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CHAPTER   OE

Sicilian 
Blood
NAOSGE NUCUIUAOG

T he Savoy was unashamedly luxurious, a palace of excess beyond 
the reach of most. It was one of his favourite London hotels, 

close to Covent Garden where he wandered the artisan stalls and 
boutique shops.

He had no entourage with him tonight. Ordinarily he would 
take his suite overlooking the Thames, but not this time. From the 
embankment below, the traAc murmured into the evening air.

’lfredo, one of LondonNs Vnest Sicilian chefs, ran the kitchen with 
quiet authority. His arancini and pasta alla zorma were legendary. 
zormally jincenBo ordered both Yust as Susan arrived.

Tonight, no one would be eating.
He dressed casually, though his taste for Vne clothes showed in 

every detail. Sand coloured, hand tailored trousers, a navy ’rmani 
sweater, taupe Gucci loafers. His hair was short, thick, his frame lean 
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and athletic. He carried himself with the natural poise of a man born 
to command.

The faint spice of ’BBaro Mour Homme lingered on his skin, warm, 
masculine, unmistakable.

His favourite table was waiting, as was the decanted bottle of zero 
dN’vola from his own vineyard in ’vola, Sicily. The Savoy kept two 
crates in their cellar, marked exclusively for 2r 8onetti.

Put he wasnNt here for wine. He was here for her. Tonight, he would 
tell her. jincenBo 8onetti was to be married in seven days.

He felt sick. He loved her, and she loved him. Put she would never 
belong in his world.

SusanNs shift ended at :0ZRR. She was anxious, though excitement 
tugged faintly beneath it. She showered and changed into a simple 
‘oral dress from !ara, the cotton cool against her skin. jincenBo 
often brought her Gucci dresses in their signature gift boxes, silk and 
extravagant, but tonight she chose one of her own.

2akeup was light. She didnNt need more. zatural beauty, ‘awless 
skin, eyes that turned heads without eEort.

’ knock at the door.
She stepped into the 3olls 3oyce Ghost courtesy car The Savoy had 

sent. She hated the pretentiousness, the pomp, the overpriced drinks. 
They always met here. Same bar, same time. Only the clothes changed.

The commissionaire opened the grand doors.
?Good evening, madam.N
She nodded, distracted.
?Pella, bellaWN jincenBo beamed as Susan walked towards him. She 

tried to smile but it faltered. He noticed.
She hugged him hard. The half smile, the lingering hold, it told him 

everything. She caught the faint trace of his aftershave as she pressed 
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her face against his neck. The warmth of his skin was already woven 
into her memory.

He tilted his head.
?ThatNs some welcome.N Then, softly, ?Come on. LetNs walk.N
The night was warm, clear, almost countryside like. She squeeBed 

his hand. His grip felt looser. Or maybe her imagination.
’n empty bench ahead. He gestured.
?Mlease sit4N
She nodded.
?Uou sounded diEerent last night.N
She loved his accent, that Sicilian lilt polished with ‘awless …nglish. 

He wondered if she already knew.
?’s ever, Susan, you look beautiful. Pella. Put we need to talk.N
His voice hardened.
She shot back quickly.
?Funny. INve got something too. éhoNs Vrst4N
He drew a breath.
?INve been engaged since before we met. Seven months. It was never 

supposed to get this far. I never meant to fall in love, but I did. INm 
sorry.N

Her eyes blaBed.
?éhat5 what did you Yust say4N She stared at him, as if hearing 

wrong.
?Seven months4 UouNve been engaged this whole time4 So what am 

I, jincenBo4 The aEair4 ’ pastime while you wait for your wedding 
day4N

Her breath came hard, sharp.
?’ll the calls, the visits, every time you told me you loved me, was 

that all Yust a performance4 Lies. ’ll of it. 6ust fucking lies.N



PUM’KLS2ITH.CO.KDE

Her hand cracked across his cheek. The sound rang out sharp and 
clean, the sting burning hot on his skin. It startled them both.

He touched his face, half stunned.
?éow. I didnNt see that coming. Put I guess I deserved it. I do love 

you. I meant every word. Put it was supposed to be casual. INm sorry.N
Something snapped inside her.
?Casual4 zever meant to get this far4 UouNre an arsehole, jincenBo. 

6ust a fucking arsehole.N
The tears came. zot hers. His. His vision blurred, the salt sharp on 

his lips.
He had never seen her like this. Her fury. Her strength. ’nd he 

realised letting her go would be harder than he imagined. Put there 
was no choice.

Her thoughts spiralled. éas she really Yust a ‘ing4 ’ side aEair that 
ran too long4 ’rsehole, she kept thinking. Over and over.

?Tears4 éhy are you crying4 UouNre the one dumping me. I assume 
your lovely VancFe has no idea I exist. éell4 8oes she4N

He stayed silent.
?éhenNs the big day4N
?zext Saturday. ’ week from now.N
He dipped his head in shame. That made it worse.
?éhat4 ’re you serious4 How long has this been arranged4 éhy 

only now4 éhy let it get this far4 I love you.N
Her voice broke. She sobbed. ’ hard, devastating clarity crashed in.
He hadnNt heard her news.
?Susan, I want to explain. I do love you. …verything we shared was 

real.N
She noticed, he was already speaking in the past tense.
?I come from a Sicilian family. Three hundred years of blood. The 

eldest son must carry the name, keep the bloodline pure. That means 
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I can never marry, never have children with anyone who isnNt Sicilian. 
INm sorry.N

She laughed bitterly.
?So INm not pure enough for your precious blood4 éhat an 

arsehole. INm lucky to be out now.N
Silence hung. Heavy. SuEocating. The warm night air suddenly felt 

cold.
jincenBo knew heNd said what he came to say. He deserved every 

word she had thrown at him.
Then he remembered, her news.
?Susan, you had something to tell me4N
She rose. He made to stand but she pressed a hand to his shoulder.
?8onNt. Mlease. UouNre a liar. ’ cheating arsehole. ’nd someone I 

donNt ever want to see again.N
She turned, walking fast.
Her  head spun.  He had always  told her  he  was  an investor, 

with interests across property, manufacturing, Vnance. Global. Like a 
younger éarren PuEett. Molished, plausible, impossible to pin down. 
SheNd believed him. éanted to believe him. Put his words tonight, 
bloodline, purity, three hundred years, they didnNt belong to the world 
of boardrooms and balance sheets. They belonged to something older, 
darker, rooted in Sicily.

’nd now, walking away, she hated herself for not pressing harder. 
For letting him charm her into silence whenever the questions rose.

?Susan, please. It doesnNt have to end like this.N
She didnNt look back. Tears streamed as she forced her pace quicker, 

Vghting the sobs.
?Susan, you wanted to tell me something. éhat was it4 Susan4N
She didnNt stop.
jincenBo would never know he was going to be a father.
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?’ non fucking Sicilian murky blood baby,N she growled, her voice 
raw, metallic in the still night air.



CHAPTER T  W

Marbella 
Tears
OACRLIL ML IARDEOOA

H e watched Susan walk away and ached to follow, to explain 
everything, how much he loved her, the tangled legacy of his 

family, the business, the impossible weight of duty.
But he knew he could not. The family came Arst. That had been his 

choice the day he turned sixteen.
He had never known real  love until  Susan. Then everything 

changed. Ind changed again the moment he told her the truth.
She reacted exactly as she should.
Y lied, Y betrayed, and now she is gone. Y traded her for duty, a trade 

no man with a soul should ever make.
He sat for some time by the embankment wall, watching the black 

river drift beneath the lights. The water shifted and coiled, dark as oil, 
carrying the weight of a city that never stopped.

He let the silence press in until it grew heavy, then he stood.
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1ot ready to face anyone, he walked slowly, deliberately, along the 
Thames, following the curve of the water. The night air held a strange 
warmth, and the footpath was nearly empty.

Half a mile from where she had left him, he reached 0q Trinity 
SFuare. Jrom the street it looked like any other high end residence, 
but the rooftop was already secured. I black helicopter waited, silent, 
blades still. 1o markings. 1o fuss. Rust eDciency.

