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1 Instead, a series of bad choices left me staring down Tony Marchesi,

\ the man who'd given me the best night of my life.

He was the only man I'd ever wanted to keep until I'd learned he was
one of my father’'s enemies. Utterly forbidden.

And now here he was, back in my life when | was at my lowest.

He looked ready to kill me—or ravage me.

Which would it be?

Would | survive the night? Would my heart?
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TONY

| hit the gas, zipping in and out between cars that had slowed to a crawl. Despite the
August heat radiating off the pavement, | was glad to be on a motorcycle so | could
actually make progress in this damn Boston traffic,. Of course Vinnie had chosen me
to send across town. He needed to extract money from some asshole who thought he
could just ignore his debts. Putting the guy in his place was my assignment.

| never meant to end up working for the Trevisani family business. It just happened.
Or rather | had ended up with no other options.

After | quit school, | lost a series of jobs because | was too much of an idiot to even
try and get my life together. | ended up with two options. get kicked out of my
apartment and try to make it on the streets or let the cousin I’d stayed friends with
since we' d beaten each other up on the elementary school playground find me ajob.

Micky Trevisani appeared to be a good guy as long as you didn’t check his rap sheet
or look too closely at what he did for the family. He was always smiling, and he was
a hell of a wingman when we went out drinking, but his older brother Vinnie—the
current head of the family—scared the shit out of me. And now he was my boss.

I’d had the good fortune to reach 6’4", and the one thing I’ d managed to be consistent
about since high school was going to the gym. Micky and | had gone from sparring
on the playground to sparring in the ring a our gym. He hated to admit it, but these
days, | won every time. | was strong as fuck, and since I'd failed at any other job I'd



tried, | was working as muscle for the family.

| finally arrived at my destination. The house belonged to the deceased parents of
Billy Dunn, known by his associates as a petty thief, gambler, and drunk.

There weren’t any lights on, but as late asit was, that didn’t mean no one was home. |
checked my weapon and studied the house to make sure | didn’t see anyone watching
from the windows—thankfully there weren’'t any neighbors close enough to keep
watch. Satisfied | was aone, | wiped the sweat from my face and made my way to the
front door.

| didn’t expect Billy to answer my knock, but | gave it atry anyway. With an IQ like
his, he might think his childhood home was actually a decent hiding place. When |
didn’t get aresponse, | walked across the porch and looked in the windows. Nothing.
No sign that anyone was home.

| circled around to the back door. No one was visible in the kitchen, and no one
answered my knock. | tried again, increasing my force, and pounding on the door
with my fist. The impact rattled the kitchen window but still no one appeared.

| pulled out my lock picking kit and let myself in. No alarm sounded, and my
flashlight beam didn’t reveal a keypad for a silent system that would summon the
police. | didn’'t see or hear anything to indicate that Billy had a security system. Did
the fucker really think he was that safe?

| stepped inside, weapon out, and began to move through the house room by room.
Once | cleared the kitchen, | headed into the living room.

“Billy!” | yelled. “Come on out and talk to me. We' ve got business to settle.”

No response.



| started toward the hall when | heard a sound. | turned quickly and saw a man
opening the back door. | didn’'t know who he was, but he sure as hell wasn’'t Billy. He
was at least six inches shorter, a lot thinner, and when he turned to close the door, |
could tell he had afucking perfect ass.

“Freeze,” | yelled. The man had the good sense to obey me. There was something
about him that tickled my memory. Had | met him before? “ Turn around.”

He hit the light switch as he obeyed, and | sucked in my breath. | sure as hell did
know him. Intimately. Biblically. We'd starting hooking up months ago, meeting
every week, sometimes spending the whole weekend together, but never exchanging
names or taking things any further—no matter how much | wanted to. It had been the
best sex of my life, and I’d grown more and more certain he was meant to be mine.

| hadn’t seen him since the start of the summer, but I’d thought about him every day
since he'd failed to show up for our weekly meeting. I'd tried to track him down. |
might not know his name, but | had a lot of resources to help me find people who
wanted to hide. He'd managed to elude me anyway. It was like he’d disappeared. I'd

started to wonder if I’ d dreamed our encounters.

Apparently, | hadn’t. The gorgeous man was very real and standing right in front of
me. “I’m looking for Billy. Don’t tell me you’ re with that son of a bitch.”

His nose wrinkled. “1 made a fucking mistake, okay?’

“So why are you here?’

“He took something from me, and | came to get it while he's gone.”

“Where is he?’ | was only supposed to scare Billy, rough him up a bit, but when |
thought of his hands on this beautiful man | wanted back in my bed, | longed to put a



bullet in Billy’s brain. The idea of that scum thinking he was worthy of my man made
my blood boil.

“1 don’'t know where heis, and | don't care, | just need to get out of here.”

| shook my head. “You're not going anywhere. Your boyfriend's gotten himself in
trouble with my family, and you' re going to help me find him.”

“He's not my boyfriend. | told you that. Don’t insult me, and | don’t know your
family. | don’t even know you.”

“Yes, you do.”

He scowled. “1 can’'t help you.”

“Maybe that’'s true, and maybe it isn't, but I've got unfinished business with you
too.”

“No, you don’t.”

“Are you so sure about that?” He reached for the doorknob, and | shook my head.
“Why are you running now? You sure as hell didn’t want to run away when you were
underneath me.”

“When | didn’t show up, you were supposed to get the hint that | wasn't interested
anymore.”

“You'relying, but even if that was true, you still know me very well. Y ou know what
it feels like for me to pound your ass until you can’t stand up. You know what it's
like to beg me for more.”



“It...It was temporary. | never meant things to last aslong as they did.”

“But you haven't stopped thinking about it since, have you?”’
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ELIO

“1...” Fuck why couldn’t | just deny it. A normal person could, but I'd never been
able to hide my feelings. That's why | was useless to my crimina family. Why
wouldn’t they just let me go?

I’d tried running, but my brothers had dragged me right back. | thought I'd found the
perfect way out. Blackmail. Then Billy stole the zip drive full of family secrets from
me. He'd just wanted to use me like most men, but | didn’'t care. He was hot, and I'd
craved a man to hook up with. | thought | was using him, but he'd hurt me, then
drugged me and dlipped out with all my cash and the drive.

| been certain the drive would help me win my freedom, but even though I'd found it
again, | was starting to doubt myself. Billy had taken it from me easily, and now I'd
been caught by the one man who made me weakest, the man I'd almost confessed
everything to and begged for help. But I'd found out he was a Trevisani, one of my
father’s sworn enemies. I’d panicked and run, but I'd thought of him every single

day.

Now, | had to find the will to walk away from him again. | had the zip drive, but not
my cash, which was going to make running a hell of alot harder. How much of arisk
was | willing to take?

Tony Trevisani might be pointing a gun at me now, but he was the one man who'd
focused on me and my pleasure rather than his own when we were together. Would



he help me?
No. Trusting people had never gotten me anywhere. He might have been different in
bed, but | couldn’'t allow myself to believe he'd be any different when it came to

helping me.

He spoke, interrupting my panicked thinking. “My name's Tony. Now you know that
about me.”

“1’d aready figured out who you were. I’'m Elio.”

We stared at each other. | considered making a run for it. Would he really try to stop
me?

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway had me frozen.

“Isthat your fucking boyfriend?’ Tony asked.

“1 don’t know, and he’'s not my boyfriend. He' s an asshole. A mistake.”

A bullet whizzed through the kitchen window. With the light on, we were on full
display. | ducked behind the kitchen island, and Tony did the same.

“He'll have seen my bike,” Tony said. “Call him off. Tell himit'syou.”

“He’ s not going to listen to me. | told you, | snuck in while he was out so | could get
the shit he took from me. He'll be just as likely to shoot me as you.”

“Then why the fuck did you come here? What was so important?’

“Nothing you need to know about.” | wasn't about to tell him my most important



secret.

Tony rose up to try and see Billy, and another shot rang out. He ducked back down,
covering me with his body.

| might not trust him, but | wasn’t going to reject the protection.

Something wet hit my neck. Fuck. Blood was running from a nasty gash on Tony’s
arm.

“Oh my God. He shot you.”

“The bullet just grazed me. I'm fine.”

“No. That's not fine.” Before | could try to help him, he peeked over the counter
again. Thistimel tried to look too.

“Jesus! Get down,” he yelled.

Billy had moved close enough that | could see him and terror raced through me.

Tony fired but didn’'t hit him. “That’s a warning shot,” he yelled. “Next time I’'ll do
damage. Vinnie wants his money.”

