
Head of the Family 
(Mountain Skulls MC) 

By Elayne DiSano 

 

 

(Note:  This story takes place between the last chapter and epilogue of For Her Honor) 

 

 

December 23
rd

 

Mountain Skulls Clubhouse 

Tippitt, West Virginia 

 

You think these guys would’ve known the meaning of boundaries.  But there was always one fuck-tard 

who couldn’t handle his booze and went a bit too far.  And in Ben’s assessment – he went over the edge. 

The three other state charters had converged on the Tippitt clubhouse over the course of the last three 

days to celebrate Christmas together and give an early toast to an even more prosperous new year.  

Between the lucrative monthly fee from their security gigs to the mini cash cows that were the four 

package stores brought in without so much as breaking a sweat, it was definitely a green Christmas in 

northern West Virginia.  And the mother charter spared no expense with food, booze and plenty of pretty 

girls to entertain their out-of-town guests.  But it didn't mean basic respect went out the window – 

especially when an old lady was involved. 

Ben’s old lady.  His wife.  The mother of his son.  Merry Christmas be damned. 

Droves of brothers had followed Tippitt’s huge enforcer as he dragged an inebriated member of the 

western W.V. charter by the collar of his cut and out into the chill of the December night.  This wasn’t 

like him – not in the least.  It wasn’t in Ben’s repertoire to make a scene as he preferred to handle his 

business quickly and quietly – pretty much like a bullet to the back of the head.  But ever since Vic had 

taken him aside earlier in the evening after receiving a call from the consigliere of the Caprese Family 

with a request on behalf of don Adamo, Ben’s normally calm exterior had cracked. 

He was a different man now – one that had a wife and child to look after, provide for and keep safe.  

Those were his responsibilities, along with any choices made to go about them.  But after his little sidebar 

with Vic, he felt as if those choices had been taken from him.  Even if what Vic was proposing was in the 

name of ‘good relations’ between the Mountain Skulls and the Caprese Family, Ben heard what was 

between the lines.  Even if he had a say in it, it would’ve been ‘bad business’ to turn down the request. 

And walking in on that stupid, drunken douche just in time to catch him saying something outrageously 

inappropriate to Eva was enough to push Ben to a rare tipping point. His hands may have been tied when 

it came to standing up to a mafia boss, but in his own clubhouse, those big, bear-paw hands of his were 

going to pummel a brother. 

“Enough!” 



Through a haze of feral frustration, Ben heard Vic’s voice loud and clear. He didn’t want to stop.  He 

didn’t want to be told what he shouldn’t do.  This was his home turf dammit, not to mention he was 

defending his wife’s honor.  No one was going to take that duty away from him – no one.  He ignored Vic 

for another beat or two to deliver a meaty fist to the guy’s gut, causing him to vomit up every bit of 

alcohol and food he’d consumed. 

“Ben! Pull back, brother.” 

He must’ve looked like an absolute shit beating on a guy who was too wasted to fight back, but Ben 

didn’t care.  Almost as much as he didn’t care for Vic taking another opportunity away from him.  

Standing down this time, Ben shook his scraped and bloodied hands as he walked away from the fucked-

up member and towards his president.  “Anything else I shouldn’t do?  Tell me now, Vic.  Wanna make 

sure I don’t need permission before I piss.” 

“Check the attitude, brother.  I know you’re pissed…..” 

“Pissed?  More like I feel as if my balls’ve been plucked off to hang from the rearview mirror of Adamo’s 

car.” 

“I never said you couldn’t say no.” 

“Ain’t what you implied.”  

Ben never showed disrespect to his superior, but he just wasn’t in the mood to argue semantics on this.  A 

crowd of patches behind him murmured amongst themselves, some were oblivious to the little show Ben 

put on and a couple went over to his victim to get him upright.  All he wanted to do was get this evening 

over and done with, but first he needed to see his wife.  The entrance back into the clubhouse was flanked 

by Aero and Taz who had hung back to watch the action from afar.  He didn’t care for the surreptitious 

look from his V.P.  “You got something to say too?” 

“That was a Christmas miracle right there.”  Aero blew warm breath into his hands before grabbing an icy 

cold bottle of beer.  “Not like you to lose your cool, brother.” 

True.  Big Ben Lawson was known for keeping it in check. For what he did for the club, a lack of self-

control meant carelessness – something he couldn’t afford in his position.  But if he had to pick a moment 

to let his emotions override his common sense, it was best to do it here than on a job. He had already been 

charged with a request he was loath to comply with so the last thing he wanted to do was explain his 

actions.  “You got a problem with that too?” 

