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 Chapter 1 
 
    Brianna 
 
      
 
    “Do you know who is going?” I ask Tracey as we walk through the mall. 
 
    “Everyone. The fucking Kings are throwing it, so you know it’s going to be epic,” she squeals. 
 
    The Kings. I know all about them, hard not to when they’re my neighbors. I know the stuff they’re into and even though I don’t really want to be involved in any of it, I am. We’ve always been friends; I grew up with them. Tucker is my age and I dated him in high school which really wasn’t that long ago. Dante is older than we are, but that makes him even sexier in my opinion.  
 
    “Dante will be there,” Tracey adds wiggling her eyebrows at me. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s your thing babe, not mine. He’s too, I don’t know. Dark? Intense?” 
 
    “He can be dark and intense with me all night long if he wants to.” 
 
    I laugh at her as we walk into Nova, which is one of my favorite stores.  
 
    “Anyways, isn’t that the best kind? Who wants a little heat when you can have all dark and deadly?” 
 
    Sometimes I honestly wonder how Tracey has made it this far in her life, but then I remember that her dad is a big time lawyer. If he wasn’t her dad I’m pretty sure that Tracey would have been dead on a street corner a very long time ago. She’ll sleep with anything that has a cock. It shouldn’t matter to me, but it does. I love Tracey like a sister, it’s too bad she’s oblivious to what my life really is though.  
 
    No one really understands me. Well, Tucker and Dante understand me. They know who my dad is and they don’t care because they work right alongside him, at least from what I can see. My dad isn’t what you’d call a family man. He’s a hitman.  
 
    Now, I know you must be thinking that it’s insane, but it’s really not. Do you know who your neighbors really are? Most people have no clue. Tucker and Dante obviously do, but they run in the same circles as my dad. Little old lady Margo that lives on the other side though? She is clueless.  
 
    “What about this one?” Tracey asks as she picks up a nearly sheer red dress. I eye it for a second before I nod. Tracey smiles and heads toward the dressing room when my phone rings. 
 
    I pull it out and answer, “Hello?” 
 
    “You’re coming to the party aren’t you?” 
 
    “Have I ever missed one of your parties Tucker?” 
 
    His voice makes me smile. It’s deep and dark just like the man himself. The only reason we broke up was because he’s a cheater. That never stopped me from going back for more though. 
 
    “Hell no, and you better not start now either. I’m looking forward to having you all to myself when it’s over.” 
 
    A chill races down my spine at the thought of what he wants. It isn’t like I don’t offer up my pussy willingly to him. I love Tucker, just not in the way you would think, but I love him just the same. 
 
    “And what exactly are you planning on doing with me?” I ask softly and I can hear him groan on the other end. 
 
    “You remember those chains you liked so much?” 
 
    I bite my lip to hide my moan. Tucker chuckles. 
 
    “Yeah, you remember all right. I think it’s about time we bring those back out. Don’t you?” 
 
    Heat spirals through my body as he speaks. Tucker is into some strange shit, but the longer I was with him the more I found myself liking it.  
 
    “I think I like where this is heading. I’m buying a new dress right now. It’s short, sexy, and maybe just a little bit see through,” I add.  
 
    “Fuck Bri. Are you trying to make me hard right now? It’s working.” 
 
    I’m hot as hell right now.  
 
    “Just think about it. You can be the one peeling it off of me. With your teeth. You can slowly pull it down until my nipples pop free. Then you can run your tongue over it until it’s hard and suck it into your mouth,” I tease him. 
 
    “Jesus,” he hisses. 
 
    “You’ll work your way down my body until you get to exactly where you want to be. Can you smell my arousal Tucker?” I ask him in a sultry tone. 
 
    I can hear him groaning on the other end. It makes me smile. 
 
    “You’re going to pay for that Bri.” 
 
    “What are you going to do? You going to spank me baby? Maybe tie me up like you did before? Maybe you want to lick my pussy while I deep throat your cock?” 
 
    “Fucking hell Bri. What has gotten into you today?” 
 
    “Do you remember what I taste like when I come Tucker? Can you still taste me on your lips?” 
 
    “Bri,” he hisses out the warning. 
 
    “Are you hard for me Tucker? Are you stroking your cock for me?” 
 
    I know he is. Tucker is a sex fiend. 
 
    “Fuck Bri. Don’t you dare stop now.” 
 
    “Can you feel my lips wrapped around your cock right now? I’m sucking hard and using just a little bit of teeth to scrape along the edge.” 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “Are you close baby?” 
 
    “So goddamn close.” 
 
    “Oh shit, there’s Tracey, I gotta go. I’ll see you tonight.” 
 
    “Bri don’t you dare fucking hang up the pho-” 
 
    “What are you doing?” Tracey asks me with a smile on her face. 
 
    “Nothing. Just having a little bit of fun with Tucker.” 
 
    “You are such a slut,” she laughs as she leads the way to the counter. 
 
    I just smirk at her and follow behind her. If Tucker wants a piece of me later then that’s what he’ll get.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Dante 
 
      
 
    The warehouse is packed with people which is exactly what I was going for. I want to watch the scene unfold. I want to find the fucking assholes that think they can run drugs on King turf.  
 
    Some people call us thugs, while others call us criminals. We’re gang members that run the streets of Chicago. Every description is right. The King’s Crew started out as just a tiny street gang when my dad was a kid. They wanted a way to show their strength and brotherhood. They wanted the city to see that they were more than just the nothing of the city that the people deemed them to be. My dad and his boys took all of it in stride. They knew they had something to prove. When my uncle Vince brought in the drugs the rest became history.  
 
    My dad has made many friends and enemies over his years of running the Kings. The older my dad became the more he started handing the reins over to me, and I took over seven years ago. My dad still has his hands in things, but it’s now me that runs the show. Tucker, my younger brother, isn’t far behind me. He’s a damn good soldier and I look forward to passing the reins on to him one day. 
 
    “You seeing anyone?” Tucker asks as he leans into my side to talk to me over the music. 
 
    “Not yet. Jorge is over there though,” I tell him as I nod in that general direction. 
 
    His eyes follow mine when I suddenly hear him huff out a breath. If I allowed it Jorge would be a dead man. I can’t say that I haven’t thought about it, but I’m not ready for that war yet.  
 
    “He’s a fucking waste of air,” Tucker snaps. 
 
    I nod my agreement. Jorge is from another local gang, the Deuces. They mean shit to us and they aren’t much of a gang to be honest. Most of them are just little boys pretending to be men. They peddle in weed around town, but they know better than to come into our territory with that shit. 
 
    “Yes, he is, but he’s not our target,” I remind him. 
 
    “He will be one of these days. I would love to watch that bastard bleed out for hours.” 
 
    I chuckle and keep scanning the room looking for any signs of weakness. I know they’re out there, I just need to find them. You would think that these assholes would be smarter than to actually come to one of our parties and peddle their drugs, but they really aren’t. They see it as an opportunity to sneak into our game. Little do they know that I’m watching. 
 
    “I’m going to get a beer. You want one?” I nod my head and watch my little brother as he walks off when I spot her. 
 
    She’s wearing a blue jean mini skirt that barely covers her ass with her signature white Adidas. Her shirt clings to her chest and shows just enough of her tits to get my cock hard. I don’t know what the fuck it is about Brianna that gets to me, but for as long as I’ve known her I’ve wanted her. I always kept my distance.  
 
    I trail her with my eyes and watch the way she moves. She stops to talk to people often. The genuine smile I find on her face makes it harder for me to look away. I know I’m supposed to be watching for other assholes, but that girl gets my goddamn attention every single time she walks into the room. I’m forced to see her all of the fucking time knowing I can’t have her, she’s always around to see Tucker. The fact that she lives right next door makes it so much more tempting to sneak over there at night. 
 
    “Here,” Tucker says pulling my attention away from her and taking the beer from him swallowing down a big gulp before I scan the crowd again. 
 
    “Look,” I say nodding toward the middle of the room. 
 
    “You fucking kidding me? Is that Jerry?” he snorts out. 
 
    “The one and only. What the fuck is Jerry Locust doing on our side of town?” I ask more to myself than him. 
 
    Jerry Locust is a dealer on the west side of town. He knows better than to step onto the south or east side without letting us know first. 
 
    “Is he here for the party?” Tucker asks as he looks over at me. 
 
    I shake my head no. He isn’t here to party. 
 
    “He’s looking for new clients is more like it. Look,” I nod once more when I see him hand off a baggy to some guy. 
 
    Tucker straightens next to me and glances around the room. 
 
    “Hey Mink. Go get Junior and meet me by the front doors.” 
 
    Mink is one of our guys. He nods his head and moves through the crowd as I chuckle. 
 
    “You need any help?” Tucker smirks over his shoulder, flips me off, and keeps walking. 
 
    He doesn’t need me. Tucker can handle himself which is what makes him such a good soldier.  
 
    I watch him walk through the room when she catches my eye again. Bri is dancing with her friend, grinding on each other and it’s enough to give every man in the room a hard on. When she stops to fan herself I see her lips move before she points toward the bathroom. I leap from my spot on the broken speakers and shove my way through the crowd. Most people move out of my way, but a few want to stop and talk to me. I’ve got something else in mind. 
 
    As soon as I reach the back I see her heading down the hall toward the bathroom. I look at the few people standing around and jerk my head so that they know to get the fuck out of here. After they’ve all left I grab Bri’s wrist and spin her to face me and back her up against the wall. Her breath hitches and her eyes widen. 
 
    “What are you doing Dante?” 
 
    I lick my lips and press my body against hers. She never breaks eye contact with me. I can see the lust simmering inside of her. I’ve craved it for such a long time now. I wrap my hand around her throat and watch her eyes widen a little more.  
 
    “You look goddamn hot in that skirt. Maybe I could help you out of it?” I ask her as I press my hard cock against her. 
 
    Bri’s lips part and that’s when I move in. I lean down and kiss her, letting my mouth explore hers. She doesn’t stop me. I slide my lips from hers and up over her cheek before I bite her earlobe. Bri moans and my cock twitches. I wasn’t sure if she would or wouldn’t stop me to be honest. I’ve seen the way she looks at me. I know she likes me, but I wasn’t sure if she wanted me the same way I want her. The only reason I’ve stayed away from her is Tucker, but I don’t think I can stay away any longer.  
 
    “You’re making it very hard for me to pay attention tonight princess.” 
 
    Her warm breath fans over my cheek, “What are you talking about?”  
 
    “Things you don’t need to know. What you need to know is that I’m sick of just watching you. You flaunt your sexy little ass in front of Tucker and I all the time.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You know what I mean Bri. Have you known the whole time that I’ve wanted you?” 
 
    I bring my lips back to hers and kiss her roughly. I don’t want her to forget about this night. There’s a storm brewing inside of me and I plan on letting it out with Bri under me. 
 
    “Tucker,” she whispers. 
 
    “Do you still want him?” I ask her needing to hear her say no. I need to hear it from her lips because once she does, she’s mine. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “Cops!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Brianna 
 
      
 
    I’m gasping for air when someone yells cops. Dante has me pressed up against the wall kissing me and grinding into me. I have to admit that he feels damn good too. His hard body keeps mine in place as his lips are working magic over my skin. I’ve never felt like this before. Dante grabs my hand, drags me back to the party, and shoves me into Tucker’s arms. 
 
    “Get her out of here,” Dante roars. 
 
    People are running around screaming. It’s complete madness now. 
 
    “I have to find Tracey.” 
 
    I start to pull away from Tucker, but he jerks me back to him. When I look up I’m ready to plead with him when he nods toward the side door and I see her. Tucker drags me through the crowd shoving people out of the way until we get to her.  
 
    “We need to go,” he yells as I grab Tracey’s hand and pull her along with us. 
 
    Tucker drags us out of the side door and toward his SUV. Tracey and I laughing our asses off while trying to keep up with him. 
 
    “Stop laughing and get in,” he snaps. 
 
    The lights on his car flicker as he presses the button to unlock the doors. I jump in the back with Tracey as Tucker climbs in and starts the car. He peels out of the parking lot almost hitting people on his way out. 
 
    “Get the fuck out of the way. Fuck,” he screams while honking his horn. 
 
    If they were smart they’d just move. Tracey and I hold onto each other as he speeds away from the warehouse. Once we’re a safe distance away I climb between the seats to get up front with him. 
 
    “Fucking Christ Bri. You aren’t wearing any panties?” he hisses. 
 
    Tracey laughs, but I drop into the seat next to him. His hand comes over quickly and lands on my thigh. His touch is easy, but after kissing Dante it just doesn’t feel right. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “The party isn’t over baby. We’re heading to the river,” Tucker says as his hand slowly rubs circles on my thigh. 
 
    Tracey squeals in the back, but I can’t focus on her right now. I can only think about Tucker’s hand on me and the way Dante felt pressed up against me. I know it’s all wrong, but damn it, it felt so good and so right. I zone out thinking about what it would feel like to have him touch me. I want his hands to be on me.  
 
    I don’t even realize that we’re at the river until Tracey squeals again. I snap back to reality as they climb out of the car. Tucker jogs around and comes to stand in front of me as I climb out.  
 
    “I thought you were getting a dress?” he whispers as his eyes trail over me. 
 
    “You don’t like my skirt?” 
 
    “Oh I think I can lift that up just as easily as the dress Bri. You owe me. You fucking left me on the phone to jerk off after your sexy little mouth got me all hot.” 
 
    My cheeks flush and Tucker smiles. He grabs my hand and leads me down the small path until we reach the river. Dante is already there with a few other girls and guys. Most of the girls fall at his feet which pisses me off even though I know it shouldn’t. I try not to look at him, but the urge is there. My eyes slowly fall on him as he stares back at me. The heat in his eyes in unnerving to say the least. Tucker doesn’t seem to notice, but then again he’s too busy talking to his friends.  
 
    Dante’s eyes move to our joined hands before they come back up to my face. He shakes his head. I don’t know why I obey him, but I slowly untangle our hands until Tucker’s falls to his side. Dante smirks at me like he’s won a prize, and I feel like an idiot. 
 
    “I can’t believe we’re actually here,” Tracey says as she tugs at my arm. 
 
    She may be my best friend, but I don’t invite her to all of the parties. I’d like to think that she is better than I am. She doesn’t need this life to collide with hers. 
 
    “This is crazy. You want a drink?” I ask her. 
 
    She nods her head. Of course she does. I grab her hand and pull her along with me to the cooler. It never ceases to amaze me how quickly those two can pull a party together. I grab two beers and hand her one when I feel someone behind me. When I spin around I come face to face with Dante. 
 
    “You two are looking sexy as sin tonight. You looking to get into a little trouble?” he asks raising his eyebrow. 
 
    Fuck. Why does he have to be so damn hot? With his shaggy, dirty blonde hair and those deep, brown eyes of his.  
 
    “I sure as hell am,” Tracey chimes in as I shake my head and laugh. 
 
    “What about you Bri? You ready to have a little fun?” 
 
    “I think I’ve had plenty of fun for one night.” 
 
    “I don’t think you have. In fact, I’m pretty sure the party is far from getting started yet,” he says eyeing me up and down. 
 
    Just as I’m about to open my mouth Tucker wraps his hands around my waist and pulls me back into him. 
 
    “Who do you think called that shit in?” he asks Dante. 
 
    “Hard to say. I’ll find out though. Then we’ll have a little fun with the prick.” 
 
    Dante’s eyes darken when Tucker leans down and kisses my neck. He reaches for Tracey and pulls her into his chest. She yelps at the contact, but this is something she’s wanted for a long time.  
 
    I want to say no. I want to protest and stomp my foot like a goddamn baby. I can’t do that though. If I do that then Tucker will know that I like Dante, and Dante will get a thrill out of it. So, I lean into Tucker’s touch instead. He groans near my ear before he runs his tongue down my neck. Dante’s eyes are darker than I’ve ever seen them before and he smiles at me. With a smirk in place he drags Tracey with him toward the tree line.  
 
    “I guess they didn’t want to party with us after all,” Tucker chuckles. 
 
    “I guess not. Let’s get a drink,” I tell him as I pull out of his arms.  
 
    I’m aggravated, hot, and pissed off. Mostly I’m just horny as hell, but the one that I have been thinking about all night is now off banging my best friend. I sigh in defeat as I drop down next to the small fire that someone has built. Tucker passes me a beer and lights up a joint. He sits down next to me and we all pass it around. After what feels like hours I stand up and brush my ass off. 
 
    “Where are you going?” Tucker asks looking up at me. 
 
    “I’m going to go find Tracey. I’ll be back.” 
 
    He nods his head and goes back to his conversation. I ignore the little voice telling me to leave them alone. I’m on edge and I just want to go home and get some sleep.  
 
    I traipse through the trees when I hear the moans. When I’m close enough that I can see them I gasp when Dante looks up at me while he licks her pussy. Tracey has no idea that I’m standing here watching them. Heat courses through my veins and I think Dante knows. I watch him. His eyes are on mine as he continues to make her scream. I should just walk away. I shouldn’t be watching this, but Dante raises his hand to me and holds up two fingers. I’m confused by his meaning until he spreads them apart and motions between my legs. I shake my head no, but his eyes are lethal.  
 
    I slowly spread my legs, never taking my eyes from his. I can see him smirk when he nods toward me. He wants me to finger myself. I know what he wants, and just because he wants it, I do it. I slide my hand between my legs and find the dampness that is already there. I open my mouth as I pant and match my rhythm to his. My eyes flutter closed as I take myself higher. When I hear Tracey yelp I open my eyes to find Dante staring at me. He shakes his head slightly and brings his fingers to his eyes and points at me. Damn him. He wants me to watch him while I get off.  
 
    I’ve never done this in front of anyone before. Sure, I’ve touched myself in front of Tucker, but never like this. The more I finger myself the more I feel the burn in my stomach. Within seconds, my eyes still locked on Dante’s, I fall apart biting my own lip to try to keep quiet. Every wave makes me wish it was his mouth rather than my fingers. When Tracey screams I pull my hand out from under my skirt and spin around quickly to go find Tucker. I do find him. I slam right into him. 
 
    “You okay?” he asks. 
 
    “Yeah. Can you drive me home? Tracey is still busy,” I tell him feeling like the biggest fool. 
 
    Dante is a player. He has girls lined up at his door only to fuck them and then toss them aside. I should have known better.  
 
    “Yeah, come on.” 
 
    Tucker pulls me into his side and we walk back to the car. As I climb in I see Dante coming out of the tree line. He smirks at me and blows me a kiss as we pull out. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    Dante 
 
      
 
    The party was a success the other night. I found what I was looking for. Well, my boys did at least. Now I’m wandering the streets of the south side of Chicago taking in my territory. Not many would dare to walk these streets at night, but I’m not just anyone. I own these fucking streets. This is my home. This is my birthright. 
 
    “Hey Dante.” 
 
    I glance over and see Smiley. He’s one of our dealers. I walk over to him and nod my head at him. I look down to see the crown that sits on his wrist. That’s my symbol. Each and every member of the Kings has the crown tatted on his inner wrist. It shows who he is and that he’s not to be fucked with. 
 
    “How’s shit going out here tonight?” 
 