“Fuck you, Trevisani. | don’t owe him shit.”

Billy stalked closer and fear shot through me. “Please. I...I don’t want him near me.”
| hated how terrified | sounded, but | knew | couldn’'t defend myself. | had agun in
the messenger bag I’d slung over my shoulder, but | was shit at using it, and Billy
would have me dead or worse long before | could even get to it.



Tony glanced at me. “Do you want me to kill him?”’

Did I? Yes, but I'd sworn | wouldn't be a killer like everyone else in my family.

H

“l...um....

“Elio? What did he do to you? Did he hurt you?’

“He was rough, and he wouldn’t stop. Then he drugged me, and | think he?—"

The words were barely out of my mouth before a bullet penetrated Billy’s brain. He
was thrown back from the force of the shot. His body twitched once, then it was still.

“He' sdead, right?’ | asked.

“Yes. Very dead.”

| knew no one could survive a hit like that, but | needed the reassurance. | looked at
Tony. His sleeve was soaked with blood.

“Your arm. We've got to fix it, and then...what are we going to do?’

| couldn’t be found with a dead man. My family name was enough to land mein jail.
And if | were found with a Trevisani, things would get even more complicated.

The cops would drag Tony away, and I’d be guilty by association. He' d saved me. |
wasn't going to let him go down for that.

“How long do you think we have before the cops get here?’

Tony frowned. “There aren’'t any close neighbors. It's possible no one heard the
shots.”



“Okay. Hang on.”

“Where the fuck are you going?’

| ran into the bedroom that had clearly been occupied by the now-very-dead Billy and
grabbed one of his T-shirts to use as a bandage. | found a bottle of peroxide from the
adjoining bathroom and raced back to Tony.

He frowned at me. “We need to get out of here now. I’ ve got to call acleanup crew.”

“Sit down. Thiswon't take long.” | pulled out a chair from the tiny kitchen table and
pointed to it.

With a groan, Tony lowered himself into it. He had to be in a lot of pain. “You're
going to need stitches, but I'll clean it so you' re okay for now.”

Before he could respond, | poured peroxide on the ragged skin showing through the
rip in his shirt. He gritted his teeth as the wound foamed. | kept pouring until the
bottle was empty, then | tied the shirt around him, adding pressure to try and stop the
bleeding. By then sweat was running down his pale face. “I’ll get you some water.”

“No, we need to get out of here, and | need to make acall.”

“You need to not pass out. | can’t shoot worth a damn. I’'m counting on you to save

me.

He grabbed my arm and pulled me closer, then caressed the side of my face.

A shiver ran through me as | felt the heat of his skin.

“1 will save you.”



My lips parted as he held my gaze. Fuck, this was not the time to start fantasizing
about kissing him, about climbing onto his lap. We were in serious trouble—more
than he even knew.
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TONY

| forced myself to break eye contact with Elio. | wanted to kiss him so fucking bad.
And after that | wanted to push him up against the wall and claim him over and over.
| wanted him to be mine.

| glanced out the window at a very dead Billy Dunn.

Vinnie was going to explode.

| wasn’t supposed to kill Billy. You can’t get money out of adead man . I'd had that
lesson literally pounded into me, but after what Elio told me, there wasn’t any way |
was going to let Billy live. I'd have to convince Vinnie I’ d done the right thing.

| could buy myself alittle time by calling Micky.

Elio stepped back when | awkwardly tried to extract my phone from my left pocket
using my right arm. He pushed my hand away, and my dick twitched when he dlid his
hand into my pocket and pulled out the phone for me. Jesus, what was it about his
man?

His eyes widened, and he looked away. At least | wasn’t the only one affected.

He's made for you.



| was in trouble from too many angles. The story of my fucking life.

Micky answered on the first ring. “1 need a cleanup crew at my location.”

“Thiswasn’t supposed to be a hit.”

“1 know, things went south. I'll explain later. There was another party here. I'm
bringing them with me.”

Micky sighed. “Vinni€' s going to go fucking ballistic.”

“I know.”

“Don’t fuck thisup, Tony.”

“I"ll try. Just give me a chance to explain.”

Elio was shaking his head. “| can’t?—"

| held up ahand, and he scowled at me while | finished talking.

When | ended the call, he said, “What do you mean I’'m coming with you?”’

“You just watched mekill Billy.” Like that was the real reason.

“Jesus, did you kill him just for me?’

| wished | could kill him a second time. “Fuck yes, | did. The bastard hurt you.”

“But I’'m nothing to you.”



“You' re wrong about that.”

“Tony, | can’t leave with you.”

“1 didn’t say you had a choice.”

Elio blew out along breath. “Y ou don’t understand.”

“1 understand that you’ re a witness to my criminal activities. I’ve got to bring you in
and put you under my protection, or you could end up the next target.”

“1f you take mein, you’ re going to be afucking target.”

“For taking you from this asshole? If he had had better friends, he wouldn’t be lying
there dead.”

“No.” Elio laid ahand on my good arm. “From my family.”

“Your family?’

“You don’t know my name.”

| really didn’t like where this was going. “Are you telling me your name isn't really
Elio?

“ItisElio. Elio Barruchi.”

A knot formed in my stomach. “Fuck.”

“Yeah. You can't take me with you.”



“Who'’ syour father?’

“Glacomo.”

The head of the family. Damn, | really knew how to step init. “You're still coming
with me.” 1'd aready fucked up. | might aswell bring one of our enemies home.

“You're crazy, Tony. | mean, maybe you’'ll get lucky and my father will decide I'm
not worth the trouble, but he likes to defend what’s his, even if you did capture his

most worthless son.”

| growled and took hold of Elio’s chin, forcing him to look at me. “You are not
worthless. Y our father isafucking fool if he thinks that.”

“I"'m not like the rest of my family. | never wanted to be involved in al of this shit.”

“| didn’t either, but here we both are.”

“But you,”—he gestured toward the dead body on the lawn—"you’ re good at this.”

“I’'m a good shot, and I’'m willing to do the work. Especially when the asshole has
hurt someone | care about.”

“1 think you’ re confusing good sex with caring about somebody.”

“What if there could be both? I’ ve been trying to find you ever since you didn’t show
up that night.”

His eyes went huge, and he pulled away from me. “What? Y ou actually thought about
me again after....”



“1 thought about you every fucking day. But you were like a ghost. | couldn’t find a
trace of you.”

“1 thought about you too.” He sucked in a breath and put his hand over his mouth like
he hadn’t meant to say that.

“Good. Why did you stop showing up?’

“1 figured out who you were, and | knew it was safer for you if | stayed away.”

“l don't give afuck about safe.”

He sighed. “You know this can’'t work, right? You can’'t take me with you, and we
can't be together.”

“Maybe you don’t have a choice. I’'m taking you with me. I’'m not going to let anyone
else hurt you.”

Elio pushed his hair off his forehead. “You're fucking crazy. Do you know what’'s
going to happen when my father finds out the Trevisanis have me?’

“I’ll figure things out.”

“You're not invincible. Do you really understand what you’ re fucking with?’

“Do you really understand how much | want you?’

“Enough to start a war? Enough to have your family and mine thinking everyone is
better off if they eliminate us?’

| smiled at him. “Taking your ass is fucking heaven.”



“Oh my God. You did not just say that.”

| grinned. “It’ strue. | must have made an impression on you too.”

“You did, but that is not going to help us against our families.”

| held out my hand. “Come with me, and let’ s see what we can figure out.”

“Thisisinsane.”

“And what just happened here—you sneaking back in, me killing the man | was
supposed to get money from—isn’'t?’

“Of courseitis, but...” He glanced outside at Billy’s corpse. “ Thank you.”

“You're welcome. | don’t defy my orders for just anyone.”

“1 hope not.”

“Come on. The cleanup crew is on the way. Let’s get out of here.”

When we circled the house, Elio eyed my bike with suspicion. “1I’m supposed to ride
on that?’

“You’'ve never been on amotorcycle?’

“No, | usually get chauffeured.”

“So how did you get here?’ | hadn’t seen any cars.

“| took the bus, then walked.”



“I wish | could kill Billy all over again, and I'm thinking your father should be next
onmy hit list.”

The color drained from Elio’s face. “No. That would...you'd be dead in seconds,
even if you pulled it off.”

“1 want you free and safe.”

“And yet you're forcing me to come with you.”

Because he belonged with me. “ That’ s different.”

“Isit?

“Yes, and | didn’t force you, you agreed.”

“Under coercion.”

