice. The shocked look on her face all but confirmed it.
“Addy,” Gemma appeared frantic. “Finally.” She huffed. “I tried to stop him, but it’s Massimo, you know how he is.”
“It’s fine.” Adelina replied sharply to her friend.
Gemma shot Lucian a pleading look. “I’m sorry.” She mouthed.
Adelina was off, rushing to the main room where the commotion was coming from, Lucian on her heels.
A screen was pulled down on the main wall, a high-end projector was hooked up showing what looked to be a home video on the screen of a young Adelina singing. She was wearing a skimpy red dress, her long hair flowing in her normal wavy style.
She was singing a familiar song, Beyonce’s Crazy in Love, Lucian thought. The song was slowed down and Adelina swayed her hips as she sang, looking at whoever held the camera.
Her raspy voice was sexy as hell, and the strap on her dress had slipped down her shoulder giving the camera a good look at her cleavage.
Lucian gazed over at Adelina who had a single tear falling down her check.
Yeah, he didn’t think this was a video made for the public.
Why didn’t her family stop this non-sense? Her mother was nowhere to be found and he spotted Vinny in the corner nursing a glass of cognac and staring right at them. Useless.
Lucian pushed through people until he spotted Massimo. “Turn it off.”
Massimo looked amused. “We’re just listening to the girl sing.”
“Turn it off, Maranzano.” Lucian said again.
“Touchy, as always.” Massimo muttered, hitting a button on his cellphone. “I guess the entertainments over.” He said looking Lucian in the eye.
When Lucian turned around, Adelina was gone.




Chapter Thirteen

“Sing for me Ads,” he had asked laying the red silk piece on the bed.
“In that?”
He laughed at her. He brought his hand to her cheek in a symbol of loving affection. “My naive girl.” He said. “Yes, in that.”
◆◆◆
 
Adelina felt sick to her stomach.
She could remember filming that video like it was yesterday. Theo’s rough, calloused hand ran up and down her body after he handed her the red dress, or lingerie as she insisted it was.
Just for me. He assured her. He was always assuring her of things.
He wanted a video of her singing. Said he loved the way her voice sounded, but he wanted her to wear this skimpy ensemble.
Adelina hated being filmed. Hated being the center of attention really, but Theo, he craved it.
Please, baby. He had said. Do it for me.
He was always pleading, and Adelina was always caving.
The song, was one he had heard her singing in her bedroom. A slowed down version of Beyonce. It was her song of the week, as Theo would call them.
If she would have known that it would come back to haunt her, she wouldn’t have done it. She would have held strong and told Theo no.
Maybe.
Theo had a way of always getting what he wanted in the end.
◆◆◆
 
“Hey,” Lucian’s light voice swayed her from her thoughts. “I think I would have found you sooner, but I didn’t expect you to be in my car.” He laughed softly.
“Sorry, I just needed to get out of there.”
“I get it.” Lucian waved his hand. “He’s an asshole, bella. If it makes you feel better, my father told him he’s taking 20% cut of his next shipment.”
“He can do that?”
“He can do whatever the hell he wants, babe.” Lucian chuckled.
Yeah, that made her feel better.
“Thank you.”
“Hey,” Lucian used the tips of his fingers to lightly tip her head up to him. “Seriously, you know you can talk to me about anything.”
Her eyes drifted downward. She wanted to think this perfect man in front of her was 100% hers, but truthfully, she didn’t think he was. Men like him, men like her family, were loyal to only one thing, the Mafia.
Lucian made her feel like maybe, just maybe, he’d put her first. But could she really trust that feeling?
Or would it stab her in the back. Again.
“I know.” She finally responded.
“Talk to me,” Lucian pleaded. “Tell me why Maranzano would do that in there?”
“To punish me.”
“Why?” Lucian questioned.
“Because,” Adelina could put the words around how to tell him. Because he hated her? Because he blamed her? “Because it was my fault.” She told him.
“What was?”
“He died.” She whispered. “And it was my fault. So, he’s punishing me.”
“Theo?”
Adelina’s head snapped up at his name. That name felt like a bullet wound to her chest. “Yeah.”
“How was that your fault?”
“Can we not talk about it anymore.” Adelina closed herself off. Turning away from him. She had closed the door on Theo three years ago, and nothing was going to let her open it up again.
◆◆◆
 
“Tell me again,” Adelina asked while she trampled over sticks and debris through the dark woods with Gemma. “Who ever thought a party in the woods was a good idea.”
“We have a flashlight,” Gemma waved the thing, lighting up the path and the trees around them. “We’re fine.”
“Yeah,” Adelina mumbled. “Until we’re not.”
“Addy!” Max called, when the girls hit the clearing where students where packed in. A keg was situated against a tree and there was a cooler of wine coolers floating around. “Come here, sing with me.”
Max was settled on the top of cooler, guitar in hand. Next to him was Tim, a guy Adelina had only met a handful of times, with a small box drum.
Adelina squeezed in between them. She hated singing in front of people, but Max was always pushing her past this fear. He strummed the guitar and Adelina found herself lost in the music.
She could no longer hear the party-goers around her, drinking and singing along. A bright fire was roaring in the background, but Adelina was oblivious. When she sang, it just her and the music.
The rising and falling of her voice, along with the guitar kept her alive.
The world around her could be crashing down and Adelina would probably never notice. Music was the only thing that kept her going, kept her sane. Her former boyfriend was dead. Her father buried along with him. Her life was handed over to the New York Mafia like she was a contract that could be passed around. But Adelina, she had music, and that was all she needed.
Max and Gemma handed her drinks between songs: Vodka Cranberries that were sour and contained more vodka than cranberry juice and burned her throat on the way down. She inhaled them though and waited for Max to begin strumming the guitar, a new verse for her to lose herself in. Jimmy, a mutual friend of her and Max sat alongside them using his hands to rhythmically beat the box drum in time with the song. The sound reverberated through Adelina.
This must be what heaven feels like.
She was sure of it.
Her confidence sky rocketed as she sang, she never felt sexier than when she was singing. The party goers around her engaged in conversation and swayed to the beat of the drum. Only a few were focused on her, but honestly, she could care less.
Then she looked up and there he was. In all of his black suited glory.
Lucian Luchese.




Chapter Fourteen

Four years at Columbia and never once did Lucian attend a party in the middle of the woods. Leave it to Adelina.
Thanks to his new connection with Joey, Lucian now knew Adelina’s plans even when she skipped out on her enforcers. Joey was still a smug, arrogant asshole but at least now he proved useful.
There was music coming from the woods, Lucian could hear it from the street he parked the car. The party was about a mile deep into the trees. He still couldn’t fathom why they did this, they were all old enough to drink without hiding in the forest, there was no logical reason that he could figure.
This was the kind of dumb thing that would get Adelina tracked down by the Irish.
When Lucian reached the party, he could finally see where the music was coming from: bubblegum’s guitar.
He could hear her voice before he saw her. She was singing a faster tune than she normally did, it was a duet with bubblegum.
There was a bonfire that the group was gathered around and in the middle of the woods with the fire and acoustic music Lucian couldn’t help but see the beauty in the setting. Or maybe it was just Adelina’s beauty.
She was leaning into bubblegum as she sang. It was a damn love song. Lucian had half the nerve to take out bubblegum right here, right now, but that would leave a lot of witnesses and a pissed fiancé.
Fiancé.
That’s what she was to him, and damn, did he care about that title. For someone who had never entertained the thought of marriage, he felt damn protective of it now.
He moved closer, wanting Adelina to see him. She should be scared of him, scared of the thoughts that ran through his head, but damn that girl was anything but scared of him. She saw through everything.
She caught his eye just then and she sang the final note of the song. Bubblegum leaned in closer to her, pressing a slow kiss to her cheek.
Yeah, Lucian might risk killing him for that.
Adelina pushed him pack a little, whispering something before she stood up. Smart girl.
She walked straight to Lucian ignoring everyone in her path.
Bubblegum starting playing again, three new girls were crowded with him, taking turns singing verses of the new song.
“Am I in trouble?” She whispered the question right into ear.
Damn this girl.
“Should you be?” He retorted gazing down at her.
She smirked. “I did skip out on your goons.”
“That you did.” Roberto was going to be getting a new job because of her. Lucian would be sure to make sure it wasn’t a fun one.
“Didn’t tell you where I was going, but I guess that didn’t stop you from finding me.” Now she twirled a strand of hair around her finger.
Lucian could smell the alcohol on her breath. She was tipsy and the alcohol made her extra flirty.
“I’ll always find you, bella.”
She looked up at him, taking in his calm and cool expression. “I know.”
Damn. In that moment, he wanted her badly.
“I want to get you out of here, Bella.”
She smiled sensually at him. “One more song?”
She wanted to stay for one more song, as much as Lucian wanted to give her whatever she wanted, he also wanted to get her home and underneath him as fast as possible. She pouted her damn lips when he didn’t respond. They were hot pink tonight and the stood out in comparison to her black t-shirt dress and her normal pair of converse. Lucian was convinced Adelina could make a garbage bag look good.
“One more song.”
She beamed at his answer, and then she was gone. Back over to bubblegum, whispering something in his ear. He gave her a smile and began strumming his guitar again, the drummer followed along like he knew exactly where this was going.
The group was still scattered around the fire drinks in hand, focused on Adelina, she hummed as bubblegum played the opening notes.
She began singing, the song was faster than anything Lucian had heard her sing but it showcased her voice beautifully. She performed to the small crowd, eventually climbing onto the picnic table and dancing while she sang. She made eyes contact with Lucian as she belted the chorus.
She made her way off the picnic table and through the crowd, still singing.
She came closer and closer to him as she belted out the final lines of the song and the guitar faded out behind her.
Lucian felt like he was going to explode as she pressed herself up against him.
“Bella, we need to get out here.” He moaned into her ear.
“I think I’d like that.”
◆◆◆
 
Adelina had barely taken one step inside his suite at the Four Seasons before he had her pressed against the wall. His lips pressed against hers, moving down her neck leaving a trail of sweet kisses.
She moaned in his ear as his hands snaked up her thighs under her dress.
“You want this baby?” he asked, hands caressing her tits over her lace bralette.
“Yes.” Her voice was a breathless whisper.
“Tell me.” He demanded as he pulled the t-shirt dress over her head.
“I want you Lucian.”
His name coming from those sweet, sweet lips was pure bliss.
He held her against the wall with one hand and used the other to remove the skimpy piece of lace covering her. Once the barrier was gone he stroked her folds.
“Yes,” she moaned. “Please.”
“That’s right, bella. Beg for me.”
She was puddle in his hands, grinding her pelvis against him for more friction.
Finally, he slipped his digits into her while his thumb stroked her clit. He eyes drifted closed and while her mouth opened, releasing the sweetest sounds.
“Eyes on me.” He told her. He eyes snapped open, meeting his gaze. “I want you to look at my while I get you there. I want you to know every second that it’s me giving you this pleasure. That only I can make you feel this good.”
She moaned against his lips as he kissed her. “I’m so close,” she breathed.
Lucian picked up the pace, sliding his fingers in and out, increasing the pressure on her clit until she melted in his arms. Her lips open shouting his name as became putty. She finished with a breathless whisper.
“We’re not done yet, bella.”
He guided her to the king bed in the suite laying her down on her back and spreading her legs. She writhed on the bed below him. “Please,” she moaned.
He stared down at her. “Gorgeous.”
He removed his shirt and his pants followed behind quickly.
“Please,” she begged again.
Lucian pressed his erection against her opening. Damn. This woman was going to be the death of him.
Slowly he pushed himself into the heaven between her thighs. She moaned as he thrusted deeper into her and her walls tightened around his cock.
“Yes, bella, give it to me.”
She cried out with another orgasm as Lucian continued to pound into her.
“Yes,” she cried, her arms wrapping around his torso, nails scratching down his back.
Lucian came and collapsed beside her on the bed.
Yeah, she was going to be the death of him.