    “It’s a little slow man. What are you doing walking around out here? It’s after one in the goddamn morning.” 
 
    “Isn’t that the best time? Shit. The only time the streets are silent. Right?” I ask him as Smiley nods his head. 
 
    “Yeah you’re right. There’s not much happening tonight though. A few parties over on South Second, but that’s about it,” he tells me. 
 
    “A few huh?”  
 
    He nods. 
 
    “I might go check them out. See you on Monday night.” 
 
    I turn and walk away wondering who in the hell is having a party right now. I don’t really give two shits, but I just don’t want any drama going down that I should know about. It’s not like they have to ask my permission to have a party, but I want to be in the goddamn loop.  
 
    When I step out onto Second I’m shocked at the sight in front of me. I nearly lose my footing. The air rushes from my lungs. What the fuck is going on? I walk closer when I realize who it is. 
 
    “Bri? What the fuck?” 
 
    She doesn’t turn to look at me. She just keeps holding the gun in her shaking hands aimed directly at the man in front of her. My gaze moves to his. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing over here?”  
 
    They’re Northside Reds. I can’t believe that he has the balls to be on the South Side right now. Jenkins knows better. He’s a fucking rival that I wouldn’t mind blowing a goddamned hole in, but I can’t. We have too much history and too much money is invested between us.  
 
    “Get this fucking girl off of me Dante.” 
 
    “You just shut the fuck up,” Bri screams. 
 
    I move closer up next to her and that’s when I see Tracey. She’s curled into herself and her clothes are ripped. I look between the three of them when I notice that Bri’s clothes are ripped too. 
 
    “What the hell is this?” I ask motioning toward the girls. 
 
    “We were having a little fun. It got out of hand. You know how that shit goes Dante,” Jenkins slurs. 
 
    I know he’s fucked out of his head right now, but that doesn’t matter to me. I want to know why Bri’s clothes are torn half off of her body. Thoughts are circling through my mind and none of them are good. 
 
    “You lying fuck,” Bri screams. 
 
    “Bri. What happened?”  
 
    Her hand shakes, but she keeps the gun pointed at him. 
 
    “It was nothing,” he roars. 
 
    Bri moves even closer. I mimic her steps and step even closer to her. My eyes keep darting around the three of them as I try to piece this shit together. 
 
    “Was it? Maybe for you it was nothing,” she screams louder. 
 
    I move to stand behind her. I wrap my hands around her and reach for the gun.  
 
    “Brianna just tell me what happened and I’ll take care of it. Let me have the gun,” I whisper in her ear. 
 
    This isn’t her. She isn’t this type of person regardless of who her father is. 
 
    “I want him dead. I. Want. Him. Dead,” she cries. 
 
    Nothing in this situation is right, but my cock is hard as steel and pressing into her. Fuck. Seeing her like this is messing with my head. 
 
    “Why? What did he do princess?” 
 
    “I didn’t do shit,” the idiot yells again. 
 
    “You lying shit. You and your little friend tried to rape us.” 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    I move quickly from behind her and straight towards Jenkins. My fist collides with his face more than once. I don’t give a single shit who he is. He put his hands on something that wasn’t his to touch. Each punch only drives my anger higher. It isn’t until I hear the gunshot that I stop. When I look up I see that Bri’s eyes are wild. That bullet could have easily hit either one of us. 
 
    “Bri. Baby look at me,” I tell her as I stand from the ground and wipe blood from my lips. 
 
    She isn’t focused. She isn’t here. She’s lost in her head. She can’t see what’s right in front of her. 
 
    “Get the fuck away from me,” she screams as Tracey cries next to her. 
 
    I walk in front of her. I walk between the gun and Jenkins. 
 
    “Look at me baby. Please? Just look at me,” I demand this time. 
 
    Her eyes slowly move up to meet mine. It’s almost as if a wall has fallen and now she can see who is calling out to her. 
 
    “Dante,” she says my name so softly that I nearly lose it. 
 
    I nod my head and step closer to her. The gun is now pressing into my chest. 
 
    “It’s me. Let me have the gun Bri.” 
 
    She shakes her head, but when I reach for the gun she lets me take it. I shove it into the back of my jeans before I pull her into my chest. Bri sobs as her body shakes.  
 
    “I want him dead,” she cries harder. 
 
    I suck in a breath knowing in the back of my mind that I want him dead as well. I wish it was that easy. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    I release her and turn to Jenkins as he pulls himself off of the ground.  
 
    “If I ever see you on this side of town again you are a dead man. I will fucking cut you into pieces and sprinkle you on your mom’s front steps. Get the fuck out of here.” 
 
    He doesn’t hesitate. He turns and runs. 
 
    “How could you let him go after what he did? You bastard.” 
 
    I slide my phone out to call Smiley. I let him know that I need a car and I need it now. In under a minute a car rounds the corner and stops in front of us. I usher to the two girls into the car. 
 
    “Keep an eye out for Northside.” 
 
    “Is that what happened to them? Fuck Dante. I didn’t know.” 
 
    “I know you didn’t. Jenkins was over here too. I don’t know who was with him.” 
 
    “I’ve got this. I’ll shoot to kill if I see anyone.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    I walk around and climb into the driver’s seat and drive off. 
 
    “What’s your address?” I ask Tracey needing to get her the fuck out of this car so that I can be alone with Bri. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Brianna 
 
      
 
    “Is your dad home?” Dante asks after we dropped Tracey off at her house.  
 
    I didn’t want her to go, but she insisted that she would be fine. She didn’t look fine. Dante asked if we wanted to call the police, but we all know how that works around here.  
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then you’re staying with us,” he says. 
 
    I don’t bother arguing with him as I wouldn’t win anyway. Instead I just nod my head and keep looking out the window as the houses fly by.  
 
    I can’t believe this happened to us. Tracey said that she knew the people that were having the party. That’s the only reason I went. The thought of that man ripping my shirt open causes me to shiver. I’ve never been afraid of anything in my life. Who and what my dad is created a sense of safety, I had never really felt fear before now.  
 
    When we pull into the driveway I look over to my house. It’s dark. There are no lights on. It’s dark just like my family. 
 
    “Come on,” Dante says before he climbs out of the car. 
 
    He walks around and helps me out. He pulls my shirt back into place when it slips. I can see the fire burning in his eyes. He’s pissed. His jaw is clenched tight even though he’s not saying a word. He wraps his arm around me and leads me inside, flipping on the lights as we go. He ushers me upstairs and I silently go with him. I’m not sure where my mind is at. I’m not sure what I feel; I’m just a void. I’m a space in time that has no real meaning right now. With that thought another sob escapes me. 
 
    “Fuck,” Dante mutters and pulls me into his arms once more.  
 
    I let him hold me as I inhale his scent. I’ve never wanted to be closer to him in my life. I wrap my arms around his waist and just hold on. 
 
    “I’m sorry princess.” 
 
    His words cause even more tears to form. I’ve never been weak. I’ve never felt this way before, but after being nearly raped I don’t know how I should feel.  
 
    When I pull back, Dante leads me into his room. He pulls out a t-shirt and turns to me. With fire still blazing in his eyes he moves slowly toward me. He sets the shirt on the bed before he moves to the hem of my torn one. The look in his eyes is so torn that it pains me to see it there. Why is he looking at me like that?  
 
    When he lifts my shirt up over my head and tosses it to the floor I gasp, his hands come to my shoulders as his fingers caress me while he runs then up and down my arms. I shiver from his touch. When our eyes lock I nearly lose myself. Dante licks his lips, shakes his head slightly, and grabs the shirt off of the bed.  
 
    “Put this on,” he says holding the shirt up for me to take. 
 
    I slide my arms through and he tugs it down. I’m about to say something, although I don’t know what I’m going to say, when I hear Tucker. 
 
    “Did you hear about the shit that was goi-” 
 
    He stops when he walks into the room and looks between us. 
 
    “What the fuck is going on?” 
 
    “Shit went down on Second,” Dante tells him. 
 
    His eyes jerk to mine and stay there. 
 
    “That was you? Fuck.” 
 
    His voice softens before he reaches to me and pulls me into his arms. I want to cry, but I don’t. I don’t want this to break me. So, instead of letting him cuddle me I pull away. 
 
    “Just stop. I’m not going to break.” 
 
    “Jesus you were almo-” 
 
    “I said stop! Just shut the fuck up Tucker! I wasn’t raped okay? Just stop.” 
 
    I turn and run out of the room. I can hear Tucker and Dante talking as I go. It doesn’t take them long before they find me curled up on the couch. 
 
    “I ordered pizza,” Dante announces. 
 
    “They don’t deliver pizza this late,” I tell him sarcastically. 
 
    “Well, for me they do,” he smirks. 
 
    Of course they do. Tucker turns on some action movie and plops down onto the couch next to me. He doesn’t make a move to touch me this time. I almost feel bad for yelling at him, but I can’t keep crying over this.  
 
    I should never have gone out with Tracey in the first place. I should have stayed home like I’d planned on doing to watch movies. Thoughts start to get jumbled in my head when a piece of pizza is slapped in front of me. I didn’t even hear them bring it in. 
 
    “Eat,” Dante demands. 
 
    I pick up the piece and take a few bites before leaning back against the couch. 
 
    “This is the stupidest movie I’ve ever seen,” I mumble under my breath. 
 
    “Are you shitting me? This is action baby,” Tucker snaps. 
 
    “This is some of the fakest action I’ve ever seen. Did you see how that car blew up? That’s not how it happens,” I say crossing my arms over my chest. 
 
    “How the hell would you know?” Dante asks me with a smirk. 
 
    “Because you two idiots blew up Miss Margo’s car when you thought it was Northside’s.” 
 
    “Oh shit. I remember that,” Dante smiles. 
 
    It’s a rare sight to see him smile and I’m glad that I was here for it. Tucker yawns and closes his eyes as the movie continues on, eventually I fall asleep too. The dream is very vivid and doesn’t stop, as if it’s on a loop. That asshole had his hands on me. I jerk awake and look around to find Tucker passed out on the couch next to me. I don’t see Dante anywhere. He must have gone to bed. I shove off of the couch trying to be quiet so that I don’t wake Tucker. I walk through the kitchen and out of the back door when I smell smoke and see the tip of a cigarette glowing in the dark. 
 
    “You couldn’t sleep?” Dante asks. 
 
    “Bad dream.” 
 
    “Come sit with me.” 
 
    I walk over and take a seat on the wicker sofa next to him. It feels strange to be sitting out here with him when it was Tucker and myself so many nights before. 
 
    “Do you love him?”  
 
    His question should shock me, but I saw it coming. 
 
    “I’ve always loved him.” 
 
    “That’s not what the fuck I’m asking you here princess and you know it.” 
 
    “What difference does it make?” 
 
    “What happened tonight?” 
 
    I think about telling him to fuck off, but I don’t. Instead I take a deep breath and start talking. 
 
    “Tracey said she wanted to go to this party and that she knew the people. Came to find out, she didn’t. She heard about the party and when we got there we found that guy and his friend. We stuck around for a little while because they didn’t fuck with us at first, but that one just kept looking at me like he knew me. It was just weird.” 
 
    “Then what happened?” 
 
    I can feel Dante tense up next to me. 
 
    “We were dancing when they walked up to us. They tried to dance with us, but we told them no. They didn’t listen. It got kind of heated after that. The one guy pulled Tracey outside and the one that was there when you got there pulled me outside. They tried to, well they didn’t get that far. I grabbed his gun when I felt it and the other guy took off.” 
 
    I can hear him take a deep breath and blow it out. He takes another drag from his cigarette and then flicks it through the air. I watch the glow of the tip until it lands in the yard. Dante pulls me so that I’m facing him and grabs my face in his hands. 
 
    “We have deals with him. I couldn’t kill him on the spot. That would start a war that we’re not ready for yet,” he tells me. 
 
    I understand. I’m a part of this world whether he wants to admit it or not.  
 
    “I know. I get it Dante.” 
 
    I bring my hands up to cover his and warmth envelopes me. 
 
    “No you don’t. I will kill him for touching you. I promise that he will suffer until he begs me to die. I will watch his life drain from him for having the nerve to come anywhere near you,” he says through gritted teeth.  
 
    His hands have tightened on my face until it’s almost painful. Then he leans in and kisses me roughly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    Dante 
 
      
 
    My muscles burn as I move the crates of guns off of the truck and into the warehouse we use for storage. Tucker is off in his own little world still reeling from what happened to Bri two weeks ago. I can’t say that I can blame him either. I’m still pissed I have to hold my cards tight to my chest, right until we’re ready to go to war. It’s not that I honestly give two shits, I want that bastard’s head for what he did to her. 
 
    “I heard Jerry was at that party,” Rich, one of our guys, says. 
 
    “Yeah. Tucker dealt with him. I doubt he’ll come back around, but then again that motherfucker isn’t very smart either,” I say as I suck in a much needed breath of air. 
 
    We continue to move the crates until the truck is empty. 
 
    “How are we moving the powder this round?” one of the guys asks. 
 
    “We’re using coffee cans. Double bag that shit and stuff it deep down in the coffee. The dogs can’t detect it that way. We paid one of the café drivers to use his goddamn coffee truck to deliver it down there too. You can ride along if you like and make sure it all goes as planned.” 
 
    Rich nods his head. 
 
    “Coffee cans huh?” Smiley asks. 
 
    “Damn right. Dave can reseal that shit so that it looks like he’s just hauling his shit where it needs to go. They won’t suspect a thing.” 
 
    “The coffee delivery man delivering coffee,” Tucker chuckles. 
 
    I nod. That’s exactly what it is. 
 
    “I heard your girl was hurt the other night,” Rich says to Tucker. 
 
    His jaw ticks, but then again so does mine. She isn’t his. Not anymore. The more I think about it the more pissed I get. Something is going to have to give and a lot is going to have to change. I need to talk to Bri and see where her head is at, but I don’t want to put too much on her with what has happened.  
 
    “She’s fine,” he snaps back at him. 
 
    I watch him move around, his body is coiled tight. I wave my hand at the other guys so that they’ll leave us alone. I glance over my shoulder to make sure they’re gone before I turn back to my little brother.  
 
    “What’s with the attitude?” 
 
    “I don’t have one.” 
 
    “Nope. Not at all. Fuck off Tucker. What the fuck is going on?” I roar a little louder this time. 
 
    Tucker runs his hand through his hair before he turns to look at me. 
 
    “She’s isn’t herself. She’s acting off.” 
 
    “You expect her to go through what she did and just be back to normal overnight? What the fuck are you thinking?” I ask him before I light up a joint. 
 
    I pass it to him and watch as he takes a drag. 
 
    “I know that, but it’s been two weeks. She’s pulling away from me like she doesn’t want me around and shit,” he admits as he passes the joint back to me. 
 
    I don’t know if this is because of what happened to her, or if it’s because I keep kissing her. I think I’ve made it pretty goddamn obvious that I want her. At the same time, I don’t want to hurt Tucker either. 
 
    “She’s dealing with a lot of shit Tucker. Just give her some time to adjust.” 
 
    “She’s looking for a job,” he adds. 
 
    “A job? What the hell for? Her dad makes bank.” 
 
    We both laugh at that. It is what it is though. Mac makes damn good money being a killer for hire. Hell I thought about getting into that line of work myself, but I don’t like being out of town as much as he is.  
 
    “Yeah he does. I don’t know what’s up with her Dante. It’s like she doesn’t want me around anymore man. I don’t like that feeling. It’s like I’m losing her.” 
 
    “I thought you weren’t together anyway?” 
 
    “What the fuck difference does that make? She’s always been mine Dante.” 
 
    And there it is. He thinks he’s still with her. I don’t want to be the asshole here, but I will. 
 
    “She isn’t yours man. Maybe that’s why she’s pushing your ass away. You still cling to her like you’re lovers,” I chuckle. 
 
    “Fuck you. You don’t know shit.” 
 
    I inhale another lung full of air before I blow the smoke out through my nose. 
 
    “We need to get this crate secured before we leave. Get up off your ass and help,” I tell him. 
 
    He flips me off but jumps off the one he’s been sitting on. He pops the top open and picks up one of the ARs to look at it.  
 
    “This would be a good one to take that motherfucker out with,” he grumbles under his breath. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s a good one. I prefer up close and personal though. You know?”  
 
    Tucker looks over at me and nods. 
 
    “You’ve always had a thing for knives. Dad used to have to hide those motherfuckers from you when we were younger.” 
 
    “I remember that shit. I used to look for a knife to cut my food with when dad would disappear and come back with a steak knife.” 
 
    We both chuckle at that. 
 
    “Yeah. The fucker thought you were going to off one of us.” 
 
    That doesn’t surprise me. My dad raised me to be the man I am today. 
 
    “No way. I needed you fuckers too much to do that. Let’s get this shit finished. I’m hungry.” 
 
    “Have you talked to Bri’s friend anymore since that night at the warehouse?” he asks as I haul another crate over. 
 
    “Not since I found her and Bri. She didn’t really say much either. Why?” I look over at Tucker to see him stacking a crate. 
 
    “No reason. Bri just said she was really into you. Thought you might have talked to her again.” 
 
    “Since when do I do seconds?” I ask in a flat tone. 
 
    “Fuck Dante. You will never have a wife,” he teases. 
 
    “I don’t need one when every bitch in Chicago will bend over at my command.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
    Brianna 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I say politely as I hand the manager my application. 
 
    I’m so sick of sitting at home. I’m done hiding. I’m just sick of pretty much everything lately. 
 
    “What do you think your dad will say about you looking for a job?” Tracey asks  
 
    She has no clue what my dad actually does and I’d like to keep it that way. 
 
    “It doesn’t really matter. It’s not like he’s around much. I’m tired of being inside all day doing nothing. It’s boring as hell.” 
 
    “Can’t you just go to Tucker’s?” 
 
    I roll my eyes. 
 
    “If he’s home. You know how they are, they aren’t always around either. I just need to find something I can do.” 
 
    “Me too. My dad keeps talking to me about college, how I need to focus on my life, and figure out what I want out of it. I’m so sick of him always breathing down my neck,” she says. 
 
    “You should go you know? You were good at school. I thought you wanted to look into doing interior designing? You were really good at that type of thing,” I tell her honestly. 
 
    Tracey shrugs her shoulders as we walk down the sidewalk. 
 
    “I was at one point. Now I don’t know what I really want to do. I’m still on edge about what happened. Aren’t you?”  
 
    I shake my head and plaster on that fake smile that everyone is getting out of me lately. This is the me that everyone gets now, my nightmares are filled with them coming back to finish what they started. 
 
    “Not really. Dante said he’d take care of it and I believe him. He wouldn’t say that if he didn’t plan on doing it.” 
 
    The closer we get to the house the more I hate it. I don’t want to go back there and sit in the darkness again. 
 
    “You ever think about leaving Chicago?” Tracey asks. 
 
    I shrug. I slide my hands into the pockets of my jeans. 
 
    “Sometimes, but with no job it’s not happening. Where do you want to go?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. Somewhere with warm winters though. Maybe Florida?” 
 
    “You should look into schools there,” I tell her as we keep walking. 
 
    I pull my phone out to check the few messages from Tucker when Tracey speaks, “Isn’t that your dad’s car?” 
 