“Come on.” | swung my leg over the bike, and Elio awkwardly climbed on behind
me. It was the sexiest thing I’ d ever seen.

“Hold on tight,” | ordered before | cranked the engine.

Elio clung to my waist, and my dick got way too excited about it to make the ride
comfortable.
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ELIO

| adjusted my messenger bag so it lay against my back and wrapped my arms around
Tony’s waist, scooting myself as close to him as | could get. | was terrified of his
rumbling death machine. The road was right there, and cars were so big and so close.
Thisreally wasn’t how | wanted to die.

Fear wasn't the only reason | clung so tightly to him. The feel of his hard muscles had
me practically humping him as | pressed even closer. | wanted him badly.

Memories of the nights we'd spent together flooded my mind. We'd both been
insatiable. The first night, 1I'd intended to dlip away after round one, but | couldn’t
make myself leave. Not only had | desperately wanted more, but I'd never felt so
thoroughly wrung out in my life. He' d exhausted me in the best way.

Without warning, Tony veered off the road onto atrail that led into the woods.

“What are we doing?’ | yelled, but the words were lost between the sound of the
engine and the rush of the wind. He was driving insanely fast, dodging rocks and
branches that hung low, ready to slap us in the face. Finally he slowed, then stopped
by alarge oak. When he cut the engine. | let go and sat up straight. “What the fuck?’

He didn't say a word. He just dismounted and dragged me with him until | was
pressed against atree.



“Tony, seriously, what are you doing?’

“Once we're back, | don’t know what will happen. I'm going to have a hell of afight
on my hands.”

“You could just let me go.”

“No.” There was just enough moonlight to let me see how he was staring into my
eyes, straight to my soul. “Is that what you really want?’

| shook my head, unable to make my voice work.

“1 need you, Elio. Right here. Right now. | need you to know you’'re mine, that what
we had before was as good as | remember. | never wanted it to be temporary.”

“Fuck.”

“Yes.” He lifted my bag over my head and dropped it onto the ground beside us
before leaning forward and pressing me into the bark. It scraped where my shirt had
ridden up, but | didn't care because | felt the hard ridge of his cock against my
abdomen. | knew | had to have him, | had to do this. “One more time. Then you'll let
me go?”’

“No, thisisto brand you, to claim you, not to say goodbye.”

“God, Tony, we can't.”

“Yes, we can. Tell meyou don't want it.”

“1...1 want you. Need you. But thisis crazy.”



“1 don’t fucking care.”

He ground against me, and my protest turned into a moan.

He cupped my face and kissed me. His tongue drove into my mouth like he was
fucking me with it, and | let my head drop back, opening to him, knowing | wasn't
going to deny him anything. | slid my arms around his neck, and he cupped my ass,
lifting me so | could wrap my legs around him as well. He winced and | knew the
position had to hurt his arm, but before | could protest, he pushed me back into the
tree, rocking his hips against mine. The night was so hot we were already dripping

sweat. Thiswas going to messy as fuck, but | didn’'t care. | had to have him.

| groaned as he shifted position and pressed his cock against mine. If he kept that up,
| might come in my pants like ateenager. | needed this so much. “Tony, please.”

“What? Tell me what you need.”

1 You.ﬂ

“What do you need from me?”’

“Everything.”

“That’s right, but now you're going to get my cock. I’'m going to fuck you so you
remember how good it is.”

“1 do. | remember it every fucking day.”

“That’ s right. Because we were meant for each other.”

“You'rekilling me.”



“Oh, it’s going to get much worse.”

His words only made me needier. “Why is this happening? How did you know you
wanted?>—"

“It doesn’'t matter. Stand up.” He released my ass, and | reluctantly lowered my legs
and set both feet on the ground.

He looked me up and down. “Y ou’re so fucking beautiful.”

11 ”

“Hush.” He laid afinger over my mouth “Now, turn around.”

“Tony...."

“There’s no one around, and even if there were, | don’t fucking care. You're mine,
and I’m not waiting another second to have you again.”

This couldn’'t be redl. | had to be dreaming. | was still in bed back at my family’s
compound, essentially their prisoner.

| hadn’t actually been stupid enough to go to Billy’s house. | hadn’t actually seen
Tony kill Billy. | wasn't here in the woods in the middle of the night, pressed against
atree by the one man I’d been longing for every day since I’d forced myself to walk
away from him.

“Elio, dowhat | said.” Tony used his good arm to spin me around so | could place my
hands on the tree.

11 ”



“No more protests. | need you, and you need this too.”

| nodded. | didn’t know how else to respond. He was right. Whether this was a dream
or redlity, | didn’t want it to stop. | pressed my hands against the tree, bracing myself
and sticking out my ass. He slapped it hard, and | gasped.

Tony unfastened my pants and dragged them down my legs faster than | would’ve
thought possible. He wrapped a hand around my ankle and encouraged me to lift my
foot so he could yank off my shoe and pull my leg out of my pants before nudging
my legs farther apart.

“That’s better.” He ran his hands over my naked ass. “Fuck, it's just as round and
gorgeous as | remembered.” He knelt behind me, dug his fingers into my ass cheeks,
and pulled them apart, exposing me fully.

“Tony.” My voice shook.

“No talking,” he ordered. “Just feel.”

When his tongue flicked over my hole, | bit my lip to keep from crying out. It felt so
good. | couldn’t believe he was here, on his knees, eating my ass. | never thought I’d
see him again, and | never imagined myself doing anything like this. | wasn’'t wild. |

was quiet. | liked to hide. | didn’t spread my legs in the woods for some savage man
to have at me.

Except, apparently, | did.

| braced myself on one hand and reached around so | could slide my fingers into his
hair and hold him against my ass.

“Fuck, you need this, don’'t you?’ His breath was warm on my sensitive flesh.



“Yes. God, yes. Tony, please.”

He chuckled as he licked me again, pressing the flat of his tongue along the seam of
my ass, then shoving it in me, fucking me with it, opening me up.

“Need more. Please.”

He wrapped his hand around my shaft and began to work me.

| knew | wouldn’t last long like this. | was going to come any second if he didn’t
stop. “Can’t. Can't hold on. Need to come. Please.”

He dropped his hand from my dick, and | whimpered. “1 don’t want you to come until
I’'m deep inside you. I’'m going to fuck you until you forget everything but me.
You're not going to think about any other man ever again. You're mine. Do you
understand that?’

| whimpered again.

“Answer me, Elio.”

“Can’'t,” | said.

He spanked my ass hard, making it sting. “Elio, do you understand you belong to me
now?’

“Please Tony, I...."
Another dap. The other cheek this time. Now they both burned, but my ass felt so

needy. | wanted more, his tongue, his cock, his fingers. | didn’'t care. | just needed
him inside me. “Thisis crazy.”



“Y eah. People say that about me alot, but | know what | want.”

“l want you, too.”

“Thisisn't for one day or one weekend.” He flicked his finger across my hole, then
pressed in just enough to tease.

“Tony. Need more.”

“You get what you want when | get what | want.”

“l can’t promiseyou that. | can’t let you start awar over me.”

“Elio, look at me.”

| drew in a shaky breath, then gazed at him over my shoulder.

He was fucking gorgeous. It would be easy to let myself believe he could protect me,
that he really could give me anything | needed.

“I'm yours.” The words just sipped out, but somehow | knew | meant them. His
crazy was getting to me, but I’ d been fantasizing about this man ever since I’d hidden
and watched for him to show up and realized | wasn’t at our meeting spot. Billy had
been atool to get off, but Tony was my obsession.

“That’ s better.”

He pushed two fingers into me, working them deep and brushing against my sweet
spot.

| cried out and pushed my hips back, trying to get him even deeper. “Please, Tony.



Don’t make me wait anymore.”

| heard the sound of his belt being undone, then his zipper lowered. “Fuck.”

“What’' s wrong?’

“1 don’t have anything with me. | wasn’t planning on finding a man | wanted to fuck
when | left town today.”

“My bag. There’slube in my bag.”

“Condoms too?’

“Oh fuck it. You can take me bare. I’ve always used a condom with everyone. I'm
fine. I’ s safe.”

“Damn, | love hearing how much you need this. | wouldn’t do thisif | had any doubt
| wasn’t negative. You're safe with me.” | heard him rifling through the bag, then he
laughed. “Y ou buy the good stuff, don’t you?”’

“That’swhy | wasn't leaving it for Billy.”

“He stole your lube?’