He boarded alone. The door shut behind him with a Fuiet Anality.
Mondon fell away beneath him.
By the time the helicopter touched down at GIJ 1ortholt, the 

6onetti 5j2q was already prepped. Yts engines glowed beneath the 
apron lights. Two pilots waited in silence. 5round sta7 kept their 
distance.

The Golls Goyce logo on the engines shimmered like a warning. 
This Eet was not for ordinary men.

The 5ulfstream 5j2q was built for people like him, fast, silent, able 
to cross oceans without interruption.

Ynside, the cabin re9ected his taste. 6ark Sicilian walnut ran in sleek 
lines along the walls, its richness o7set by polished chrome. Kbsidian 
detailing threaded through surfaces in Ane veins, catching the light like 
volcanic glass.

Ilong one wall stood a walk in humidor, its climate tuned with 
precision. Kpposite, a crystal cabinet held a private whisky collection, 
a 6almore j’, a Cacallan Ged VN, and a 5lenAddich 2q Pear.

It the rear, his private Fuarters carried more than a bed. The space 
was both sanctuary and meeting room, a place where doors closed 
on the outside world but decisions still carried weight. I low table 
of Sicilian walnut, veined with obsidian, stood between two chairs 
opposite the bed. Yn its centre, inlaid with precision, was the Trinacria, 
the three legged motif surrounding a face. Yt looked ancient, drawn 
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from the islandWs history, a reminder of home carried high above the 
earth.

Tonight, though, none of it mattered.
úincen?o  boarded  without  speaking.  Is  one  of  the  crew 

approached, he waved her away.
ò1o disturbances. 1o food. YWll get my own drinks.W
Turning to the captain, he added,
òOhange of plan. àeWre going to Carbella.W
The door to his private Fuarters closed behind him with a gentle 

thud.
Yn the air, he Anally made the call to Sophia.
òThe  wedding  has  to  be  postponed,W  he  said.  òUolitical 

complications. ThatWs all Y can say for now. Ulease, pause everything.W
òBut everythingWs in place,W she replied.
òY know. YWm sorry. Y wish Y could say more.W
Something in his voice must have convinced her. She did not press.
òY wonWt be back as planned,W he added. òThereWs a stop Y have to 

make. YWll call you tomorrow. Pou deserve better. But you know what 
this life demands.W

àhen the call ended, he knew he had made two women cry in one 
day, and the only thing he felt was tired.

He called Stefano.
òYWm diverting to Carbella. The wedding can wait. YWll speak to my 

Jather tomorrow. 6o we have any friendly yachts in Uuerto Banès3W
ò1ot sure,W Stefano said.
òYf we do, make preparations please. Yf not, try to organise one. 

zither way, YWll need something.W
òLnderstood. 5ive me an hour,W Stefano replied.
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Is the 5j2q smoothly landed, he noticed Ave matching black 
Gange Govers lined up on the tarmac. Security. The usual. Smart suits, 
dark sunglasses, and silence.

I poised woman stepped forward.  She wore conAdence like 
perfume, subtle, expensive, unmistakable.

òSalve, Signor 6onetti, mi chiamo Mucia. Sar4 responsabile della 
sua sicure??a e di tutto ci4 di cui potr: avere bisogno durante il suo 
soggiorno in Spagna. Yl suo yacht la aspetta ed G a pochi minuti di auto 
da Uuerto Banès.W

òznglish,W úincen?o replied. òThe language of the world.W
She switched seamlessly.
òHello Cr 6onetti. Cy name is Mucia. YWll oversee your security and 

assist with anything you reFuire during your stay. Pour yacht is ready, 
a short drive to Uuerto Banès.W

He smiled.
òY understood the Arst time.W He o7ered a ghost of a smile.
The convoy rolled out. úincen?o sat in the third car, bracketed 

by protection. Mucia rode in the front passenger seat, calm and 
composed.

1o one spoke during the forty minute Eourney.
It the marina, the barrier lifted before them. The last two vehicles 

stayed behind, blocking entry.
Mucia turned.
òMady Coura is moored up. 1asser Il Gashid is away, but he has 

agreed you may use the entire yacht. The crew are briefed. PouWll be 
undisturbed or fully supported, your choice. YWll remain onboard, as 
will your team.W

òY havenWt seen him in years,W úincen?o said. òBut YWve stayed aboard 
before. Cakes things easier.W

òYWll handle the thank you call,W she replied.
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ò5ood. Ulease do.W
Mady Coura, HII feet of 9oating decadence, awaited them. 5old 

etched nameplate.  Urivate beach. àave pool.  Helicopter.  zvery 
indulgence imagined.

He remembered the yachtWs symbolism, Eust not what it meant.
Mucia boarded Arst, greeted the captain, disappeared brie9y, then 

returned.
òShall we3W she said, holding the door open.
úincen?o nodded and followed her aboard. His security team 

spread out across the dock, watching, waiting.
Mucia led the way.
òY know this yacht well,W she said. òYWve asked the captain to prepare 

your suite. YWll give you a tour if you like.W
òThank you. YWm not hungry. Y plan to go straight to bed. Roin me 

for breakfast at VJHq3W
She nodded and guided him below deck.
úincen?oWs suite, an entire 9oor, was usually o7 limits, even to 

him. I sanctuary reserved for 1asserWs family. Six other levels spanned 
pools, gyms, entertainment, bakeries, chefs, crew. I sailing palace.

He had only stayed here once, years ago, helping his Jather close a 
sensitive deal.

He closed the suite door behind him. Silence.
He stepped out onto the balcony and lowered himself into a chair 

that faced the dark water.
The port lights shimmered. Boats rocked gently.
His breath caught. He buried his head in his hands. Bit his lip.
The tears came anyway.



CHAPTER THREE

Lady Moura 
  SIGNRA UMNRA

A s he woke, showered and dressed, Vincenzo felt better than the 
day before. Sleep had dulled the ache but not erased it. He was 

looking forward to breakfast with Lucia.
He left his suite and stepped into the glass elevator. The lift rose 

through the decks of the Lady Moura, sunlight spilling across the glass 
walls until it opened onto the top xoor.

Lucia was already there, waiting at the table. She stood as he 
approached, her dark hair falling loose against the pale silk of her 
blouse. The open collar caught the light on her skin, a single gold chain 
resting at her throat. There was precision in her poise, understated yet 
emact, and he found hi‘self watching her as he closed the distance.

G’ood ‘orning.D
G’ood ‘orning to you Mr Ponetti.D
GRlease call ‘e Vincenzo.D
She corrected herself.
G’ood ‘orning Vincenzo.D
They both s‘iled as one of the crew pulled out a chair opposite her.
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jhen he sat, she noticed his cal‘ness Irst, steady and disar‘ing. 
Then her eyes caught the open collar of his shirt, the crisp cotton rolled 
neatly at his forear‘s, the easy It of his chinos and soft loafers. The 
watch at his wrist caught the light, elegant and deliberate. Cu‘ours 
had always followed Vincenzo, about his looks and his presence, but 
now she realised the stories had not done hi‘ Yustice.

GB like having breakfast here, overlooking the ocean,D Vincenzo said, 
gesturing to the endless view.

GNes, it is rather nice,D she replied, still wondering why she was having 
breakfast with Vincenzo Ponetti.

There was no ‘enu but everything was available. They both 
ordered fruit to start. Vincenzo followed with grilled crispy bacon and 
A‘erican pancakes with ‘aple syrup, and 1nglish ?reakfast tea. Lucia 
chose light cakes and coUee.

GOow Lucia, are you part of ‘y organisation or so‘e otherKD he 
asked.

Lucia felt ‘ore than a little deYected, having worked her way up in 
his fa‘ily business for the last seven years, but she replied politely.