    I lift my head and sure enough, I see his car parked in the driveway. I’m not like most daughters who would get excited about her dad being home. It’s hard to miss him when he never really wanted me to begin with. 
 
    “Yeah he’s home.” 
 
    We walk up the stairs and I shove open the front door to see him standing in the living room. I’m about to say hello when I notice that he’s not alone. He steps to the side and turns to face me when I see the tall, blonde standing there. She eyes me up and down like I disgust her. Well, the feeling is mutual bitch. 
 
    “Where have you been?” my dad asks and his tone is just as harsh as it always is. 
 
    “Out. Meet me upstairs,” I say looking over my shoulder at Tracey. 
 
    She nods and takes off for the stairs. She knows that she doesn’t want to be in the middle of this mess. I don’t blame her at all. I don’t look at my dad. I keep my eyes on the bitch that’s staring at me like I don’t belong in my own home.  
 
    “How long are you here for?” I finally ask and pull my gaze to my dad’s. 
 
    “What difference does that make? It’s my house Brianna.” 
 
    And there’s the dear old dad that I know so well. 
 
    “Now, where were you?” he asks again. 
 
    “You bother to come home once a month and then you ask where I’ve been? That’s real fatherly of you,” I snap at him. 
 
    Blondie shifts from foot to foot looking like she has something she wants to say to me. 
 
    “Who the hell are you?” 
 
    “You need to watch your mouth with me sweetheart. I don’t deal with petty kids,” she snorts in my direction. 
 
    “Petty? Well then I guess it’s a good thing I’m not petty then isn’t it Barbie?” 
 
    “Where the hell were you Brianna?” my dad roars louder this time and managing to break the tension that was about to explode between me and his most recent toy. 
 
    I roll my eyes and drag my gaze back to my dad. 
 
    “I was looking for a job.” 
 
    “Thank god she won’t be here all day,” Barbie mutters. 
 
    “Well neither will you so I call it even then,” I glare at her. 
 
    “What the hell do you need a job for? You have plenty of money in the bank. I always ensure that you do,” dad tells me. 
 
    “You think that’s all I need? I need actual human contact. You know someone to talk to? Oh, you wouldn’t know that since you’re never around,” I spin on my heel and stalk to the kitchen. 
 
    I grab a bottle of water when I hear my dad follow me, so I act like the bigger person and walk out the back door. I stand in the yard and uncap my water to take a long drink.  
 
    “Your little friend is still in there. I don’t like the idea of you working.” 
 
    I nearly choke on my water when it sprays from my nose. 
 
    “Since when do you care what I do? You are never here and the last time I checked that situation was working out just fine for both of us.” 
 
    I cross my arms over my chest and glare at the man that made me. He created me, but he never wanted me. He never wanted children period. I suppose given his line of work that I wouldn’t really want a kid around either, but here I am.  
 
    “You know what? I don’t have to tell you again that I don’t like you out of this house and doing shit that isn’t necessary. I put money in your goddamn account for a reason. Go shop, drink, or whatever the hell it is you do, but there is no reason for you to be out there working. Being in the same place every day? That just isn’t safe.” 
 
    As if his words hold any meaning to me, they don’t. I open my mouth to tell him about how safe I was the other night when I was almost raped, but I don’t. He doesn’t care and he sure as hell isn’t going to go after the asshole that put his hands on me. That thought alone makes my stomach churn.  
 
    “Maybe you should just leave. That’s what you’re so good at doing. Why do you even care if I live or die anyways? It hasn’t been a concern of yours for a long time now dad,” I make sure that the word dad is said with as much sarcasm as I can manage.  
 
    His eyes darken. I can see the monster that lives inside of him coming to the surface. I knew that the darkness lived in him, but I rarely see it.  
 
    “You are to do whatever the fuck you are told to do. Don’t make me regret keeping you around Brianna. I said no job and I mean no goddamn job. Don’t push me on this.” 
 
    With his teeth gritted he turns on his heel and storms back into the house. He slams the door for good measure.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
    Dante 
 
      
 
    “A dog?” Tucker asks as he raises an eyebrow. 
 
    I shrug and pass the little fur bag over to him as we climb back into the car.  
 
    “Why a dog?” 
 
    Why I do what I do is none of my little brother’s concern. As close as we are there are just some things I need to do to clear my own head. This is one of those things. 
 
    “Why the fuck not?” I growl as I pull out onto the road. 
 
    Tucker doesn’t say much else. He just holds the dog like it might rip his heart out if he doesn’t. It’s almost funny to see him sitting there in the seat next to me. I shake my head and keep my eyes on the road before I speak. 
 
    “Shit with Northside is getting worse.” 
 
    Tucker blows out a breath and nods his head. He runs his hands through his hair. 
 
    “Yeah I know. We need to get a handle on things before dad gets back. Nobody needs his shit or his breathing down our backs.” 
 
    I do agree with that. 
 
    “What are you thinking?” 
 
    “That we should kill the motherfuckers. I don’t know Dante. I don’t think we should rock the boat with them too much. Sales are up, but at the same time I think they need to understand that they can’t just fuck with us,” he says this while tugging at his hair. 
 
    I agree with him on that too. Our business with Northside is strong, but our relationship with them? Not so much. 
 
    “Jenkins is a key player in all of this. If we go after him we are going to have some major blow back.” 
 
    “What other choice do we have?” he asks looking over at me. 
 
    “We don’t have one. I promised Bri I would take care of that bastard and I will.” 
 
    “You promised Bri huh?” 
 
    I can hear the accusation in his tone. It’s not that I give a shit, but I can still hear it. With everything else that’s going on the last thing I need is to be fighting with Tucker.  
 
    “She was a goddamn mess when I found her Tucker. Of course I promised her I would take care of it. I plan on keeping that promise.” 
 
    Thankfully the rest of the ride home is silent. I don’t want to fight with him, but I will. For her? Yeah, I’d do anything for her.  
 
    We pull into the driveway and I climb out. I walk around and grab the dog out of Tucker’s hands. I ruffle the fur on his little head. 
 
    “Her dad’s here,” Tucker says as he notices the car in the driveway. 
 
    “We’ll go around back then,” I tell him. 
 
    Tucker nods and leads the way. It isn’t the first time we’ve snuck into that house with her dad being home. Well, it was usually Tucker, but I have done it on occasion too. Especially through the basement. Her dad never goes down there. I don’t think he’d care even if he did find us though. That’s just how he is with her.  
 
    As we walk around the back of the house I hear her sniffles. I take a deep breath and try to get my emotions under control before I step in front of her. Her head slowly rises and her eyes widen. She reaches up and wipes the tears off of her cheeks before she quickly stands up. 
 
    “You got a puppy?” she squeals. 
 
    She grabs him out of my arms and pulls him to her chest. The damn dog licks at her face and she pets him with a smile. She fucking smiles. That’s not something I’ve seen in a long time on her face. Tucker’s phone rings so he steps off to the side. 
 
    “He’s yours,” I tell Bri. 
 
    Her eyes shoot to mine and hold there. Her mouth hangs open, but I just smile at her. 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” 
 
    “Nope. He’s yours.” 
 
    “What? Why? I don’t get it. Why did you get me a puppy?” she asks looking confused. 
 
    There are so many reasons that I want to give her, but I can’t. I heard her fight with her dad. I don’t want to tell her that, but I heard it. 
 
    “Hey, I need to go handle something,” Tucker says walking back toward us. 
 
    I nod and watch as he leans in and presses a kiss to Bri’s head. My insides burn at seeing it. I want to kick his ass for putting his hands on her, but I manage to rein it back in. Once he walks off Bri raises an eyebrow at me still waiting for me to answer. 
 
    “Why are you looking for a job princess?” 
 
    She sighs and snuggles the puppy closer to her. 
 
    “I’m bored. I’m, I’m so alone. I don’t know what to do with myself anymore Dante. I feel like I’m slowly crumbling. I hate it.” 
 
    “You have Tucker. You’re not alone,” I tell her. 
 
    I watch her as she rolls her eyes. Damn it. I love it when she does that. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “I mean it Bri. You have Tucker. And, you have me.” 
 
    Her eyes come back to meet mine and I can see a heat sizzling between the two of us. I can’t think straight with this girl around. I reach up and take the dog from her. I set him on the ground at our feet before I move closer to her. I reach up and cup her cheek in my hand and lick my lips. 
 
    “You have me princess. You have me,” I whisper before I bite her bottom lip between my teeth.  
 
    I suck it into my mouth and she cries out. I can’t get enough of having her mouth on mine. I lift her up in my arms and she wraps her legs around my waist. I carry her into the door and down the steps to the basement. The dog trails behind us, but he’s not my concern right now.  
 
    As soon as we’re inside I set her down and begin to peel her clothes off her. She reaches for my shirt, kissing me as she goes. She only pulls back long enough to get my shirt over my head. Once she has me naked in front of her she lets her fingers crawl up my chest. Bumps erupt over my skin from her simple touch, but when she leans in and sucks on my pierced nipple I nearly explode. I throw my head back and run my fingers through her hair as pure fucking ecstasy runs through my veins. Each and every flick of her tongue sends another shudder through my body.  
 
    When I can’t take it anymore I push her back. Bri stumbles, but then catches herself. She stares up at me as I stalk toward her like she’s my next meal. As much as I want to devour her and taste every single inch of her, I know that I can’t right now. I stop and grab my jeans to pull a condom from my wallet when her eyes widen. 
 
    “If you don’t want this then you’d better tell me now princess.” 
 
    It’s a warning and I pray to god that she doesn’t heed it. She’s hesitant, but when she walks toward me and grabs the condom in her hand I almost lose control. I suck in a big, deep breath with my chest heaving as she rips it open. 
 
    “I’ve never seen anything as beautiful as you,” I tell her as her eyes sparkle. 
 
    When her warm hand wraps around my cock I suck in another breath. 
 
    “Princess,” I warn her. 
 
    She doesn’t speak. She strokes me a few times working me up until I can hardly keep myself from grabbing her and taking her roughly. She finally rolls the condom down my length. Then she steps back and lets me see her. She lets me see all of her. She’s gorgeous. She’s absolutely everything a man could ever want. I want her.  
 
    “Dante,” she whispers my name and I move. 
 
    Bri falls back onto the bed and spreads her legs for me. I can’t believe that she’s opening herself up for me the way she is. I knew she liked me, I could see it in her face. But this? This is so much more.  
 
    I climb onto the bed and position myself between her legs. I press my cock against her. 
 
    “I wanted to take you slow and easy the first time. I wanted to lick every spot on your body, but I can’t Bri. Fuck I want to, but I just can’t this time,” I warn her as I slowly thrust into her. 
 
    Her lips part and form that perfect O shape. Her hands wrap around me and pull me even closer. I plunge into her and her legs wrap around my waist. Her heels are digging into my ass urging me on. She’s so damn tight.  
 
    She’s so damn perfect. 
 
    She’s so damn mine.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
    Brianna 
 
      
 
    My body aches in the most delicious way. Dante has been over every second that he can be, and I can’t say that I mind. As a matter of fact, he just left not too long ago. I like having him here. It still feels weird that it’s him and not Tucker. I know that Tucker still has feelings for me. I will always love him, just not the same way that he loves me. My feelings for Dante are far stronger than my feelings for Tucker ever were. My head is a complete mess because I have no idea what we are. He shows up and he’s sweet to me. He gives me a side of him that not many people ever get to even see. I cherish that, but then he’s gone again and that’s the part that hurts. 
 
    “Why are you still here?” I ask when I spot Kerry aka Barbie sitting at the counter eating an apple.  
 
    “Spoiled little brat. Your dad warned me about you. I thought you getting a job was a great idea by the way,” she says fluttering her fake lashes at me. 
 
    “How sweet of you. I figured he would have tossed your ass to the side for a new play thing by now. Why are you still here?” I ask cocking my head to the side to study her.  
 
    Everything about her is fake from her hair, to her nails, to her attitude. I don’t like her. Not one fucking, tiny, little bit.  
 
    “Your dad has given me permission to stay as long as I want. I think I’m going to take advantage of that.” 
 
    “Oh, how nice of him to let you stay,” I say rolling my eyes. 
 
    Kerry stands and walks around the counter. Her overpriced heels are clicking on the floor. When she stops in front of me we have a silent stare down until the back door opens and Tucker walks in. 
 
    “What’s going on here? Girl fight?” 
 
    I flip him off, but I don’t take my eyes from hers. If she wants a girl fight, I’m in. 
 
    “Just a little chat about sharing the house,” Kerry says looking to Tucker.  
 
    She walks back around the counter and presses her manicured nails into his chest. She slowly runs them down to his abs. Tucker watches her. There’s no doubt he’s wondering what she is going to do, but when she reaches down for his cock he grabs her wrist and pushes her back against the wall. 
 
    “You might not want to play with the wrong toy sweetheart. You never know when they might break,” he hisses. 
 
    Her eyes stay on his and I watch them both. I know Tucker has a dark side to him, but I’ve never really witnessed it before now. It’s kind of hot. Kerry shakes his hand free and stalks from the room when he turns to face me. 
 
    “Why the hell is she still here?”  
 
    I shrug and open the cabinet. 
 
    “She said dad told her she could stay. I don’t know what she did for that special treatment. If he had his way I’m sure he’d throw me out on my ass,” I tell him as I grab the glasses before I turn and take the liquor from the freezer. 
 
    I shake the bottle at Tucker and he smirks. I walk past him and through the back door as he follows. We drop onto the small sofa and I pour each of us a drink while Tucker lights up a joint. 
 
    “He loves you in his own way,” he tells me as he passes me the joint.  
 
    I bring it up to my lips and inhale. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Your dad. Who the hell did you think I was talking about?” he asks narrowing his eyes at me.  
 
    I shrug my shoulders hoping knowing that I was hoping he was talking about Dante. I should have known better. I take another toke from the joint and pass it back to him to grab my drink. I down it in one gulp as Tucker laughs.  
 
    “You doing okay? I mean with everything that has happened and now being left with that bitch?” he asks pointing over his shoulder. 
 
    “I’m fine Tucker. Stop asking me. I’m not broken.” 
 
    “I never said you were. You’re just different is all.” 
 
    “What do you mean different?” I ask as I refill my glass. 
 
    “You’re drinking more for one thing. You’re just not yourself,” he adds. 
 
    I turn to face him feeling just a little pissed off that he even said that to me. He brings the goddamn liquor and weed most of time and now he wants to complain because I partake? 
 
    “Are you kidding me right now?” I ask narrowing my eyes at him. 
 
    “You seem depressed Bri.” 
 
    If anyone could see that much of me I knew it would be Tucker. He’s known me since we were kids. We’re always together. I hate that I feel this way, but at the same time there is nothing I can do to stop it. 
 
    “I just, I don’t know how I feel anymore Tucker. With everything that happened and then with my dad just showing up. He just dumped his sex toy off here. He’s pissed that I even thought about looking for a job. I sit inside all day and do absolutely nothing. Tracey is looking at colleges out of the state, and I’m just here.” 
 
    “With me.” 
 
    “What?” I ask as I look up at him. 
 
    “You’re here with me. Just like you always have been Bri. Why isn’t that enough for you now?”  
 
    I don’t know how to respond to that. I love Tucker. I really do, but it’s not like it used to be. He’s one of my best friends. I don’t want to lose that with him, but I don’t love him like that anymore. My heart races as I try to find the words to make this right. I need the words that might fix what I’m feeling, but I come up empty. Instead I bring the glass to my lips and take down the rest of the amber liquid feeling the burn as it goes down. When I set the glass down Tucker grabs me which makes me squeal. He pulls me closer to him and wraps his hand around the back of my neck. 
 
    “I’m never leaving you Bri. Don’t ever feel like you’re alone.” 
 
    His words burn into my heart, but when he leans in ready to kiss me I still. Luckily for me his phone rings. 
 
    “Fuck,” he mutters pulling back and sliding his phone out. 
 
    I take that as my chance and pour myself another drink. My head is a mess and everything is out of control. Diggy, the puppy that they got for me, runs around the back yard. I can’t help but smile at him. 
 
    “That’s the smile I always want to see on you,” Tucker says catching my attention. 
 
    I turn to look at him and he smiles back at me. 
 
    “He’s a good dog.” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m glad you like him. I need to go. Something’s going on and we need to get a handle on it,” he says leaning in and pressing a kiss to my forehead before he stands up and walks away.  
 
    I lean back on the couch and sigh. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
    Dante 
 
      
 
    Tucker walks next to me just as pissed off as I am. We stalk around the south side of Chicago in the middle of the night on a high that isn’t a good one. 
 
    “Why do you think he did it?” Tucker asks me. 
 
    I shrug and pull the cigarette from my lips and exhale the smoke out into the night air. 
 
    “I don’t know man. We gave him everything. Hell we treat our dealers better than dad treats us on most days.” 
 
    That admission is one that I’d rather not have said, but it’s the truth never the less. 
 
    “That’s true,” he adds. 
 
    We continue walking down the road before we turn down the next alley to the old grocery store. It’s long since been abandoned like most things around here have been. It’s a little sad, but at the same time this is what keeps us in business. As soon as I see the asshole on his knees with a gun to the back of his head I smile. 
 
    “Ralphy what were you thinking man?” I ask taking note of the look in his eyes. 
 
    Sorrow. Knowing. Yeah, he knows what’s coming.  
 
    “I wasn’t Dante. I was just, shit. I just needed some extra cash man. That’s all it was,” he cries with tears leaking down his cheeks.  
 
    I look to Tucker, but he just laughs darkly. 
 
    “Extra cash? Because we don’t pay you enough right?” he asks him. 
 
    Ralphy was a good kid. He grew up around here just like we did and when he asked for the job I was more than happy to give it to him. I know he has a small kid at home that he takes care of, but I also know he’s a rat amongst our family now. The Kings don’t take things like this lightly. 
 
    “Come on Tucker. You know me man.” 
 
    Tucker just stares down at him. He’s closer to Tucker’s age than mine. Actually, I think they went to school together. 
 
    “We’re Kings Ralphy. Now tell me how that would look if I let you off the hook. Huh? Especially since you sold it to Jenkins. That would give us a bad rap. We can’t have that now. Can we?” 
 
    Just as Tucker speaks a car pulls up at the end of the alley. I don’t need to look up to know that it’s our guys. I jerk my head in the direction of the car and say, “Get his ass in the trunk and meet us down at the lake.” 
 
    I watch as our guys move to do as they’re told and gag Ralphy before they move him. I run my hand over my face and glance at Tucker.  
 
    “You good?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m good. We walking him over there?” 
 
    “Yeah. I need to check on Tim too. I want to make sure that fucker has all of his cash accounted for this time.” 
 
    Tucker nods and we set off on foot once again. This what we do every day. Some might think this is the wrong way to live, but to be honest I don’t think that’s true. My dad raised us in this life. Gangs are everywhere. Some gangs are pretty boys that you wouldn’t even think twice about. Drug dealers, weapons dealers, hell even human trafficking is everywhere even if we don’t touch the last.  
 
    We reach another intersection and I lean back into the shadows. I want to watch my men work and make sure they are doing what needs to be done the way it should be done.  
 