“1 told you he was a fucking piece of shit.”

| heard the sound of Tony slicking up his cock, then he was there, teasing me with his
cock head before pressing hard, breaching through the ring of muscle.

| sucked in my breath. “I forgot how big you are.”



“You can takeit.”

“l...0h God.” He pushed deeper, and it felt like he would split me in two.

“So fucking tight.”

“You're just fucking massive.”

“1’ve got exactly what you need. You love this.”

“1 do. | love how you open me up.”

“That’ sright. You're going to take every inch.”

| whimpered. “Please.”
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| squeezed Elio’s hips so tight | knew the imprint of my fingers would still be there
tomorrow. | would regret using my arm so much later, but for now I'd ceased to feel
pain. | needed a good hold on him as our sweat-slick bodies slid together. Elio pushed
back, meeting every one of my rough strokes.

Fucking him was even better than | remembered. His assfit my cock like aglove, and
going bare inside him was heaven—the heat, the slick walls that squeezed my cock so
hard it hurt until I’ d loosened him up with long, deep thrusts.

“Tony. Need you. Need this.”

“1 know, baby. Can you take it harder?’

“Yes. | can take anything you want to give me.”

“Fuck. Don't say thingslike that.”

He laughed, and | drove into him so hard | pushed him flat against the tree.

“More,” he demanded.

“Fuck, yes.” | totally let myself go. It was reckless. Anyone could walk up. Any
number of animals could come across us, but | didn’t stop. | couldn’t.



“Come for me, baby,” | said as | gripped his cock and worked him.

Seconds later, his ass sgqueezed me hard enough to make me gasp as his cum shot
over my hand. The sensation and the needy noises he made were enough to force me
over the edge. | drovein one last time and filled his ass again and again with my seed.
Elio sagged against the tree, and | kissed the back of his neck. “Are you okay?’

“I have noidea. Am | even alive? Arewe in heaven?’

| smiled against his warm skin. “Maybe.”

“That was....”

“l know. And as soon as | deal with Vinnie, I’'m going to take you to my apartment
and do it again and again.”

“Fuck. I'm not sure I'll survive.”

“I’ll bring you back to life.”

Elio leaned back into me. “What is happening here?’

No way could | handle a deep discussion now. “I’m taking you to meet my boss.”

“You know that’s not what | mean, but that’s a terrible idea. This is all a terrible
idea.”

“| don’t have a choice.”

“You do, but you' re too stubborn to admit it.”



“No, | need you too much.”

“Fuck, Tony.” He turned around in my arms. When his eyes met mine, | swear my
heart stopped for a moment.

“You're telling me you want to walk away?’

He looked down at himself, his chest splattered with cum and his pants around one
ankle. “Not like this.”

| chuckled. “No way in hell would | let anyone else see you like this.”

“What if | wanted them to?”

| seized his hips and yanked him against me. “Y ou don’t.”

“How do you know?’

“Because you're mine.”

“Tony.”

| didn’t like the annoyance in hisvoice. “Don’t do this.”

“1 don’t belong to you just like | don’t belong to my father. I'm my own person.”

“Then what the fuck were you doing creeping around that bastard’ s house?’

“1 needed the things he' d taken from me.”

“What could be that important? He hurt you. Y ou know he'd hurt you again.”



“But now he's dead.”

| stroked hisjaw. “Elio, what did he take that mattered so much?’

Helooked away. “Let’s get dressed. We shouldn’t be out here like this.”

| stepped back. I’d ask him again later. | couldn’t delay going to Vinnie's any longer.
The more | made him wait, the angrier he'd get.

“Are you trying to start a fucking war bringing Giacomo'’s son here?’ Vinnie asked.
As if that wasn't bad enough, I'd gotten him out of bed in the middle of the night to
reveal my latest sin.

| glanced at Elio. He was trying to tell me something with his eyes, probably | told
you so . “No, sir. | didn’t know who he was.”

“That’s your own fucking fault. | ought to hand you over to Lucien and let him?—"

“No, sir. I'll fix this.” Lucien was the scary-as-fuck head of the Marches family.
Ultimately, we worked for them.

“You won't do a fucking thing until | give you orders, then you'll obey them to the
letter, or you won’'t be around long enough to fuck up anything else.” | wanted to
argue, but | kept my mouth shut while Vinnie paced his living room for severa
moments. “Right now, the best thing for you to do is go home. I’'ll send someone to
seeto your arm.” He gestured toward my makeshift bandage.

| nodded. Giving Vinnie time to cool off wasn't abad idea. | took Elio’s arm.

“No, he stays. | need to talk to him.”



“Elioiswith me.”

“You really want to die today, don’t you?’

| refused to let him see how scared | was. “I promised him protection. | won't go
back on that promise.”

“You don't make the rules here, | do, and you better remember that if you aren’t
choosing this as your death day.”

| was in danger, but | wouldn’t leave Elio. Vinnie's bark was worse than his bite
when it came to family. “I won't say anything while you talk to Elio, and I'll take

him home with me and keep him safe.”

Vinnie's glare should have set me on fire. “So I’m supposed to trust you to keep him
secure and to fight off anyone who comes for him?’

“Yes, gir.”

“You’re going to be the one thing standing between me and awar that will drag in the
Marchesis. You do realize Lucien will kill usal for this, right?’

| didn’t want to think about that confrontation anymore than | wanted to think about
losing Elio now that I'd found him again.

Elio took a step forward. “I could just disappear.”

“No!” Vinnie and | shouted at the same time.

He tilted his head and frowned at Vinnie. “So, which is it? Am | an asset or a
liability?’



Vinnie snarled. “Y ou’' re a man who needs to learn to keep his mouth shut.”

“Take it easy on him, Vinnie. He's been through a lot today.” Until he spoke, I'd
barely registered Vinnie' s boyfriend, Tom, who'd been hanging back in the kitchen.

Vinnie turned to him, scowling. “Don’t.”

Tom held up ahand and gave him an icy look.

Vinnie's anger seemed to deflate. “Fine.” He turned back to Elio. “Your value to us
remains to be seen. For right now, you're to do as Tony says if you want to be in

good shape for areunion with your family.”

Elio didn’t back down. I'd never seen this side of him, but | liked it. “I don't want to
be reunited with them.”

“He' s staying with me,” | said.

Vinnie sammed a hand down on the counter. “I give the orders here.”

| had to keep pushing. “His family doesn’t value him. We could do them a favor and
take him off their hands.”

“No way in hell arethey going to allow that without promises being made that L ucien
would never agree to.”

“1’m not expecting we' d make a fucking alliance with them. | want to keep him.”

“Finders keepers?’

| looked down, realizing how stupid that sounded. “ Something like that.”



“Try suggesting that. After they blow your head off, I’ll have less to worry about.”

“Just let me go,” Elio said. “ Then neither of you need to worry about it.”

“No.” Again Vinnie and | spoke at the same time.
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| was so fucking sick of people arguing over me. When was | going to get to make a
decision about my own life? “| wanted Billy dead.”

Vinnie glared at me. “I didn’t give you permission to speak.”

| took a step toward him. “I’'m the son of Giacomo Barruchi. | don't need your
permission.”

“1 don’t need to listen to anything an enemy hasto say.”
“You need to listen to me if you don’t want awar.”

The young man | assumed was Vinnie's boyfriend moved closer and laid a hand on
Vinni€e s shoulder. “ Give him a chance. He deserves to be treated like a person.”

| smiled at him. “Thank you. I’'m tired of being everyone's pawn. I'm a prisoner at
home, and now I’m one here. | don’'t want to be part of this game.”

Tony growled “This is not a game to me. You are not a game. I'm doing this to
protect you. If | could do that by building you a remote cabin and keeping you there

with me, blocking out all this fucking shit, | would.”

Vinnie and his boyfriend stared at Tony.



“Is that what you want?’ the boyfriend asked. “I’'m Tom, by the way. Nice to meet

you.
“I'm Elio, and....” | studied Tony for amoment. Hislook said | damn well better not
contradict him, and dammit it turned me on instead of pissing me off. “Against my
better judgment, yes, but not if it means starting awar or risking Tony’slife.”

“I’'m willing to risk?>—"

“Enough.” Vinnie yelled.

Tom placed ahand on Vinnie' s arm. “Remember when we met? Remember how hard
it was for meto admit | wanted to stay with you?’

Vinnie scowled at Tom for amoment, but it looked like he was fighting a smile.

“1 need alaptop,” | said.

“Y ou need to learn when to keep your mouth shut,” Vinnie snapped.

“Do you want to solve this problem, or do you want my father breaking down your
door?’