GB head up your operations in all 1uropean countries emcept Btaly 
and Sicily.D

Vincenzo laughed.
GNes of course you do. B was teasing. B know very well who you 

are, and itDs no coincidence that itDs you hosting ‘e on this visit. 
Nou attended Ea‘bridge 4niversity and studied 1cono‘ics, Irst class 
honours, yesKD

She nodded.
GTell ‘e your story Lucia, please.D
She paused, Yust long enough to gather her thoughts.
GMy father, Marco Vella, was an Btalian civil engineer working across 

the Mediterranean, and ‘y ‘other, 1lena Ea‘illeri, was Maltese, a 
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lecturer in ‘odern languages. They were both killed in a car crash 
while on safari in Tanzania. B was two years old. My biological parents 
were close friends of 6ranco and Lucy.D

Vincenzo leaned forward.
GAnd 6ranco took you inKD
GNes. He and Lucy had no children of their own. They adopted ‘e 

and raised ‘e in Nork, northern 1ngland. B still visit, though not often. 
They would rather B had followed the‘ into acade‘ia.D

GAcade‘ia. jhat is it they teachKD
GHeDs a professor of ‘athe‘atics at Nork 4niversity.D
Vincenzo nodded.
GAnd Lucy, does she teachKD
GNes, languages. Btalian, Spanish, ’reek and Latin. Her full na‘e 

is Lucietta, sheDs Maltese. ThatDs where she and ‘y ‘u‘ ‘et. They 
grew up together.D

GPo you so‘eti‘es wish you had stayed in acade‘iaKD
GOo, not for a ‘o‘ent. Fccasionally B thought BDd chosen the 

wrong path in Inance, at Irst it was boring. ?ut on the big stage, itDs 
fascinating.D

G6ascinating,D he replied, raising one eyebrow. GBDve never heard it 
emplained that way. Rlease, continue.D

Lucia inclined her head.
GAfter Ea‘bridge B went into corporate Inance in London. ?y 

twenty Ive B was already a senior director in one of the top three 
accountancy Ir‘s. That is where your people Irst noticed ‘e. Seven 
years ago B Yoined your businesses, and B have been here ever since.D

GNes. Nou were recruited seven years ago by our then head of 
talent. That was at ‘y re:uest, and your progress has been carefully 
‘onitored since. Po you know the true fabric of our business, LuciaK 
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NouDve worked only on certain divisions across 1urope. Po you 
understand what BD‘ sayingKD

She kept her empression even, though her ‘ind xicked back to that 
one conversation with his 6ather a year ago, Earlito hi‘self, calling 
on her to resolve a 4q union dispute. A proYect buried and never 
spoken of since. She couldnDt be sure if Vincenzo knew, and she had 
no intention of asking.

GNes. B understand the business beyond the surface. That said, ‘ost 
of what reaches ‘e are the ‘u‘blings of people who assu‘e too 
‘uch. B assu‘e nothing. ?ut BD‘ not stupid. Many of our assets are 
funded with unsustainable levels of cash. That cannot be hidden fro‘ 
so‘eone like ‘e.D

He leaned back slightly, studying her, letting the silence stretch.
GMu‘blings, you say. 4nsustainable levels of cash. jhere do you 

believe this cash co‘es fro‘KD
She pondered. He was testing her, her loyalty, her knowledge. She 

was sure of it.
GEash leaves  traces.  However deep it  runs,  it  always surfaces 

so‘ewhere. B donDt need to know its origin to see how it ‘oves. My 
concern is ‘aking sure it xows cleanly through our portfolios.D

GThe cash business, Lucia. Bt is the spine of everything ‘y 6ather 
built. Bt pays for ac:uisitions no bank would touch. Bt buys silence. 
Loyalty. 6ear. ?anks, politicians, generals, police chiefs, Yudges, all of 
the‘ have their price, and we pay it. Po you understand what that 
‘eansKD

She paused, weighing every word.
GB do understand. The cash business is the soil. jithout it, nothing 

else in our garden could grow.D
GThis is not a career ladder, Lucia. Bt is a life.D He let the last word 

hang.



?NRA4LSMBTH.EF.4q30

She gave a s‘all nod.
GThatDs why BDve never treated it as a ladder. B know where loyalty 

belongs. B also know that loyalty isnDt blind.D
His eyes narrowed, a‘used by her phrasing, but he pressed further.
Gjhat about your a‘bitionsK jould you step upK jould you 

involve yourself in all of the fa‘ily businessKD
She hesitated, not to think, but to weigh the risk of each word.
GBtDs not what B empected you to ask. B didnDt i‘agine youDd even 

notice ‘e at this level.D
GBs that the best answer youDve gotKD His voice was xat.
She ‘et his gaze.
GOo. My answer is yes. Ff course yes. B a‘ a‘bitious. ?ut B a‘ not 

careless. And BD‘ only half Sicilian.D
Taking a slow sip of his tea, his voice cal‘ but Ir‘, he said,
GBDd  like  you  to  Yoin  ‘y  personal  tea‘.  That  ‘eans  global 

responsibility wherever B direct you. Nou will report only to ‘e. 
NouDll hold instant authority in any area B set before you. The strict 
understanding is this8 what we discuss stays between us. Nou ‘ay 
speak frankly and ask whatever you wish.D

He stopped speaking.
Her pulse surged. She wanted to leap fro‘ her seat, laugh, kiss hi‘, 

but she held steady.
GNou honour ‘e, Vincenzo. Thank you. BDd be delighted to Yoin 

your tea‘.D
She wondered if she was replacing so‘eone but knew better than 

to ask.
GMay B ask when you would wish ‘e to startKD
GNouDve already started, Lucia. The second you said yes. Ff course, 

you will be instru‘ental in appointing and handing over to your 
successor, but we both know who that will be.D
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He raised his eyebrows.
GNou will acco‘pany ‘e back to Sicily where you will be introduced 

to ‘y 6ather and brother. There is a villa waiting, with everything 
you will ever need. Nou will be paid one ‘illion euros each year, with 
bonuses two or three ti‘es that nu‘ber in shares across our portfolio. 
Nou will have full use of the ’ulfstrea‘ ’07A, helicopters, and a xeet 
of cars at your disposal. A personal driver, a dedicated security tea‘, 
and staU will attend to anything else you re:uire. jhatever you need, 
wherever you are, it will be provided. May B assu‘e this is satisfactoryKD

She nodded, stunned.
GFkay then, so we start right now. B need so‘e advice.D
She nodded again.
Vincenzo emplained that he was to be ‘arried but had postponed 

the wedding because the ti‘ing wasnDt right. He told her about Susan, 
what heDd done, how sorry he was, and that his heart really wasnDt in 
the wedding heDd postponed.

Halfway through, his voice faltered, Yust for a ‘o‘ent. A crack of 
feeling slipped through before he straightened, his tone steady once 
‘ore.

GShe can never understand unless B emplain. Bf B emplain, then B place 
her in danger,D Vincenzo said.

GBf you do speak to her again, perhaps thereDs a way to say what you 
need without putting her in danger. Nour 6atherDs wishes and so on.D

Vincenzo s‘iled.
GAnd do you have any suggestions as to how B ‘ight ‘elt the ice so 

that she ‘ay consider speaking to ‘eKD
Gjell, two choices. Bf you know where she lives, you can turn up at 

her house or work and take it fro‘ there. Fr send xowers every day 
until she relents.D

Vincenzo s‘iled.
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GB like the xower idea, very ‘uch.D
GEonsider it sorted,D she replied.
The re‘ainder of the day, Vincenzo emplained in intricate detail 

all facets of the co‘pany and so‘e of the less savoury things that 
so‘eti‘es happened.

GPinner at simKD Vincenzo asked.
GShall B ‘ake arrange‘ents, or would you prefer onboardKD she 

asked.
GNou choose,D he said.
GFnboard will be Ine,D she replied.
He gave a s‘all nod, the kind that carried ‘ore weight than words.
As he rose, she realised for the Irst ti‘e why people spoke of hi‘ 

the way they did. The words she had Yust spoken see‘ed ordinary 
enough, yet she knew she had crossed a line she could never step back 
fro‘.



CHAPTER   FOR

Sicilian 
Tapas
CUCCHETTU IUCUSUALU

V incenzo showered, a splash of aftershave, then dressed in a 
relaxed white linen suit, complemented with an open neck 

black shirt and Gucci toe post sandals. He ran a hand through his 
hair, not to style it but to break the precision, just enough to suggest 
eTortless ease. 1hen he was ready for dinner.