    “Motherfucker is just digging his junk,” Tucker says disgusted. 
 
    I chuckle under my breath. 
 
    “At least he’s where he’s supposed to be.” 
 
    “True. Are we going yet?” he asks looking toward me. 
 
    “Why are you in such a fucking hurry today?” 
 
    I narrow my eyes at him. He’s been acting a little off the last few days and it’s really starting to get on my nerves. We’re out here to handle business not have fun. 
 
    “I’ve got shit to do.” 
 
    “Like what?” I ask stepping out into the middle of the road and walking toward Tim. 
 
    His eyes come to meet mine quickly as he shifts from foot to foot. 
 
    “Stuff,” Tucker huffs. 
 
    “Tim. You got it all?” I ask. 
 
    I don’t need to explain myself. He knows why we’re here.  
 
    “Yeah Dante. I got it man. I’m not messing up again.” 
 
    I nod my head and hold out my hand. Tim digs in his pocket and pulls out a roll passing it to me. I unroll it and count it before I pass his back twenty in fives. 
 
    “Don’t fuck with me again Tim. I’ve warned you too many times already,” I remind him. 
 
    He nods his head quickly before I turn and walk away with Tucker on my heels. 
 
    “You talked to Bri?” he asks as we walk over to the lake. 
 
    “No. Why?” 
 
    Fucking lies. I hate lying to my brother, but damn I can’t tell him about us yet. It would mess him up in the head and I’m not sure I can do that to him. With my dad being gone so much everything falls on Tucker and me. We don’t let outsiders in. We never have. We’ve always relied on each other for everything.  
 
    “She still isn’t herself. I asked her if she was depressed, but she just said she doesn’t know how she feels anymore. She’s had plenty of time to think you know?”  
 
    I want to yell at him. I want more than anything to tell him to fuck off and leave her alone, but I can’t do that. 
 
    “She’s just being a girl Tucker. They have more emotions than we do. They get over things differently too.” 
 
    Yeah, she’s riding my cock every chance she gets. That’s a sure way to get over anything. 
 
    “I just don’t like it,” he adds. 
 
    “It’s not for you to like little brother. She just needs time. Let her have it. You can’t force her into shit. She will hate you for it later if you try.” 
 
    We walk up to the next parked car when I motion for the guys to open it. They pull Ralphy out of the trunk and drop him to the ground. 
 
    “Move him over there,” I tell them nodding with my chin toward the bridge. 
 
    Once they have him where I want him I walk over and pull the gun from the back of my jeans. 
 
    “Go collect the guys. We need to have a meeting. Meet us at our normal spot.” 
 
    Our normal spot is an old, abandoned apartment building not far from here. The guys nod and turn to head back to the car. I walk around Ralphy to where he sits in front of me on his knees with his arms tied behind his back. Tucker moves to prop himself up against the slab of concrete. 
 
    “I said I was sorry Dante.” 
 
    “Shh. We don’t want anyone to hear us now do we?” I tell him darkly. 
 
    I take no joy in killing people. Sure, there is a rush and thrill to it, but guys that work for us are like family to us. It’s almost like having to kill your own brother in a way.  
 
    “Sorry just doesn’t cut it Ralphy. You picked Jenkins of all people? That is just not forgivable.” 
 
    I hear the flick of the lighter as Tucker lights his cigarette before I smell the smoke. 
 
    “Just shoot his ass already and let’s go,” Tucker says. 
 
    “You’re just as impatient as always,” I say rolling my eyes at him. 
 
    I sometimes wonder how he’s made it this far in his life. 
 
    “Just give me another chance. Please? I won’t fuck up. I overheard him talking. I can give you details.” 
 
    My eyes move to Tucker’s. He motions for Ralphy to continue. 
 
    “There’s someone trying to infiltrate the Kings. I don’t know what they’re after, but I heard them.” 
 
    I raise the gun and pull the trigger. I watch as his body falls to the ground. I cock my head, kneel down, and grab some dirt in my hand. I let the dirt sift through my fingers over his face as I say, “Ashes to ashes and dust to dust motherfucker.” 
 
    “You couldn’t let him finish first?” Tucker asks with a chuckle. 
 
    “He was finished.” 
 
    I stand up when I hear the sirens. 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “It’s time to roll.” 
 
    “We don’t have a car boy genius.” 
 
    “So we get one. You have a preference?” Tucker asks pointing with his cigarette toward the two cars that are parked on the road. 
 
    I shake my head and cross my arms over my chest as I watch my little brother jack us a car. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
    Brianna 
 
      
 
    “She’s a slut.” 
 
    “She has to be.” 
 
    “She is. Just look at her,” Tracey says as we sit on the back porch and watch Kerry inside.  
 
    She’s on the phone, but she keeps leaning over the counter smiling and showing us half of her ass. I don’t know who it is that she’s showing because I don’t want to see it. 
 
    “Who do you think she’s talking to?” Tracey asks which causes me to shrug.  
 
    “Her other men? Surely my dad isn’t the only one that she’s screwing. I don’t even know why she’s still here. He’s been gone for weeks now.” 
 
    “Oh god Bri. She’s going to be your new stepmom.” 
 
    With as much alcohol as we have running through our systems I should be sick when she says that, but instead I just laugh. 
 
    “Who’s getting a stepmom?”  
 
    I turn when I hear Dante’s voice.  
 
    “Bri is. She’s getting slut queen in there for a mommy,” Tracey says pointing toward the house.  
 
    I watch Dante as he walks over and takes a seat in between the two of us. 
 
    “What makes you say that?” he asks. 
 
    “She’s still here,” I state the obvious. 
 
    “True. What are you drinking?” 
 
    I hold up my bottle of Fireball and shake it in his face. He chuckles. 
 
    “Do you have anything worth actually drinking?” 
 
    I give him a look but he just laughs. I shove out of my seat and head toward the door. When I step inside I can hear Kerry talking. It’s hard to make out what she’s saying until I get closer. 
 
    “I’m getting closer. Yeah. No, they are always around. I think this is going to be easier than you think to handle the problem.” 
 
    When I hear her heels clicking on the floor I slip back into the kitchen and grab a bottle out of the cabinet. She rounds the corner a second later and eyes me before she smiles.  
 
    “We should talk,” she says. 
 
    “No we shouldn’t. I have nothing to say to you.” 
 
    “Your dad and I are close Brianna. I think it’s time for you to accept that.” 
 
    I almost throw up in my mouth when I hear her say that. They can be close all they want. That has nothing to do with me. My own father doesn’t like me very much, so why should Barbie? 
 
    “I think we are beyond accepting of each other, don’t you?” 
 
    I spin on my heel and head back outside when I hear music playing softly. I smile at Dante knowing that it’s coming from his phone. 
 
    “I found your drink,” I tell him as I hold up the bottle to see him smile at me. 
 
    “Now that’s more like it. Come sit,” he tells me as I set the bottle down on the table in front of him.  
 
    Dante lights up the joint and passes it to Tracey before he picks up the bottle. Just as he’s bringing it up to his lips I hear the back door click. I look over my shoulder to see Kerry walking out. I roll my eyes and turn away from her. 
 
    “What are you kids doing?” she asks. 
 
    “By kids I assume you’re including yourself?” I ask sarcastically. 
 
    “I’m plenty old.” 
 
    “Yeah. You’re what? Maybe twenty-four?” 
 
    I don’t know why I want to push her buttons, but I do. I can’t stand her or the way she thinks she can run this house just because my dad is banging her. 
 
    “What difference does my age make?” she asks as she looks to Dante and says, “You look like you’re all man though.” 
 
    Her eyes move over Dante slowly. He doesn’t blatantly stare back at her, but he is watching her. His cell phone pings on the table which breaks their little showdown. He huffs out a breath before he tosses it back on the table. 
 
    “Everything okay?” I ask. 
 
    He looks up at me and nods. His shaggy hair falls into his eyes. I want to reach over and tug it, but I can’t. Not right now anyway. 
 
    “Dante? That is your name isn’t it?” Kerry asks in a sultry voice. 
 
    Tracey giggles as she’s no doubt tipsy after the amount of alcohol we’ve consumed. 
 
    “Yeah. What do you want?” he’s short with her which makes me grin. 
 
    Take that you Barbie bitch. 
 
    “I was having a little issue inside. Would you mind being a man and helping me out?” 
 
    I open my mouth to protest when his eyes meet mine. He’s telling me with his eyes not to say a word. I don’t know why he gives me that look, but I see it nonetheless.  
 
    “What do you need?” he asks now looking up at her. 
 
    “Well one of the outlets pulled loose in her dad’s bathroom. We wouldn’t want there to be a fire with Brianna in the house now would we?” she asks fluttering those damn fake eyelashes again. My insides heat. Anger coils inside me and I want to yank that fake hair off of her head. Instead, I wait to see what Dante will do. I’m shocked as hell when he stands up and motions for her to lead the way. 
 
    “Dante,” I snap. 
 
    He raises his hand to silence me and follows her inside. My stomach drops and everything I’ve drank tonight starts to swim in my stomach. Bile rises in my throat as I close my eyes and try to keep it at bay. I won’t cry over him. I knew he was like this. I should have never slept with him. 
 
    “I’m going to sleep,” Tracey slurs as she climbs from her seat and heads inside. 
 
    Me? I stand and run off of the porch and through the backyard. I can’t deal with this. How could he do this? As tears fill my eyes I run toward the side of the house when I slam into someone. 
 
    “Jesus,” Tucker hisses as he grabs my shoulders. 
 
    What do I say? Oh, by the way, your brother is cheating on me already. I can’t do that to him.  
 
    “What happened?” he asks. 
 
    I shake my head and bury my face in his shirt. Why did I do this to myself? Why did I think he would be different with me? He is who he is. 
 
    It doesn’t take long for the back door to slam shut once more. I can hear the thud of someone walking across the yard before I hear him. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Dante asks from behind us. 
 
    Tucker shrugs, but doesn’t let go of me. 
 
    “No clue bro. I just got here.” 
 
    “Dad called. He wants us home Friday night. He said he had some news and we both need to be there,” Dante says, but none of it makes any sense to me. 
 
    I don’t care what their dad has to say. I don’t care about anything right now. 
 
    “What the hell is that about?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Hey, I need you to run down and check on Tim. I heard that after what happened to Ralphy that he’s been acting weird.” 
 
    I hold onto Tucker’s shirt tighter hoping like hell that he won’t leave me here with Dante. I don’t want to talk to him right now. I don’t even know what I’d say. 
 
    “I’m a little busy man.” 
 
    “I’ll deal with her. You just go before it gets too late and the asshole heads home.” 
 
    Tucker leans down, presses a kiss to the top of my head, and then pulls back. 
 
    “I’ll check on you in a little bit.” 
 
    I look up at him with pleading eyes. I don’t want him to go. I don’t want to face Dante after he was in there with her. So, reluctantly I nod my head.  
 
    Tucker releases me and I watch as he walks away. It only takes a few seconds before Dante grabs me and pulls me into him. His nose is in my hair and he’s inhaling my scent. His hands caress my stomach through my shirt and my body shudders. He chuckles before he turns me around to face him. His hands come up to rest on my cheeks before he kisses me. His lips are warm and full of want. He tugs my bottom lip with his teeth and I moan. I can’t stop what I feel for him. I don’t know how to turn this feeling off.  
 
    “I need you,” he whispers which confuses me even more. 
 
    If he was in there with her then he wouldn’t need me would he? Why I nod my head is beyond me, but that’s the only invitation he needs. He grabs my hand, drags me through the back door, and pulls me inside. We’re up the stairs quickly. He shuts us in my room as he rips at my clothes, in no time at all we’re both naked. 
 
    “Ride me,” he says as he lays on my bed and looks up at me. 
 
    I shake my head and wipe the last of my tears when he raises an eyebrow. I move toward him slowly and climb on the bed. Dante holds the condom between his fingers as he stares at me. I can see the heat in his eyes. I wonder if she got to roll the condom on like I get to. Thinking about that makes me sick and pisses me off.  
 
    I grab the condom and tear it open and roll it down his length. Dante hisses between his teeth. I climb up and straddle him. I position his cock where I need it to be. That’s when everything changes. 
 
    I slide down on his cock roughly which causes him to growl loudly. I smirk and ride him hard. It hurts, but I want him to know what he did to me. I want him to know how me make me feel without me having to tell him. 
 
    “Christ,” he grunts as I take him even harder and faster.  
 
    Dante lifts his hands to my hips and in seconds he flips us so that he’s on top. I glare angrily up at him, but he just smirks that wicked smile and reaches for something. 
 
    “Arms up,” he says. 
 
    I shake my head no. Fuck him. I’m not doing what he says. He came in here with her and blatantly ignored me. How dare he? 
 
    “Now,” he growls once more before he leans down and sinks his teeth into my chest. 
 
    I scream his name and jerk my arms above my head. He chuckles low in his throat, grabs my wrists, and secures them to the headboard.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I ask as I jerk at my arms only to see that he used my bra to secure my arms in place. 
 
    He licks his way down my body stopping to suck my flesh into his warm mouth. Moans escape my lips, but I want so much to be mad at him right now. He isn’t letting me do that though. I arch my back when he comes back up. His cock hits my entrance. 
 
    “You’re always so wet for me princess. Why is that?” he teases me. 
 
    He grabs his cock and rubs it against my clit. I want to scream. I want to beg, but I don’t do that either. I pant and watch him. I’m waiting for him to be back inside of me. I need him inside of me right now. 
 
    “I won’t let you come Bri.” 
 
    My eyes jerk to his and the darkness I see glistening in them turns me on even more.  
 
    “You wouldn’t dare.” 
 
    “Yeah. I would. Now, tell me. Why are you always so wet for me?” 
 
    I swallow hard and look into his eyes again. He seriously wants to know.  
 
    “Because you make me that way,” I say as I squirm. 
 
    Dante smirks and thrusts into me hard. I gasp and hold onto my own hands as he takes me harder than I was taking him. He means business right now. I know that I started this, but he’s the one that’s going to finish it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
    Dante 
 
      
 
    “You sure this is a good idea?” Tucker asks as we walk into the warehouse. 
 
    It isn’t ours, which is why he’s so on edge. I can’t say that I blame him either. My nerves are shot and I can’t seem to shake the look in Bri’s eyes the other night. Something was bothering her and I can’t figure out what it was. She looked both hurt and pissed, but I’m not sure why. 
 
    “Not really,” I reply as I bring the cigarette back up to my lips and inhale as I tug at my hair with the other hand. 
 
    I’m tired as hell and this is the last thing that I want to be doing, but we have to. After I fucked Bri on every surface of her room the other night I got a phone call saying one of our guys had been shot. He was in the hospital and it was up in the air as to if he was going to make it or not. After the shit that happened with Ralphy it got me to thinking. I’m not sure how all of the dots connect yet, but I’m pretty damn sure that none of this is a coincidence.  
 
    “Then why are we doing this bro?” Tucker asks. 
 
    I stop walking and turn to face him and say, “Because I’m in charge Tucker. That’s fucking why. What’s with the questions? Since when do you ask me about everything, huh?”  
 
    His eyes flick with regret briefly before they harden again. That’s the Tucker I know. 
 
    “Fine. You’re in charge. Lead the goddamn way,” he snaps and motions to the center of the room. 
 
    I turn on my heel and walk when I see Jenkins with a shit eating grin on his face. 
 
    “Nice of you to come. Now what the hell do you want?” he snaps quickly. 
 
    “What a nice way to greet your friends,” I say mockingly. 
 
    “Are we friends now?” 
 
    “Not a chance in hell.” 
 
    “I didn’t think so. So what can we do for the Kings?” 
 
    “You can start by telling me where my shit is,” I growl. 
 
    “What shit are you referring to? I don’t dabble in shit,” Jenkins muses.  
 
    I want to rip his fucking head off. I want to just shoot him between the eyes and watch him die. Not here. Not yet. 
 
    “Stop playing games Jenkins. Everything you dabble in is shit,” Tucker roars. 
 
    “Our missing coke Jenkins. I’ve heard that you have a hell of a product out there right now,” Tucker adds. 
 
    I want to break him. I want him to snap. I want to be on the receiving end of it so that I have a reason to snap his neck. I want to do this for Bri you know? 
 
    “We got some good shit in. Did you want to discuss your buying options?”  
 
     I chuckle loudly. I turn to look at Tucker and he can see the look in my eyes. He gives me a short nod before he turns back to Jenkins. 
 
    “The thing about buying options is that the product would have to be yours to start with. Seeing as how that shit is ours I don’t think we’ll be paying for a goddamn thing,” I hiss at him as I pull out my gun. 
 
    Tucker walks up next to me as Jenkin’s guys pull up to him. I smile darkly at him. I knew it would end this way, and to be honest I’m okay with that. If this is my time to go, then so be it. 
 
    “You made a mistake Dante. You’re in my warehouse.” 
 
    “Nope. You made a mistake Jenkins. It’s neutral ground here. Were you thinking you could take this warehouse too?” 
 
    His eyes flicker around the room where a few more of our guys are now stepping out from where they were hiding. 
 
    “You are making a huge mistake,” he says once again. 
 
    In seconds the entire warehouse erupts into chaos. Bullets fly. People scream. Blood is shed. I move to hide behind a crate when I feel a bullet skim my arm. I hiss in a breath and look towards Tucker. He’s firing shots off left and right when I start doing the same. We back them out of the warehouse which is the smartest plan of action right now. We follow them out of the side door while still shooting as we go until their tires squeal on the pavement and they speed out. We can hear sirens in the distance as we rush back to our cars. I jump in and start driving with Tucker in the passenger seat next to me. He’s looking out the back window to make sure everyone got out of there. 
 
    “They clear?” I ask him as I take the next turn, he spins in his seat to buckle his seatbelt.  
 
    “Yeah. They’re out.” 
 
    He doesn’t say anything else on the ride back home. I’m glad too. I don’t want to hear his bullshit right now. He didn’t want this meet to happen, but I am sure that Jenkins is the one that stole our coke. I had to see his reactions with my own eyes though.  
 
    I pull into the driveway and see that my dad’s car is already there. Tucker and I share a glance before we climb out to head inside the front door.  
 
    “Well, this should be fun,” Tucker mumbles. 
 
    I reach over and finger the spot that the bullet grazed and bring my hand back in front of my face to see the blood on my fingers. 
 
    “Oh shit. You got hit?” he asks turning to stand in front of me. “Let me see it.” 
 
    Tucker pulls me sleeve up to assess the wound. 
 
    “It’s just a flesh wound,” I tell him. 
 
    He shrugs and keeps looking at it.  
 
    “It’s a little worse than that. It probably needs stitches right here. Looks like you’re going to get another badass scar though,” he says grinning up at me. 
 
    “No doubt. Let’s go see what this shit with dad is about,” I tell him as I nod toward the house. 
 
    We walk up the steps and when I open the door I come face to face with my dad. He isn’t looking at us, but at something in the living room. Tucker clears his throat and grabs his attention. He turns his head to see us standing there with a smirk across his face. At forty-six my dad is very good looking, and in excellent shape. He has dirty blonde hair and the same dark eyes that I have. Just looking at him wearing his dark t-shirt and jeans you would never guess him to be that old. He could easily pass for our brother.  
 