“If your father starts something with me, he’'s starting it with Lucien Marchesi. | hope
he' s not that foolish.”

“1 can promise you if my father is challenged, he'll accept it, and he'd fight God
himself if the family honor was at stake.”

“Why do you need alaptop?’ Tony asked.



“I’m the one asking questions,” Vinnie said.
| rolled my eyes. “I need to make sure Billy didn’t wipe the contents of this drive.” |
pulled it from my pocket. “If he didn’t, then | have some proof of a secret my father

desperately wants to keep. | can useit to get what | want.”

Vinnie focused on me again. | could see the calculations going on in his mind. “And
what exactly isthat?’

“To be free of my family and able to choose my own path.”

“Unless that path involves swearing alegiance to my family, you're out of luck.”

| refused to back down. “Unless you want awar with the Barruchis, you'll let melive
my own life.”

“Why don’t we see what he’' s got on the drive?” Tony asked.

| scowled at him. “No, thisisfor my eyesonly.”

Vinnie took a step toward me, and Tony moved to block him.

“Enough,” Tom said. “Come on, Elio. Y ou can use my laptop.”

“No,” Vinnie growled. “Not until he tells us what kind of information he has that will
make Giacomo roll over for him.”

“There’s no point in trying to use this for blackmail if he knows | already told you
and you can use it against him. This only worksiif | keep the secret.”

Tom looked at Vinnie. “He has a point.”



“S0o I’'m supposed to let him put a drive into our computer that could be doing no
telling what to our system, pulling any amount of our data, and then I’m supposed to
not look at what he uploads and let him communicate with his father without
knowing what they’ re talking about. Y ou think I’'m stupid?’

| sighed. “All | know is that | have a peaceful solution, but you're going to have to
trust me.”

“Why should | do that? There's absolutely no reason for me to think you want
anything but the worst for my family.”

“What | want is to get free of my father’s control. | don’t hold loyalty to him, | don’t
want to be part of his organization. | don’t want to be part of yours. | want to be afree
person who directs my own life.”

“That’s not how things work in our world,” Vinnie said.

Tony laid a hand on my shoulder. “He’ s right. Y ou’re with us now. Y ou're going to
have to trust me.”

| shook my head. “Y ou want to control me just like they do.”

| expected him to deny it, but he didn’t. “That’s because you' re mine now, mine to
protect.”

| wanted to shout that | could protect myself, but unless | got very far away, | redly
couldn’'t do that. Even if | ran to the other side of the globe, how long would it take
before my father tracked me down? Was he really going to let me go when | knew his
secrets. Was | being na?ve? Would my own father put out a hit on me?

Tony looked at Vinnie. “Can Elio and | please have some time? If you'll let me talk



to him, I think we can work this out.”

Vinnie narrowed his eyes. “How do | know you're not just going to run?’

“Because if we were going to run, we would’ve done that after | killed Billy. | never
would have brought him here. Maybe that’ s what | should’ ve done.”

Vinnie's face contorted with fury. “You don’t run out on your family. We'd find you
and make sure you regretted the betrayal .”

Tony tensed. | wanted to reach for him. | wanted to be able to comfort him the way
he had me. This was all so insane. What was | doing here? How had | ended up
getting myself even more trapped? If | ran, Tony would be blamed for it. | wouldn't
let that happen.

| wished | had the power to protect us both, but despite being Giacomo Baruchi’s son,
| didn’t have any power of my own. In my family, power had to be earned, and all 1'd
wanted to do was get out. Maybe | should' ve learned all the lethal skills my brothers
had, maybe | should have turned myself into a cold-blooded killer. Because now it
seemed like | was destined to work for one criminal family or another.

That thought made me wonder about Tom. He didn’t bow down to Vinnie, but | also
had a very hard time imagining him taking part in the worst aspects of the family
business. He seemed like a natural peacemaker, and he clearly wanted all of usto stay
calm. He'd defended me against Vinnie when he didn’'t even know me. How did a
man like that survive in this world?

“I"d like to talk to Tom on my own,” | said.

“Fuck no,” Vinnie snarled. “If you think I'm leaving you aone with my man for one
moment?—"



“Vinnie,” Tom said. “What do you think is going to happen? Elio and | are just going
to sit and talk.”

“For al | know he' s going to try to turn you against us.”
“Vincent Trevisani, do you think | care so little about you that a person | just met
could turn me against you and your family? If that's what you think of me, I'm

walking out the door right now.”

“You're not going anywhere.” Vinnie grabbed Tom’s arm and yanked him close so
they were nearly nose to nose. Tom didn’t even flinch.

“That’ sright, I’'m not, because | love you. | thought you trusted me.”

“Fuck, Tom. You know | do.”

“Then you and Tony need to walk away and let metalk to Elio.”

Tony looked at me. | could tell he didn't like the idea. “I’m the one you need to be
talking to.”

“1 need some perspective.”

He frowned. “What you need is for me to remind you why you're mine and why
you' re staying here.”

That was the last thing | needed. Tony touching me would cloud my mind to the point
of insanity. Fuck, it already had. That’s how | ended up here in the first place. “I need
to do this. | chose to come here with you, but | need to understand what I’m getting
into before | can reveal any of my family’s secrets to people | was taught to hate,
taught to see as my worst enemies.”



Tony captured my chin in his hand. “I'm not your enemy. I’'m going to be your
savior.”

“1 may want you. | may be willing to take terrible risks to be with you. But you’ re not
God. Y ou want to save me, but | want to save myself.”

Vinnie chuckled. “Damn, Tony, you've really gotten yourself in trouble, haven't
you?’

Tony snarled at me. “ As soon as you' re done here, it’s my turn to talk.”

He was fuming, but he'd get over it. If | let him think he could direct every move |
made, | really wouldn’t be any better off here than | had been with my family.
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“ W ait in my office,” Vinnie ordered me.

| didn’t want to obey. | didn’'t want to leave Elio’s side. What if he ran? What if Tom
let him go? Would he challenge Vinnie like that? Surely not. He wasn't afraid of
Vinnie, but there had to be a line he wouldn’t cross. | was going to have to trust in
that.

| gave Elio one last glance. He smiled at me, the bastard. | was going to do whatever
it took to make sure he understood he was mine and that he was going to stay right
here. There weren’t going to be any more games. Elio was out of options other than
staying with me.

| walked away, every step slow and methodical. | tried to hear what Vinnie was
saying to them, but | couldn’t make out the words, so | stepped into Vinnie's office
and closed the door behind me, sinking into a chair and dropping my head into my
hands.

What the fuck was | doing? Anger and fear warred inside me. Had | made a huge
mistake bringing Elio here? Had there truly been another option? When | saw Elio in
Billy’s kitchen, | knew | was never letting him go. He' d cast a spell on me, and there
was no way | could deny my need for him. But what if I'd made the wrong move?
What if we should’'ve run? Would Vinnie have redly chased us down? Would
Giacomo or, God forbid, Lucien?



| was playing with fire here, and | was putting Elio right in the middle. | had to get
myself together. | had to stop letting my anger and my fear dictate what | did. | had
been on thin ice with Vinnie before this happened. Too soon, | heard his footsteps
approaching the door. | sat up straight, making sure my full height was on display.
When he opened the door, he didn't say a word. He sat down in the leather chair
behind his desk and glared at me.

“Tell mewhy | shouldn’t eliminate you.”

“Micky would be sad.”

Vinnie didn’'t smile like I’d hoped. “That asshole would get over it. He needs to be
punished for saddling me with you. Convince me not to turn you over to the
Barruchis.”

| took a deep breath. I'd refused to follow orders. I'd stood up to Vinnie and pushed
back. I'd killed Billy, insuring we' d never get our payout from him, and yet, this was
the hardest thing I’ d ever said to my boss. “I’'min love with Elio.”

For a minute | thought Vinnie was going to remain cold and impassive, that despite
the way being with Tom had softened him personally—though not as a
businessman—he might not give a damn what | felt. Then he smiled. Well, it was
more like a smirk, but the anger had left his eyes. “You’ re telling me you showed up
at Billy’ s house, saw this guy, and just decided you loved him.”

| shook my head. “Earlier in the year, we...spent time together. Regularly. Then he
disappeared in early June. I’ ve been looking for him ever since.”

“And you had no idea he was Giacomo’ s son?’

“Not a clue. But now | know why he stopped meeting me and how he was able to



hide so well.”

“No shit.” Vinnie looked out the window for a moment, and | didn’t even dare to
breathe. “1 saw the way he looks at you.”