He was waiting for her to arrive, and she did so at 8:05W precisely. 
Calking towards him in a little black dress, Ahanel, he thought, her 
athletic Mgure carried it perfectly. S discreet string of white pearls at 
her neck, black and white contrast shoes, and a matching clutch bag 
completed her look. 1he pearls caught the low amber light, Bashing 
brieBy as she moved. He could see her Yaltese and Picilian blood in 
her olive complexion, the minimal makeup, the neutral gloss across 
her lips. 1he faint salt tang of the sea drifted in with her, mixing with 
the trace of his aftershave that reached her as she drew near.
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Her bright green eyes set oT her olive skin and shoulder length dark 
brown hair. Phe was attractive, intelligent, and ambitious.

Vincenzo stood.
qUella Kucia.N
Phe smiled as he oTered her a chair.
qLou look very nice also,N she replied.
qCaterDN he asked.
qLes, please.N
q2Nve heard of ScRua di Aristallo, but never seen it anywhere. 2s it 

nice, can you tell the diTerenceDN she asked.
qEo. 2tNs water, and only people stupid enough to pay champagne 

prices for water drink it.N
He held his face for a moment, then laughed. Kucia followed with 

a small laugh of her own.
Vincenzo surprised her with his next words, less a Ruestion than a 

dilemma.
q1his morning 2 asked you about Pusan. Ket us continue that 

conversation. Lour thoughts, please.N
Kucia hesitated.
qCell, 2 can imagine youNre a little...N
He cut in.
qPo this is not an area you feel comfortable discussing with meDN
q2tNs not that. Lou just caught me oT guard a little. 2 was expecting a 

strategic business Ruestion or my thoughts on expansion. Uut if 2 can 
speak frankly, Pusan will be hurting, thereNs no doubt. Ierhaps there 
was a gentler way to explain our ways. Foes she know anything about 
your businessDN

qEo,N came his instant reply.
qFo you love herDN
qLes.N 1he answer came Ruickly.
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qUut 2 can never be with a woman who is not Picilian. 2 cannot 
marry her. 2 could never have children with her. Po it could never be 
anything more than casual. 1hat is all it was ever meant to be.N

Kucia chose her next words carefully.
q2s the Picilian thing ever BexibleDN
Vincenzo held her gaze.
q1hese are my —atherNs wishes. 2t is also part of our uno3cial 

hierarchy. S nonsense in my opinion, but still, his wishes.N
He stopped short of explaining what his —ather had once told him 

on his sixteenth birthday.
q2n the future, will the business pass to you, your brother, or bothD 

Snd if it is you, how would you feel about changing the rulesDN
Vincenzo smiled.
qIerhaps 2 should have spoken to you before 2 spoke to Pusan.N
1hey both smiled.
qChile my —ather is still with us, 2 will not change the rules. 2 will 

uphold what is expected of me.N
Phe nodded. 2t was clear this was not up for debate.
qChat do you want from herDN she asked.
qGood Ruestion. 2 donNt know. Phe can never be mine and probably 

would never want to after what 2 said. Uut even if she could forgive me, 
my position hasnNt changed. 2 suppose 2 just want her understanding. 
Snd maybe forgiveness.N

Kucia considered this.
q2Nm not sure sheNll ever understand until she knows who you are 

and what the business does. Ss for forgiveness, once she understands, 
even if she disagrees, she may accept it, move on, and perhaps forgive 
you.N
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qYmm. Phe can never know what we do. PheNs not that kind...N He 
caught himself, stopping short of saying more, before it sounded as 
though he was placing her above other women.

Kucia knew the missing word, woman, but smiled anyway.
qPhall we have something strongerDN Vincenzo asked.
q1hat would be nice.N
He  oTered  a  small  explanation  of  why  they  should  avoid 

champagne and have Irosecco instead. Phe nodded in agreement.
1he chief sommelier oTered no menu but suggested they start with 

some bubbles. Kucia waited, curious to see if he knew not to suggest 
champagne. He did not. Sfter a short list of the Mnest labels in the 
world, Vincenzo spoke.

q2Nd like you to choose, Kucia, whatever you wish.N
q2n that case, weNd like some of your Mnest prosecco. Chat do you 

have, pleaseDN
1he sommelier replied,
q‘h,  yes  of  course.  2n that  case  2Nd  recommend Aol  Vetoraz 

Valdobbiadene 9xtra Urut Auv4e W, noted for its Mne bubbles. 2t has 
notes of candied orange peel and raisin bread.N

1hey looked at each other. 1hen Vincenzo spoke.
qAandied orange peel, interesting.N
Kucia wondered what was coming next, as did the sommelier.
qFo you have any 86W6 Fom I4rignon on boardDN
q2ndeed we do, Yr Fonetti. 9xcellent choice, but 2Nm afraid they 

are reserved forCN
1he captain appeared and cut him short.
qLes of course, Yr Fonetti. 9xceptional choice.N
1he sommelier bowed his head and withdrew. Chen he returned, 

he carried the bottle as though it were a Ying vase, his hands steady, 
his pace deliberate. 9very movement spoke of care.
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‘nly then did the cork pop with a gentle sigh, the faint hiss of 
escaping bubbles marking his silence.

He introduced himself. Vincenzo was respectful and even laughed 
lightly with him before the captain returned to the helm.

qEow, what shall we have to eatDN Vincenzo asked.
q2Nm not really in the mood for a huge dinner. 2 wonder if they could 

do some Picilian tapas, if that suits youDN
q9xcellent idea. 2 love tapas, grazing food rather than a formal dinner 

sometimes. Snd this is surely one of those times.N
He smiled, noticing the fading sunlight catching her hair.
Sfter the captainNs intervention, the sommelier understood. Yr 

Fonetti was a very important man, and if he wanted Mfty thousand 
euro champagne, or anything else, then he would have it.

—ive minutes later he was pouring, for the second time in his career, 
the very rare 86W6 Fom I4rignon for Kucia and Yr Fonetti. 1he Mzz 
rose in Mne, persistent streams, releasing a honeyed citrus aroma, deep 
and rich, that curled from the glass like time itself.

Vincenzo doubted the man had ever tasted it. He gestured for him 
to sit down.

qIlease, have a glass with us. 1ell us about life on this rather fantastic 
yacht.N

q‘h my, 2 couldnNt. 1he captain would not approve.N
Vincenzo signalled for another glass and chair. Chen they arrived, 

he stood, placed a hand on the sommelierNs shoulder and pressed him 
gently to sit.

qCell, in that case, Yr FonettiN
qIlease call me Vincenzo,N he interrupted, then asked his name.
qKouis,N came the reply.



ULISOKPY21H.A‘.O’?E

q1his is only the second bottle of this champagne 2Nve ever poured. 
‘f course, itNs not within my budget and 2Nve never tasted it. 1his is a 
special moment for me. 1hank you so much.N

Vincenzo raised his glass.
q86W6.N
1hree glasses touched.
Kouis drank, savouring every second, then spoke of his love for the 

collection of Mne wines and champagnes. 2t was the only reason he 
worked there, to be near one of the Mnest private collections in the 
world. His job was to know and care for every bottle.

He stood, thanked Vincenzo, nodded at Kucia, and retreated with 
his empty glass and chair, leaving them in peace.

Kucia spoke softly.
qHow very kind of you, Vincenzo. Eot that 2 know much about 

rare champagnes, but from KouisNs response, and the fact heNs only 
poured two bottles, 2Nm guessing itNs special.N

Vincenzo smiled.
q1he rarity and cost are not why 2 ordered it. 2 ordered it for the 

occasion. 1hank you for accepting my oTer. 2 have a very good feeling 
about this.N

Phe smiled, still wondering what it had cost.
q2 knew Kouis was unlikely to have ever tasted it. Snd whenever 2 

order something of that vintage, provided the sommelier is one 2 like, 
2 always ask them to sit and share a glass. Eo big deal to me, a very big 
deal to them.N

1hirty minutes later, three waiters and the head chef presented ten 
plates.