Chapter Fifteen

She laid, wrapped in her pink sheets, not wanting to move.
The soreness between her thighs was unbearable, and there was nothing great about that.
She no longer believed anything that Gemma DelGado said.
She wanted to scream. She wanted to cry.
Finally, moving from her bed, leaving the red stains behind she glanced in the mirror.
There was a dark hand shaped mark on her right arm, it hurt when she ran her hand over it.
Fuck. She thought.
◆◆◆
 
Soft silk sheets were swaddled around Adelina when she woke up. There was nothing better than a fresh set of sheets with a high tread count. They even smelt like an ocean breeze, she thought inhaling.
Her eyes drifted open exposing the room around her. Lucian’s suite. The night before drifted back into her head as she began to feel the aching in her core.
Yeah, Lucian was pretty good.
However, he wasn’t lying next to her bed.
She wrapped the sheet around her naked body and padded out of the bedroom on her bare feet.
“Morning,” Lucian greeted, raising a glass of orange juice toward her.
“What time is it?” she asked rubbing a hand across her eyes.
“Nine a.m., bella.” He rounded the corner to press a kiss to her cheek.
“So early.” She groaned.
He chucked behind her, grabbing a covered plate from the cart in the entrance. “I thought you might think so. Here, I got you room service.” He sat the plate at the high-top table, removing the cover to reveal pancakes and bacon. “Eat up,” he told her. “We have a long day ahead of us.”
The long day he was referring to included flying to New York for the second engagement party. This time with his family.
She groaned. “Haven’t we had enough parties?”
He raised his eyebrow, “We haven’t even gotten to the big one yet, bella.”
“I know! That’s the problem. How many are we supposed to have?”
Lucian smirked, wrapping his arms around her body. “Just let them enjoy it, bella. Let the world celebrate our engagement.”
She rolled her eyes. “Fine.”
“Don’t little girls dream about their wedding day?” Lucian asked.
“Not this little girl.” Adelina told him, shoving a bite of pancake into her mouth.
“Why?”
That was a good question. Because from a young age everyone told her she was going to be marrying Theo? Which wasn’t always a bad thing. There was a time when Theo was the light of her life and she was thrilled to grow old with him. He was her best friend.
“I don’t know.” Adelina shrugged. “It never seemed like my day. It was just a thing that Theo wanted.”
Lucian nodded. “I know, things have been a little… rough for you, but I want you to know that this is your day. You can have whatever you want, I will make it happen.”
Adelina pondered this thought for a minute. “So, if I wanted to ride down the aisle on a unicorn?”
Lucian smirked. “Would a horse with a fake horn work?”
“Hmm, I could probably make that compromise.”
“Consider it done then.”
“You know I’m kidding, right?”
“God, I hoped so.”
◆◆◆
 
The Luchese estate was massive. Adelina was overwhelmed with the beauty of the place. A huge white house, sitting lakeside. The inside was covered in dark wood floors and bright white walls. It was the beachiest Mafia house Adelina had ever seen.
She loved it.
“You didn’t tell me,” she tugged on Lucian’s sleeve. “That we could have a house that wasn’t dark and dreary.”
Lucian looked her over with a smile, but the girl was dead serious.
“Baby, you can paint our house purple if it makes you happy. I don’t give a fuck as long as your living in it.”
Her cheeks turned a bright red at his statement. No one had ever talked to Adelina like that. It was always demands with Vinny and Massimo, do this, do that. With Theo, he had their whole life planned and she was just along for the ride.
But Lucian, he was constantly giving her choices, constantly asking her questions, valuing her opinion. And all she did was complain.
“Okay,” she whispered to his amusement.
“Adelina!” Anette cooed, embracing Adelina into a big hug. “I’m so happy you’re here!”
“Of course.”
“Come, come. Let me introduce you the ladies.”
Anette pulled her away from Lucian’s side to a group of women who had taken over a corner of the living room.
“Here’s the bride!” Anette shouting as they approached. “Adelina, this is Carlotta, Lucian’s Aunt, and her daughter Daniella.” Carlotta smiled brightly wrapping her arms around Adelina.
“Over here this is my friend, Ciri, she has two girls around here somewhere-” Anette looked around before spotting them. “There, Lila!”
“Lila,” Ciri called. “Come meet Adelina.”
A tall bottle blonde stepped up to her. “Lila,” she smiled, extending her hand.
“Addy,” Adelina shook it.
“My other daughter is around her somewhere,” Ciri said scanning the room. “Ely, I’ll find her for you.”
“Nice to meet you.” Adelina said putting on her best smile.
“Intimidating, huh?” Lila asked. “Meeting like fifty people at once.”
Adelina smiled, “Yeah, it’s a lot.”
“Just pinch me if you can’t remember a name or something. I’ll slip it to you.” Lila winked. “Us girls gotta stick together, right?”
“Right.” Adelina smiled, a little more genuine this time.
She was paraded around the room, introduced to people that she already could not remember. All of the five New York families were present, but she had yet to meet any of the men. Apparently, they were all holed up in Carlo’s office.
“Ma, can I steal my girl back now?” Lucian voice was a reprieve. Annette was great, sweet, kind, and nicer to Adelina than most people in Providence, but she was exhausting.
“Fine.” She pouted. “Just for a bit! I hardly get to see her.”
“You’ll get to see her all the time once she lives here. I promise you two will be sick of each other in no time.” He pecked her on the cheek.
Live here.
The words reverberated in Adelina’s head. It was October now, and by May she would no longer be in Providence, but instead in New York City. A place that she visited for the first time today.
Hours from her mom, from Gemma. She felt a little sick at the thought.
# # #
Adelina had been paraded around every corner of the Luchese estate. She had met every long-lost cousin and acquaintance there was. He feet ached in her Prada heels.
“One minute.” She mouthed to Annette as she slipped away. The outside was quiet. Adelina inhaled the cool October air. Everyone was being extremely nice to her, but the introvert in her just needed a break.
“It’s hard being paraded around like a princess huh?”
Her head whipped to the auburn haired, hassled eyed girl leaning against the side of the house. Clearly, she had forgot to check for anyone else before she walked outside.
“Yeah,” she said. “Sorry I didn’t mean to interrupt.”
The girl took a long inhale from what looked to be a cigarette. Adelina sniffed the hair. Weed.
“It’s cool. Want some?” she offered the joint to Adelina.
“No thanks.”
“Princesses don’t smoke?”
“Something like that.” Adelina laughed.
“I’m Ely, by the way.”
“Adelina.” She replied.
“I figured. You know, since you’re the guest of honor.”
Adelina laughed. “Yeah, I guess so.”
“So why are you hiding out here?”
Adelina took a seat in one of the plush outdoor chairs. “My feet hurt.” She told Ely with a laugh. “What about you?”
“My family.”
Adelina smiled, “I know that feeling.”
Ely put out the joint and sat down next to Adelina on one of the chairs. “So how does it work?” she asked. “This arranged marriage thing.”
Adelina shrugged. “Still figuring it out I guess.”
They were quiet for a moment.
“Have you met my wonderful sister?” Ely asked, sarcasm dripping from her words. “Lila.”
“Yeah,” Adelina smiled, “She’s very nice.”
Ely scoffed. “Perfect, according to my parents.”
Adelina laughed. “How so?”
“She married the perfect man. Just like they wanted. Apparently, that’s all girls are good for these days.”
Apparently.
“I take it you don’t want to get married?”
“No.” She paused for a minute. “I don’t.”
“For me,” Adelina said, “It wasn’t that I didn’t want to get married, it was more that I didn’t want to lose my choice in the matter.”
“Yeah.” Ely nodded, “I think that’s it. So, what did you do?”
Adelina shrugged. “I guess Lucian gave me a choice, and that was what I really wanted.”
Ely laughed. “So, it just worked out?”
“Yeah, I guess.” Adelina smiled. “Sorry that’s not very helpful.”
“No, it is. Thanks.”
“So, who’s the prospect?” Adelina asked.
“Anyone and everyone.” Ely sighed. “I kind of, like, fucked up.”
Adelina waited a moment for her to elaborate.
“They had one arrangement and I ran away. I guess he’s pissed beyond belief and doesn’t want me anymore, which is honestly fine by me, but my father is livid.” She exhaled a long a breath. “Now I’m on house arrest, and apparently this is my one night of freedom.”
“Wow.” Adelina inhaled a sharp breath. “And I thought my life was bad.”
Ely burst into laughter, Adelina quickly following.
“What are you girls laughing about?” Enzo asked coming through the sliding glass doors with Lucian behind him.
“Our lives.” Ely smiled. “I should have known you would come to find me.”
Enzo chuckled. “I’ll always find you, Elle.”
“Come with me,” Lucian gestured to Adelina.
She following behind him, his arm slipping into her elbow as they walked.
“Lucian?” She asked as he guided her out to the patio.
“Yeah?”
“Uhm, where are we going to live?”
Lucian smiled down at her, and guided her over to the gazebo which was empty and slightly away from the party. “I have a condo, in the upper East Side. If you don’t like it though we can go somewhere else. Buy a house, yeah? Whatever you want.”
Adelina thought this over. There it was again: whatever she wanted. What did she want? A house, a condo, a life in New York City? She didn’t even know.
“What are you thinking about, bella?”
“You’re very nice to me.” She settled on saying. The gazebo was settled off to the right of the large back yard. There was a beautiful view of the lake, and she could still see Enzo and Ely over on the patio.
Lucian snorted out a laugh. “You’re my fiancé, shouldn’t I be?”
“I guess.” She shrugged.
He took both her hands into his, the warmth felt amazing on her cool skin. He looked into her eyes, she swore he could see deep into her soul.
“Beautiful girl, I know that men have not treated you fairly. I know you’ve been walked all over, but that stops now.” He told her, no hint of joking in his voice. “Whatever they did to you, I promise I never will. I will love you like you deserve to be loved. In every possible way. So, when I say that you can have whatever you want, you can. You want to move out to Rye and live next to my parents? Done. You want a sky rise in Manhattan? Done. Even if you want to ride down the aisle on a fake unicorn, I will get it for you. Understand?”
“A fake unicorn?” she asked.
“Whatever you want.” Lucian chuckled.
She smiled for a minute, not saying anything. “Thank you.” she finally settled on.