“Like he’'sangry? Like he wants to get away?’

Vinnie laughed. “Like he wants to climb you like a tree and devour you. If | |eft the
two of you alone, there wouldn’t be any talking.”

“That was my plan. Easiest way to get him to agree.”

Vinnierolled hiseyes. “You' ve got so much to learn.”

“Are you saying that doesn’t work with Tom?”

His eyes went cold again. “Don’'t ever question how | handle Tom.”

“No, sir. | didn’t mean to do that.”

“Damn right you didn’t.”

“We're going to go back in there in afew minutes, and you' re going to convince him
to show us the information he’'s got on his father. You are going to use any means

necessary to get what we need. Do you understand me?’

It was all | could do to focus as | imagined how | could extract the information. “Y es,

Sir.

“l won't agree to any deal unless | understand every single detail. If | fuck this up,
my lifeison theline. You get that, right? | won’'t go down aone. I’'ll kill you, and I'll



take out Elio too.”

| gripped the edge of my chair and started to rise.

“Sit the fuck down. Y ou' ve brought me nothing but trouble, and you' re an inch away
from me putting a bullet through you. If it wouldn’t upset Tom, I'd finish you right

now.

My heart pounded. I’d really fucked up, but if | got Elio out of this, | might have
actually made the best move of my life.

“1 want full control of this operation,” Vinnie said. “I’m in charge, not Elio. He s the
son of our enemy.”

| was trying so hard to forget that’s who Elio was. “Yes, sir.” | wasn't going to push
any harder. | had a chance. | just had to make Elio bend to my will.

“If you fuck this up, Lucien will come for my head, and he won't stop there. He'll
take us al out. Do you understand the position you’ ve put me in? Do you think your
life'sreally worth that?’

Thiswas atrap. | couldn’t answer either way, so | said nothing.

“You owe me. You owe meyour life. Whatever | say after thisiswhat you'll do.”
“Yes, sir.” If | was relegated to scraping up pieces of the men we eliminated off of
the streets, I’d do it. If | had to put myself in front of a bullet every fucking day, |

would do it. For Elio.

“How bad isyour arm?”’



| smiled. “Worried about me?”’

“You're more useful to meif you can useitinafight.”

“It hurts like hell, but it will be fine. Elio cleaned it out. He thinks | need stitches,
but?—"

“Thenyou'll get stitches.”

| hated doctors, but | wasn't going to argue. I’d pushed Vinnie far enough.
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“H ow can | help?’ Tom asked.

“How do you do it? How do you live with...?’ | gestured toward the door where
Vinnie and Tony had made their exit.

Tom smiled. “It took me a while to get used to it. Vinnie is a force to be reckoned
with, and it was a matter of days from meeting him to him telling me he was taking
me with him and there weren’t any other options. In the end, he did give me a choice,
but | followed him. I'd seen things | shouldn’t have, so my other option was
essentially mob-run witness protection. | wouldn’t have been free either way, and
being with Vinnieis...nice.”

His smile told me exactly what was nicest about it. “There are definitely some
benefits to being with Tony, but | feel like I’m going from one prison to another.”

“Redlistically, what are your other options?’

“l saved up some money, but Billy took it, the son of a bitch. | should never have
hooked up with him. That was a huge mistake.”

Tom's eyes widened. “Y ou slept with him? No wonder Vinnie killed him.”

| rolled my eyes. “Trevisani men sure as hell are possessive, aren’'t they?”’



“They are. It' s hot though.”

“Yeah, itis. | was planning on running. | was going to use that money, but now when
| really think about it, how far would | have made it? I'd always be looking over my
shoulder.”

“At least with us, you know someone has your back. Does Tony make you happy?’

| took a moment to consider the question instead of immediately saying yes. Tony
satisfied me like no other man, and that certainly made me happy. But I'd also
enjoyed the days we'd lingered in bed after fucking, neither of us wanting to leave.
Before Tony, | tried to keep al my relationships purely sexual, but with him, | had
trouble drawing those lines. Something just felt right with him.

I’d never let a man make me breakfast, but talking with Tony over coffee and eggs
was nearly as heavenly as being in bed. Earlier I'd told him | didn’t know him, but
that was alie. | knew him aswell as| knew my brothers and they’ d been there every
day of my life—not that they’ d ever made much of an effort to get to know me.
“Yes.

“Then stay. Give Tony achance.”

| huffed. “Like he’d let me leave.”

“If he thought you would be happier without him, he might.”

“But it's not really hischoice, isit? It's Vinnie' s or the Marchesis.”

Tom smiled. “I’ve met Lucien, you know. He isn't as bad as people say, as long as
you'rean aly.”



“But I’'m the enemy—or at least his son.”

“True, but like Vinnie, Lucien’sin love. It changes aman.”

In love. Was | in love with Tony? Was that the feeling that had me thinking of him
every fucking day, longing to go back, to find him?“l don’t know if | can do this.”

Tom smiled. “You can. It's not easy to love them, but I've been with Vinnie for a
while now, and it gets more comfortable, even when they’ re being assholes.”

His grin made me laugh. “1 can only hope.”

“They’'re aso really good at apologizing.”

| thought of what happened in the woods with Tony and imagined apology sex. “I
bet.”

“I"'m sure you' Il be finding out sooner than you know.” As if on cue, | heard a door
open and footsteps approaching. “Like |l said....”

We were both laughing when Tony and Vinnie entered the room.

Vinnie frowned. “What’ s going on here?’

“We're having acivilized conversation instead of posturing at each other,” Tom said.

Vinnie looked him up and down. “Y ou’rereally asking for it.”

13 M a>/be.”

The affection in both their glances told me that whatever happened between them



after this, they would both enjoy it.

“Come with me.” Tony’s voice was gruff. | wanted to protest being spoken to like
that, but Vinnie was watching us closely. | could tell Tony off in private.

We headed down the hall. Tony motioned to a room, and | stepped inside expecting
to see Vinni€'s office. Instead, we were in what | assumed was a guest room. It was
illuminated only by an antique hurricane lamp, but | could tell there was king-sized
bed with a white comforter, a dark green sofa, and a large, old-fashioned wardrobe.
“What are we doing in here?’

“Taking,” Tony said.

“And Vinnie doesn’'t mind us ‘talking’ in here?’ | looked pointedly at the bed.

“All he cares about is getting his way.”

“So you're planning to seduce the information out of me, right?’

Tony scowled. “You have to know we can’'t go through with a plan when we don'’t
actually know what information you have. It's like stepping into a fight not knowing
if my gunisloaded.”

“The gun isloaded. | can promise you that.”

Tony frowned. “It’ s stuffy in here.” He crossed the room, then unlocked and opened a
window. A light breeze floated in along with the sound of music coming from a

neighboring courtyard.

When he faced me again, he said, “Even if | were willing to accept your word,
Vinnie's not, and he will only tolerate a minimum of defiance from me. | can't do



more than I’ ve done, not and keep you safe, which is my number one mission.”

“Of course it is.” The words came out more bitter than | meant. | was just getting
tired of protection and confinement being the same thing.

“Do you doubt me?” Tony asked “Do you doubt how much | care? Do you
understand what I’m risking?’

| knelt in front of him, and he sucked in his breath. “ Are you saving me the trouble of
seducing you?”’

“Maybe. Or maybe | want to say thank you for eliminating Billy, for defending me,
for taking al these risks.”

“Are you going to turn the zip drive over to Vinnie?’

| shook my head. “I can’t do that.”

“You haveto. It'sthe only way you' |l be safe.”

“These are my secrets to use, not Vinnie's.”

Tony brushed the hair from my forehead, and | shivered. “You're here now. You're
part of us.”

“No, I’'m here with you, not your family.”

“There’' s no way to separate me from them.”

He was right, but | wasn't ready to admit that. “If | solve my own problem, then it has
nothing to do with your family, it’s just me freeing myself.”



“Do you really think that when your father realizes where you are he won’'t come for
us anyway? That he won't think we forced you to betray him?”’

“He won't take that risk. He knows | hate him. He knows | don’t want to be part of
his organization.”

“Being part of his organization and sleeping with the enemy are two different things.”

| hated how right he was. | hated realizing that the plan I'd believed in would never
have worked. Could | really turn over everything and give up my last chance at
escape? Was | going to join the enemy? Was it worth it for Tony?

Yes, it was, but | couldn’t give in without afight.

| clasped my hands behind my back, licked my lips and looked up at him. His eyes
were wide. | had him off balance, which was exactly what | was going for. | might let
him win in the end, but he was going to know | was playing him too. | might let him
do whatever he wanted to me in bed, but | wasn’t going to be his servant. “Are you
planning to torture me until | givein?’