1he chef inclined his head and began.
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qUruschetta al Iomodoro, toasted bread rubbed with garlic, topped 
with fresh Picilian tomatoes, basil, and a drizzle of —rantoia Uarbera 
extra virgin olive oil.

qSrancini, rice with saTron, Mlled with mozzarella and slow cooked 
ragu, then fried to a golden Mnish.

qAaprese Pkewers, mozzarella, cherry tomatoes, and basil, dressed 
with —rantoia Uarbera olive oil.N

1he smell of garlic and basil rose warmly, cut with the sharp tang 
of tomato. Kucia instinctively leaned forward before catching herself.

q1hank you, chef. Ce can take it from here. Snd thank you for 
sourcing Picilian produce.N

1he chef nodded and withdrew.
Kucia was again impressed by VincenzoNs manners. He was indeed 

a gentleman, at least in what she had seen.
1he evening Bowed with no talk of business. ‘nly small things, 

memories, parents, holidays, skiing. Kucia was captivated. Vincenzo 
was nothing short of an enigma, and she found herself Birting. He 
seemed to like it. Poon they had both turned their chairs to face one 
another.

Ss dinner ended, Vincenzo stood.
q2tNs time for bed.N
1hen, with a Bicker of mischief0
q—or me. 1omorrow afternoon, 2Nll return to Picily. Uut thereNs no 

rush, we can have breakfast if you wish, 2Nd like to explain one or two 
things about my —ather and brother Slberto.N

qLes, that sounds nice.N
q‘kay then, breakfast, then perhaps a walk on the beach. 2t feels like 

forever since 2Nve done that.N
q‘kay then, breakfast and maybe beach it is.N
Kucia rose as Vincenzo motioned for her to walk in front.
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q1his is me,N she said.
Vincenzo nodded.
qLes. Cell, thank you for a lovely evening, Kucia. 2Nve very much 

enjoyed it.N
He took her hand, kissed it lightly, then looked deep into her eyes. 

S faint wisp of his aftershave clung there, enough to make her breath 
catch.

qUuona notte.N
Phe nearly melted.
qGood night, Vincenzo. 2 too have had a lovely evening.N
Phe lingered a moment before her door. Vincenzo did not look 

back.
He both smiled and frowned as he walked back to his suite. His 

evening with Kucia had been a success.
2f only she was Pusan, he thought.



CHAPTER   FIE

Power Trade
CVUUERCFV MF EDERNFA

V incenzo had oresed no setitwance Fhen hit uawhes tglletwed 
whaw he thogSd dawe po.hia‘

vphe it tinlSe and yesb feagwi,gS’m hit uawhes coYYenwed‘
vket‘ phe it feagwi,gS indeed’m Vincenzo se.Sied’ TnoFinl ,gSS FeSS 

whaw hit uawhes Yeanw ,os hiY wo Yassb po.hia ,os .oSiwicaS Seyesale 
and’ o, cogste’ wo .sodgce .gse piciSian fafiet‘

v?hawmt iw when’ Fe gndestwand each owhes’ betCm WasSiwo twawed 
shewosicaSSb‘ Vincenzo tiY.Sb nodded‘

vBiSS bog caSS qattiYo woYossoF os FogSd bog SiTe Ye woCm hit 
uawhes enIgised‘

vA thaSS caSS and assanle wo tee hiY ,ace wo ,ace‘ Be can waTe iw ,soY 
whese‘m

Pt Vincenzo assiyed aw qattiYomt yiSSa’ he had aSseadb decided whaw 
he FogSd fe cSeas ,soY whe ogwtew and lagle hoF IgicTSb he cogSd 
.soceed ,soY wheis iniwiaS conyestawion‘

qattiYo o.ened whe doos’ FeScoYed hiY in’ and Yoyed whsoglh 
whe yiSSa wo a wessace aw whe seas‘
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qattiYo  had  encogsaled  po.hia  wo  dsett  a..so.siaweSb’  in 
toYewhinl ebe cawchinl’ and wo entgse the Fat .attinl whsoglh whe 
yiSSa aw whe wiYe Vincenzo Fat eiwhes assiyinl os Seayinl‘

phe did‘
po.hiamt ,awhes’ whe Doyesnos’ Fat whe Yotw tenios .oSiwician in 

piciSb‘ Oe had easned hit .Sace aw whe wo. wafSe oyes Yanb beast o, 
tchYoozinl Fiwh whe seaS piciSian .oFes .eo.Se‘ jon WasSiwo had 
caRoSed and .otiwioned hit oSd ,siend qattiYo’ and he had ha..iSb 
waTen whe faiw’ at FeSS at YiSSiont in caY.ailn ,gndt‘ Doyesnos 
qattiYo TneF he FogSd fe caSSed g.on Fheneyes needed‘ Oe acce.wed 
whaw‘ jon WasSiwo .gSSed whe twsinlt’ fgw he Fat twiSS in .oFes‘

vpo’ qattiYo’ bog TnoF Fhb AmY hese‘ Amd SiTe wo lew wo TnoF bogs 
daglhwes po.hia a SiwwSe fewwes and FogSd SiTe bogs .esYittion wo’ FeSS’ 
wo waTe hes on a dawe‘m

qattiYo tYiSed‘
vAwmt an honogs’ and AmY tgse whaw po.hia FiSS fe deSilhwed‘m
vAmd SiTe wo fe cSeas afogw Yb inwenwiont’ qattiYo‘ A, ogs dawe loet 

FeSS and fowh po.hia and A ase a Yawch’ when AmSS fe atTinl ,os bogs 
.esYittion wo Yassb hes‘m

qattiYo tYiSed alain‘ Oayinl contidesed whit .ottifiSiwb and Sonl 
Fithed ,os whe YoYenw wo coYe’ he se.Sied’

vket’ o, cogste’ o, cogste‘ AmY tgse bogmSS YaTe each owhes yesb 
ha..b‘m

vAwmt tewwSed when‘ Amd SiTe wo waTe hes ogw whit pawgsdab‘m
?heb fowh twood and thooT handt‘
qattiYo TneF whaw hayinl Vincenzo jonewwi Yassb hit daglhwes 

FogSd tecgse hit oFn’ at FeSS at hit ,aYiSbmt’ .otiwion at one o, piciSbmt 
.soYinenw ,aYiSiet‘ Oe FogSd fe whe ,awhes in SaF wo one o, whe Yotw 
.oFes,gS Yen in whe FosSd‘
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Pt fowh Yen twaswed wo FaST or whe wessace whsoglh whe hogte’ 
po.hia a..eased‘

vqeSSa’m hes ,awhes taid’ fe,ose encogsalinl hes wo fe inwsodgced wo 
Vincenzo‘

vpo.hia’ Amd SiTe bog wo Yeew Vincenzo jonewwi‘m
po.hia a..eased in a twsiTinl fSge and Fhiwe 3osaS dab dsett’ whe 

,afsic cgw wo 3awwes eyesb Sine‘ Oes YaTeg. Fat heayies whan iw needed 
wo fe’ Si.t lSotted’ ebet thas.Sb de0ned‘ 9yen hes ReFeSSesb’ Yodetw 
aw 0stw lSance’ Fat choten wo cawch whe Silhw‘ Oes hais ,eSS oyes one 
thogSdes in Fhaw the inwended at a catgaS letwgse’ fgw whe 0nith Fat 
woo .oSithed wo fe nawgsaS‘

phe Fat feagwi,gS’ bet’ fgw in a Fab whaw SooTed cgsawed‘ uSathb‘ 
Useened‘ ?oo .es,ecw‘

po.hia Fat TnoFn ,os hes aYfiwion at Ygch at hes eSelance’ a tociaS 
cSiYfes Fho neyes Yitted a chance wo iY.sett‘ phe TneF e1acwSb Fho 
Vincenzo Fat’ and whe wen beas ale la. fewFeen wheY‘ Aw fowhesed 
hes now‘ Oe Fat handtoYe’ .oFes,gS’ and intaneSb sich‘ P cawch anb 
FoYan FogSd Fanw‘

phe tYiSed at hes ,awhes inwsodgced wheY fowh and heSd ogw hes 
hand‘ Vincenzo lenwSb Si,wed iw’ foFed hit head tSilhwSb’ and to,wSb 
Titted iw‘