    “You got hit?” he asks nodding toward my arm.  
 
    “It’s not that bad. What’s going on?” 
 
    I want him to get to the point of why we’re meeting and exactly what it is he wants. 
 
    “There’s a situation,” he says nodding toward the living room. 
 
    Tucker and I both walk over and glance into the living room. We see a little boy sitting on the couch with a book in his hands. 
 
    “Who the hell is that?” Tucker asks. 
 
    “You remember Octavia?” he asks. 
 
    We both turn to look at him.  
 
    I scratch my jaw and ask, “The Asian bitch?” 
 
    He nods.  
 
    “What about her?” Tucker chimes in.  
 
    “She contacted me. Says he’s mine.” 
 
    “Are you fucking serious? A fucking kid?” I hiss. 
 
    “I don’t know if it’s true or not.” 
 
    “What exactly does that have to do with us?” Tucker asks as he crosses his arms over his chest to glare at our dad. 
 
    I can’t say that I blame him for the attitude. Dad just dropped a fucking huge bomb on us telling us that we have a brother.  
 
    “I have to go meet up with the Columbians about the coke. We refused payment to them when it got stolen and Javie isn’t very happy about that. He’s threatening to send people up here to us.” 
 
    “Shit,” I hiss under my breath. 
 
    “Shit is right. I need to go talk to him face to face. He’ll be in Florida the end of this week. I need to head down and handle this in person to keep shit flowing smoothly.” 
 
    “Again I ask you… what the fuck does that kid have to do with us?” 
 
    I almost laugh at Tucker and his attitude.  
 
    “You are becoming a very mouthy little fucker. You know that? I need you to take care of him until I get back,” dad says casting us a sideways glance. 
 
    Like hell that’s happening. 
 
    “No. No fucking way. We’ve got shit going on. I don’t have time to babysit some little offspring you accidentally had.” 
 
    “Then take the kid with you. It’ll be a family bonding experience and shit,” Tucker adds. 
 
    This time I can’t help it. I do chuckle. 
 
    “I can’t have him meet Javie. You two are watching him. Just fucking deal with it until I get back.” 
 
    With that he turns and walks out the front door the same way the son of a bitch came in. 
 
    “You can watch the little shit,” I tell Tucker as I stalk toward the kitchen with him following closely behind me. 
 
    “What the fuck am I supposed to do with him?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Talk to him?” 
 
    I grab a beer, pop the top off, and take a long pull. 
 
    “Talk to him?” 
 
    “Yeah. Like, hey I’m your new big brother. Maybe you two can play little league together,” I chuckle. 
 
    “Fuck you Dante. This shit isn’t funny. I’m not taking care of that kid.” 
 
    He pulls his own beer from the fridge and pops the top when we hear a small voice behind us. We both turn to look down at the kid. 
 
    “What the hell do you want?” 
 
    “I’m hungry.” 
 
    “So order a pizza,” Tucker tells him. 
 
    “I don’t have any money.” 
 
    “Not my problem,” Tucker adds. 
 
    “But I’m hungry.” 
 
    “Let’s take him over to Bri’s. She’ll know what to do with him,” I tell him. 
 
    Tucker nods and heads toward the door. 
 
    “Come on kid.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
    Brianna 
 
      
 
    “His name is not kid. It’s Carter,” I tell the idiots once again. 
 
    I ordered the little guy some pizza. He’s now off happily playing with Diggy. 
 
    “Whatever his name is I don’t give a shit.” 
 
    I glance over at Tucker, but he’s just watching the little boy in the back yard. 
 
    “Why are you so pissed off about him? It isn’t his fault that your dad’s a whore,” I remind him. 
 
    Tucker snorts out a laugh. Dante full out laughs. 
 
    “She’s not wrong,” Dante adds. 
 
    “So says the bastard that’s just like him.” 
 
    I internally cringe hearing that come from Tucker’s mouth. He still doesn’t know that I’ve been with Dante. His hand comes across to rest on my shoulder. He gives it a little squeeze as if he knew what I was thinking.  
 
    “What did he say?” I ask looking over my shoulder and up at Dante. God, I could get lost in this man. 
 
    “He said we have to watch him and then just left. I’m going to get a drink,” he grumbles and turns to head back inside.  
 
    I huff out a laugh before I look back over at Carter. He seems like a sweet enough kid. He said he’s only six years old, which isn’t old enough yet to realize the kind of situation he’s in right now. 
 
    “You feeling okay? You look tired,” Tucker says causing me to look over at him. 
 
    “I’m fine. I’m just waiting on Barbie to leave.” 
 
    I roll my eyes and Tucker chuckles. He stands up and moves closer to me, scoots his chair directly next to mine, and slips his hand over and grabs mine intertwining our fingers. This is normal for us, so I don’t pull away. 
 
    “Fucking hell,” he mumbles. 
 
    I follow his gaze and look through the window. Kerry is hanging on Dante with a smile on her face. They look to be deep in conversation, well at least she does. She looks like she’s trying to fuck him right there. Her hands are all over his body, but his eyes remain on hers. It makes me sick to my stomach to see them together, but it also makes me wonder. What the hell am I doing with Dante? I knew this was happening, but I still slept with him the other night. I shake my head and pull my hand away from Tucker. I’m now pissed. I can’t believe I let myself fall for him the way I did. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Tucker asks when he sees me pull into myself. 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “Why are you so pissed that she’s all over him? You have a thing for my brother?” he asks with a slight chuckle. 
 
    I flip him off and shove my way out of the chair. I’m sick to my stomach and I don’t know why I keep doing this to myself.  
 
    Tucker’s up before I know it and has me wrapped in his arms. It would be so easy to fall back into things with Tucker. I could love him again. Couldn’t I?  
 
    No, I couldn’t. My heart is already in the hands of a manipulating liar.  
 
    Tucker spins me in his arms and backs me up to the side of the house. His hand comes up to hold my cheek. 
 
    “What’s going on with you Bri?”  
 
    I can’t answer him. I don’t want to. How do I tell him that I gave my heart to his brother and he’s shredding it right in front of me and that he doesn’t even care? No. I can’t tell him any of that. 
 
    “Nothing is going on with me.” 
 
    I reach up and move his hand away. He doesn’t back off though. He presses in even closer. 
 
    “Talk to me.” 
 
    His tone is nearly begging and my heart squeezes in my chest. Tears burn at the back of my eyes, but I don’t let them fall. I can’t this time. 
 
    “I said I was fine. You should take him home. It’s late,” I say nodding toward Carter. 
 
    Tucker licks his lips and leans in like he wants to kiss me until he looks into my eyes. He can see it. He can see that I don’t want him to kiss me. He nods his head slowly and pulls away from me then turns to walk off of the porch.  
 
    “Tucker,” I say his name feeling like the biggest asshole ever, but Dante has my head so screwed up right now. 
 
    “Not now Bri.” 
 
    I watch as Tucker grabs Carter’s hand to lead him back toward the house. I bury my face in my hands. I want to scream. I want to rip my hair out. I want to rage. 
 
    “Where’d he go?” Dante’s voice is as smooth as silk and the thought of just slapping him right now floats through my mind. 
 
    “Home. That’s where you should go too,” I snap and pull my hands from my face and stomp past him.  
 
    I head into the kitchen. Thankfully Barbie isn’t there. I grab the tequila. I pour myself a shot and down it before I pour myself yet another. 
 
    “What the fuck is your problem?” he asks as he closes the door behind him. 
 
    “I don’t have one.” 
 
    “Sure you don’t. That’s why you’re drowning shots like they’re water? What is wrong Bri? Did Tucker do something?” 
 
    I huff out a laugh at that. Yeah, Tucker cheated on me, but he told me every time. Hell, half the time he asked me for permission before he’d do it. At least he was always honest with me about what or I guess I should say who he was doing. So, when words start spilling from my lips I don’t think twice about them. 
 
    “Fuck at least when Tucker cheated on me I always knew about it. He at least had the decency to tell me about it afterward, not that it ever made any difference. I guess that’s something you both have in common with your dad.” 
 
    Those words were laced with pure venom and I can tell that Dante felt them to his bones. I could read the look on his face so easily. It was like a children’s book. 
 
    “Are you calling me a cheater?” he asks calmly.  
 
    “Just go home Dante.” 
 
    “No. Answer me Brianna,” he roars which causes me to jolt slightly.  
 
    “I call it what it is. You’ve never been one to go back for seconds, right?” 
 
    I drown another drink and slam the glass down onto the table. Dante’s eyes are on fire, but so am I. He’s pushing me to the point that I can’t handle, and I’m afraid of what’s going to happen when we both break. I stalk past him and head up the stairs, but I can feel him behind me. 
 
    “You care to explain this shit to me?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I keep walking until I’m in my room. I slam the door, flip the lock into place, and pull my shirt up over my head. I’ve had enough for today. I just want to shower, sleep, and forget that my life is as fucked up as it is. 
 
    “Open this door Bri.” 
 
    “Go home!” 
 
    “Open it or I’ll break the fucking thing down.” 
 
    “The whore is down the hall. Try her door instead,” I scream hating myself for feeling the way I do. 
 
    I strip out of the rest of my clothes and grab some new ones before he actually does it. The crack of the door being kicked open rips through the silence. Pieces of wood splinter as Dante pushes the door to the side and walks in. He looks deadly as he glares at me. 
 
    “What the fuck is wrong with you?” he asks. 
 
    “You just broke my fucking door,” I roar. 
 
    I take a deep breath, shake my head, and turn to head into the bathroom. As soon as I step inside he’s there. He spins me and lifts me in his arms before he slams me against the wall roughly.  
 
    “What the fuck are you trying to do to me princess?” 
 
    His breathing is heavy, labored. His eyes are wild, feral. This is the side of him that I crave to have. The unhinged side that can pull out all of the darkness from me and take it into him. This is the side that calms me and fuels me both at the same time. 
 
    “You tell me.” 
 
    His hand moves in between us and he unbuttons his jeans. He shoves them down his thighs with his boxers. He never lets me off of the wall. My chest rises and falls as I watch him watching me. We never once break eye contact. Not even when he thrusts into me. I gasp but keep my angry glare locked on his.  
 
    “You want to piss me off? Is that what you’re trying to do?” 
 
    Thrust after thrust he keeps pounding into me. Sweet pleasure and agonizing pain mix together and I don’t know which one is better. 
 
    “Answer me Bri.” 
 
    I shake my head and dig my nails into his back. I’m unleashing all of the anger that’s inside of me through my fingertips and into his skin. Dante hisses which each scrape down his back, but for every ounce of pain I give him he amplifies it by a hundred times inside of me. His hands move to my shoulders and he pushes me down as he thrusts into me even harder. Tears burn my eyes and slowly begin to fall down my cheeks. He kisses them and smiles as he takes each one. 
 
    “That’s right. Cry for me princess. Cry for me.” 
 
    His body trembles. Sweat is dripping down his temple. He’s so goddamn sexy and perfect.  
 
    “Now. Tell me what the fuck your problem is,” he grunts and groans as I moan and my pussy spasms around him. 
 
    Dante comes inside of me. His warmth fills me as I do the same. Thankfully I’m on the pill since he didn’t bother to use anything this time. 
 
    “She is,” I whisper as I lay my head on his shoulder. 
 
    Dante pulls out of me slowly and carries my worn out body back to the bedroom. He climbs onto the bed with me still in his arms and lays down so that I’m on his chest. We’re both still breathing hard and trying to catch our breaths, but he keeps me tightly wrapped around him. 
 
    “Kerry?” he asks and shifts to move.  
 
    He holds me tighter. 
 
    “You’re with her a lot.” 
 
    “Are you jealous princess?” 
 
    I try to move, but he chuckles and holds onto me. 
 
    “Let me go.” 
 
    “You do know there’s nothing going on with her and me?” 
 
    “Then why are you always with her and why the hell is she always touching you?” 
 
    Anger races through my veins heating my cheeks. 
 
    “I don’t trust her. I’m not sure what it is about her, but I’m trying to see if she slips up and says something. You have nothing to worry about Bri. I only want you. I’ve told you that. Now, sleep.” 
 
    “I don’t like her. I don’t trust her.” 
 
    “I don’t either baby. That’s why I’m keeping her close,” he says through a yawn. 
 
    I don’t say anything more because frankly, what else can I say? Instead I close my eyes and rest my head on his chest listening to the rhythm that his heart is beating beneath my ear. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
    Dante 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you think you’re being a little too obsessive?” I ask Tucker as he rambles on about Bri pulling away from him.  
 
    Yeah she’s pulling away from him. She’s running straight into my arms. That’s exactly how it should be. I want to tell him that he needs to get over any notion that makes him think that he has another chance with her. He doesn’t. She’s mine now and that’s just the way it is, but we have way too much going on to deal with that shit right now.  
 
    I look out at the kid playing who is playing with a ball in the backyard. I’m annoyed as hell that he’s still here. It’s been four days since my dad dumped him on us and left. That’s plenty of time for him to meet Javie and come back for the kid.  
 
    “Fuck no. She’s everything Dante. She’s been with us since we were kids.” 
 
    “She’s been your friend,” I remind him. 
 
    She’s always been my obsession, not my friend.  
 
    “Don’t act like you care about her,” Tucker adds. 
 
    “I never said I didn’t. You’re acting out for no reason. You keep trying to drag her back in when she doesn’t want you anymore bro. It’s almost sad to watch,” I chuckle. 
 
    I know Bri still loves him and I know that she always will, but that’s a whole different type of love than what she feels for me. I can’t say that I blame my brother for trying. Really, Bri is hot as fuck and a downright good person, but he needs to learn the difference between friendship and stalking. 
 
    “So what? Maybe I still want her,” he huffs. 
 
    “She doesn’t want you man. You keep pushing her and she’s going to snap. I’ll be there to sit back and watch it all too,” I laugh. 
 
    “You got a thing for her? You seem to be spending more and more time over there than me these days. Maybe you’re just picking up her dad’s piece of ass?” 
 
    A smirk crosses his face. I should punch him. I should tell him to just mind his own fucking business. I know that Bri doesn’t want him to know about us just yet and I respect that. She’s still too unsure of the fact that I really and truly want to be with her and not fuck around on her behind her back.  
 
    “I don’t like that woman. Have you heard her on the phone? She’s sneaky as fuck.” 
 
    “I’ve heard her a few times. Nothing she’s saying makes any sense though. I only get bits and pieces.” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s like she’s talking in code. I don’t know about her, but the sooner she’s gone the better off Bri will be. She can’t stand her hanging around.” 
 
    Tucker nods and just as I’m about to bring the cigarette to my lips I hear Bri scream. I share a glance with Tucker before we’re both up and running. We rush down the stairs and through the backyard towards hers when I see her on the ground with something in her arms. Her sobs can be heard for miles and it tears my heart in two. 
 
    “What the hell is going on?” I ask looking directly at Kerry.  
 
    She shrugs and nods at Bri. When I follow her gaze I see the dog’s body in her arms. 
 
    “What the hell happened?” Tucker growls. 
 
    No one speaks as I pull my gun out and start looking around. Tucker moves to hold Bri in his arms, which only serves to further piss me off. I stalk around the house and take caution with every turn. I check the front door, but it’s still locked like it should be. I case the entire area, but I don’t find anything.  
 
    As I step into the backyard once more I look at Kerry. There’s a dead dog lying in Bri’s arms with blood coating her skin and she doesn’t seem too upset. She doesn’t seem like the type that would kill a person either. I walk over to the shed and pull out a shovel and start digging a hole. I hear Tucker talking to her in hushed tones, but she seems a little quiet at the moment. She shoves him away and stands with the dog and starts walking toward me. I watch her as I keep digging, and see the tears falling down her cheeks. I want to take that pain away from her, but I can’t. She sits next to me and I glance over at a fuming Tucker. 
 
    “I’m taking the kid home,” Tucker huffs giving Bri one last look before he turns and walks away. I keep digging long after the bitch went back inside.  
 
    “Who would do this?” she cries not looking up at me. 
 
    “I don’t know baby, but I’ll find out.” 
 
    My words aren’t meant to soothe her although they should. I will find out who did this to her. When I do I will make them pay for hurting her.  
 
    I wipe the sweat from my forehead and set the shovel down. I kneel down in front of her and hold my arms out. Bri looks up at me from under her lashes. I can see the tears sticking to each one. 
 
    “I loved him.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Diggy. I loved him because you gave him to me,” she says through her sorrow. 
 
    My chest tightens. She loved him simply because I gave him to her? No one has ever loved anything I’ve ever done for them. She passes me his lifeless body and I move to lay him down in the hole I dug. I lay him down and shove myself up. Bri watches me, but doesn’t say a word. I grab the shovel and cover the hole before she finally stands up. I hold my hand out to her, and surprisingly she takes it. I lead her into the house ignoring Kerry’s glare before I lead her upstairs to her room. I close the door that I had repaired and walk her into the bathroom. Tears are spilling down her cheeks as I start the shower.  
 
    “What do you think it means?” 
 
    “I don’t know Bri. You’re around a lot of bad people,” I tell her. 
 
    Someone did this on purpose. We aren’t the only bad people that she’s around. Her dad has enemies too. This could be a warning or a sign. I honestly don’t know. 
 
    “I can’t believe someone did that,” she says softly looking down at the blood covering her clothes.  
 
    I remove my clothes quickly before I move to her and do the same. 
 
    “Should we call your dad?”  
 
    Her head snaps up with that question. 
 
    “No. He doesn’t care Dante. You know that.” 
 
    “This could be related to him Bri. He should know that someone is out there.” 
 
    “He doesn’t care who’s out there. He-” she cuts herself off when a sob bubbles up her throat. 
 
    I shake my head and help her into the shower and climb in after her. I grab the soap and squirt some into my hand before reaching for her. I run my hands all over her body, and watch the red tinged water as it runs down the drain. My cock is hard from just touching her. I know it’s wrong, but I just can’t help it.  
 
    “I’m scared Dante. I’ve never been scared before.” 
 
    I instantly reach up and grab her face in my hands. I force her to look at me. 
 
    “You know that I won’t let anything happen to you don’t you Brianna?” 
 
    There’s a pleading tone in my voice. It’s something that has that never come from me, but I need her to know that I would throw myself in front of a bullet for her. 
 
    “I know, but there could be a lot of them.” 
 
    “You have Tucker and I. We have our boys. You have nothing to worry about. When we’re not here you keep the doors locked and you stay inside. You understand?” 
 
    She nods her head so I lean down and kiss her gently. She kisses me back and I groan. I love Bri. I think I always have, but the way I love her is changing. This thing between us is changing and I’m slowly finding it harder and harder to keep this from Tucker. I don’t want him touching her. I don’t want him trying to kiss her. I want him to be her friend and nothing more. I want him to back off, but I can’t tell him that just yet.  
 
    When I taste more of her tears I pull away from her mouth and pull her head to my chest. I let her mourn the loss of her dog. I let her cry until her body can no longer hold itself up and then and only then do I climb out with her in my arms. I dry her off and put her to bed. With blankets pulled up high over the both of us, I sigh. 
 