Chapter Sixteen

There are three major players in New York.
The first one being the Luchese’s. Anything that happens in Brooklyn, the Bronx, Manhattan, or New Jersey is Luchese. If it’s not, well, they’re getting a pretty nice chunk of it.
The second big player would be the Morello’s. John Morello is verging on ancient and has yet to find a predecessor for his family. He only has two daughters, both of which are spoiled princesses, and have yet to bring in a decent man for their father. Pretty soon, he might just be irrelevant.
Next up, you have the DeLaurentis’, who run some streets in Brooklyn, Queens, and Long Island. Matteo Jr. is being groomed to take over their family. 
Then, you have the Colombo’s. Also known as royal pains in the ass. Christophe plans to hand his family off to Leo, who in Lucian’s humble opinion is a major prick.
And finally, the DeCavalcante’s, the worst of the bunch. Their sons, Adriano and Emilio, might be worse than Leo. Their sister, Ava, trails behind them like a puppy with her legs tucked between her legs, which reminds Lucian of the way Adelina used to be treated, putting the DeCavalcante’s even lower in his book.
There’s this thing with men in the Mafia where they think their women should at home cooking and cleaning, or looking pretty on their arms.
But that’s not true.
Any good man would tell you that a woman should be treated like a queen. She deserves to have everything she wants in life.
And Adelina, well she’s the best of the them all.
Lucian couldn’t think of a woman who compared. She was gentle and kind. She talked to every person she was introduced to with a bright smile. She even danced with some of the little kids.
She was the light of the party.
Adelina in New York was completely different than at Massimo’s house in Providence. She was smothered there, constantly told what to do. Made to feel ashamed of herself.
But here?
She was free.
Lucian was slowly falling for this version of Adelina. Sure, he liked every version of her, but free Adelina? She was addictive. He could watch her all day.
“You’re staring.” Carlo said coming up behind him.
“I know.”
“You’re falling for her?”
“Pops,”
Carlo shot him a look. “You know when I suggested that you go meet her, I wasn’t sure what to expect. I never intended to have you boys find love the way your mom and I did. I thought we were rare, an arrangement that worked so perfectly.” Carlo looked at his son than over to Adelina who was playing with his nephew Dante’s young daughter, Cleo. “But you two.” He sighed. “I think you’ll be okay.”
“I think so too, pa.”
◆◆◆
 
“I see you’ve met princess Cleo.” Lucian said smiling as he approached his girl and his baby cousin. Cleo might have very well been the joy of their family. She was the first baby, and she was the spitting image of her father, Dante, with tanned skin, honey brown eyes, and a head of dark curls.
Dante was the second oldest of the cousins after Lucian. He met his wife, Mia, back in high school and married her after she got pregnant when she was 19 and Dante was 22. Nobody made a peep as Dante did the right thing, and now they were a young couple with a gorgeous 4-year-old daughter and Dante’s crew was bringing in quite a bit of money for the family.
Cleo’s eyes lit up. “I am a princess!” she shouted. “Miss A. Linda said so too!”
“Adelina.” Adelina corrected her.
She looked at her confused. “That’s what me said.”
Lucian chuckled.
“Where’s your auntie?” Lucian asked. Her aunt was Dante’s sister Daniella.
Cleo shrugged her shoulders.
“Right here.” Daniella waved her hand. “Apparently I’m chopped liver compared to the fancy new girl.” She smirked at Adelina.
“Ew. No liver.” Cleo announced.
“Sorry Daniella,” Adelina smiled. “But Cleo told me I’m a better dancer.” She shrugged.
“Oh,” Daniella jumped up from her chair. “I’m going to show you, Cleo!” She shouted grabbing a giggling 4-year-old and dragging her away.
“You’re amazing, you do know that?” Lucian pulled Adelina into his arms, pressing a light kiss to her forehead.
“You’re family’s kind of great.”
“You make them happy.”
She looked up at him smiling.
“I think I like New York City.”
“Oh baby, you haven’t even seen it yet.”
◆◆◆
 
Lucian could watch Adelina stare at the city all day. She was mesmerized by everything. Times Square. Rockefeller Center. Every single storefront.
They spent their entire Sunday exploring the city. Lucian had already seen it all, but Adelina was experiencing everything for the first time. And Lucian loved that.
Last night he took her home, against Vinny’s wishes, to his condo in the Upper East Side where she stood with her jaw dropped for a while.
Adelina had grown up in money, but everything here beat Providence by miles. She loved his condo, even though he told her several more times that house hunting was an option, she told him no.
She padded around the place in her bare feet in the morning, attempting to make pancakes. They both learned a good lesson, Adelina couldn’t cook.
Then they set out. Lucian was in no rush to take her back to Providence, hell, he’d let her move in today if that was what she wanted.
“Let’s get coffee.” He led her into a small café where he ordered two coffees and Adelina picked out a handful of sweets from the display case.
“I want one of those t-shirts!” she announced between bites of her chocolate Danish. “You know, those I heart NY ones.”
“Tacky,” Lucian told her smiling. “You’re not a tourist.”
She laughed. “Clearly I am.”
“Pretty soon you won’t be.” He murmured, sipping his coffee.
“True.” She smirked, “But for now, I am, so I probably need one of those shirts.”
Lucian caved. And bought her an “I Love NY” shirt off a street corner. Yeah, he’d do anything to keep that smile on her face.
◆◆◆
 
Christmas passed through New York in a whirlwind of snow and perfectly wrapped gifts. Their first Christmas was spent hours apart with Adelina in Providence and Lucian in the city. This would be the last holiday they spent separated though, Lucian had promised himself that. Day after day he became more and more obsessed with Adelina. And day after day he was envious of her twin dorm room bed that held her at night while he was hours away. He wanted her home, in her bed. He wanted her hair to grace his pillow case, her lipstick stains on his glassware. He wanted every part of her, the good, the bad, the ugly, and the beautiful. He wanted it all. He had never felt this way about a woman before. This intoxication.
Maybe he needed a detox.
Or maybe, he just needed her here. Maybe he was better off with this addiction.
She was the best drug he could get his hands on.
He bought her a plane ticket from Rhode Island to New York City. She was due here any moment now and then they would be off. He planned a trip for her, his first in years, and he couldn’t stop smiling thinking about Adelina’s excitement.
“Where are we going?” She had asked with a light laugh as Lucian piled her matching Michael Kors suitcase and duffel bag into the trunk of his Mercedes.              
“It’s a surprise.” He smirked. “You’ll know when you see it.”
Her face glowed but her mouth said “I don’t like surprises.”
“I doubt that, Bella.”
It was about a fie hour drive from Manhattan to the southern part of the Adirondack Park where Lucian’s grand-father had house on Lake George. They took their first stop Poughkeepsie for Adelina to use the restroom. He legs shook during the drive and her head was glued to the window taking in all the surroundings.
“Have you never been on a road trip?” Lucian asked with an amused smirk.
“No.” She responded. “Well, Boston. But that’s not that far.”
“So, let me get this straight,” Lucian took a deep breath. “You’ve only been to Rhode Island and Massachusetts?”
“And now New York.” She said biting off the head of a sweetish fish, her chosen snack from the gas station.
When she wasn’t window site seeing, she sang mindlessly along with the radio. It was so beautiful, Lucian feared acknowledging it would make her stop. So, he sat back, foot on the gas pedal, listening to her dreamy voice fill the car as trees sped by around them.
Was this heaven?
With her, in this car, everything around them melted away with the trees. New York was miles behind them, Providence was nowhere in sight. There were no problems to be solved in this car. No family obligations to worry about. Just the two of them, the music, and the forest.
This could work.
They could live like this.
Drop reality and find each other to block out the pain.
She could be his and he would be hers.
But it wouldn’t last. He knew that. At the end of the day he would take he back to Providence where he knew there was a price on her head and pray to God no one got to her before he got to them.
But for now, he would soak of this moment of Adelina, wild and free, with him.




Chapter Seventeen

“You’re not listening to me.” Theo told her. That wasn’t a great start to their evening, Theo being angry only ever ended one way.
He was worse now that he had graduated high school. Adelina wanted to think that was because he had more pressure on him now that he was working for his dad but his actions made her believe it was her fault.
Because he couldn’t be with her during the day. His friends reported back to him and they’re word were always twisted.
Adelina didn’t behave.
She talked to other guys.
She dressed inappropriately.
She was too friendly.
Everything wrong right now was her fault.
◆◆◆
 
The driveway to the Luchese lake house was lined with snow covered trees and it felt like several miles before Lucian’s Escalade made it back to the house. The site was beautiful. A two-story log cabin built on a hill overseeing Lake George. The bottom part of the house was covered in the grey stones and above it the breaks in the logs gave way for beautiful open windows. The whole house was covered in sparkly white snow and looked like it belonged on the cover of a magazine.
“Come inside,” Lucian cooed, obviously enjoying her amazement.
Her family wasn’t poor, but they weren’t wealthy like this. The inside smelled like wood, and she inhaled deeply letting the aroma relax her. The walls were lined with wood planks and knotty pine cabinets stood proud in the kitchen. An inviting leather sectional took up space in the living room and all around them were blue and green accents. The home was so warm and inviting Adelina wanted to grab a book and settle in.
“There’s more,” Lucian smiled. “Come on,” he led her out the tall French doors at the back of the house onto the patio. The large patio wrapped around to the side of the house and overlooked the hillside to the private beach, and the beautiful lake.
The sun was just setting and orange and pink clouds lingering in the sky while the remaining light reflected off the watery surface.
Was this heaven?
“So,”
Lucian was taking her in, waiting for a response.
“I love it.” She whispered.
And she did. She loved the house, the view, the escape.
“Think you can handle the weekend here.” Lucian joked.
“Absolutely.” She was still to in awe for witty comebacks.
◆◆◆
 
The bathroom was possibly her favorite part of the lake of house. There was a Jacuzzi tub with jets and a shelf full of bath soaks that she was fawning over, a picture window with a beautiful view of the lake, and her favorite: the rainforest shower. She had been underneath the spray for so long her fingers were starting to prune, but she loved it. The shower itself was huge, lined with subway tiled walls, and had a seat in the back. She let the warm water hit her face, soak her hair, and wash away all of her problems.
She sang while she was in the shower. She started with Beyonce, stumbled through and Ariana Grande song, and just continued to sing whatever melody popped into her head. She danced in the open shower, swinging her arms wildly to the beat in her head as the stream of water crashed over her.
“Can I join you, bella?” Adelina jumped at the sound of Lucian’s voice.
He stood in the doorway, naked. Her eyes wondered his toned body. His muscles were defined from his calves to his pecks. Eight taunt abdomen muscles teased her, and his cock make her swallow hard.
“Yes.” Her voice was a faint whisper.
Lucian chuckled. “Holding a private concert in here?”
Her cheeks turned pink, sharing her embarrassment. “Could you hear me?”
“Yes.” Lucian smiled entering the stream of water, letting it splash over his face and drop down his tanned body. “But I love listening to your voice.”
He ran a hand through his thick dark hair, probably a week past needing a haircut.
Adelina could stare at this man all day.
“Don’t stop on account of me.” He smirked. When she didn’t begin singing again he started to, a series of do’s and da’s in fast paced tone.
The tarantella.
Laughter bubbled up from her. He danced too, a clap high then low, kick with the right then left. She joined him, their feet sliding around on the slippery tile, every so often his tune would stop while he snorted a laugh.
“I think this is better with shoes on,” she laughed breathlessly.
“And a dance floor.”
His eyes met hers green to chocolate brown. Slowly he leaned in for a kiss.
His lips gently touched hers at first and then they kissed harder, needier. He pressed her against the tiled shower wall and used one hand to protect her head while the other roamed her body.
“Sing for me bella.” He whispered in her hear as he placed delicate kisses around her collar bone. She hummed a few notes before she started singing God is a Woman, not fast like it was meant to be sang, instead she sang it slow and sultry.
“Don’t stop singing.” Lucian told her between kisses. “No matter what.” He began to slowly plant kisses down her abdomen and lower and lower until he was in front of her sex.
He used his hands to separate her legs and moved his head closer, inhaling deeply.
Adelina’s legs shook and her voice cracked as Lucian pressed his lips against her.
“Don’t stop.” Her reminded her. “If you stop, I’ll stop.”
With that, he used his talented tongue to lick between her folds.
She moaned, but quickly resumed singing.
She was so close to coming. She felt it in every inch of her body. The spray from the rainforest showed trickled down her shoulder blades mixed with her own sweat and wanting.
She wanted this so badly, but also never wanted it to stop.
She could barely focus on the song anymore and Lucian worked furiously on her clit.
Her orgasm crashed over her like a wave, sweeping away anything in its path. She wasn’t sure what notes left her mouth as she sang/screamed her way through it. She was panting as her legs collapsed and Lucian scooped her up.
He removed her from the shower, wrapped her in a soft bath towel and laid her down in bed.
“Not even closed to being finished, bella.”
◆◆◆
 
Time with Lucian seemed to go by quickly, before she knew it Adelina had spent a week at the Luchese lake house. She sipped her freshly brewed coffee in front of one of the many massive windows overlooking Lake George. The lake was frozen over and covered with a dusting of fresh white snow. This place was so peaceful.
Just the two of them.
They spent their days lounging in front of the fireplace or in bed, Lucian making her come over and over again.
She could get used to this life.
Spoiled.
Loved.
Lucian met her every need. She was beginning to imagine their life together. Would they spend Christmases here? Maybe one day with kids running around. She could imagine snowmen lined up outside with top hats and little pipes hanging from their lips. Or maybe summers, too. She could see the kids running off the dock and jumping into the lake. They would cook outside and build camp fires. For the first time in her life she felt like she could really have this.
Happiness.
She could taste it on the tip of her tongue.
“What are you dreaming about?” Lucian whispered in her ear, starling her.
She smiled for a moment, the daydream still so fresh and realistic. “Our life.” She whispered back.
He returned her smile. “Tell me about it.”
“What if,” she lingered, “We never went back?” she paused gauging Lucian’s reaction, which was cold. “Hear me out,” she continued. “What if we just stayed here? Or what if we ran away.” She rose from the chair turning to Lucian, grabbing both his hands in hers. “What if it was just us, and we left all this stuff, all this bullshit, behind.”
Her eyes sparkled as she posed the questions. She could imagine them, somewhere far from the Mafia’s grasp. Somewhere they could throw obligations out the window and just be Lucian and Adelina.
He gave her a slight smile. “Bella,” he whispered. “You know why we can’t do that.”
Her smile fell, her emotions plummeting with it.
“Yeah,” she mumbled. “It was stupid.”
“Hey,” he used his forefinger to lift her chin so she was looking at him. “I didn’t say that. You know I would love to, but we can’t.”
Before she could respond his phone started ringing and he quickly answered, leaving her and her wild dreams behind.
“Lucian.” He greeted the caller sharply.
He listened intently for a moment before snapping at them. ”What?” he asked, followed by, “When?”
Before she knew what was happening Lucian was packing their bags back into the Escalade.
“Where are we going?” she asked.
“Back to Providence. There’s been another shooting.”