“Elio, I....” A car honked and the screech of owl startled me. Tony brushed his
fingers over my cheek. “Owls are my favorite birds. It's a good omen.”

| smiled. “Don’'t you want to get started torturing me then? | won’'t fight you, not
much anyway.”

He held my gaze as he undid his pants and pulled out his cock. “Open up.”
| did, and he dlid his dick over my tongue, giving me only alittle at first, just a tease.

| sucked hard, and he groaned. When | leaned in to take him deeper, his restraint
broke.



He gripped the sides of my head and thrust deep, choking me. | clasped my hands
tightly and let him do what he wanted. | needed this, and so did he. | couldn’t explain
it, but 1 needed him to force me to surrender to him, to make me believe | had no
choice.

He pushed all the way in until my face was pressed to his abdomen. | couldn’t
breathe. | tried to stay still, to let this happen, but | started to fight, to push at his
thighs. | needed air. |?7—

Helet me go, and | sat back on my heels gasping as he stared down at my dick. It was
hard as fuck, jutting out from my body, dripping precum.

“You fucking love this.”

| did, but | wasn't going to admit it. | dropped my gaze on the floor, not saying a
word.

“Tell mewhat | need to hear.”
| shook my head, not yet ready to give in. | had fight left in me. | still couldn’t
overcome the years of being taught to protect my family, no matter how they treated

me.

“I won't stop. I'll keep fucking your mouth, cutting off your air. You can breathe
when you're ready to admit you belong with me.”

“With you? Not to you?’ The words came out raspy and barely audible.

He grabbed the side of my head and pulled me to him again. “ Swallow me.”

| did as he said. He fucked my mouth savagely, then forced every inch down my



throat again. “Will you turn over your evidence?’

| shook my head as | tried desperately to get some air in through my nose. He pinched
it shut, and | thrashed against him, fighting his hold. He was so fucking strong.

“Giveintome.”

| fought him desperately, tears running down my face. With a growl, he pushed me
away, then grabbed my arm and dragged me to the bed.
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| was out of control. | knew it. | should stop. | should release Elio and figure out
some other way to solve this, but there wasn't one. Whatever he planned to use for
blackmail was all we had. | wasn’t giving him up, and Vinnie wasn't going to agree
to let me keep him if he didn’t reveal all the details of his plan.

“On your back,” | demanded. “Head here.” | pointed to the side of the mattress.

Elio positioned himself like | said, and | gripped his shoulders, pulling him toward
me until his head hung off the bed. | stood behind him, caressing his throat as | stared
down at him.

“Areyou really going to choke me until | agree to turn over my evidence?’

| loved how hoarse he was, loved knowing my cock had done that. “Is that what you
want? Do you want me to torture it out of you?’

“Fuck. | don’t know.”

| thrust back into his mouth, and he gagged around me. | pinned his arms to his sides
as | fucked his mouth, dliding all the way in on each stroke. He swallowed around me
and used his tongue to tease my shaft. | realized he wasn’'t going to give in. He was
just going to take whatever | gave him.



| drove in and held still. When | laid a hand over his throat to feel my cock there, |
almost came. “Givein. Give me what | want. Swear your loyalty to me.”

He shook his head.

| kept still for afew more seconds then pulled out. “What' s it going to take, Elio?’

Tears poured from his eyes, and his mouth was a sloppy mess. “I don't know.” He
barely choked out the words.

He opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue, ready for more. He was still rock hard
for me. | undid his pants so | could work his cock as | fucked his mouth. He writhed,

desperate for more. His hips pumped up, driving his shaft through my hand.

When | was sure he was about to come, | let go and gripped the base of his cock,
squeezing hard, making sure he wouldn’t be able to get relief.

| pulled out of his mouth and seized his hair forcing him to look up at me. “Do you
want to walk back out there to Vinnie with your dick still hard and aching? Do you
want him to know | wouldn’t let you come?’

“You'd never let him see melike that.” He gasped the words out.

“I’m not letting you go.”

“1 don’t want you to.”

His words made my heart stutter. “Fuck, baby, you really don’t have a choice.”

“l do, and | choose you.”



Had | heard him right? “What?’

“1 choose you.”

“Wait. How?—"

“I’ll do what | haveto for this, for you.”

“Jesus, you'reincredible.”

“Y es, now finish me off.”

| wrapped my hand around his cock and worked him with long, rough strokes while |
thrust into his mouth. His body tensed as he swallowed around me. “Come for me.
Right fucking now.”

He made a strangled sound then let go. Cum shot from his cock over and over. He
still wasn't finished when | gave him one final thrust and poured my seed down his
throat.

He swallowed every drop.

| pulled out as soon as | was done, gathered him into my arms, and sat on the bed,
cradling him against me as he shivered from the breeze coming through the window.

“I loveyou, Elio. | love you so much.”

“Love...you...too. Want to do it again.”

| smiled down at him. He was fucking perfect. “I'll do it any time you want. That and
lots more. But first we' ve got to make sure you' re safe from your father.”



| helped Elio clean up, wiping his abdomen and bathing his face gently. There wasn't
anything | could do about his swollen lips or his hoarse voice, but | was sure Vinnie
had put Tom in the same position. At least we only had to see the two of them.
Wishing we had more time aone, | closed the window and secured it, then took
Elio’s hand and led him down the hall.

When we found Vinnie in his office a few moments later, Vinnie looked Elio up and
down and smiled. “Are you ready to hand over the evidence?’

“I’m ready to share it with you and explain what it means.”

Vinnie glared at him.

“That’ s the best you' re going to get.”

Vinnie held out his hand. “I want the drive.”

Elio glanced at me, and | mouthed Please .

He pulled the zip drive from his pocket and handed it over. Vinnie loaded it up on a
laptop that | knew was a spare he used when he wanted to be sure nothing corrupted

his real machine.

When he opened the files, he frowned. “Tell me what I'm seeing.” He turned the
computer so Elio and | could also seeit.

“These are bank statements from my father’s persona account. They show payments
going to this bank account number.” He pointed to the screen, and Vinnie nodded.

“That account belongs to Senator Thompkins.”

Vinnie frowned “Why would he support Thompkins? If he pushes his latest bill



through, the terms will be a nightmare for your father’s business interests.”

“True,” Elio sad.

“So, what’ s the deal 7’

“The senator caught my father in bed with his fifteen-year-old daughter.”

It took alot to get areaction out of Vinnie, but his eyes went wide. “Fuck.”

“If my father doesn’'t keep up his ‘donations’ that information and the video the
senator took gets turned over to the authorities.”

“That sick fuck took avideo of his own daughter instead of stopping Giacomo?’

Elio nodded.

“And the daughter? | assume she hasno say in it?’

“She’s not been seen since the incident. Rumors spread that she ran away, but | don’t
think that’s what happened. | think her father sent her some place where she won't be
ableto talk and ruin his blackmail scheme.”

“Gross,” | said. “Vinnie, we?—"

He nodded. “I’m on it. I’ ve got some contacts. If she’s alive, we'll find her.”

“And do what?' Elio asked.

“We don’t hurt innocent young women,” Vinnie answered.



Elio looked at me, and | nodded. “Okay. That's the secret | found. It’'s enough to get
him off my back.”

“Let’shope so.”

“If not, | will go public with it,” Elio said. “I think he'll know that.”

“WEe'll handle him,” Vinnie said.

“1 need to handle it. He needs to know | brought thisto your attention.”

Vinnie raised his brows. “How well has it worked in the past when you’ve tried to
negotiate with him?’

“| can do this.”

“But you don’t haveto,” | said. “WEe're here for you now.”

Vinnie nodded. “Thisis big. I’'m going to bring the Marchesis in. Y ou two are going
to sit tight at Tony’s house and wait for further instructions.”

“No, | need to be part of this.”

“Look at me.” When Elio did, | continued. “Do you really? Does it matter as long as
you're free? Aslong as we' re together?”’
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D id it matter? | clearly saw care and concern in Tony’s eyes. Relief filled me. He
cared about me, he' d brought me to the one safe haven he knew, and now his family
was behind me. They might be criminals, but | could already tell they were nothing
like my father. “No, it doesn’t matter. Not at all.”

Now | just had to trust Vinnie and the Marchesis to take care of my father.

A woman stopped by to stitch up Tony’s arm. | hoped she was actually a licensed
medical professional, but | didn’'t ask questions. | just held Tony’ s hand while she did
her work.