    “I’m falling in love with you Dante,” she whispers. 
 
    Her breathing is even and I as peer down at her in shock at what she just said I see that she’s asleep. I press a kiss to the top of her head and lay back down on the pillow. 
 
    “I know. I’m falling in love with you too.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
    Brianna 
 
      
 
    I watch her as she packs up the suitcase that she brought with her. I have a huge smile on my face. I shouldn’t be so happy to see her leaving. Oh, who am I fucking kidding? I’m beyond fucking ecstatic to see Kerry go. 
 
    “I would say that I’d miss you, but I really won’t,” I tell her. 
 
    She lifts her head and glares at me. I smirk back at her. 
 
    “I’m sure you’ll see me again. Your dad just wants me with him is all,” she says snidely.  
 
    The thought of just shoving her out of the window has crossed my mind.  
 
    “I’m sure he does. Well, it was nice knowing you.” 
 
    I shove off of the bed, head into the hallway, and laugh. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” 
 
    I look up when I hear Tucker. 
 
    “Barbie is officially leaving,” I tell him pointing over my shoulder with my thumb.  
 
    “We should have thrown her a going away party.” 
 
    “I’d rather saw off my own arm,” I add rolling my eyes for good measure. 
 
    Tucker laughs and pulls me in for a hug. 
 
    “I don’t think it would have gotten quite to that level,” Tucker chuckles. 
 
    I pull back and look up at him. He stares down at me too and it unnerves me. The heat in his eyes is like I used to see, but he keeps looking at me. 
 
    “Don’t let me interrupt,” Kerry says walking out of my dad’s room. 
 
    I pull away from Tucker, but she keeps eyeing me. 
 
    “You’re leaving?” I hear Dante ask as he comes up the stairs to stand next to us. 
 
    He looks between the three of us strangely, but I can’t stop eyeing him now that he’s here. 
 
    “Where’s the kid?” 
 
    “Dad just picked him up. What’s going on?” Dante asks looking between us again. 
 
    “Kerry’s leaving. We were just wishing her well on her voyage,” I say with a smile. 
 
    Dante’s eyes leave mine and land on Kerry’s. There is something going on between the two of them. I can see it. I’m just not sure what it is, and that hurts. It hurts that I keep falling back into him, and now I have to worry about him cheating on me too. 
 
    “Where the hell are you going?” he finally asks not sounding happy about her leaving. 
 
    What an asshole. I’m standing right here. I huff out a breath, but no one notices me except for Tucker. He glares at me with no clue what’s going on right now. Join the club. 
 
    “What does it matter to you? Are you going to miss me?” Kerry asks as she moves toward Dante. 
 
    My eyes trail her across the floor. I want to snap her neck. She reaches up and wraps her hand around the back of his neck and pulls his toward her. My fists tighten by my sides as I watch them. 
 
    “There’s nothing to miss. Now get your hands off of me,” he hisses. 
 
    My heart leaps, but I can still see the storm simmering between them. 
 
    “What the fuck is going on?” Tucker chimes in glancing from me to them and back to my clenched hands. 
 
    Kerry pulls herself away from Dante and scurries down the steps. 
 
    “Is anyone going to tell me what’s going on?” he asks once more. 
 
    I don’t look away from Dante long enough to see the look on Tucker’s face, but Dante does look toward his brother. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What the fuck is going on around here? I thought you were fucking her,” Tucker asks pointing toward the stairs. 
 
    My hands clench tighter. My nails are biting into my skin. If he did, I will absolutely lose it. My heart thumps in my chest as I wait for his answer. 
 
    “What the hell? Why would you even think that?” Dante asks. 
 
    “You’re here all of the time. You sleep over. None of that explains why Bri is about to lose her shit right now though,” Tucker tells him before he points over at me. 
 
    “She looks fine to me.” 
 
    “Look at her hands,” Tucker roars.  
 
    Dante brings his eyes to my hands that I slowly unball at my sides. Small droplets of blood are dripping from where my nails dug in. He runs his hand through his hair and cusses under his breath. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Dante asks me. 
 
    I nod my head feeling like an idiot. 
 
    “What the fuck is this?”  
 
    Tucker moves closer to me, grabs my hands, and flips them in his. He examines the cuts before Dante moves in. He snatches my hands away from Tucker with a seething look in his eyes. 
 
    “What the hell?” Dante tugs at his hair as I watch him. 
 
    He’s debating something, but I don’t know what. I can see the turmoil in his eyes and I wonder what he’s about to do. 
 
    “Fuck it. I’m done hiding shit Tucker. Bri’s mine.” 
 
    My mouth hangs open and my eyes widen. We agreed not to tell him right now. What the hell? Tucker gasps and looks between us shaking his head slowly. 
 
    “What the fuck does that mean?” 
 
    “It means she’s mine. She isn’t yours anymore bro. I’m sorry it had to come out like this, but fuck. You need to keep your hands off of her,” Dante roars. 
 
    “He’s my friend Dante,” I scream a little louder than I needed, but he doesn’t get to tell him that. 
 
    “That’s why you’ve been pushing me away isn’t it?” Tucker asks directing both his gaze and his question at me. 
 
    I open my mouth to respond, but Dante does it for me. 
 
    “She didn’t want to tell you yet man.” 
 
    “I’m not talking to you. I’m asking her,” Tucker seethes. 
 
    “I. I didn’t know how to tell you Tucker. It’s just, with everything that’s been going on and Kerry being here. I don’t even know what’s happening right now.” 
 
    And I really don’t. My head is a complete mess and I have no way to clear it. Dante wraps his arms around me and pulls me into his side. 
 
    “No. Fuck this. You don’t care about her like I do. You’re nothing but a player. You’re going to break her heart Dante.” 
 
    Tucker’s face is red, his jaw is ticking, and his neck is pulsing. He’s pissed off, and rightly so. I can’t blame him. 
 
    “I’m not going to hurt her Tucker. I haven’t yet,” Dante says keeping his calm. 
 
    “You haven’t yet? That’s really fucking nice of you. Yet? You will and you know it Dante. It’s always the same thing with you. You don’t go back for seconds, remember?” 
 
    He’s seething mad right now and I hate it. I didn’t want to hurt him. 
 
    “I love you Tucker. I really do. I just don’t love you the same way that I used to. You’re still my best friend,” I tell him. 
 
    “That’s what I end up with? I’m still your best friend?” 
 
    “We haven’t been together in a very long time Tucker. You know that.” 
 
    “Not because I haven’t tried. All of this time you were with him? Of all fucking people you pick him?” 
 
    “What the hell does that mean?” Dante stiffens next to me. 
 
    “Just what I said. You aren’t shit for her. You can’t be. She deserves to be loved Dante. That’s something you’re just not capable of doing.” 
 
    Before I know what’s happening Dante moves. His fist slams into Tucker’s jaw which causes his head to snap back. It doesn’t seem to faze him though. Tucker comes back at Dante swinging. My heart sits heavily in my chest as the two people I love most in this world fight in front of me. I can’t handle this. I just can’t do this. I scream at both of them to stop before I insert myself between them. When they notice I’m there they each take a step back. 
 
    “I can’t do this. Stop this. I won’t come between family,” I cry. 
 
    “It’s a little late for that,” Tucker hisses. 
 
    “Fuck off Tucker. There’s no need to be a jealous little boy,” Dante eggs him on.  
 
    “Stop it! I mean it. If this is what’s going to happen then I don’t want either one of you around me.” 
 
    I run to my room with tears falling down my cheeks. I hate that I’m what caused this between them. I hear them talking, but I ignore what they’re saying and sit on the toilet seat with my head in my hands. This is nothing like how I pictured my life. I hear the door creak shut, and when I look up Dante’s eyes find mine. 
 
    “I can’t do this,” I tell him again. 
 
    He nods his head and walks over to the sink. I watch him turn it on and splash water on his face. Red tinted water drips off of his chin which makes me want to reach up and run my fingers through it. My palms itch to touch him, but I keep them to myself until I just can’t stand it any longer. 
 
    “Sit down,” I tell him as I stand up. 
 
    We switch places when I grab the washcloth and wet it with warm water. I move to stand in front of him and reach up to clean the cuts on his face.  
 
    “I didn’t mess with her princess. I just wanted to see who the hell she was and why she was here. She’s been sneaky.” 
 
    I wipe the blood from his eyebrow and ignore everything about her. I don’t want to hear about her. Dante reaches up and grabs my wrists to halt my movements. 
 
    “Let me finish it.” 
 
    “No. You need to listen to me. Since I’ve been with you I haven’t touched anyone else. I know what you saw her doing and I shouldn’t have let her, but there is something going on and she knows about it Bri,” he tells me with a serious look in his eyes. 
 
    “What then?” 
 
    He shakes his head. 
 
    “I don’t know. Whatever it is that she’s hiding, she’s hiding it from everyone.” 
 
    He looks up at me before he pulls me into his lap. I straddle his legs with mine on either side of his as he cups my face in his hands.  
 
    “Do you trust me Bri?” 
 
    I swallow hard because trust for me is one of the hardest things to do. My dad has made me so unstable over the years that I have no idea who is good and who is bad anymore. Deep inside of me I do trust Tucker and Dante more than anyone else I’ve ever known though. 
 
    “I trust you,” I whisper. 
 
    He leans in and kisses me gently. My heart thunders in my ears. His hand slips around to the back of my neck so that he can pull me closer. I can feel his cock harden in his jeans, and I want nothing more than to feel him deep inside me. There’s a lingering feeling in the back of my mind telling me to stop. I need to make sure that Tucker is okay about all of this. When Dante can feel the tension in me he pulls back and looks me in the eye. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I know you worry about him, but he’s fine Bri. I know that he was your first love, but he will be fine.” 
 
    “I don’t want to hurt him.” 
 
    “You’d rather hurt me?” 
 
    His eyes are darker now and I find myself falling into them. I shake my head slowly, lean forward, and kiss him again. Everything about Dante turns me on. Everything about him sparks heat inside of me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
    Dante 
 
      
 
    The tension in the air is thick. Bri sits close to my side, right where I want her. Tracey sits across the living room glaring at me. I know she pissed that I didn’t go back for round two with her, but it is what it is. Tucker flicks through his phone not really saying much. Things have calmed down between Tucker and Bri. He knows where he stands now and I think he’s finally accepting it.  
 
    He still thinks that I’m not good for Bri. There are days I think the same thing. It’s not because I feel like cheating on her, but rather just because of who I am in general. I’m not the good guy you read about in love stories, but I’m not exactly the bad guy either.  
 
    My phone rings which breaks the awkward silence. Bri climbs off of the couch as I slide my phone out. 
 
    “I’m going to go get some lunch,” she says. 
 
    I nod and smile at her as I watch Tracey stand to follow her out of the room.  
 
    “Yeah,” I answer my phone. 
 
    “Where are you?” my dad asks into the line. 
 
    What the hell does he care?  
 
    “I’m at Bri’s. Why?” 
 
    Tucker looks up from his phone when he notes my tone. 
 
    “There’s something going down Dante. I don’t have many details, but I do know that it has something to do with her dad.” 
 
    That catches my interest. I shift on the couch and sit up a little taller. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    Tucker narrows his eyes and I motion for him to come and sit next to me. I don’t turn the phone on speaker because I don’t want Bri to overhear, although I do turn up the volume so that Tucker can hear too. 
 
    “I don’t have all of the details, but it seems something is going on between her dad and Northside.” 
 
    As soon as that leaves his mouth Tucker and I share a look. This isn’t good. I can feel it through to the pit of my stomach.  
 
    “So what do we do?” I ask. 
 
    “I don’t know. You’re there. You need to go out and check on things. Ask around. I don’t know what any of this means yet, but if I hear anything more I’ll call you.” 
 
    The line goes dead as I pull the phone away from my ear. I curse under my breath as Tucker stands. He’s pacing the room and tugging at his hair. 
 
    “What the hell does that shit even mean?” he asks more to himself than me. 
 
    “I don’t know, but I don’t like the sound of it. We need to get out there and see if anyone has heard anything,” I tell him before I start dialing numbers. 
 
    I put out a ton of calls when Bri and Tracey walk back into the room. Bri passes me a plate as Tracey passes one to Tucker. We all sit and eat our lunch in silence. My nerves are on fire. I don’t like not knowing. The unknown is where mistakes are made and lives are lost. I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand before I pull Bri toward me. 
 
    “I need to go handle something. Lock the door behind us and don’t open it for anyone.” 
 
    She nods her head when I grab her face and kiss her. Tracey huffs, but I don’t care about her. She can huff all damn day if she feels like it. I release my hold on Bri and stand up from the couch as Tucker stands as well. He walks over and presses a kiss to the top of Bri’s head. He and I had a long discussion about what’s acceptable now that she’s mine. I told him that he needed to back off and stop trying to get back with her. He agreed. I know it’s hard for him to see us, but she’s mine and nothing will change that. 
 
    “You have a bad feeling about this?” Tucker asks as I pull the door closed behind us and walk toward the car. 
 
    “Yeah. It’s something bad. I don’t fucking know what it is yet, but I can feel it.” 
 
    We climb in and take off through the neighborhood. We quickly make it over to where the guys are and park. When we climb out we’re greeted by smiles and handshakes. I let my eyes linger over every wrist to where the crown tattoo sits. These guys are family to me. They have been for years. I shake my head as I’m not sure what I was thinking about and look up at them. 
 
    “We’ve been hearing shit. You guys heard anything new lately?” Tucker asks standing with him arms crossed over his chest waiting for an answer. 
 
    “Heard some shit about Northside upping their manpower,” one of them says. 
 
    “Yeah, I heard that too,” another agrees. 
 
    I move my eyes over each and every one of them until Tucker speaks. 
 
    “What kind of manpower?”  
 
    “Heard that, shit man. I heard that Brianna’s dad is a hitman.” 
 
    As soon as the words leave his mouth Tucker and I share a glance. 
 
    “I heard she’s in the middle of some shit.” 
 
    That’s all I hear when I turn and run to the car. Tucker leaps in on the other side and I take off. 
 
    “You don’t think they’d touch her do you?” he asks. 
 
    I hold the steering wheel even tighter as my knuckles turn white. 
 
    “If they’re smart they won’t.” 
 
    “Jenkins isn’t smart Dante. Fuck, we just left her there.” 
 
    “I fucked up man. We should have stayed with her. Fuck.” 
 
    I pound the steering wheel as I speed through town. I can’t get back to her house fast enough. I inhale deeply trying to calm my nerves but I can feel my body beginning to tremble. 
 
    “She’s going to be fine Dante.” 
 
    I glance over at Tucker and see the look in his eyes. He knows I care about her. He can see it now. 
 
    “I will kill them all man. I will fucking kill every one of them myself,” I hiss the closer we get to the house. 
 
    My pulse is pounding inside of me and I can’t do a thing to control it.  
 
    “You won’t be alone in that. If they did anything to her, I’ll be right there with you.” 
 
    The silence in the car settles when the house comes into view. I throw the car into park, but Tucker is out before I even do. We both rush to the door, but as soon as we step onto the porch and can see the door cracked open, we know.  
 
    Something dark resonates inside of me. I pull a cigarette out and light it up as Tucker runs inside and yells Bri’s name. She isn’t here and we both know it. I pull the burn of the smoke into my lungs and let the world slowly settle around me. I blow smoke into the air as pure hatred and revenge seep into my pores. 
 
    “She’s not here.” 
 
    “I know that.” 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “Kill them.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
    Brianna 
 
      
 
    My body aches as I roll over and cough. Tears burn my eyes, but it’s the way my body shivers that hurts the most. Not long after Dante and Tucker left these fuckers stormed through the front door. I didn’t see their faces as they were all in ski masks. I knew right then and there that this was gang related or was in some way tied to my dad. Well, that’s what I thought at first.  
 
    We were tossed into a dark, musty room that smells like sweat on a small cot. Tracey sits in the corner. Her eyes are swollen and bruised as tears stream down her cheeks. I feel terrible knowing that either way this goes down that it’s not connected to her or me. She doesn’t deserve any of this and now she has no choice but to deal with it too. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I whisper. 
 
    “It’s not your fault Bri. We’ll be okay.” 
 
    She doesn’t sound so sure and I know that I’m not. If this has to do with my dad, well, he runs in circles with killers. If this has to do with the Kings, well, they’re just as bad as my dad. My chest tightens just thinking about it. I can’t believe that the last time I would ever get to see Dante or Tucker would be today. No one expects their death to be like this, but something deep inside of me can feel it. There is death lingering in the air around us. Whose death it will be is the question. 
 
    “Listen Bri,” Tracey says scooting closer to the door. 
 
    I do the same when I hear her voice. It’s that same bitch I should have snapped her neck when she was at my house. Fucking Kerry. I can hear her talking and telling someone all she’s learned about Dante and Tucker. I guess that answers my earlier question of how this happened. 
 
    “We need to get out of here,” I whisper to her. 
 
    She nods her head and we both stand up from the floor. I glance around the dimly lit room only to find nothing useful. I walk over, bend down, pull the pin out of the leg of the cot, and hold it up to Tracey. 
 
    “We have to try,” she whispers back. 
 
    I agree. I refuse to be beaten by them again without some kind of fight. I raise my fingers. One. Two. Three. On three we pull the unlocked door open and rush out of it. That’s when I see her. Tracey screams as she rushes a guy, but Kerry is the one blocking the exit. I move toward her with the pin in my hand. She smirks as if this is all funny to her until I raise my hand and bring it down to side of her neck. Blood immediately sprays from the wound as she brings her hands up to cover it. Tracey’s screams are the only thing that brings me away from the sight in front of me. The guy has his arms around her with an arm around her throat. Her eyes water as he squeezes tighter. 
 
    “Don’t hurt her. Please,” I beg. 
 
    That’s when I notice who it is. It’s the guys from that night. He’s one of the guys that tried to rape us. I bend over and vomit, spraying the floor at my feet as the guys laugh. 
 
    “So you remember us?” 
 
    I turn my head to see who is talking and see the other one. He’s the one that Dante said he couldn’t kill right away. 
 
    “What do you want you bastard?” I ask spitting onto the floor to try to get rid of the taste in my mouth. 
 
    Jenkins. His name is Jenkins. He walks toward me and grabs my hair in his hands to yank me upright. My scalp burns as pain is radiating through my head.  
 
    “What do I want? Well, there are a few things. To start with since you killed my toy, seems now I have to find another one,” he says motioning toward Kerry’s now lifeless body on the floor. 
 
    I gasp in horror. I killed someone. I actually took a life. My head begins to spin when I drag my gaze back to his. 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” I plead with him as tears fall down my cheeks. 
 
    He leans in and licks my tears away making me cringe. 
 
    “You’ll get your answer soon enough. For now though? It’s a life for a life,” he hisses and nods to his friend.  
 
    He forces my head around to watch as the man brings a knife to Tracey’s throat.  
 
    “Kill me. I killed her. Don’t do this. Kill me,” I beg. 
 
    Tracey closes her eyes as realization dawns on her. Please god, don’t let them do this to her. The knife slices through her flesh like it was nothing more than paper. Blood flows down her chest and her eyelids are fluttering. She didn’t even scream. She didn’t make a sound.  
 