L. cSote’ whe erecw Fat eyen cSeases‘ Oes .es,gYe cSgnl heayb’ at 
whoglh the had t.iSSed whe fowwSe on hes tTin‘ ?oo Ygch‘ MiTe whe 
YaTeg.’ whe ReFeSSesb’ whe case,gSSb ,aSSen hais’ eyesbwhinl Rgtw a SiwwSe 
oyesdone‘

Oe Si,wed hit head and tYiSed anbFab‘
vqeSSa‘m
phe sewgsned hit tYiSe fgw taid nowhinl‘
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Oes ,awhes’ tentinl whe aFTFasdnett’ acwed at chie, nelowiawos’ 
fsidlinl whe la.t  in conyestawion‘  P,wes  teyesaS  o,  hit  inRecwed 
e1chanlet’ Vincenzo eyenwgaSSb low asognd wo atTinl hes on a dawe‘

vpo.hia’ FogSd bog do Ye whe hgle honogs o, accoY.anbinl Ye 
,os dinnes whit pawgsdabCm

?hen tiSence‘
?o po.hia’ iw tognded SiTe a ,osYaS inyiwawion sawhes whan anbwhinl 

seYoweSb soYanwic‘ Oes ,awhes ngdled hes thoe Fiwh hit‘
vKh bet’ whaw FogSd fe nice’m the set.onded‘
phe tYiSed ,ainwSb‘ Antide’ the TneF Fhaw had Rgtw ha..ened‘ phe 

Yilhw fe laYe ,os iw’ fgw hes ,awhes had twiSS wsaded hes SiTe cgssencb‘
vOoF SoyeSb’m hes ,awhes added IgicTSb’ tentinl whaw Vincenzo 

Fanwed  wo  Seaye  and  gntgse  hoF  po.hia  seaSSb  ,eSw  afogw  whe 
eYowionSett inyiwawion‘

vpo pawgsdab iw it‘ At whese a wiYe bogmse whinTinl’ VincenzoCm
Oe Fat now‘ An wsgwh’ he FogSd haye .se,essed wo de,b hit uawhes 

aSwolewhes whan cassb on Fiwh whe chasade‘ pwiSS‘
vKh’ A Rgtw need wo checT one os wFo whinlt A haye .Sanned‘ BogSd 

iw fe oTab i, A con0sYed in a dab os wFoCm
qe,ose po.hia cogSd antFes’ qattiYo t.oTe ,os hes‘
vket’ whaw FiSS fe Rgtw 0ne‘m
po.hia thow hiY a lSance’ when IgicTSb wgsned facT wo Vincenzo‘
v91ciwinl’m the decSased‘
Vincenzo oresed hit hand wo qattiYo’ Fho IgicTSb and 0sYSb wooT 

iw‘
Vincenzo tYiSed’ wgsned’ and FaSTed woFasdt whe doos’ Fiwh 

qattiYo sgthinl wo lew ahead and o.en iw‘
?a..inl Vincenzo on whe thogSdes’ he added’
vphemt a SiwwSe thb‘ kogmse whe 0stw seaS dawe themSS haye eyes feen on‘m
?sbinl hit fetw wo seattgse Vincenzo o, hit daglhwesmt innocence‘
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vWiao’m caYe whe 0naS Fosd ,soY Vincenzo‘
Oe twe..ed ogw inwo whe piciSian tgn’ e1.settion gnseadafSe‘ ?he 

deaS Fat done’ whe .awh tew‘ kew at he FaSTed aFab’ one whoglhw cgw 
whsoglh whe chasade‘

pgtan‘ PSFabt pgtan‘



CHAPTER   SI

Father & Son
PATRS E XSFFHSG

‘I  would like to thank you, Lucia, for organising my impromptu 
stopover. So, this is what happens next.’

He explained that she would need to hand over the reins of her 
current responsibilities, then asked how long that might take.

‘Perfect. Then you will join me in Sicily in three weeks. I look 
forward to introducing you to the family.’

She smiled, opened his car door, and watched him climb the steps 
onto his G650.

She felt  a  little  strange.  Sad,  almost,  seeing him go.  He was 
charismatic. She had heard the stories about his looks and his charm, 
and knew other women could be easily ensnared. Still, he was going 
to be, at some point in the future, the head of a global empire worth 
billions. And while he had charm, she also knew he could access his 
dark side whenever required.

As he climbed the steps, he did not turn around. No fond farewell. 
He just made for his favourite seat and sat down.

‘English Breakfast tea, please,’ he said to one of the hostesses.
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She nodded and immediately returned to the mini galley.
In the air, he thought about Susan, and what Lucia had said.
I can change the rules. I can marry who I want. This Sicilian thing 

is stupid. Out of date. It needs changing.
His thoughts raced ahead. But reality caught up quickly. His 

Father’s wishes had to be obeyed.
He knew he did not want to marry Sophia. Power play or not, he 

did not care for her. All this nonsense about angel numbers, 222, hand 
delivered invites, and the rest of it.

‘Stupid woman,’ he muttered aloud.
The timing was poor. The hostess was just behind him with his tea 

and heard the words.
‘Oh, I am sorry,’ she said, quickly turning back.
‘No no, not you. I was thinking aloud,’ he replied, oVering a 

reassuring smile.
‘Oh, thank you,’ she said, placing the tea on his table. She didn’t 

stop for a chat, and quickly retreated to the galley.
zincen?o hatched his plan to delay the wedding. IndeYnitely, if 

possible. If not, then for as long as he could.
Soon, he was home and greeted his Father, who held out his arms 

to embrace him.
‘Ciao, zincen?o. Ciao, caro.’
zincen?o returned the gesture. He had missed him. The trauma 

of telling Susan, the seemingly impromptu diversion to Marbella, 
the wedding postponement. His Father noticed a stronger than usual 
embrace.

‘So, zincen?o. Has everything been sortedU SusanU LuciaU’
‘Kes, Father. But there is something you should know.’
His Father raised his formidable eyebrows.
‘The wedding postponement.’
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‘Kes. I guess your old friend Bassimo calledU’
‘Indeed he did. Care to explainU’
zincen?o sat and composed himself. He explained to his Father 

that Sophia was bella ma vuota … beautiful but empty, a bimbo. 
A social climber. And while he knew she could provide pure blood 
children, he could see no happiness in this marriage. None.

‘Happiness is a long game, son.’
zincen?o raised an eyebrow. ‘Really.’
‘Listen. I understand, I really do. But I have to say, I am doing this 

exclusively for you, not for me. I do not intend to retain the pure 
Sicilian blood obsession, Father. If not in my lifetime, then in that of 
my pure Sicilian babies.’

‘So you will still go through with this, then. Is that what you are 
sayingU’

‘That’s what you’re hearing. For sure. But yes. On your command 
and wishes, I will carry on with this charade. But I will need more time. 
Six to eight months. Not now. And this is one hundred percent not 
negotiable.’

His Father sensed a win and did not intend to push his son further, 
other than to say,

‘—nowing Sophia, she will need another 222 days.’
zincen?o smiled, looked at his Father, and both laughed together.
‘By my calculations, you have at least another seven months, son.’
More laughs followed.
‘1hisky,’ his Father said, already walking toward the oV limits 

collection. ‘Remind me, son. 1hich of these is your favouriteU’
‘To be honest, Father, I cannot remember what they are. Can you 

remind me while I choose a CubanU Are you having oneU’
‘Good idea. Kes, it is indeed Cuban time.’
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‘So9 QDW6 Macallan. zery rare. 7uite smoky, peaty, and apparently 
notes of oak barrels. Calmore, their one hundred and eightieth 
anniversary, Ynished in champagne casks. zery smooth. Finally, and 
my personal favourite, GlenYddich 50 Kear. They only release Yfty 
bottles each year and it is a scrap to get more than ten. 1hich oneU’

‘Nineteen forty six Macallan for me, please.’
He walked back over with two Cohiba Behike BH— 56s.
‘Perfect,’ his Father said.
‘Happiness can come in all sorts of ways. This is just one of them.’
‘1hat, a glass of whisky and a cigarU’ came the quick, half joked 

response.
‘Fifty thousand a bottle and a grand a smoke. I’d call that special.’
zincen?o nodded. He knew full well the cost of both. Frankly, he 

would swap it all to be back at the Savoy enjoying an evening with 
Susan.