Chapter Eighteen

“What the fuck, Luchese?” Being greeted by Vinny was the last thing Lucian wanted when he stepped off his private jet with Adelina in tow. He chose to ignore that comment, but it didn’t stop Vinny from continuing.
“You’re supposed to be handling this issue not off fucking my sister!”
That did it.
Lucian dropped the bag he was carrying to grab Vinny by the shirt collar. “I’d stop talking if I was you.”
Some men couldn’t learn respect but Lucian would be damned if he let Vinny continue like that.
Vinny huffed. “One of my men died.”
“Well you’re damn lucky you’re not dead right now.” He dropped his hold on Vinny. “Get out of my face, DeMarco.”
Adelina looked worried when he turned back to face her. She had looked worried ever since he got the phone call at the Adirondack house.
“You’re safe.” He said again, he’d been telling her that since they left the house but her face still gave the impression she didn’t believe him.
“Yeah,” Vinny spun around to face them. “Yeah, well too bad Maria DelGado can’t say the same.”
Adelina froze at Vinny’s words. “What?” she stammered.
Vinny walked towards them with a puffed chest, almost proud to disappoint his sister. “Yeah, Gemma’s mom is dead.”
◆◆◆
 
If he didn’t believe it before, Lucian now knew that Vinny DeMarco was a sardonic asshole. The one man who had died was a soldier that was driving Maria DelGado. The running assumption was that whoever hit them probably thought Guiseppe, consilerge to Massimo, was in the car. Instead, they hit his wife.
They drove straight to the DelGado house, that was filled with made men and the grieving family. Gemma met them at the door. Her face was bare of makeup and streaked red from crying. Her whole body shook as she hugged Adelina. The two went upstairs and Lucian hadn’t seen them since.
“Dad,” Gio’s irritated voice rang out. “You need to rest.”
“I’ll rest when I’m dead!” Guiseppe retorted. Guiseppe was quite the character in or out of grief. He had been a lawyer for most of his life now. Mostly for the mob, but every once and a while he fought a non-mafia related case, though those were mostly just for the money. And because he was damn good at it.
The man was verging on 60, but still look good in a three-piece-suit. His age was evident though, though the crepey skin on his neck and face, the salt and peppered hair, and the large bifocals he wore. His brain was sharp though. He was notorious around here for his ease in a courtroom or police station. His was the number that every man had memorized.
“I’m fine.” Guiseppe shouted irritably.
One bullet and this man was reduced to a grumbling old guy.
Crazy how that works.
“What?” Lucian snarled into his ringing phone.
“Geez, who pissed in your coffee?” Enzo responded on the line.
“No one.” He growled to Enzo. “What do you need?”
“No bro, the question is what do you need? I hear your Providence issue is getting worse.”
“Yeah.” Lucian groaned, looking around. It was getting worse, the body toll was rising.
“So, do you know what you’re going to do?” Enzo asked.
“No.” Lucian sighed, entering what looked to be a spare room and closing the door behind him to have some privacy with his brother.
“What are you going to do?”
“Well, there’s a problem. Nobody actually knows what happened. Looks like Massimo fed them all this line of bullshit and now they’re at war but no one really knows why.”
“Huh.” Enzo nodded. “Why would he do that?”
“I think he’s hiding something and Adelina claims nothing happened that night.”
Enzo snorted. “She was beat up.” He’d seen the pictures. It wasn’t a secret, most men in their world had. It wasn’t an everyday occurrence for the daughter of one of the Underbosses to get beat up, let alone the same night two men are killed.
She was bruised and bloody with a jagged cut down her side. Her face was swollen in every photo, and she showed up to her father’s funeral a week later limping with a cane. Someone had hurt her badly, and yet, she claimed nothing happened.
Lucian didn’t see Adelina as a woman who took kindly to be hit, so why lie? Who was she protecting?
“Yeah. I think she’s afraid of someone.”
“The Irish?” Enzo asked.
“I don’t think so. I think it might be Maranzano.”
Enzo’s gasped on the line. “You think he hit her?”
“I think he did something. You should see the way she looks at him, En, she’s terrified.”
“That video he played…”
“She said it was something Theo asked he to record. He said it was just for him. She has no idea why Massimo had it.”
“Probably went through the kid’s phone.” Enzo suggested.
“Yeah.”
“You worried about her?”
“Yeah,” Lucian told his brother. “I don’t know what his issue is with her and don’t get me started on her brother.”
“He’s scum.” Enzo snorted. “Wouldn’t leave me alone at the party, kept insisting we were all brothers now.”
Lucian scowled. “I don’t trust him.”
“Me either, bro.”
“I think it’s time I have a chat with our friends in Boston.”
“Need backup?” Enzo asked.
“Not yet.”
◆◆◆
 
Today was the day. Lucian decided begrudgingly that today he was going to head to Boston and try to put the pieces together on this puzzle. His gut told him that Providence was using him. If it was anyone else Lucian would have left them to fend for themselves, but he knew if he did that Adelina would be screwed. And not in the sexy way.
He drove his Mercedes north toward Boston. Today, he was going to make a visit to the O’Conner family, Boston’s most notable Irish.
Niall O’Conner had been running the streets of Boston since he was 17 and his father was shot. He ran his territory through fear and intimidation, no one fucked with him.
But today, Lucian was probably going to.
He had a hard time controlling his emotions when it came to Adelina.
Lucian wasn’t surprised to see a wall of muscle when he made it to Niall’s house in Cambridge.
“Italians.” One of the linebackers spat when Lucian exited the Mercedes.
“I’m here to see your boss.” Lucian smirked.
All bravado.
“He’s busy.” A slightly smaller linebacker told him from behind thick black sunglasses.
“Tell him Lucian Luchese is here. I think he can clear his schedule for an old friend.” Lucian leaned against the Mercedes. He was lying through his teeth. Niall was no old friend of his.
The smaller linebacker shrugged his shoulders and headed into the house. When he returned a few minutes later, he was waving Lucian in.
Niall sat behind a wide oak desk in his office when Lucian entered. The place was pretty nice. The desk was flanked by a set of matching bookcases, there was a dark leather couch in the corner, and several matching chairs. Above the desk there was painting with what Lucian assumed to be an Irish blessing.
“So, St. Patrick’s Day is coming up?” Lucian smiled.
“Hah!” Niall laughed. “I had no idea Italians had a sense of humor. Sit,” he gestured to the chair in front of the desk. “Liam, see if our friend here want’s drink.” Niall shook a glass of amber liquid when he gave the order.
Lucian checked his watch, 10 AM. The Irish started early.
Liam, Niall’s second oldest, set a matching glass of whiskey in front of Lucian.
“Thanks.”
Lucian could hear children singing in the background, he assumed Niall’s kids, the man had a handful of them. Lucian was only familiar with the boys of the family. Niall Jr, who was killed by the Providence Italians. Declan, the one most involved in the family’s illegal business since his brother’s death. And Liam, who managed the legal side of business. The rest of the kids - all women as far as he knew - were a complete mystery to Lucian.
“So, what can I do for you, Luchese?” Niall asked throwing his feet up on the desk.
“Well,” Lucian swirled the liquid around in his glass. “This thing, with the Maranzanos…” Lucian trailed off.
This seemed to aggravate the man, who was just laughing a few minutes ago. “What about it?” Niall spat.
“What will it take for it to stop?” Lucian asked, not beating around it.
Declan hissed. “Really, Luchese? You work for them now?”
“Declan.” Niall silenced him. “Tell me Luchese, I hear your marrying Angelo’s girl. Is that true?”
Lucian took a sip of the whiskey, letting it burn its way down his throat. “It is.”
Niall nodded. “So that’s why you want this to end then?”
“Yes.”
Niall thought for a moment. “You know what she did, Luchese?”
Lucian stayed silent.
“Didn’t think so.” Niall shook his head. “She’s a liar, that bitch of yours.”
Lucian felt his hands curl into fists. The last thing he wanted to do was punch this man and makes things worse, but he also hated to hear anyone call Adelina a bitch.
Niall shot the rest of his liquor down his throat. “No one touched that girl.” He spat. “And she runs around telling them that my boy beat her. That he ordered the hit on the Maranzano boy and Angelo.”
“Niall, I’m not ignoring your loss here, but both sides have lost enough, don’t you think?”
His eyes shot up to meet Lucians. “I’ll tell you what Luchese. I’ll end this war once you deliver me the girls head on a silver platter.”
Lucian felt sick to his stomach.
Niall O’Connor was clearly insane.
Lucian had been told as much, but still, he had higher expectations. He had no idea what he was going to do, but he knew he needed to keep Adelina safe.
He pulled up Enzo’s contact on his phone as soon as he was out of the crazed man’s house, texting him to send additional men. Adelina wasn’t going to be alone until this was over.
◆◆◆
 
Lucian could watch Adelina sleep all night.
She was beautiful.
Lately, he’d been working while she slept for most of the night. Stumbling in later and passing out. But tonight, he just wanted to enjoy her presence.
“Theo,” his eyes jerked to her. She was still asleep. He had never heard her talk in her sleep before, and if he was being honest with himself, her saying that name was like a knife to his chest.
“Don’t, stop, please.” She cried out.
He wasn’t sure if he should wake her. She was still for another moment and then, “Theo, no!” she cried.
“Adelina,” he rocked her gently. “Baby, wake up, you’re okay.”
He eyes fluttered open taking in her surroundings. “Lucian?”
“Yeah, baby. You were having a bad dream.”
She nodded.
“Do you want to talk about it?” He asked, brushing a stray piece of hair behind her ear.
“No,” she murmured.
“You were crying, Adelina.”
“I’m sorry.” she whispered.
He tilted her head to look at him. “You don’t need to be sorry, I just want to know what happened.”
“It was just a bad dream.”
“Tell me about it then.”
She rolled away with him, dragging the comforter up and curling into herself. “I can’t.”