    The silence is haunting, as the guys drag her to the room and just toss her in, the thud of her body causes me to throw up again. Jenkins shoves me to the floor and I fall onto my own vomit, but I don’t care anymore. I don’t feel anything. I’m just numb. All I can feel is the hot tears as they drip down my cheeks. 
 
    “Put her back into the room until our guests arrive.” 
 
    “With the dead girl?” the other one asks.  
 
    “Yes. With the fucking dead girl. You have another room?” he roars. 
 
    The man moves quickly and lifts me off the floor, but I can’t force my feet to move. He doesn’t care. He just drags me back into the room and throws me on the floor next to Tracey’s unmoving body. I lay on my side and cry. I cry for the loss of my friend. I cry because I’m confused. I cry because I will never get to see Dante or Tucker again.  
 
    I’m a failure just like my dad always told me I was. There’s an ache in my chest that feels like a thousand knives have punctured my heart. I wish that part was true. I’ve never wished for death before. I’d never really thought about it either, but now I want it more than anything.  
 
    I don’t know how long I’ve been laying here. I keep watching Tracey’s chest and begging her to take a breath. I know she’s gone, but I can’t accept that. This is all my fault. If she wasn’t with me she wouldn’t be dead now. There’s an emptiness in me now, that I don’t think even time can heal. I can hear the thud of footsteps as they come closer to the room. When the door opens the bright light of the hallway burns my eyes. I blink to try to adjust, but I just don’t look up instead. 
 
    “Jesus,” I hear him mutter. 
 
    “Dad?” 
 
    I lift my head with new hope in my heart. He’s here to save me; he has to be. He actually came for me. I start to shove myself up, but I’m weak so I grab the wall to help balance myself. In seconds I’m wrapping my arms around a man that has never cared for me. He’s never once said that he loves me or that he was glad that I was alive. Yet here he is, and I can’t let go of him. 
 
    “We need to talk,” he says and his voice is just as dark as always. 
 
    There’s an edge to it now that I’ve not heard before. I can feel the bile scratching the back of my throat and feel the hairs on the back of my neck standing to attention. Whatever it is he’s about to tell me, it isn’t going to be good. I try to hold onto him, but he pushes me off. I stumble and fall over Tracey’s body and land on the floor. I look up at him and see the true hatred and darkness in his eyes. 
 
    “Dad?” 
 
    “Enough. Look, I made a deal. There was a job that I didn’t want, so I made shit work out in another way.” 
 
    I’m confused. What is he talking about? 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “I made a trade. You were useless in the grand scheme of things Brianna. They had something I wanted and I had something they wanted. So, I traded you.” 
 
    “What?” I blanch as acid coils in my stomach. 
 
    “I wanted the cash and Kerry. I traded you to get that.” 
 
    “You did what? How could you do that? I’m your daughter.” 
 
    “I didn’t want kids. Fuck Brianna. I was stuck with you for so long. I tried to keep your ass happy, but you wanted to run around with those fuckers from next door. You always attracted too much attention.” 
 
    “So you hand me over to them? Did you see what they did? They killed her. There was no reason.” 
 
    Tears stream down my cheeks as I look up at the man that made me.  
 
    “I’m not sorry Brianna. This is the way life is for me. You were never supposed to be a part of it.” 
 
    He turns on his heel and heads for the door. 
 
    “You’re just going to leave me here with them?” 
 
    His head lowers slightly before he says, “You were never mine to begin with.” 
 
    I scream at the top of my lungs as he leaves the room. I don’t understand anything that is happening right now. I don’t try to escape again. Instead, I just curl into a ball and accept my new fate. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
    Dante 
 
      
 
    I’m at a loss. I’m fucked in the head. There are far too many things going through my mind that shouldn’t be. I want blood. I can taste it. Someone out there has her, and when I find them… 
 
    “You need to calm down,” Tucker says as I stalk up to the door in front of me and kick it in with my gun in my hand. 
 
    Someone screams, but I don’t give a shit. 
 
    “Where is she?” I thunder as I aim my gun at one of the guys sitting on the couch. 
 
    His eyes are wide. His hands are up in the air. 
 
    “What the hell?” he asks. 
 
    “Where the fuck is she?” I roar louder. 
 
    When I don’t get an answer I move. I slam the butt of my gun into the side of his head. 
 
    “Jesus Christ,” Tucker mumbles next to me. 
 
    Fuck him. 
 
    I ignore him as I move through the house and check every room. I come up empty. This isn’t the first house either. I will keep going until I find her. As I stalk back out the front door Tucker follows. He’s silent for a few minutes as I storm down the block. 
 
    “This isn’t helping Dante,” he snaps. 
 
    I spin to face him. I’m ready for a fight. I honestly don’t care in this moment if I have to take down my own brother. 
 
    “Who the fuck are you? Huh? Don’t you dare try to tell me what to do.” 
 
    “You aren’t helping anything by running around town kicking fucking doors down and shit. She isn’t in there man.” 
 
    I move toward him. I’m about to grab him by the throat when he whispers, “You love her.” I take a step back and feel the air leave my lungs. I run my hand through my hair and sigh. 
 
    “I love her Tucker. I don’t love her like a friend either man. I love her.” 
 
    “I know. I didn’t want to see it, but shit bro I see it. I can see it in your eyes. It’s in the way you look at her.” 
 
    “I didn’t plan this Tucker. I didn’t mean to step in your way, but fuck.” 
 
    I really didn’t mean to either. I didn’t plan on loving her even though I’ve always loved her in some way or another. But now? Now my love is so much more than I originally thought it could ever be. I need her. 
 
    “I get it Dante. Don’t stress it. I had her once and I fucked it up. I know that. She moved on and as much as I hate to admit it, I’m glad she’s with you. You’ve been good to her from day one. Even when I didn’t think you would be, you’ve been right with her.” 
 
    We both stand in silence for a long minute. Neither of us is sure of what to say to the other. I appreciate his words more than he knows. 
 
    “She loves you too for what it’s worth.” 
 
    I look over my shoulder at my brother. He’s the one constant in my life. 
 
    “How do you know that?” 
 
    He chuckles. 
 
    “Come on man. I’ve seen you two together.” 
 
    I shake my head and huff out a breath when I hear a horn blaring. I look over my shoulder and see one of our guys barreling toward us. Tucker and I share a glance before he puts the car in park. 
 
    “Why the fuck aren’t you two answering your phones?” Jorge snaps as storms toward us. 
 
    “We’ve been busy.” 
 
    “Yeah, kicking in the wrong doors. Fuck Dante. Jenkins has her. Her dad was in on it man.” 
 
    I shake my head slowly because there is no fucking way he would do that to her. Would he? I know they didn’t always get along, but she’s his kid.  
 
    “What do you mean he was in on it?” 
 
    “That girl? The creepy bitch that was at Bri’s house? She was in on it too. I don’t know all of the details, but word going around is that daddy and that bitch were together. Bri was some sort of trade off with Jenkins.” 
 
    “Shit,” I curse and pull my hair. 
 
    What am I going to do now? I’ll have to go to war with Jenkins. Am I ready for that? I’m ready for that. I’m ready to take that motherfucker down at a moment’s notice.  
 
    “I heard he’s back at his house,” he adds. 
 
    Tucker and I share a look. Anger is vibrating between us. We both turn and head to the car and jump in quickly. As I peel off toward the house Tucker curses under his breath. He pulls his gun out, checks the clip, and puts it back up. You can feel the weight of what’s about to happen in the air. There’s a silent tension. Someone isn’t going to make it out of this alive.  
 
    I know who Mac is. I’ve never liked him, but I made it a point to know him because of her. I know exactly what he’s capable of.  
 
    “You got a plan?” Tucker asks.  
 
    “Yep. Kill him.” 
 
    Tucker chuckles under his breath as I drive. The house comes into view. I hit the curb. I don’t care anymore as I dive out of the driver’s side and stalk to the house. I don’t stop to knock; I don’t stop to think. As so as I step inside a fist collides with my face. I stumble back and try to get my bearings when Mac moves in. 
 
    “You little fuck,” he hisses before throwing another punch. 
 
    “Where is she?” I hiss as we circle each other. 
 
    He smirks and I want to snap his goddamn neck. 
 
    “She’s where she belongs.” 
 
    I move in, lean down, and shove my shoulder into his stomach. He falls back and we both hit the floor. Our fight goes on for quite some time. We both throw blows. We both take hits. When we rise, we separate. My gun rests heavily in my hand as I aim it at him. 
 
    “You going to kill me?” he taunts. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “You actually give a shit about that girl?” he chuckles as he wipes blood from his lip. 
 
    “I love that girl. I’d do anything for her.” 
 
    “Does that include killing her dad?” he asks. 
 
    My fingers tighten around the gun. I’m willing myself to just pull the fucking trigger. 
 
    “I’d do anything for her, unlike you. I have a sense of respect and love for my family. That’s something you seem to be lacking.” 
 
    “You’d do anything?” 
 
    “Damn right. That’s exactly what I’d do for my family,” I tell him just as a shot is fired. 
 
    The shot didn’t come from me even though Mac falls dead in front of me. I look up to see Tucker with his gun smoking in his hand. 
 
    “The same goes for me,” he says looking at the now dead Mac. 
 
    He slowly brings his eyes up to meet mine. I nod my head before I smirk at him.  
 
    “You’ve always got my back,” I tell him. 
 
    “Hell yeah. That’s what family does isn’t it? Now, let’s go get our girl. I’ve got the guys heading that way now.” 
 
    I nod my head and step over Mac’s body. I follow Tucker out of the house and back to the car. He drives this time as I take a minute to breathe and try to calm myself. My head’s still a mess. If they hurt her I will lose it. I won’t know how to handle the darkness in me if it comes out to play.  
 
    “We’re going to get her back,” Tucker says. 
 
    I nod my head and glance over at him. 
 
    “I know. How much of her are we going to get back though? You saw what happened when the dog was killed. What if she breaks Tucker? What if she isn’t her? Her own fucking dad sent her to that monster man. What if they…? What if they hurt her? If they hurt her I’m going to lose it Tucker.” 
 
    “We will lose it. We’ve got this brother. We’ve got this.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
    Brianna 
 
      
 
    My chest is tight as I lay here and look at her. She’s gone. She’s never coming back. There is nothing I can do to bring her back. My heart aches in my chest, but I can’t cry. The tears have stopped and refuse to come again. I don’t know how long I’ve been laying here just wishing that her chest would just rise and fall, but it doesn’t. It’s still. It’s so still.  
 
    I can hear Jenkins out there, but I don’t try to stand up or even move. I don’t try to run. What’s the point? I think I’ve finally accepted that I’m not leaving this room alive. That was a tough one. I thought about what Dante would feel if he ever saw me again. How would Tucker move on? I know that he was mad about Dante and I, but I held out hope that we could still be friends. Now that’s just another dream I have to let go.  
 
    The worst part of this all? My dad. How could he hate me so much? What kind of person does this to their own child for money and a whore? I always knew he didn’t want me, but I never once thought he’d serve me up on a platter for death, but he did. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I hear Jenkins roar. 
 
    I don’t care what’s happening out there. I’m too weak and dazed to even lift my head right now. Shots are fired right outside the door, and people begin to scream. Maybe this is it? Maybe this is when they’ll come in and end me? I would relish the feeling. When the door is kicked open, I close my eyes not wanting to see who it is that’s going to end me. I clench my eyes shut and just pray that they do it quickly. 
 
    “Fuck,” I hear the mutter, but I still can’t make myself look. 
 
    God. I’ve never wanted to open my eyes and see him so much before.  
 
    “It’s okay. I’m getting you out of here.” 
 
    I open my mouth to say something, but I can’t speak. I just want to curl up into him and let the rest of the world fade away. He carries me out of the room as I lay huddled into his chest. He’s here. 
 
    “It was Jenkins and my dad,” I sob into his chest. 
 
    “I know. I know.” 
 
    “You got her?” I hear Dante’s voice and my heart leaps into my throat. 
 
    I open my eyes and turn my head to look for him. I can’t see him. Where is he? I wiggle out of Tucker’s and he sets me on my feet. I spin around and there he is. His back is to me. The air seems to thicken and time stands still. Everything happens in slow motion. 
 
    “Dante,” I scream his name and he turns to face me. 
 
    His eyes land on mine and mine widen. A shot blasts through the air. Dante’s eyes widen as blood explodes through his chest. 
 
    “No,” I scream as I race toward him. 
 
    Just as I fall to my knees in front of him another shot rings through the air. My ears ring. I can hear my own breathing. Through all of the chaos going on around me there is silence. I reach for Dante and pull his head into my lap. 
 
    “Don’t do this to me,” I beg him. 
 
    “Benny get the guns out of here,” Tucker screams before he’s at my side. 
 
    Tucker has a phone to his ear. I can vaguely hear him calling for help. My focus is on Dante. His eyes flutter as I hold him in my arms.  
 
    “No dad, he’s been shot. I don’t fucking know. Get your guys on your payroll. I don’t give a shit,” Tucker screams into the phone as I start to hear the faint sound of sirens.  
 
    “You can’t leave me Dante. I just got you. You have to stay with me. I don’t have anyone else,” I whisper where I lean down to his head. 
 
    Tucker moves around me and presses his hand to the wound. I can hear him saying something, but I don’t know if he’s talking to me or not. I just don’t care right now. I need Dante to know what I feel for him. I need that more than I need air to breathe. I need him.  
 
    “I love you. You don’t know how much I love you, but you have to know that I do. I lost Tracey. I can’t lose you too. Please just stay with me,” I beg him as tears slide down my cheeks. 
 
    Everything after that seems to happen in a whirlwind of events. I’m pulled away from Dante and into Tucker’s arms. Cops are swarming the house. The paramedics haul Dante off.  
 
    I don’t know how or when we arrived at the hospital, but my head is still in a fog. I was checked over at Tucker’s request. I tried to refuse, but he kept telling me that Dante would want me to get looked at. I couldn’t deny him that.  
 
    Their dad showed up at one point. He and Tucker talked amongst themselves for a bit. Now I find myself back at Tucker’s. 
 
    “We need to get you changed,” he whispers softly as he carries me into the bathroom.  
 
    “He can’t die Tucker,” I hear myself saying. 
 
    “He won’t. He’s too damn stubborn. Come on,” he says as he lifts my shirt up over my head.  
 
    This is wrong. I know that it’s wrong, but I don’t care what Tucker sees right now. He reaches in and starts the shower before he moves to take off the rest of my clothes. When I don’t move to stand he tries to help me, but my legs are useless. Tears burn the back of my eyes as I think about what my life has become. What if Dante didn’t hear me tell him that I love him? What if he never gets to hear it again? 
 
    “Shhh,” Tucker soothes me when the tears finally start falling.  
 
    He stands up, still fully clothed, and lifts me up into his arms. My body aches from the beating it’s taken, but even more from the pain of what I saw. He steps into the shower with me and lets the spray hit me. I wince, but I know that I need this. 
 
    “He’s going to be fine. He’ll get better and be home in no time. He loves you Bri. Did you know that?” Tucker asks softly. 
 
    I start shaking in his arms. He holds me tighter.  
 
    “He told me earlier today. He told me that he loves you,” he says again. 
 
    “I love him too,” I manage to squeak out. 
 
    The shower comes to an end and Tucker dries me off. He puts one of Dante’s shirts on me before he tucks me into bed. He left to go change his clothes so I bury myself under the blankets and inhale Dante’s scent. It smells like him all around me. My eyes slowly close, but it doesn’t feel like it’s been very long when I hear a noise. I pry my eyes open to see Tucker sitting on the edge of the bed. 
 
    “I got you some food. You need to eat something. I’m going to head back to the hospital.” 
 
    “I’m coming with you.” 
 
    “You need to rest Bri.” 
 
    “I have to be there Tucker. I need to be there for him. You can’t tell me no,” I scream. 
 
    I’m out of control and I know it. I can feel myself going over the edge, but I can’t stop it. I’m being irrational, but I have to see him. 
 
    “Okay, okay. Just eat a little bit before we go please,” he says picking up the piece of toast and bringing it up to my lips. My stomach grumbles, but not from hunger. 
 
    “He’s going to be okay isn’t he?” I ask Tucker. 
 
    He looks over at me. His big, brown eyes are burning like fire into me.  
 
    “My dad,” I begin, but Tucker shakes his head to cut me off. 
 
    “I know. We found out what he did. Let’s not talk about that right now, okay?” he says softly. 
 
    I nod my head and take another bite before I shake my head. Tucker sets the toast back down on the plate. He grabs a glass of juice and passes it to me. 
 
    “I’ll grab you some sweatpants,” he says before he climbs off of the bed. He comes back with Dante’s black sweats and I smile. “I know they’re too big, but I doubt you want mine right now.” 
 
    “I love you Tucker. It’s not the same way it once was, but I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too Bri. I didn’t want to see it at first, but I get it. You two? It was always supposed to be you two. Here,” he says passing me the pants before he grabs the chair and leaves the room. 
 
    I pull my legs out from under the blanket and slip into the pants. I have to tie them up so that they don’t fall, but when I see my reflection in the mirror, I smile. I like smelling like Dante. I like wearing his clothes because it makes me feel closer to him. I slowly make my way out of the bathroom, grab my chucks off the floor, and slip them on before I go find Tucker.  
 
    When I do find Tucker my heart breaks. He’s leaning over the kitchen sink with his head hanging between his shoulders. I hear the sobs before I walk over to him, wrap my arms around his waist, and rest my head on his back.  
 
    “It’s okay,” I repeat his words. 
 
    We stay like that for a few more minutes. Tucker stands tall and sniffs back the tears as I slowly let my arms from around him. He turns to face me and I nearly crumble under his sad glare. 
 
    “Dad’s still at the hospital. We should get going.  
 
    I nod my head and reach for his hand. He lowers his head and looks at our joined hands before he squeezes. This isn’t about us. This is about Dante and we both know it. He’s always been by my side and I don’t think I could live without him in my life either. 
 
    “Do you remember when Dante caught us in the basement when we were eight?” I ask giggling at the reminder as we walk out the door and toward the car. 
 
    “Yeah. He said we weren’t right for each other and that you would end up kicking my ass one day,” he chuckles. 
 
    “And when we were older we got together,” I say with a smile. 
 
    “He told me then that he was going to love you one day.” 
 
    His words are like a stake through my heart. 
 
    “What?” he asks. 
 
    Tucker turns to look at me and shrugs his shoulders. 
 
    “He told me that he could feel it happen. He said he didn’t want to, but that he knew it would happen.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
    Dante 
 
      
 
    Shots. I can hear them being fired. They’re so damn close. She’s too close. Did one hit her? Did they get Tucker? Where is she? The dark taunts me and pulls me down into its depths.  
 
    I shudder and look around, “Bri?” I call out her name. “Bri. Where are you?” I scream louder when I hear the beeps and feel someone touching my arm.  
 
    “It’s okay. You can calm down now. You’re safe now,” the voice says. 
 
    I don’t want to calm down. I want Bri. Where the hell is Bri? 
 
    “Where the fuck am I?” I ask as I feel pain shoot through my chest. 
 
    “You’re in the hospital. You’re okay.” 
 