As they got down to business, Carlito explained his plans to step 
back. He wanted nothing more than to legitimise the business. To get 
rid of the messy stuV. Narcotics. Casinos.

They both knew that was not possible. Cash was sometimes king, 
and it had allowed the family business to expand into legitimate 
enterprise simply because of their instant and continuing liquidity. 
Still, it remained an ambition. The responsibility would be handed to 
zincen?o.

They sat back in two of the six circled wingback armchairs. In 
the centre, a low round table created an informal meeting space. 
One wall featured a side view wine rack with around four hundred 
bottles of their own wines. The minimalist but traditional Sicilian 
furniture ensured the room remained semi authentic to its roots. A 
silent ventilation system ensured the smoke did not linger or collect. 
It simply dispersed as if they were outside.
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It was Carlito’s favourite room. His 1ar Room, as he often called 
it. And it was no secret he loved classical music. zincen?o had treated 
his Father on his sixtieth birthday to a rather special record player.

Not that zincen?o knew anything about hiY, music systems or 
whatever. He had simply instructed someone to get the best there was. 
Even he was a little surprised when the Ynal bill arrived at just short of 
a million euros.

His man explained,
‘1ell Mr Conetti, the turntable was a Cerneville zPM 20Q0, 

powered up by a Can C’Agostino.’
‘Please stop,’ zincen?o interrupted, politely but Yrmly. ‘I am sure 

it is all very good. Thank you.’
The Manor House was, for all intents and purposes, the Conetti 

family’s head oDce. Each of them had their own rooms. This one was 
Carlito’s.

It was commonly believed that the Conetti men and their partners 
lived there. They did not. In truth, none of them did. The Manor 
House was a ruse, nothing more.

Each  Conetti  had  private  underground  access  to  their  real 
residences. zincen?o’s was the furthest away, reached by a monorail 
that also doubled as an emergency escape route. Rumours about 
such passages swirled constantly, yet were always laced with counter 
rumours, a deliberate smoke screen to blur fact and Yction. 1hat 
mattered most was that The Manor House oVered excellent cover 
should an attack ever come.

Carlito spoke.
‘The business, well at least ceremoniously, will be handed to you 

on the day of your wedding. Now postponed for at least 222 days.’ 
He raised one eyebrow. ‘ODcially, I step back today. But I must Yrstly 
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speak to your brother. As we both know, his ambition sometimes 
outpaces his brain.’

Carlito twi??led his gold and black onyx ring. Embla?oned in the 
middle was the Trinacria. This ring never came oV. But Carlito knew, 
as did zincen?o, it would be handed to him on the day of his wedding.

zincen?o nodded, in no rush to bring forward any potential 
confrontation with his brother.

Both men drew on their cigars and exhaled simultaneously, then 
immediately sipped their whisky.

‘Indeed, this is a true pleasure in life,’ zincen?o said as he slipped 
back in his chair.

His smile lingered, but his thoughts had already moved on.
His brother would need handling. Not loudly, not rashly. 1ith the 

caution one gives a blade pressed to the skin.



CHAPTER   ESEV

Lucia

V incenzo sent his Gulfstream G650 to collect Lucia. It was 
quicker, more edcient, anb avope all else, a little show of 

gower, his, anb gerhags hers, to the geogle she was leapinA vehinb.
‘s she voarbeb, she smileb at the AreetinA MiAht attenbant.
’Goob morninA, Oiss Lucia.j
’xh glease, itjs yust Lucia,j she saib with a smile.
xne  of  the  attenbants  showeb  her  to  her  seat  anb  oSereb 

refreshments or some liAht foob, eHglaininA that theW hab fresh ?icilian 
tagas.

Lucia smileb. Ner binner with Vincenzo on the Wacht hab also veen 
?icilian tagas.

’Nejs gurgoselW bone that,j she thouAht.
’Dell, for now, bo Wou hape anW chamgaAneY ‘ctuallW, on seconb 

thouAhts, bo Wou hape fresh oranAe yuiceY Pot the gacket stuSYj
?he rememvereb shejb ve meetinA the whole Ronetti team. ?he 

bibnjt want to smell of alcohol.
’Ces, freshlW squeezeb this morninA. IceYj
’Ces glease. Eerhags Ijll hape some tagas in a while. Is the MiAht avout 

two hoursYj
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’‘ little lonAer. BTB5 to BTJ5, begenbinA on conbitions. Uut we hape 
a clear skW, low winb, so closer to BTB5. Uathrooms are yust there. KV 
controls are in the armrest, sockets for charAinA anb lagtog gower are 
here. Ijm yust oper there if Wou neeb anWthinA, or Wou can gress the 
vuzzer.j

Lucia nobbeb.
’Khanks.j
Po announcements. Po belaWs. KheW taHieb straiAht to the runwaW 

anb were airvorne within minutes. Ner oranAe yuice arripeb two 
minutes later.

?he sat vack, lookinA bown on Oarvella anb the last sepen Wears 
shejb sgent climvinA the labber. DhW woulb Vincenzo senb a gripate 
yet anb hape tagas from that niAht on the WachtY 9oincibenceY

?he sat vack aAain. Nis gripate yet. Ibentical tagas. Dhat was he ug 
toY

?he let herself imaAine walkinA vesibe him, his hanb on her vack, 
smilinA golitelW to Auests. ?he cauAht herself.

xf course, shejb veen the one senbinA the Mowers, not as a romantic 
ripal, vut as his facilitator. Po carb. Po messaAe. Pot Wet. !ust a steabW 
stream, waitinA for ?usan to accegt one. Khen maWve the neHt. Khen 
gerhags one with a note. Ne habnjt askeb her oginion since binner 
avoarb LabW Ooura. ?he hab mabe her piew clear. Ne was still perW 
much in lope with ?usan, anb now he was AettinA marrieb.

’Itjs a charm oSensipe. ‘ test, maWve. xr yust Vincenzo veinA, 
Vincenzo,j she thouAht, scrunchinA her nose at the ibea.

Ner tagas arripeb.
‘fter lanbinA, she wasnjt sure if tigginA was eHgecteb, vut Auesseb 

gripate yets, or anW yets, bibnjt work like that.
‘ man met her at the vottom of the stegs anb ogeneb the boor to 

a vlack 3anAe 3oper.
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’Goob morninA, Oiss Lucia. Itjs yust a short bripe to the heligab. 
Khereafter, Woujll ve at Khe Oanor Nouse in avout an hour.j

?he Aape a golite nob vut saib nothinA.
Khe bripe  wounb gast  terraceb olipe  Aropes  anb quiet  stone 

outvuilbinAs, vefore the low thumg of rotor vlabes siAnalleb her neHt 
ascent.

?he hab neper Mown in such a luHurious helicogter. Khe cagtain 
askeb her to gut on the heabset. xnce she bib, the roar panisheb.

’Ijm Or Ronettijs gersonal gilot,j he saib. Khen gauseb, no neeb to 
mention he was one of three.