Chapter Nineteen

Gemma had been Adelina’s rock since they were kids. Every problem she ever had, Gemma helped her figure it out. The first time she ever had a panic attack, Gemma was there practicing deep breathing with her. Gemma had never once let her down.
Adelina felt guilt and shame at a level she had never experienced before.
This was all her fault.
After a week of mourning, Gemma came back to school. Her brothers wanted her to drop out and take a break this semester, but she said she hated being there without their mom. She said she felt more comfortable in their dorm room, but her tears at night made Adelina feel differently.
Gemma was there every day after Adelina’s dad died, so Adelina did the same. She bought more ice cream and cookies then they needed, keep a steady stream of movies playing, and almost every night they spent cuddled into each other.
She was going to make sure Gemma got through this.
It was the least she could do.
“Hey,” Max barged through their door.
Currently Adelina was at her desk and Gemma was curled up in a sweatshirt and fleece blanket watching Gilmore Girls, again.
“Hey, what’s up.”
Max invited himself in, and jumped up on Adelina’s bed to get comfortable. “So, I was thinking we go to open mic tonight, get out of here.”
Gemma didn’t redirect her focus from the t.v.
“Gem,” Adelina prodded, want to get out for a minute?
She looked at them like they were aliens, but ultimately muttered sure.
◆◆◆
 
The Blue Door Café was possibly one of Adelina’s favorite places. She loved the atmosphere and listening to all the different artist. Not everyone sang. Sometime there were comedians, poetry readings, skits. There were tons of people with different instruments and every genre of music was played there.
She couldn’t get enough.
This place was like home to her.
This was where she let it all out. Everything that had every built up in her came out when she stepped on to that stage.
The Blue Door was home.
Gemma came out with them, still in her baggy Brown University sweatshirt, leggings, and brown boots. She nursed a margarita, but her head bobbed to the music which Adelina noted as improvement.
“Sing with me tonight, Addy?” Max asked, sipping his beer. “We haven’t done a duet in ages.”
That was true, they hadn’t. Lucian tended to arrive in the city on Thursdays night and though he didn’t say anything, Adelina could tell he wasn’t a fan of Max. His eyes sent daggers every time he saw him.
“Sure.” Adelina sipped her own Long Island Ice Tea.
“That one with Camilla Cabello?” he asked, referencing the new Shawn Mendes and Camilla Cabello duet they had been playing with.
“Yeah.” She smiled. They hadn’t sung that one in a while.
The thought of singing to a bunch of people had always made Adelina sick, but actually singing on stage had always felt right. Once she got up there she was able to block everyone out, and in her mind, it was just her and Max.
They sang to each other. Max sat strumming the guitar, and Adelina stood both hands wrapped around the microphone. She hit the last note and her music high began to fade, slowly showing her all the faces in the crowd until her eyes landed on Lucian.
He stood there in a sleek black suit, with a black dress shirt and tie. Matching that much shouldn’t have been so hot, but on him, it was.
The scowl on his face, however, that made her shudder.
His eyes were locked on Max and he looked like he wanted to rip him apart.
Max stepped down from the stage smiling, not even paying attention to the monster who was quickly approaching.
It all happened so fast. Adelina could see it coming, but couldn’t get her lips to move.
Lucian smashed Max right in the face with his fist. Taken aback Max fell into one of the black club tables.
“What the fuck?” he screeched.
Lucian waltz toward him, ready to strike again.
“Wait!” Adelina finally found her voice. “Lucian, stop!” she jumped off the stage, rushing to protect her friend.
“Move,” Lucian told her. There was a look in his eyes that Adelina had never seen before. He was crazed.
“Stop.” She whispered. “Please.”
His eyes softened as he looked her over. He leaned closer to Max, who was holding his broken nose with his hand. “Stay the fuck away from her, yeah?”
“Fuck you!” his shout was muted by his hand that was staunching the flow of blood.
“Wrong answer.”
“Lucian, no!” Adelina shouted. Now the manager was heading in their direction and everyone was stating. “Please let’s go.”
“Fine.” Lucian grabbed the sleeve of Adelina’s sweatshirt, pulling her towards the exit.
“You’re not good for her!” Max shouted from behind them, this time clearer. “She doesn’t need a piece of shit like you, she needs someone to take care of her. Trust me, you’re not it.” 
Lucian stood assessing him, all bravado.
“Please,” Adelina begged again. “Please don’t hit him.”
Her eyes were running.
“Let’s go.” This time he pulled on her sweatshirt harder.
“Gemma,” she cried. “We can’t leave her.”
“Nico,” Lucian called to the enforcer that had been following Adelina lately. “Get Miss DelGado home safe.”
“Can do.” He responded quickly.
“Hey,” Adelina screeched. “Let me go.”
Once they were in his Mercedes, being properly chauffeured, he dropped her arm.
“You can’t drag me around like that just because you’re angry.” She shouted, rubbing her affected arm.
He looked over at her, accessing the redness he had caused. “I apologize.”
“Do you apologize for hitting my friend?”
“No.” He leaned back against the window.
“Lucian, why?”
He shook his head. “I saw the way he was looking at you, bella. I don’t want any man looking at you like that.”
“We’re friends.” She shouted. “We were just singing.”
“Don’t sing with him anymore.”
“Are you serious?”
“Dead.” He told her.
She wanted to scream. This was Theo-like behavior. Telling her where she could and couldn’t be. Who she could and couldn’t talk to. She was no longer under that type of control and she was never going to be again.
If this is how Lucian really behaves, then she needed an out.
This wasn’t going to work.
“Lucian, don’t you think you’re over reacting a little bit?” She reached her left hand forward to touch his thigh, catching herself to late. Lucian grabbed her hand.
“Where’s your ring?” He asked gripping her hand.
Her stomach dropped immediately.
“I, uh,” she stuttered.
“Adelina.” He rarely called her by her full name.
“I forgot to wear it.”
Her friends already thought Lucian was some monster who just waltzed into her life, adding on that they were engaged would have sent them spiraling. Gemma was the only one who knew the truth and Adelina planned on keeping it that way.
“You forgot to wear it?” she nodded in response. “And then you go and flirt with another man?”
“Those two things are not connected, Lucian! And we were singing!”
He dropped her hand. “Where is it?”
“In my room.”
“Go to her dorm.” He instructed the driver before turning back to her. “Tell me really, why didn’t you wear it?”
She bit her lip nervously. “My friends don’t know. I mean, Gemma does, but she’s the only one.”
His face softened from anger to a look of hurt. “Why?”
“I didn’t want to explain how we went from dating to engaged in a week.” She looked down at her lap. “That’s not really normal, ya know.”
Lucian sighed. “I guess you’re right.”
They drove along in silence for a few minutes before Lucian broke it. “Wear it.” He told her. “We’ll figure out a story to tell your friends.”
She nodded. “Okay.”
“Thank you, bella.” He leaned forward to kiss her temple. “I’m sorry I hurt your friend tonight. I promise he’ll be okay.”
She glared in his direction. “I’m still mad about that.”
“I understand.”
“You can’t just hit people, Lucian.”
“Well, I beg to differ there.”
“Lucian.” She scolded.
“I’m sorry, bella, but you know how I was raised. I’m not about to let any other man touch you or look at you.” He said the words with disgust.
How he was raised.
She thought the words over.
They were all raised like this. She was never going to escape. 

◆◆◆
 
Adelina clicked her freshly manicured finger nails against the desk. It had been four weeks, a whole month, and she still had one of Lucian’s goons sitting in all of her classes with her, and another one out in the hall.
How was it even possible that this guy not only got into Brown, but was able to get into all of her senior level classes partway into the semester.
Money.
Money could literally buy you anything.
Lucian was in and out of Providence like crazy, the Irish were still at large, and Adelina’s social life was suffering thanks to her body guard’s presence.
She couldn’t be around her friends without questions about Lucian coming up. She was pretty sure they were beginning to suspect her family is a little dirty.
Which they are.
Even so, she liked the anonymity she had at Brown.
Seven months ago, Adelina wanted her senior year to last forever. To avoid having to get married and move away from the one place that become her sanctuary. Now, she was ready for it to end.
“Miss DeMarco.” Ren, her new “classmate” gestured to the room that was slowly emptying. Her enforcers never tapped her, never touched her, barely spoke to her.
“Yeah,” Adelina muttered, “let’s go.”
The second enforcer, Joe, followed along behind them. Both were silence as they walked back to her dorm. She was ten seconds away from pulling her hair out.
“Do either of you speak?” she asked, a little louder than she meant.
Ren looked confused. “Of course.”
She sighed. None of the goons Vinny had put on her were like this. Roberto taunted her endlessly, constantly threatened to tell on her, and generally made her miserable. These two were linebacker sized mutes. In the four weeks Lucian had them following her, they hadn’t even had one single issue. Not even an Irish sighting.
“We’ll be out here.” Ren told her when they reached her dorm room.
“You do that.” She mumbled slamming the door behind her.
“Secret service still at it?” Gemma asked flipping through an issue of Cosmo.
“Yep. I’m going crazy.” She dropped her bags on the floor and ran her fingers through her hair. “And, I’m pretty sure they report everything I do to Lucian.”
Gemma snorted. “Well, they do work for him.”
“I’m going nuts, Gem.”
Gemma dropped the magazine. “Let’s go out tonight, blow off some steam.”
Gemma had been doing better since her mom died. Lately, she’d been acting as if nothing was wrong.
Adelina gestured to the door where they both knew Ren and Joe were on the other side. “With dumb and dumber following me?”
“I don’t think they’re dumb,” Gemma mused. “Come on, Ad. Let’s go.” She whined.
“He’ll just show up and drag me off.” She huffed, laying back on her twin bed.
“Maybe,” Gemma mused. “Or maybe we could ditch them.” He lips curved upwards into a huge smile.
That’s a dangerous game, Adelina thought. Ditching the enforcers and having a night out would piss everyone off, but part of her needed some fun so badly she was willing to risk it.
One night away from Lucian.
What could go wrong?
◆◆◆
 
Ultra was packed when Adelina and Gemma arrived, goons in tow. Sweaty bodies pressed against each other on the dance floor as the girls squeezed through the crowd and too the bar.               Ultra was a Mafia approved bar, it belonged to Gian, as many of the popular clubs did.
Adelina felt warm from the shots Gemma had plied her with before the left and she swayed slowly to the music.
“Two vodka and soda waters!” Gemma shouted to the bartender shoving a limitless credit card in his face. Gian gave Gemma no restrictions when it came to spending money, as long as she was happy and out of trouble her brother tried not to keep her on a leash.
Adelina wished Vinny would take a note from Gian’s book.
Then again, she wasn’t Vinny’s problem anymore.
She checked her phone.
Still nothing from Lucian.
“Here.” Gemma pushed the drink in front of her, simultaneously telling the bartender to keep the tab open. Gemma always paid for their drinks as Adelina’s card was closely monitored by Vinny. She had no money of her own, no bank account to her name. The thought suddenly made her sick.
She belonged to the Mafia.
Nothing she had was hers.
She took a long chug from the drink, inhaling most of it, before slamming it down for a refill.
“My girl,” Gemma cheered her on.
The bartender sat another one in front of her. She drank that one down too.
“So, we dance and then we’ll sneak off to the bathroom and out the window.” Gemma told her smiling.
If anyone was a pro at sneaking away from over controlling men, it was Gemma DelGado.
They took to the dance floor, losing themselves in the rhythm, moving their hips in time with the song that blasted through the place.
“I have to pee.” She told Gemma, the signal to get out of this place.
Hand in hand they ventured down a back hall to the women restroom.
Adelina checked herself in the mirror. The drinks already had her filing warm and dizzy, she braced herself against the sink taking a moment to pull herself together.
“Adelina DeMarco.”
An unfamiliar voice spoke to her. The reached around her with a cold arm and pressed a rag against her mouth before she had a chance to react or scream. Her body was moving quick enough, paralyzed with fear and drugs.
Then all she saw was black.