We tried to sleep, but neither of us had much success. Tony’s window units couldn’t
keep up with the heat. Between that and my nerves, | didn’t want to eat breakfast
despite being hungry. | was tired and stressed, and | kept snapping at Tony for being
gruff and demanding. We paced the apartment, on edge, as we waited for any word
from Vinnie.

Just after dark, the doorbell rang, making us both jump.

“Stay there,” Tony ordered. He pulled out his gun and moved slowly toward the door.
We' d been expecting a phone call, not a visitor. My instincts told me to flee, but |
held my ground. | wasn’t going anywhere without Tony. | was in thiswith him all the

way, so instead of running, | moved closer.

Tony motioned for me to back up, but | ignored him. When he looked through the
peephole, color drained from his face. He took a step back and looked at me with



terror in his eyes.

“Whoisit?

“Lucien.” He glanced back and forth between me and the door.

“He knowswe're here,” | said.

L ucien knocked again.

“You can't keep him waiting.”

“I love you,” Tony said. My heart nearly stopped. I'd known how he felt, but | hadn’t
realized how badly | needed to hear the words again. He turned back to the door,

undid the locks, and opened it.

Without a word, Lucien stepped inside, followed by Vinnie and a man | recognized
from photos on the wall in Tony’s house. He had to be one of the Trevisanis.

“Hello, sir.” Tony addressed Lucien. “I'm honored by your visit. How can | help
you?’

Lucien glared at him for several seconds before he spoke. “I’ve just spent a very
unpleasant evening with Giacomo Barruchi. | understand | have you to thank for
that.”

| stepped up beside Tony. “I’m the one to blame. | refused to return to my family. Did
my father accept that | had him trapped?’

Tony’s eyes were wide as he stared at me. He was clearly stunned | had dared to
Spesak.



“We' ve not been introduced,” Lucien said.

Tony seemed to wake from a trance. “Mr. Marches, thisis Elio Barruchi. Elio, thisis
Mr. Lucien Marches.”

| bowed my head briefly, then found the courage to meet Lucien’s gaze. “| provided
excellent blackmail material in exchange for being allowed to stay here.”

“Yes, you did, and if all you wanted was some time away from your family, perhaps
it would’ ve been enough.”

“1 will expose him if he comes for me. | hope he knows that.”

“No, you will not,” Lucien’s words were likeice. “That is my call. You work for me

now.
Anger flared in me. | wanted to argue, but instead, | lowered my eyes. “Yes, sir.”

| could see Tony’ s shoulders relax when | acquiesced.

“The intriguing secret you provided was enough to get your father to back off for
now. | assure you, he understood the gravity of the situation, but | wanted more than
a temporary reprieve. | wanted his word he would take no revenge for this, make no

attempt to come for you if thisissue ceased to be relevant.”

| wanted to protest. How could something like that not be relevant? | managed to
keep my mouth shut.

“I’ll do whatever is necessary to keep Elio safe, sir,” Tony said.

“You'reright. You'll do anything | tell you to do,” Lucien said. “And | have many
ideas for your future, but for now the matter is settled. | have purchased Elio’s



freedom. He belongsto us.”

“Purchased?’ | couldn’t stop the word from exploding out of my mouth. How dare
he? Lucien turned to Tony.

“Learnto rein himin. | don’t need another liability on my payroll.”

“Yes, sir,” Tony answered.

“You're very expensive, but you're going to make me a hell of a lot of money to
make up for it. I'm turning you over to Uncle Dom. He and his men will teach you
how to take money from a number of unfortunates who've gotten themselves in
trouble by borrowing from us.”

Tony stared at Lucien. “Dominic Marchesi? ...l thought he was a myth.”

Lucien laughed, the sound echoing eerily. “Most people wish he was, but he's very
real, and you will follow his every order, or this situation”—he gestured toward
me—"“won’t be allowed to continue.”

Tony reached back and took my hand. “Elio is under my protection.”

“Not if | say otherwise. | could make millions by selling your boyfriend. Earn your
keep, or we'll see about an auction. Don’t make me regret my choices.”

He was bluffing. He had to be. “You said | was on your payroll too.” Apparently |
couldn’t keep my mouth shut for long.

“Your job isto make sure Tony doesn't screw up. He's a hothead with no discipline.
That’s not how | run things. Make sure he learns how to walk the straight and narrow,
and if Dom has need of your other services, he'll give you orders as well. | hear
you're rather good at finding out people’'s secrets.”



| smiled. “I am happy to pay my way, sir.”

“Watch it.” Lucien turned and left. Vinnie followed him, but the other man stayed.
“Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, | thought he was going kill you.”

“Sodidl.”

“Were you there when he talked to my father?’ Elio asked.

“Yes, it was fucking impressive.”

“Thisismy cousin, Micky,” Tony said. “He' s the one who got me thisjob.”

Micky scowled at him. “Don’t go blaming me for anything,”

“1 can’t believe Lucien paid for me. Why?”’

“Because Vinnie told him the two of you were in love. Not many things will make
Lucien bend, but that is one of them.” | realized then that as badass as L ucien was, he
wouldn’t really sell me. | also redlized Tony had to have told Vinnie he loved me

even before he' d told me. He really was ready to do whatever it took to protect me.

“I’ve got to go,” Micky said. “I promised Vinnie I'd take care of something. If |
don’t, I’ll haveto listen to him yelling all night. Good luck with Dominic.”

Tony snorted. “I’m going to fucking need it.”
When Tony had closed the door behind Micky, | sank onto the couch. “I can’'t believe

my father sold me to his enemy. | mean, | shouldn't expect anymore from him,
but....”



“You don’t need him. He' s never cared for you, | do. My family might be scary—and
crazy—»but they take care of each other.”

“Tom told me that.”

“It’ strue. You’'re one of us now.”

“Because Lucien paid for me. That's....”

“He paid for your freedom. He doesn’t own you.”

“Would he see it that way?’

13 YeS_”

“Cal him.”

“What?’

“| want to talk to him.”

“Elio, that’'s crazy.” Even as he said the words, he pulled out his phone and sent a

message. He watched the screen, and a moment later he made a call and held the

phone out to me.

When Lucien answered, he said, “I did not expect to hear from you so soon. What
trouble are you causing now?”’

“It'sElio. | have aquestion.”

Lucien remained silent.



“Do you really believe you own me?’

“1 don’'t believein slavery. Y ou make your own choices, but you owe me a debt.”

“Yes, sir. Have agood night.”

“1 have afeeling you' re going to be as much trouble as Tony,” Lucien said.

“1 never said my father didn’t have areason to hate me.”

“Fucking hell. Two hot-blooded sons of bitches to deal with. Y ou better not make me
regret letting you live.” He ended the call.

“Satisfied? Tony asked.

“Yes. Now tell me about Uncle Dom.”

Tony sighed. “Dominic Marches is a legendary mob assassin. He's supposedly the
youngest of Franco Marches’s siblings, making him only ten or so years older than
Lucien. Some people say he was raised in Italy and never seen here until he was an
adult. Other say he was illegitimate and that’ s why no one ever met him. Others think
he never existed except in name, and his kills were made by a number of different
men. |’ ve heard rumors that he's dead or that he’s gone into hiding. Apparently, he's
alive and well and still working for the family. As far as | knew, a few of Lucien’s
cousins ran the loan shark operations, but | guess they are his sons.”

“ And now you work for thislegend.”

Tony nodded. “I told you | would do anything for you.”

“l don't think a man like that is going to allow you to get away with what Vinnie
does.”



Tony wrinkled his now. “No, neither do I.”

“You're going to have to listen, no matter how mad it makes you. You're going to
have to play along, at least for awhile. | haven’t gone through all of thisto lose you.”

“Noway in hell am | leaving you, but if you're...if you think...we could still run.”
“No. We're sticking with this life. We're going to make it together. When you come
home pissed off from having to follow Dominic’s rules, you can take it out on me,
fuck me good and rough, make me do what you say.”

“Damn. That’s...l don’'t deserve you.”

“That’s probably true, but you've got me. You had me from the first night you took
me home.”

He grinned and shook his head. “1 had you from the night we met when | put you up
against the wall behind that fucking bar.”

| laughed. “Maybe. | love you, Tony. Thisisn't what | planned, but?—"

“Doyou regret it?’

“No, it's so much better.”

“1 love you too, baby.”

| kissed him then. Nothing—not even thoughts of our families—could keep me from
being the happiest man in the world.