’Dejll ve lanbinA birectlW at Khe Oanor Nouse.j
Ne saib nothinA more. Khat suiteb her gerfectlW.
’Dejre avout —pe minutes out. Dejpe yust entereb the Ronetti 

estate. If Wou look to Wour left, thatjs 9aterina pillaAe. Oost of the pillas 
are there. Cours is further out, larAer glot near.j

Ne stoggeb himself. ?aWinA too much is neper wise.
’Pice to hape Wou here, Oiss Lucia. Nape a Aoob baW.j
Khe stegs unfolbeb as the rotors sloweb.
’9iao, welcome LuciaQj Vincenzo calleb oper the noise.
?he walkeb oper, helb out her hanb. Ne took it, then gulleb her into 

a half huA.
’Nello, Vincenzo. Pice to see Wou aAain. ‘n imgressipe estate, from 

what I coulb Aather on the MW in.j
Ne motioneb for her to follow him throuAh the rear of Khe Oanor 

Nouse. ?mall talk, Wes, vut not one worb avout the tagas.
’Dather, ‘lverto, this is Lucia. ‘s Wou know, shejs now gart of the 

senior team anb regorts birectlW to me. ?hejll ve helginA streamline 
ogerations across most of our vusinesses worlbwibe. If therejs an 
oggortunitW, Lucia will ve inpolpeb. If therejs a grovlem, Lucia will 
ve inpolpeb.j



O‘392LL‘ JE

‘lverto gigeb ug.
’!ust nothinA to bo with securitW, sweet cheeks.j
Ne bibnjt realise it was a bemeaninA ghrase. Nis Dather bib, anb 

shot him a bisaggropinA look.
9arlito sgoke.
’Vincenzo sgeaks perW hiAhlW of Wou. Coujpe come a lonA waW. ‘re 

Wou reabW to yoin the rest of the vusinessYj
Ne Aape nothinA awaW that theW hab alreabW sgoken. Pot met, 

gerhags, vut talkeb.
’Or RonettiFj
’?tog, stog,j 9arlito interrugteb. ’Dejre all on —rst name terms here. 

Itjs 9arlito, tobaW anb eperW baW.j
’xh. Dell then, 9arlito, Vincenzo, anb ‘lverto, Ijm —ercelW loWal, 

perW cagavle, anb Wes, I want to ve inpolpeb in all of the vusiness. 
2Hcegt securitW, that is,j she saib, returninA ‘lvertojs smile.

FnusuallW,  he  returneb it.  Ne wasnjt  sure  if  it  was  a  biA  or 
suvmission. Eerhags voth.

KheW each took a seat in one of siH winAvack chairs. Khe ?icilian 
walnut tavle Aleameb vetween them. 9arlito stoob anb oSereb his 
sons a whiskW.

’‘re Wou a whiskW brinker, LuciaY Doulb Wou like to trWYj
’I am inbeeb, vut onlW neat, with one rock. I bonjt like the taste to 

bilute too much.j
Vincenzo raiseb his eWevrows anb Alanceb at his Dather.
’VerW well,j 9arlito reglieb, sliAhtlW surgriseb. Ne eHglaineb what 

was in the three becanters.
‘lverto stoob.
’9iAarsYj
9arlito anb Vincenzo voth nobbeb.
’NoWa OonterreW, glease,j Vincenzo saib.
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’‘ milb one, vrother,j ‘lverto reglieb.
‘ll eWes turneb to Lucia.
’9are for a ciAarYj ‘lverto askeb, then chuckleb.
’I grefer somethinA a little fuller. Ro Wou haggen to hape anW 

9ohiva Uehike DiftW KwosYj ?he smileb anb raiseb one eWevrow.
’Dell inbeeb we bo. 2Hcellent choice,j 9arlito reglieb.
Vincenzo  anb  ‘lverto  eHchanAeb  a  Alance,  surgriseb.  ?hejb 

bisarmeb ‘lverto with his own Aame. Ne wasnjt ugset. Ne was 
imgresseb. ?he hab ebAe. Ualls, epen.

9arlito continueb.
’?o, Lucia, Wou regort to Vincenzo. Ne answers to me. ?imgle 

enouAhYj
?he nobbeb.
’I assumeb so.j
’‘lverto runs familW anb cash vusiness securitW. Ne regorts onlW 

to me. Khen therejs ?tefano, hejs out of the countrW riAht now. Ne 
opersees securitW for eperWthinA else. GuestionsYj

’Po. 9lear enouAh. Dhat avout the other bipision heabs, the cash 
vusinesses anb suchYj

9arlito reglieb.
’Cou alreabW know the 2urogean sibe. Khe Aloval commobitW 

trabers regort to Vincenzo. Nejll vrinA Wou in when therejs a mission. 
‘s for the cash vusinesses, those staW in this room vetween the three 
of us, until otherwise aAreeb. Ijm sure Wou unberstanb.j

’‘vsolutelW.j
KheW leaneb vack, siggeb whiskW, anb brew on their ciAars.
’Kell me avout Wourself, Lucia,j 9arlito saib.
?he shareb a little. xnlW bauAhter. Earents Aone. Ner ebucation. 

Khe heabhuntinA that vrouAht her to this room.



O‘392LL‘ J:

’‘nb if Wou knew then what Wou know now, woulb Wou still choose 
this gathYj

?he bibnjt hesitate.
’I suggose we all hape choices. ‘n orbinarW life for an orbinarW 

gerson, or a life thatjs eHcitinA, on the ebAe, where risk is oSset vW 
rewarb, gower, anb inMuence. ?o no. Khe onlW thinA Ijb chanAe is how 
lonA it took to Aet here.j

?he let out a soft, inpitinA lauAh.
’9oulbnjt hape saib it vetter mWself,j ‘lverto reglieb.
Khis  was  some woman,  he  thouAht.  DhiskW  brinkinA,  ciAar 

smokinA, suger vrains, knockout —Aure, all wraggeb in a casuallW 
tailoreb gower suit. Dow.

’I aAree,j saib Vincenzo. ’Uut not all of it is Alamorous. ?ometimes 
vrute force anb will is what Aets it bone.j

Nejb almost steggeb into ‘lvertojs role, ArounbinA her. Nejb also 
noticeb his vrother hab taken a shine to her.

Ne  felt  it,  the  Micker  of  resentment.  Pot  yealousW  eHactlW. 
?omethinA colber.

Lucia askeb avout the estate. Now olb was itY Rib theW still make 
wineY Rib theW take gart in grobuctionY

Vincenzo answereb.
’Khe estate is avout —pe hunbreb Wears olb. Khe pillaAe Wou Mew oper 

is new, vut besiAneb to look oriAinal. Dather nameb it 9aterina, after 
our mother. ?he gasseb manW Wears aAo. Khe wine is still mabe. Khere 
are shogs, a small trattoria, anb an enoteca, a wine var.j

’‘nb the pillas, bo all the senior team lipe on the estateYj
9arlito interyecteb.
’Po, anb Wes. xnlW Aloval roles are in the pillaAe. Khe nicer the pilla, 

Wou know.j
Ne let her —ll in the vlanks.
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’‘nb the no gartYj
’xh Wes. 2ach countrW has a heab, perW senior. Khose are not here, 

vut are as senior as some gositions we hape here.j Ne took a slow sig 
of whiskW.

Lucia nobbeb, —linA the information awaW with a small smile.
Vincenzo sgoke.
’?o, Lucia, bo Wou hape anW further questions, or woulb Wou like me 

to show Wou arounb a littleYj
Ne stoob.
’Fnless anWone has further questions, Ijll show Lucia arounb.j
9arlito Alanceb at ‘lverto anb mabe a closeb mouth Aesture, as if 

to saW, stranAe. ‘lverto mirroreb it vack.
PoticinA, Vincenzo re oSereb.
’xrbinarilW,  ?tefano  woulb  walk  Wou  rounb  anb  make 

introbuctions. Uut since hejs not here, Ijll take Wou to Wour pilla. ?how 
Wou the grotocols.j

?he stoob, —nisheb her whiskW, anb thankeb 9arlito.
’Khatjs the smoothest whiskW Ijpe eper hab,j she saib, raisinA the 

emgtW Alass.
?he cogieb Vincenzo anb glaceb her quarter smokeb ciAar in an 

inbipibual ashtraW.
’‘lso perW nice,j she abbeb, holbinA ‘lvertojs eWe yust a seconb 

lonAer than neebeb.
xr at least, thatjs what he thouAht.
Uoth 9arlito anb ‘lverto rose as she left the room.
?he bibnjt look vack. Uut she knew theW were watchinA.