Chapter Twenty

People got kidnapped every day.
This wasn’t unique.
Especially in Lucian’s line of work.
But Adelina, Lucian didn’t think he could live with himself if anything happened to her. This was just another reason added to the list of how he couldn’t protect her.
Hell, maybe he couldn’t protect anyone.
His stomach was doing somersaults and his heart was beating way to fast.
He wasn’t used to feeling like this. Normally when something went wrong in his line of work he was the one with the clear head. He could sit back, assess, and plan. But today? Today, he was fucked.
“Why in the world would you two go out!” Gian scolded his sister. Did he think that was going to help? That maybe they could go back in time and Gemma and Adelina would suddenly know better than to go out clubbing when there were people out there trying to hurt them.
Because Lucian knew it wouldn’t.
Maybe he had kept her on to tight of a leash. Or maybe it wasn’t tight enough. Maybe he should have asked Ren for a report every 30 minutes instead of hourly. Maybe then he would have caught this. Maybe then he would have got there sooner.
He could go on with these thoughts all night. But it didn’t change a thing.
Adelina was gone.
How long did he have before they started mailing him body parts? Niall was a gruesome man, and he was still grieving which made this a dangerous conversation.
Lucian knew one thing though, he was going to get Adelina back.
“We need a plan.” He slammed his hands down on the table. “And Gian stop yelling at your sister, she made a mistake.”
Vinny scoffed from the corner. “A mistake that’s going to get my sister killed.”
Lucian’s eyes snapped up. He was across the room in three quick steps, hands gripped around Vinny’s neck. “Don’t ever fucking say that again.”
Vinny nodded beneath Lucian’s arms. The man was weak under pressure.
“We are going to get Adelina back safe. If we don’t, somebody’s blood is going to be spilled. Do I make myself clear?”
Lucian looked around the silent room where Enzo, Gian, Gio, Gemma, and his men watched.
“Now somebody come up with a damn plan.”
◆◆◆
 
The plan was simple.
They were going to break into the O’Connor warehouse. Not the best plan Lucian had ever concocted, but the best one he had right now.
If it was anyone else, Lucian would have waited. Created a better plan, scouted the location, conducted more ground work.
But it was Adelina.
And the Irish had a grudge and a point to make.
There was no way he was leaving Adelina with them any longer than he already had.
So here he was, outside what looked to be an abandoned warehouse in the Southside of Boston’s underbelly with only a few men he trusted by his side.
His phone vibrated in his pocket. Enzo.
“Talk to me.” He answered.
“Liam’s here.” Enzo got to Boston first with a few trusted men from New York and had been scouting the place for a few hours before Lucian arrived with Vinny and the DelGado brothers. Vinny couldn’t be trusted at all in Lucian’s opinion, but the DelGado’s were good men to have on your side. Gian, was a fearless leader and a good shot. And Gio was an expert at getting in and out of places without anyone the wiser.
As far as plan went, this one was simple because there wasn’t much of one.
Make sure Adelina was there, then Gio would lead the way in breaking and entering, and Lucian would save her.
Done.
“Did he see you?” Lucian asked his brother.
“Nope. You said Niall was pissed when you met him, right? He hates her?”
“Him and his sons.”
“If they have her Luc, this is it. Liam’s come out a few times. No sign of Niall though, but if they want revenge they would do it themselves.”
Enzo was right. They blamed Adelina for the death Niall Jr. and if they’re going to hurt her, they’re not going to let somebody else do it. They’re going to do it themselves.
“We go in soon.”
“She’s there?” Vinny asked as soon as Lucian closed the call.
“Enzo think’s so.”
“That’s not good enough.” Vinny snorted.
Lucian raised his gaze to send Vinny a look. “It is for me.” He grabbed cocked his gun. “We’re not letting them tourer her anymore. If you don’t care to save her, feel free to stay behind. Gio, you’re coming with me.”
“I think this is a dumb move Luchese.” Vinny grumbled.
“Well good thing no one gives a fuck what you think.
“Fuck you, Luchese, she’s my sister.”
Lucian inhaled deeply. “She my fiancé, DeMarco. It’s your fault she’s in this mess, but I’m going to get her out.”
Carrying the gun close to his side, Lucian exited the car with Gio close behind.
There were only two outcomes Lucian could think of.
1. Save the girl.
2. Die trying.




Chapter Twenty-One

Tap.

Tap.
Tap.
“Tell me something, girl. What did you think was going to happen?”
Adelina’s head felt like it was on fire. The skin around her mouth and nose burned like a bitch, and her temples throbbed with a heartbeat of their own.
“Tell me.” The voice said again, but she had no energy to look up to it.
Irish, she thought.
All this time she thought Lucian was paranoid for wanting to keep her under lock and key. But now, maybe he should have.
“Look at me.” A rough hand grabbed her chin forcing her eyes to meet the ones belonging to this voice.
She didn’t recognize the man. He was a tall brute with graying hair and pale skin. Behind him stood another man, this one younger, maybe her age, with chestnut hair and toned muscles peaking from beneath a white undershirt that was spotted with blood.
Adelina immediately began to assess herself. Her hands raked down her body looking for cuts.
“It’s not yours.” The young one told her seeing the panic on her face. He tapped the bloody bat he was holding again the concrete floor.
“Wh-whos?” she choked out.
“The Italians following you.”
A wave of grief hit her.
Her enforcers.
They were put in the middle of this because of her.
“Girl,” the older one grabbed her face again. “You haven’t answered me.”
Adelina closed her eyes searching back, what was the question?
“Why did you do it?” he supplied for her.
Her mind danced with what he wanted to hear.
Why was she born into this famiglia? Why was she ever with Theo? Why was his son dead because of her?
Why did she lie?
That was what he really wanted to know. Why did she tell this lie that had caused a war between these families? A lie that had now killed countless men.
This war was her fault. This blood was on her hands. And now, she was going to pay for it.
“Tell me!” he shouted, this time kicking her in the abdomen.
She curled onto her side, protecting her sore abdomen. “I didn’t.” She responded. As if it was that simple.
But to Adelina, it was.
She never told a single person who beat her.
Who had kicked her repeatedly.
Told her she was worthless.
Cut her skin with a pocket knife.
Massimo told them.
◆◆◆
 
The physical pain was nothing.
It was probably even deserved.
The bruises and scars were just additions to her collections.
But the grief, that was going to kill her.
Knowing what she had done to these men. To her family. To all the lives lost because of her.
That pain had her shaking, crying, wishing to be dead.
“Just tell me.” Niall, she had since learned his name, was sitting across from her on the concrete. His face was filled with sadness. He blamed her. “Why did you say it was him.”
“I didn’t,” she whispered, but he didn’t believe her. Maybe it was her communication, maybe it was because she wasn’t telling him the full story.
He scoffed. “Make this easy for me, girl.”
She nodded.
She was broken. No longer the strong woman who longed to get out of Providence.
No longer the part of herself that fought back.
No, Adelina DeMarco was a broken woman.
“You’re turn” he said suddenly, pausing to spit at her before he stood from his stool in front of her.
She was surrounded by chain-link on a cold concrete floor with her hand handcuffed around a chipped pole. The entire place, wherever she was, smelt like blood and death.
She was sure she was going to die here.
The younger man, Declan she had heard him called, spun the bloody baseball bat in circles. He whistled a sinister tune and he smacked the baseball bat near her head, making a large smacking sound against the cement walls. She shuddered as he repeated the process over and over.
He crouched in front of her shaking form. His muscles taunt against the white shirt, stray pieces of hair fell onto his face. In another situation, she might even think he was attractive, but here, she was absolutely fucking terrified.
“I didn’t.” The words came out as a whine, she sounded pathetic and she mentally scolded herself for it. “I didn’t tell anyone-“
“Liar.” He cut her off with a slap to the face. “Next time I use the bat.”
She whimpered. “Just do it.” She whispered this time. “Kill me.”
A sinister laugh escaped his lips. “But then you wouldn’t be able to talk.”
The floodgates started again. She was beyond done and she couldn’t hold a single tear in. She had nothing left, nothing to give them.
“It wasn’t him.” She croaked. “He wasn’t even there.”
Declan’s eyes lit up. “Dad!” He called.
“Where you in Boston.” Declan asked as Niall returned to the small chain-link room.
“No.”
“Then why?”
Adelina sighed. She could hear Massimo’s voice in her head. “You are never to speak of this, do you understand.”             
But what did it matter now? She was never going to make it out of this concrete prison.
“Theo did it.”
Niall looked confused.
“Theo hurt me, not your son and when my father walked in…” she couldn’t find the rest of the words.
When her father walked in he shot him. So quickly he didn’t even blink.
Killing a made man was a death sentence, but killing the bosses’ son. That was even worse.
Niall put the pieces together, his face moving from confused to understanding.
“Massimo told me not to say anything, so I didn’t.”
Niall ran a hand down his face.
“I know this doesn’t change anything, but I’m sorry.”
Niall shook his head. “I get it now.”
Declan blew up his cheeks and the release all the air in a huff. “So, let me get this straight, he killed your boyfriend and your father and you protected him?”
Adelina sniffed back a tear. “I didn’t.. I couldn’t say anything. No one would have believed me anyway.”
Niall paced the small space. Back and forth silently for what seemed like forever.
Finally, smirking he walked over to Adelina.
“I bet you want payback for what he did to you.”
Her brows furrowed with confusion. “What?”
“Payback, girl. For this lie he forced on you. For what his son did to you.”
“I, uh..I don’t know.”
“Well sunshine,” he smiled. “Today’s your lucky day whether you want it or not.”




Chapter Twenty-Two

“What?” Lucian snarled into his ringing cellphone. Enzo knew he was about to walk into this warehouse so if he was calling him now it had better be good.
“They let her go.”
“What?”
“Adelina, she just walked outside.”
Lucian hung up the phone quicker than he answered it and began running. The door to the warehouse was only fifty yards away, and if Adelina was there he was getting to her as quickly as possible.
His dress shoes hit the pavement in loud thuds but finally he arrived to her.
She was dressed in a small, tightly fitting black dress that was ripped along the bottom seam. Her feet were bare and she shielded her eyes as she adjusted to the sunnier exterior.
“Bella.” Lucian called as he got close to her.
She looked up at him with teary eyes and smeared makeup.
“You’re here.” She whispered.
“Always.”
He wrapped his arms around her and she collapsed in his arms.
He wanted to kiss every inch of her. To find every spot where she was hurt and make it better. He wanted to fix all of this for her. But first, he wanted to get her home.
◆◆◆
 
Adelina was curled up the hot bath tub water. She was silent as Lucian ran the soapy washcloth over her back and down the cut on her arms. He washed the leftover makeup from her face and scrubbed her dirty hair with her favorite lavender shampoo.
The living room of his hotel suite was filled with men, fighting over next steps.
They weren’t going to let this stand.
“He’s coming for them.” Was all Adelina had told him before she passed out in the backseat.
She was covered in dirt and blood, but still Lucian couldn’t shake that this wasn’t the worst beating she’d ever received.
He lifted her from the bath, wrapped her in a fluffy robe, and carried her to the bed.
“Bella,” he said sweetly, “Please tell me what happened.”
He brown eyes, filled with nothing but sadness, lifted to meet his. They stayed like this for a moment. Brown eyes against green.
He could see in hers that she was broken now.
She never was before, she always had a fight in her, but now, he glossy brown eyes looked like they couldn’t take anymore.
He would protect her. He swore to himself he would never let her feel this pain again.
“Theo,” she whispered and then, gaining the smallest bit of strength said his name again. “Theo did it.” The story came rushing out of her. Tears silently falling from her eyes, she told him everything.
Lucian had never felt anger the way he did in that moment.
Someone who was supposed to love her.
Protect her.
How could he hurt her like that?
And how could Massimo protect him?
“We’re ending this.” He told her. “This all ends now. I promise you,” he said, tucking a stray hair behind her ear. “I will protect you. No one will ever hurt you again.”