    I slowly begin to pry my eyes open. When I blink the nurse starts to come into view. Her face is fuzzy, but as I keep looking she starts to come into focus.  
 
    “There you are,” she says happily. 
 
    “Where is Bri? Where’s my brother? Were they hurt?” I ask needing to know what happened. 
 
    I saw her. I remember seeing her there with Tucker. She cried out for me. 
 
    “They weren’t brought in. I believe your dad is out in the waiting room. Would you like to see him?” she says. 
 
    I nod my head. They weren’t brought in. That’s good news right? Unless they were taken to the fucking morgue. No! That couldn’t have happened. I heard her. I heard Bri. I could feel her next to me.  
 
    The nurse leaves and a few minutes later the door opens again. My dad walks in with Tucker right behind him.  
 
    “Hey,” I say looking behind him to see if Bri is with them. 
 
    I want Bri. 
 
    “She’ll be up soon. She needed a minute,” Tucker says knowing who I’m looking for. 
 
    I nod my head and put it back down on the pillow. My dad walks over and stands next to the bed. 
 
    “You scared the shit out of us son.” 
 
    I smirk. 
 
    “Isn’t that what I do best?” 
 
    Dad chuckles, but Tucker just stands there. He’s as still as stone. I know he must have been worried even if he’d never come right out and say it.  
 
    “Doc said you could go home in a few days if you feel up to it. I’ve got a few meetings that I’m going to reschedule so that I can be here with you,” dad tells me. 
 
    I’m almost shocked that he made the offer, but I still shake my head. 
 
    “No. You do what you need to do. We’ve got this don’t we bro?” I ask looking at Tucker. 
 
    Now it’s his turn to smirk. 
 
    “Don’t we always?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah.” 
 
    My dad laughs and looks between us. 
 
    “I will admit that you scared me Dante. Shit I didn’t have a clue of what I was walking into.” 
 
    “Are they dead?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Tucker answers. 
 
    “Then we’re good,” I tell them both. 
 
    “I’m going to go make some phone calls. I’m going to let the guys know that their leader is alive and being a smartass,” dad says before he walks out of the room. 
 
    I thought I saw a shimmer of tears in his eyes, but I could have been wrong. The door closes as I look up to Tucker. 
 
    “I don’t say this often, but I love you brother. I’m glad you’re my brother.” 
 
    Tears fill Tucker’s eye before he nods his head. He doesn’t get a chance to respond before the door flies open and a screaming Bri comes barreling in.  
 
    “What’s wrong? Your dad was crying and,” she stops talking when her eyes come up to meet mine. Her mouth falls open and a tear slips down her cheek. 
 
    “Are you going to just stand there or come kiss me?” I ask her with a slight smirk. 
 
    The tears keep dripping down her face, but she doesn’t move. I raise my hand and motion for her to come to me. She moves so slowly that I wish I could get up and go to her. Once she reaches the side of my bed, I grab her hand and pull her down to me. She stumbles forward and barely catches herself.  
 
    “I could hurt you,” she squeals. 
 
    “You could kiss me too, but you haven’t done that either,” I tell her.  
 
    Tucker chuckles when I hear him move to sit in the chair. Bri finally leans down and brushes her lips over mine. It feels like perfection. This is all I’ll ever need. 
 
    “Thank you,” she whispers as her lips touch mine. 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “Living.” 
 
    I smirk at her and scoot to the side so that she can climb onto the bed next to me. She does so without being told. Once she’s settled I breathe in her scent. 
 
    “I think you look better in my clothes than I do.” 
 
    She laughs and that’s all I need to hear. 
 
    “So they said you could go home in a few days?” Tucker chimes in. 
 
    “Yeah. This shit isn’t going to keep me down. Is everything else taken care of?” I ask him. 
 
    “Yeah. We’re all good. The guys were flipping their shit when they heard, but I told them you were a tough fucker.” 
 
    I smile and pull Bri closer to my side. She doesn’t resist and I’m thankful for that. I need her more than she knows. 
 
    “I’m going to go check on dad. You want anything?”  
 
    Tucker stands and looks between us. We both shake our heads and watch him as he leaves the room. 
 
    “There’s something I need to tell you,” I say softly to her. 
 
    Bri stiffens, but I slowly run my hand up and down her back until she relaxes into me. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “I’ve loved you since you were seventeen. There hasn’t been a single day after I saw you smile and blow out your candles on your cake Tucker fucked up, that I haven’t loved you. I don’t tell you that near enough, but I will princess. I’ll tell you every second, of every day.” 
 
    I hear her sob, but instead of hurting me it makes me smile. She needs to hear this. I’m not the sharing type of guy, but I know what Bri needs. 
 
    “I love you too Dante. More than you know. When I thought I lost you, I couldn’t take it.” 
 
    “You’re never losing me Bri. I’m not going anywhere.” 
 
    She snuggles in closer as I close my eyes and let the pain medicine work its way through me.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
    Brianna 
 
      
 
    “Stop fucking cuddling me man. I can walk,” Dante snaps at Tucker as he tried to help him around the house. 
 
    It’s funny to see him like this. It’s even funnier since their dad is here to see it too. 
 
    “I’m trying to help you asshole.” 
 
    “By holding my dick while I piss? Get the fuck out of here man,” Dante snaps.  
 
    I can’t hold my giggle in. I let it out. As Dante walks back into the living room and sits on the couch he glares at me. 
 
    “What are you laughing at? Do you think I get a kick out of my little brother trying to cop a feel?” I laugh.  
 
    Dante smiles and I take it in. I’ve missed that smile. He had to stay at the hospital a few more days, but now that he’s home I couldn’t be happier. 
 
    “Cop a feel? That thing is so small I don’t know how you can even find it to go,” Tucker says fucking with him. 
 
    Their dad laughs along with me. 
 
    “Please. You know you want this,” Dante says as he grabs his cock through his shorts. 
 
    The room goes silent with the lingering questions and thoughts. We all have them, but no one has wanted to talk about it. I figure I could go first. I take a deep breath and start. 
 
    “He said he never wanted me. He traded me to Jenkins for some cash and Kerry,” I tell them. 
 
    Tucker’s jaw ticks. Their dad looks disgusted. Dante tenses. 
 
    “He can’t hurt you anymore,” Dante says. 
 
    The room is suddenly eerie. I don’t know what to say, but Tucker does. 
 
    “I killed him.” 
 
    “I’d like to kill him again,” Dante adds. I shift in my seat. “I should have told you sooner that there was so much happening.” 
 
    “Your dad wasn’t a dad. I’m sorry that you had to grow up that way Brianna. He was wrong,” their dad tells me. 
 
    Dante yawns, Tucker’s phone rings, and I’m just here. My dad’s dead. He’s gone. I never have to see him or speak to him again. I never have to hear him say that I was a mistake again. Even though he took care of me there is still an ache in my chest. Maybe it’s for the father I never had. 
 
    “I need to go handle some shit,” Tucker says as he stands up and walks toward me. 
 
    He leans down, presses a kiss to the top of my head, and leaves. When I look over at Dante I can see that the pain meds are working and have kicked his ass. His mouth is hanging open slightly and his breathing is even. 
 
    “I’ve been wanting to talk to you, but they are always with you,” he says with a chuckle. “I wasn’t the best dad to them either. I left them to fend for themselves a lot more than I should have. I messed up time and again. I should have known better, but I saw the way they were. They were smart. Brave. They were better than I ever was. They grew up to be the men I could have only hoped to be when I was their age. I like to think that it made them stronger not having me to hover over them. They’re sort of like you in that Brianna.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “Yeah. Your dad didn’t raise you the way he should have either. He didn’t protect you and guide you the way a father should have. That made you who you are today. Do you really think you could handle that one if you were weak?” he asks nodding toward Dante where he’s asleep on my shoulder. 
 
    A small smile crosses my face. 
 
    “You did good with them. You didn’t make them weak either,” I tell him. 
 
    He nods, smiles, and stands up from his seat.  
 
    “I need to take care of a few things. I’m glad you’re here.” 
 
    I smile and watch him walk toward the door when he looks back over his shoulder. 
 
    “And Brianna? Thank you for loving them the way you do. They are both happy when you’re around and I can see how much they love you.” 
 
    The door closes behind him and silence lingers. I snuggle back into the couch with Dante’s head on my shoulder. I close my eyes and relax after I hear the door lock behind their dad.  
 
    The thoughts still linger though. He’s dead. He’s really dead. 
 
    The rest of the evening passes slowly. Dante is still asleep as I try to stretch out. It’s no use. I slowly slip out from under him and guide his head to the couch when the door opens. Tucker walks in with wild eyes. Blood stains his clothes and hands when he looks over at me. 
 
    “Tucker?” I say his name softly. 
 
    I look down at Dante before I move to Tucker. He brushes past me and up the stairs. I follow behind him because of the look in his eyes. 
 
    “Tucker? What happened?” 
 
    He ignores me and heads to his room. I keep walking behind him. His hands re shaking slightly. He’s not himself. I watch him move around the room, not really doing anything. I can’t handle seeing him like this. I walk closer to him and step in front of him to grab his face in my hands. 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    He slowly lowers his eyes to mine and it’s then that I see it. He’s got that lost look. I see the sorrow. 
 
    “Jenkins didn’t die. Not that day,” he says softly. 
 
    “What?” I gasp. 
 
    Tucker reaches up and grabs my face in his hands roughly. 
 
    “He didn’t die. I didn’t want to say anything because Dante was still healing. And after what Jenkins did to you? Fuck. He’s dead now though.” 
 
    “You killed him?” 
 
    He nods his head. 
 
    “It wasn’t just him. There was a shootout. I went to fire, he grabbed him Bri. He fucking grabbed him like a goddamn coward and I killed him. I fucking killed that kid.” 
 
    My heart sinks in my chest. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    His eyes are wild as he tries to focus on me. 
 
    “I shot. I fucking fired the shot Brianna. He grabbed the kid. He was just a little boy and he pulled him in front of him. The first bullet hit him Bri. He fell. Right there in front of me. Fuck.” 
 
    His hands fall from my face as he stalks around the room tugging at his hair, the tension is thick. I gasp for air knowing that he would never hurt a kid.  
 
    I walk into the bathroom and turn on the shower knowing that I have to be the calm one now. I reach into the cabinet and grab a bottle of Xanax and pour a few into my hand. I grab the glass off of the counter, fill it with water, and walk back over to him. He shakes his head when I hold them out to him, but he eventually takes them and pops them into his mouth. I reach for his shirt and pull it up and over his head. He watches me unsure of what’s happening right now. I lead him into the bathroom. It wasn’t too long ago that he was doing this for me. 
 
    “It wasn’t your fault,” I whisper as I pull him toward the shower. 
 
    He finishes pulling off his clothes and climbs in. I stand there unsure of what to do next. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter now does it?” he asks as he lowers his head to hang it between his shoulders. 
 
    “Of course it does. You’re right. He was a coward. He shouldn’t have grabbed the kid Tucker.” 
 
    “But he did. Now he’s dead too. I killed a kid Bri. I fucking killed him,” he says through the sobs that shake his body. 
 
    I want to hold him. I want to wrap my arms around him and tell him that everything will be okay, but it isn’t. Nothing is okay in his mind.  
 
    Tucker wouldn’t harm a child. That was never his style. So what do I do? I climb into the shower, fully clothed, and wrap my arms around him and hold on tight while he cries. 
 
    I do the same thing that he’s done for me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
    Dante 
 
      
 
    Our lives have been crazy. It’s been one thing after another. It seems like we’re stuck in fast-forward most days. Tucker’s lost. He’s a complete mess. He drinks and does more drugs than I’ve ever seen him do. Most days he just drinks until he passes out. It kills a part of me to see him like this. I know he’s hurting from what happened. I know he feels that shit too deep too. 
 
    “We need to talk to him,” Bri says as she wraps her arm around my waist.  
 
    I blow out a breath as we both stand in the kitchen watching him on the back porch. He just sits there. He has his back to us with a bottle of vodka in his hands. 
 
    “I know. Come on,” I tell her. 
 
    Bri moves first and walks out the back door when she suddenly stops. I nearly slam into her back when she gasps. I move around her to see what she’s seeing. 
 
    “What the fuck is this Tucker?” I ask when my eye fall to the gun in his lap. 
 
    “This is the only way I can make it stop Dante. I can’t fucking do this. It’s too much.” 
 
    “You can do this. You will do this. You need to refocus on what’s important Tucker. Look at her,” I snap. 
 
    He doesn’t move, so I do. I grab his head and force him to look up at Bri. His eyes are glazed over like they always are, but I force him to look at her anyway. 
 
    “She’s yours man,” he slurs. 
 
    “She loves you too Tucker. Think about what that shit would do to her.” 
 
    Bri’s eyes tear up as she moves to stand in front of him. She slowly kneels and grabs his hand in hers. I release the hold I have on him and step back as he pulls his gaze to hers. 
 
    “I do love you Tucker. So very much. You know that. After everything we’ve been through, please don’t make me go through life without you too.” 
 
    Her pleading nearly rips my heart out of my chest. I won’t lose my brother to this. Not like this. I just can’t. 
 
    “I don’t know how to make it stop Bri. I fucking killed that kid. Just a kid,” he cries which rips me to shreds. 
 
    “It wasn’t on purpose Tucker. We know you would never hurt a kid. Come on man. Let’s just go inside and talk about this,” I’m begging him now. 
 
    My chest is tight, but when he looks up at me and asks his next question, I nearly break. 
 
    “Would you forgive me?” 
 
    “There’s nothing to forgive you for. It wasn’t your fault.” 
 
    “You don’t hate me?” he asks. 
 
    His eyes are just as sad as his tone. I hate that he feels like this. I hate that this is what our lives have become. 
 
    “I could never hate you Tucker. Come on,” I hold my hand out for him. 
 
    He looks back at Bri and she nods her head before he passes me the gun in one hand and grabs my other hand with his own. I help him up as Bri takes a step back to give us space. We walk inside just like that. He stops, spins around, and hugs me tight. I pull him in closer and hug him back.  
 
    “I’m sorry Dante. I’m so fucking sorry,” he whispers. 
 
    “Don’t be. You didn’t do anything wrong.” 
 
    He sniffs a few times before he pulls back and grabs Bri. I step back and watch the two of them when I hear him whisper, “I love you Bri.” 
 
    “I’m going to bed,” Tucker says as we both stand there watching him walk away. 
 
    “He’s okay,” Bri whispers. 
 
    I nod my head, lead her through the house, and take her up the steps. Once we’re in my room I close the door and pull her into my chest. 
 
    “I’ve made a shit ton of mistakes in my life, princess. You are the best thing I’ve ever done.” 
 
    “I don’t want to live around here anymore Dante. I don’t want to go back to that house. Ever,” she says softly. 
 
    I press my lips onto the top of her head and sigh. 
 
    “We’ll find a new place. You don’t have to go back. From here on out we go forward.” 
 
    She pulls back, reaches up, and grabs my face in her hands. She pulls me closer to her and then kisses my lips. Her lips are sweet just like she is. I walk her backwards until her legs hit the bed and she falls back laughing. That’s the sound that I always want to hear coming from her. I climb on top of her and press my cock against her. Bri moans and raises her hips to meet mine.  
 
    “You want me?” I ask her. 
 
    She bites her lip and nods her head. Fuck do I love this girl. I smirk and kiss her again while letting my tongue dive into her mouth. I’m teasing her. She reaches between us and grabs my jeans to undo them in record time. I shove them down and slip my fingers under the front of her little skirt. 
 
    “How many times are you going to do this?” 
 
    “Do what?”  
 
    “Tease the fuck out of me by not wearing any panties?” I growl which causes her to laugh.  
 
    I kick my jeans down my leg and shove them off with my feet. I get into position and thrusts into her. 
 
    “You feel so perfect,” I groan as I fuck her into the mattress. 
 
    With each thrust of my hips I’m further into her. I’m lost in all that is Brianna and I never want to lose that. 
 
   


  
 



Epilogue 
 
    Brianna 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. I think he’d like it,” I tell him as we set the flowers down on his headstone.  
 
    I take a step back and smile at it. It’s been a year. It’s been a long, hard year for both of us. After that night with Tucker where Dante took the gun from him we all became even closer. I confided in Dante even more than I had before. He was home to me. He was my safety. He was everything I’d even possibly want. 
 
    “Pink flowers?” he asks raising his eyebrow. 
 
    I giggle, “Why not? Pink is so manly. So is purple.” 
 
    “You didn’t buy any purple. All you bought was pink,” he says with a laugh. 
 
    “Tracey would have loved them,” I tell him. 
 
    He wraps an arm around my waist and pulls me in closer. 
 
    “You’ve come so far. I don’t know anyone that would be able to overcome everything that you have. You had so many things playing against you.” 
 
    My chest tightens. 
 
    “So did you. You didn’t come out so bad yourself.” 
 
    “Do you think they’re together?” I ask looking up at him. 
 
    I know this is just as hard for him as it is for me. Our lives were a mess. We lived through things that no one else should ever have to, but we fought our way through it. We did what we had to do to move forward. Dante said we would and we did. 
 
    “Yeah. I’m sure he’s still trying to put his moves on her,” he says with a sad smile. 
 
    Tucker actually did it. He killed himself that night. He wasn’t able to handle the pain of what he did. We didn’t realize he had taken so many pills before he had gone to bed that night. He never woke up. The paramedics said that he went peacefully just like every other night he went to sleep. I don’t believe that though. He had too much turmoil in his heart and mind. He was haunted by what he did and I hated that for him.  
 
    We tried though. We tried to make it better, but we both failed in our own ways. Dante always tells me that there was nothing we could do. I don’t know if I believe that or not. I want him here. I want him in my life just like he always had been, and I guess in some ways he still is. I see him in Dante all of the time. The little jokes. That glint in his eye. 
 
    “Are you okay? You’re staring at me again,” Dante says breaking my moment.  
 
    “You’re so into yourself. You always think someone is looking at you,” I tell him with a smirk.  
 
    He grabs my hand and leads me to the car. 
 
    “Are you sure this is what you want to do?” he asks me once more as he pulls the car door open for me. 
 
    I inhale the crisp air before I nod and climb inside. Dante leans in and kisses me quickly. I watch him as he walks around the car to take in our city for one last time before he climbs in. 
 
    “Are you sure?” I ask him the same question he asked me. 
 
    “We need a change. I refuse to let my kid grow up like this. I’m too old to keep running the Kings princess.” 
 
    “You’re not that old,” I giggle. 
 
    “I’m ancient for the gang life. I can’t change who I am or what my last name is. I can’t replace this crown tattoo on my wrist because this is who I am, but I can change the type of man I am. You deserve better than this. This,” he says rubbing my belly, “deserves more than this.” 
 
    I smile as he starts the packed car and starts to drive off. It saddens me that we’re leaving the only place that we have ever called home. It saddens me that we’re leaving behind the only lives we’ve ever known, but I’m also happy that we are moving on to new things. I glance in the mirror one last time saying goodbye to the place that made us who we are. Dante grabs my hand. I look over to him and he smiles at me. 
 
    “Absolutely nothing will come between me and my family ever again.” 
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