Chapter Twenty-Three

“Bella, please get on the plane.” He was begging, and the sound of it was driving Adelina crazy.
Everything was driving Adelina crazy since the kidnapping. Her entire body felt like it was covered in thumbtacks and weighted down with anchors. She wanted to spend as much time as possible in an alcohol induced haze underneath her covers.
She didn’t want to talk to anyone.
She didn’t want to eat.
And she sure as hell did not want to fly to New York.
Yet, here she was on the runway standing outside Lucian’s family plane. She hated everyone right now, and yes, she knew that sounded mean but she didn’t care.
Depression was a bitch.
But so was being kidnapped by your family’s rivals.
“Just, please, you’ll be safe away from this mess.”
She huffed out a breath.
Yeah right.
She wouldn’t be safe anywhere.
It wasn’t like Lucian to beg, and part of her felt guilty for bringing him to this point, but another part of her didn’t give a shit.
“Fine.” She finally grumbled, grabbing her backpack on the pavement. “I’ll go.”
Enzo was already waiting in the jet for her, Lucian however, would be staying behind.
Maybe that’s why she was pissy, because the man who promised to protect and spend his life with her was once again going to be away from her.
Shouldn’t they be facing this obstacle as a team?
Wasn’t she more than a damsel in distress?
She boarded the jet with no more complaints, at least no more that she would voice out loud.
◆◆◆
 
She had spent two whole days under the large down comforter in the Luchese guest bedroom. She was pretty sure that Lucian’s parents thought she was a slob. The room had begun to smell from the lack of showers she had taken. Annette checked in multiple times a day, each with some type of food that Adelina had barely touched. She brought in coffees, and teas, water and sodas and yet nothing had left the room empty.
She was sinking. She could feel her body getting weaker. Most of the time she slept, waking in cold sweats with a scream on the tip of her tongue. One time, Carlo rushed into the room when she was actually screaming.
A non-depressed version of herself might have felt embarrassed, but this version of Adelina took comfort in calming words and he sat with her until she fell back asleep.
In the moments when she was awake, all she thought about was the time she spent in that warehouse dungeon. She re-played the look on Niall’s face over and over again on a loop.
His anger.
She felt that too.
She was so angry.
At Massimo, for making her lie.
At Vinny, for forcing a marriage onto her.
At her father, for not being here for her.
And at Theo, for hurting her.
God, did he hurt her. She had loved him, loved him deeply at one point. Then he became so territorial. He saw her as an item, and object that belonged to him and when she no longer played his game he hurt her. Over and over again.
Her gut twisted when she thought of him. Instinctively he fingers traced over the small heart tattoo that covered her scar.
Love was supposed to be this deep connection that could never be broken, yet here she stood in its brokenness.
“Alright princess,” Enzo crashed through her door without even a knock. “You’re getting up now and we’re going outside.”
She groaned in response.
“You smell.” He said leaning on the bed. “And this isn’t healthy.”
“Leave me alone.” She pleaded, hiding herself further under the covers.
He pulled the blanket back just enough to see her face. “Addy, it’s time for tough love. You had two days to mull over these feeling. Listen, I’m not saying it’s not warranted. What happened was awful, it should have never happened to you, and I’m sure my brother will be making amends for it for the rest of his life. Right now, you need fresh air, you need food, and you need normalcy. Most of all, you need to shower.” He gave her a lopsided grin at his last remark.
“Asshole.” She grumbled.
“I want to take you somewhere.” He finished. “And this is not a negotiation.”
It was the intrigue that finally lifted her from the bed. Enzo wasn’t wrong, a shower was much needed.
The hot water washed over her sore muscles providing some relief. She scrubbed her hair with a peppermint shampoo and by the time she left the shower she was already starting to feel normal again.
She traded sweats for a pair of jeans and a loose-fitting t-shirt before heading downstairs to meet Enzo.
“Gorgeous.” He smiled genuinely at her. “You look great.”
“Thanks. I already feel a little better.”
The step was leaving the mansion. This one was more painful for her. She hadn’t been outside in days, and she quite frankly didn’t want to. She followed Enzo out to his BMW. The May sunshine hit her face and brought her warmth. She stood there for a moment, breathing in the fresh air and letting the sun hit her face. Maybe the outside world really wasn’t that bad.
◆◆◆
 
After lunch at one of Enzo’s restaurants, he drove them to a shooting range.
“Enzo,” she eyed him skeptically. She hated guns, she wasn’t a huge fan before Theo and her father were shot, but ever since that moment in the Marzano house she couldn’t stand the sight of them.
“Listen,” he inhaled deeply “I know they’re not you’re cup of tea, but I want you to learn how to shoot. You don’t have to carry one or use it ever if you don’t want to, but try it. You have power in this world, Addy, you just need to figure out how you want to use it.”
“Okay,” she conceded.
Enzo fit her with a Smith and Wesson 9mm hand gun. “Sorry it doesn’t come in pink.” He chucked as he taught her how to hold it.
She only glared at him in response.
The gun felt heavy in her hands.
Enzo taught her how to aim it, prepare for the kickback, and set up her target. The white paper at the end of the range had a black silhouette with circles acting as targets for her. She squinted her eyes narrowing in on the kill-shot, which Enzo told her was the center of his chest. Her finger rested on the trigger.
All she saw was Niall O’Connor.
Niall with his taunting laughter.
Niall kicking her in the gut.
Niall asking “why” over and over again.
Niall fucking O’Conner.
Even after being warned, the kick back startled her when she shot the gun, and the bullet pierced the silhouette with slick movement.




Chapter Twenty-Four

“Hey it’s Enzo, not here right now, so- uh- leave a message.” Lucian found comfort listening to Enzo’s voice. It would have been better if he’d answered, but he’d take what he could get.
“Hey Enz,” he sighed into the phone. There were so many things he wanted to say, yet he couldn’t quite place them into words. “I guess, I’m calling because I just wanted to tell you... Uh, incase anything happens, take care of her, okay? Just make sure she’s okay. She’s strong, she’ll make it through but it will probably be hard for her. She’s in a lot of pain right now, but it will pass. Tell her that, okay? That it will all pass. And, tell her I love her. Okay, love you.”
He hoped to go those wouldn’t be his final words.
“Ready?” Nico asked him.
He took a deep breath.
Yeah, he was ready.
He wanted to kill these assholes.
◆◆◆
 
Armed with the truth, Lucian finally knew who the assholes in this fucked up situation were.
“They’re in his office.” The enforcer pointed him down the hall as he entered the Maranzano mansion.
The Irish were shitty. Lucian would never deny that, but they were the ones who beat Adelina nearly to death and killed two people. No, that was her own supposed family.
“Lucian,” Massimo greet. “Sit, please.”
Lucian sat down in one of the leather chairs in Massimo’s office, Nico waited behind him in the doorway.
“To what do we owe this pleasure? Hmm?”
Years of taekwondo training taught Lucian to inhale deeply and keep his heart rate from spiking in moments like these. He kept his cool, even though a savage part of him wanted to rip this man’s head off.
There were many ways he could have gone about this endeavor. For starters, he could have sent someone else, but he really wanted to see the look on his face.
“Well Adelina is safe now.”
“Yes, great news. Good job.”
“I mean safe from you.”
Massimo feigned confusion. “I’m not sure what you mean?”
“I mean, I know what happened.”
Vinny perked up in his seat across from Lucian. “What the hell?”
“Shut up.” He snapped. “My turn to do the talking.”
Both men stared back with surprised faces.
“So, your son,” he pointed to Massimo. “was beating Adelina. Did you know?”
“What?” Vinny snapped.
Massimo hung his head. “Yes.”
“That’s what I thought. Then, your best friend and your father figured it out. Like any father, he was pissed so he shot Theo to stop him.”
Vinny sat enraged, hand gripping either side of the chair. “What the fuck is he talking about boss?”
“And then, when you found Angelo hovering over your son and his passed-out daughter, what did you do?”
Massimo sat silent.
“What did you do?” Lucian asked again, this time slamming his hands down on the desk.
Massimo raised his head slowly, his lips snarled into a sinister look. “I shot him.”
As if timed perfect, Vinny pulled his weapon from the holster on his hip, cocked it, and pulled the trigger.
One bullet right to Massimo’s head. He now lay slumped in his chair, the single wound releasing a steady flow of blood.
As quickly as Vinny unloaded his weapon into Massimo, Lucian shot one perfect round into Vinny. He dropped to the floor before he could shoot anymore bullets.
Screams rang out from above them, likely Massimo’s wife.
Lucian didn’t give a fuck.
His work here was done.




Chapter Twenty-Five

“Adelina.” Theo called. He was angry.
He was always angry these days.
He was under pressure, he would tell her.
She continued to walk away from him, back toward the house. Theo’s parents were gone for the night and he had asked her to come over.
Theo found her acceptance letter to UCLA on her desk, and the fumes had been rising ever since.
She wasn’t to leave Providence.
She wasn’t to go to college.
She was supposed to be the perfect housewife, and she just wasn’t.
So now he was angry at her, because he left bruises on her arm.
She told him she wanted to go home then, which only made him angrier.
He did everything for her.
He paid for everything.
Made sure she was cared for.
Made sure she was protected.
At least that’s what he said to her.
She walked away from him, which was a mistake. Because Theo hated not having the last word.
He slammed the door when he entered the house behind her.
“You little bitch.” He shouted.
One punch to her gut.
Another hit her shoulder.
A slap to her face.
And another for good measure.
Another punch took her to the floor.
His foot kicked her arm.
Another foot to her shoulder, this time breaking the skin there.
He lowered his body until he was hovering over her.
A punch to her face.
And then it repeated.
And repeated.
Then the knife came out.
Oh, how Theo loved that knife.
The men around him knew he was angry when the knife came out. Adelina had one heard a story about how he killed a man slowly with 100 cuts.
One slice under her left breast made her eyes cloud with water and the searing paid made her scream out.
This was it, she thought.
Until finally, she heard a gunshot, and then there was blood everywhere.
Now, there was only darkness.
◆◆◆
 
It had officially been one week since Lucian sent Adelina to New York.
She was going crazy.
Lucian’s parents were great, and they doted over her every need. Annette bought new clothes, made her comfort food, and watched shitty t.v. Dramas with her. Adelina was sure the woman had never watched an episode of Dance Mom’s before this week, but for her, Annette whipped up some popcorn and they binged it.
Still, Adelina felt helpless.
Lucian had promised to never make her feel like the princess in a gilded cage, but somehow, that’s exactly how she felt.
He hadn’t called her at all. And she was sick with worry. The last thing she wanted was to add one more name to the list of deaths that were her fault.
“Hey,” Carlo’s soft voice intruded her thoughts.
Adelina was currently in an oversized t-shirt she found in Lucian’s childhood bedroom, shorts, and bare feet. Carlo didn’t say a word, but she knew she looked like a mess. She hadn’t brushed her hair and she couldn’t remember if she showered that day. She was pacing around the Luchese library which had quickly become her favorite room.
“Did you hear from him?” she pestered.
“He’s okay, dear.”
Adelina sighed with relief. “Why won’t he call me then?” She asked in a whisper.
Carlo stepped closer to where Adelina was in the library. He rested a hand softly on her shoulder. “He’s working on getting back to you, dear.”
She nodded solemnly.
“Come with me,” Carlo told her, “I have something I want to show you.”
Adelina followed Carlo from the library upstairs to his office, the one room in the estate she had yet to explore.
His office was decorated differently than the rest of the house. The light and airy feel quickly morphed into deep reds and dark wood.
“Sit,” Carlo told her.
She sunk into the soft leather chair and Carlo took a seat in his chair on the other side of the desk. He ruffled through papers until he finally found and old crinkled envelope with a sigh.
“I think it’s time you read this.” He reached across the large oak desk to hand her the distressed envelope.
“What is it?” she questioned.
“Read.”
The envelope was addressed to Carlo Luchese and the return address looked to have been torn off in the original opening of the letter. From inside the envelope Adelina pulled out a single page of yellow legal paper. She carefully unfolded the paper to reveal her father’s handwriting. She would recognize it anywhere. The letter was dated June 16, 2010, the day her father was killed. She inhaled deeply and read.
My old friend,
I fear I have made the worst of mistakes, and so I pray that you have it within your soul to help me. You know my sweet Adelina, she’s eighteen now. I thought for a while that she had hit normal teenage years and that is why she had stopped sharing things with us. But I no longer believe that to be the reason. You see, she’s been secretive lately and late at night I can hear her crying in her bedroom. She used to be so proud and strong, my source of light in this dark world, but I fear now that the darkness has latched onto her.
See, I discovered she’s been hiding bruises. Wearing long sleeves in summer and piling on makeup. I think someone has been hurting her. Unfortunately, you know why I cannot confront her boyfriend.
I’ve been pondering this for a week now, and the more I think about it, the more I realize I have failed her. My sweet, beautiful girl. I have failed her. So tonight, I have decided I am going to follow them. I fear that tonight will confirm my suspicions and I do not know what will happen if I am right. I hope she will understand why I am doing this. I hope she will always know that I love her.
Carlo, should anything happen to me tonight, I ask that you take care of my girl. That you make sure that she is treated right.
She deserves the best in life.
And should I not return, please tell her I love her.
Sincerely,
Angelo DeMarco
For a moment, Adelina did nothing but trace her pointer finger over the curves of his slanted handwriting while the tears ran down her cheeks.
“He knew.” She said with a shaky voice.
“Seems so.”
“I always thought…”
“He knew what he was doing. He was setting you free.”




Chapter Twenty-Six

The sound of the piano greeted Lucian when he entered his parent’s mansion.
Aside from Lucian and Enzo messing around as kids the damn thing was never played.
But damn did it bring him comfort now.
Home. He thought to himself, this is what home sounds like now.
He found Adelina in the library at the piano. Her fingers drifted over the keys and she sand along to the melody. Her eyes were squeezed shut as the words poured from her lips.
She was beautiful like that. He could watch her all day.
“Hey,” she gave him slight smile. “You’re back?”
“Yeah, bella.” He walked slowly over to her at the piano. “I’m sorry it took so long.”
“It’s okay.”
“How are you?” he asked, kneeling in front of her.
“I feel better.” She ran a hand along his stubble covered cheek.
“How are you?”
Lucian could only remember one time in his life that he cried. When he was ten and one of the neighbors he was playing with had just been shot during a drive-by. The bullet that hit her was meant for him. It was the only time that he had let weakness slip through, but here in front of Adelina he felt tears sliding down his face.
“I’m so sorry.” He told her.
“What happened?” She held his hands in hers. “It’s okay, Lucian, tell me what happened.”
He lifted his teary eyes to meet her warm brown ones.
“I’m sorry, I had to kill him, I did it to protect you.”
◆◆◆
 
Adelina rushed to her mother, who stood on the porch of their family’s Providence home with open arms. 
“Ma,” she cried. Wrapping her arms around Eve with such force Lucian was surprised they both didn’t go down. “I’m so sorry.” She bellowed, the tears came with such force that she could barely hold her weight as she hung on to her mother.
“Shh, bambina. It’s okay.”
Evelyn looked over to Lucian, her eyes scanning him in his black suit, black shirt, and black tie. Most fitting for the occasion.
“Bambina, go into the house. Mmkay? There’s a kettle of tea on the counter.”
Adelina cautiously followed her mother’s instructions, giving Lucian one last glance before she went inside.
“Lucian,” Evelyn said calmly. Calmer than he expected. He wanted her to yell. Scream that he murdered her son. His future wives brother.
That he was a monster.
That there was no redemption for a man like him.
Because that was the truth.
That was what he felt in his heart. There was no coming back from this. There was no winning the girl after this.
Lucian Luchese had no right to call Adelina DeMarco his after what he did.
He was ashamed of himself, and Eve had every right to be angry and to tell him to fuck off.
Instead, she smiled politely at him.
“I’m sorry.” He told her instantly, and the flood gates came open. “I’m so so sorry. I can never make this up to you-“
Evelyn silenced him with a wave of her hand.
“I forgive you.”
He was stunned.
“Just liked that?” he asked her.
“Sit with me?” She gestured to the two wicker chairs that adorned the DeMarco front porch.
They each took a seat. Eve stayed silent for a moment, breathing in the fresh air that spring had brought them. It no longer felt moody and dark, instead May had brought them sun and warmth.
“You know, Angelo always said our kids would never have arranged marriages.” Lucian winced at her words. “So, when you came along and I stood behind silently, I knew Angelo would be so angry with me. I prayed and prayed that he would forgive me.” She looked up at the sky thoughtfully for a moment. “But now, I think this was his doing.” She turned to face Lucian. “I think he sent you here to protect her, something we failed at.”
“No-“ Lucian tried to interrupt.
“Yes.” Evelyn smiled at him. “I failed her as a mother. I should have protected her. But you? You have protected her. I believe you will continue to protect her. I think you’ll always put her first, and she deserve that. She deserves to be loved and cherished. So, no. I’m not mad at you Lucian. There is a part of me, as a mother, that is morning my son. Who he used to be before we let all this darkness into his life. But there is also a part of me as a mother who is so grateful that this man, you, have so much love in your heart for my child that you would protect her at all costs.”
They sat in silence for a minute. The warm May breeze falling over them.
“I will always protect her, Evelyn.” Lucian finally told her.
“I know.” She smiled warmly, placing a hand on his knee.
“You know you can always stay with us. Get out of Providence for a while.”
Evelyn looked fondly at her family’s home. The house with white siding and a red door. “Angelo talked about traveling before he passed. We spent so much time dedicated to this family that we never got the chance. I think I’ll do that traveling now.”
Lucian gazed over her. She was an older version of Adelina, with dark chocolate hair peppered with gray strands. She was elegant in her age.
“If you need anything-“ he began.
“I know, Lucian. Just keep her safe, hmm?”
He nodded.
If there was one thing Lucian knew he could do for the rest of his life: it was keeping Adelina safe.




Chapter Twenty-Six

At twenty-three Adelina was convinced she had attended enough funerals for a lifetime.
This one though, was different.
Final.
She was ashamed to admit that she felt relieved. She had cried for hours after Lucian told her. She mourned the brother that she loved, the one she grew up with, who rode bikes with her, who kicked her legs under the kitchen table. The boy deep inside him who she truly did love. She couldn’t deny however, that she was not going to miss the monster that he grew up to become.
Her mother had been a mess at her father’s funeral. Adelina distinctly remembered her throwing herself onto her father, cries shaking her body. He mother shouted to the heavens, cursing them for doing this. She was a wreck. But, today, standing in front of Vinny’s closed coffin she only shed one silent tear.
Adelina expected her to rage at Lucian, he killed her son, but instead she greeted him with a warm hug as if nothing had happened.
Massimo’s funeral was being held at the same time. Funny, Adelina thought that her father and Theo shared a funeral and so would Massimo and Vinny. Four men, all dead. She couldn’t help but blame herself, but she knew deep in her heart that’s not what her father wanted.
He wanted her to be happy.
And damn it, she was going to be.
She would find happiness in this world with Lucian.
She couldn’t be angry, because he was only the second person in her life to risk his life to protect her.
She was loved. She knew that now. She felt the warmth of it surrounding her.
They buried Vinny in a grave next to their father.
“Rest peacefully.” She whispered dropping a single white rose onto his coffin as it lowered into the ground. “We’re okay now.”
◆◆◆
 
“Where are we going?” She was blindfolded, which seemed hot but she truly had no idea what Lucian’s surprise was.
They had been in New York for a few days now. She was officially a graduate of Brown University with a degree in Literary Arts. A graduate with no job prospects and a gorgeous condo in New York City.
“Where are we going?” she whined.
“You’ll see.” He whispered into her ear, making all the hairs on her neck stand.
He led her from the Mercedes into a cold building that had a old bar smell to it. He sat her down in a hard, wooden chair. “You can take it off now.” He told her releasing the tie of the blindfold.
She was in a small closed bar. The floor had small pub tables, the bar was old and wooden with chairs lined up around it. In the back was a large stage with a piano already on it.
“What is this?” she asked running her fingers along the bar.
“Yours.” He answered.
“Mine?”
“Yeah.” He came closer to her, wrapping his strong arms around her waist. “This is all yours, bella.”
“I don’t understand.”
“I bought you this bar, though we could re-vamp it and you could have open mic nights or whatever you want. You can manage it or we can hire someone, but it’s all yours.” He pulled out the papers for the place. “Everything is in your name.”
“Wow.” She scanned the place once more. “I can’t believe it.”
“I have one more surprise for you.”
She turned to face him again.
“Your father left you money. I set up an offshore account, it’s all yours so if you ever want to leave or whatever you want it’s there for you.”
Adelina as speechless. No one had ever given her this kind of freedom.
“Thank you.” She whispered. “But I think I’ll stay here for a while.”
Lucian gave her a sexy grin. “Thank God.”




Chapter Twenty-Eight

“Are you ready?”
Lucian contemplated the question for a minute.
He had never imagined himself here. He never imagined being with someone who’d he wanted to make this leap with.
Now that he was here?
He wouldn’t have it any other fucking way.
“I’m ready.” He answered, turning to face his father.
Carlo looked dapper in a fitted tux, black Italian leather shoes, and smile the size of Texas.
“You know son, I don’t think I tell you this often, but I am proud of you.” He clapped a hand on Lucian’s shoulder. “And I am very happy to have Adelina in the family.”
Lucian smiled, yeah, he was too.
◆◆◆
 
Adelina stared at herself in the large mirror in her bridal suite in the back of the church.
A year ago, she had no idea she would be here, in her fitted white silk gown. The dress was modest but tight enough to show off her body with cap sleeves covering her shoulders. She had an elegant train that trialed behind her. He makeup was perfect, not too dramatic but gorgeous fluttery lashes and pink lips.
“Darling,” her mother interrupted her staring. “I have something for you.”
She presented her with small red velvet box. Inside was a solid gold and diamond tennis bracelet. Her mothers.
“Isn’t this your?” she questioned.
“Your father gave it me when we were dating. I think he would want you to have it now.”
“It’s beautiful.” She whispered. Eve helped her clasp it onto her wrist.
“Perfect.
They had a small wedding party, just Gemma, Enzo, and Cleo as the flower girl. Cleo skipped down the aisle, wildly throwing petals.
“Your turn.” Carlo told her smiling. He extended his arm to escort her.
It was untraditionally, sure, but she was happy to have him alongside her.
They entered the church to everyone standing, the wedding march playing in the background, and Lucian standing at the end of the aisle.
He was all she saw as she walked slowly down to him.
Lucian Luchese looked like sin on silver platter in his three-piece-tux with leather dress shoes. Her dark hair was slicked back, stubble cleanly shaved. He smiled as she stood beside him.
“Hi, bella.” he whispered.
They went through the motions eyes locked on each other.
“I now pronounce you Mr. & Mrs. Lucian Anthony Luchese.”




Epilogue

Five years later…
The piano was the most soothing sound Lucian had decided. He loved opening the doors to their brownstone to hear the sounds of classical music floating through the air.
“Girls,” he called out.
“Daddy!” The first to greet him was Alessia, she was a daddy’s girl.
Evie, was still at her mother’s feet at the piano, she was a mommy’s girls.
Lucian hurled Alessia into the air, swinging her around and pulling her into his arms. “Hi baby.” He greeted.
“Hi Daddy!”
He carried her into the piano room where he found Adelina and Evie.
Damn. He loved his girls.
“Hi.” Adelina turned around slowly.
“Hi.” He responded.
She pulled something from beside her, extending it out to him.
A pregnancy test.
Positive.
“Again?” he asked shocked.
She nodded her response.
“Well then,” he smiled. “Here’s to hoping for a boy.”
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