Ben knew Aero wasn’t one to press an issue with a member who needed to work through their own shit. 

“Didn’t say that.” 

His eyes swung to Taz.  “What about you?” 

“Hey, you know me.” Taz flashed a smile to lighten the mood as he held his hands up.  “I don’t pick 

fights with guys twice my size.” 



Why was he asking them questions?  Why did he care?  Wiping the backs of his hands against the 

insulated flannel shirt he wore under his cut, he headed back into the clubhouse in search of his wife. 

~*~ 

Men. 

And Eva thought she was the hormonal one here. 

Her agitation had her scrubbing the disposable aluminum pans until her fingers were raw.  She knew her 

husband could be dry and dull in the sense of humor department which is why she had made light of the 

situation he had walked in with one of the visiting members. 

She should’ve known better. 

“Eva?  Why’re you washing those?” 

She turned around to find Karen – Taz’s wife since Halloween – standing behind her. “Because it’s 

keeping me in here instead of out there.” 

Grabbing a dry dish towel, Karen joined her to dry as she washed.  “What happened? I went to the 

bathroom only to come out and see Ben dragging some guy outside.  And, of course, Taz and all the other 

Neanderthals followed.” 

“One of the visiting members shook his beer bottle before opening it.  Foam came spewing out and got on 

my jeans.  Of course being drunk – and a man – he made some lewd comment about what it looked like.  

I didn’t want to make a big deal so I laughed. Ben heard.  Commence beat-down.” 

Karen took the sponge out of Eva’s hand.  “Stop.  C’mon.  Elle’s putting Louis down for Kelly so the 

girls can drink.  Well,” she casually rubbed her tummy, “you two can.  I’ll just watch and countdown the 

next seven-and-a-half months.” 

Eva felt a bit of a good mood come back.  “Janice can’t contain herself.  She couldn’t wait to babysit 

Thomas tonight.  Beware - you’re mother-in-law’s is revving up for grandma-mode.” 

The light moment between the two young women was marred when Ben appeared.  Karen’s eyes flitted 

between the two of them before slinking off to leave them alone.  Eva instantly noticed Ben’s hand before 

she ripped some paper towels off to soak them under cold water.  “Gimme those.” 

“Never mind my hands, Eva.”  He pulled away as she went to wipe the blood off.  “What the hell is 

wrong with you?” 

She angrily threw the wet paper in the sink.  “Excuse me?  What’s wrong with me? You were the one who 

made a scene over nothing.” 

Even with all six-foot-six inches hovering over her, Eva didn’t back away.  She knew this man inside and 

out.  The outlaw on the exterior never clashed with the husband and father he was on the inside.  Only 

once had she ever feared him hurting her and that was when he thought she had lied about who she truly 



was.  But even with those whiskey-colored eyes of his blazing with anger at her, she hadn’t budged an 

inch.  “Nothing?  Are you fucking kidding me, woman?” 

“It was a drunken accident.” 

“He insulted you and you laughed it off.” 

“It wasn’t that bad.” 

Ben raked his hands through his hair so hard Eva thought he’d pull it out.  “It was disrespectful, Eva.  To 

you and to me!” 

Something was wrong.  She had seen him off with Vic talking earlier and, ever since then, Ben had 

appeared edgy.  Yeah, they fought, but he rarely – if ever – blew up like this.  “Ben.  What happened?” 

He opened his mouth then shook his head as he went to leave.  “Go, Eva.  Just…..go home.” 

~*~ 

“You’re home early.  Told you those holiday soirees can get pretty disgusting.” Wearing leggings, boots 

and a hideous-looking sequined Christmas sweater, Janice Morrell was plopped on Eva’s couch.  In her 

arms, seven-week old Thomas Michael Lawson sucked hungrily on a bottle.  

 “Didn’t feel like staying.” It was a lie.  Eva was ordered to leave and, truth be told, she was happy to.  

Something crawled up her husband’s ass and didn’t want to be around in case it sunk it’s fangs in further.  

“I’ll take him.”  Carefully, Janice transferred the baby into her arms. “Hope he wasn’t too much trouble.” 

“Awww.”  Janice mooned at the infant and tweaked his chubby foot.  “How could anything this precious 

be trouble?”  She then paused and retracted. “Scratch that.  Look what I gave birth to grew up to be.” 

“Who’s making you a grandma.” 

The former groupie beamed, crinkling her heavily-mascared eyes.  “Best Christmas present ever.”  She 

grabbed her coat and put it on.  “You call on me anytime, you hear?  I need the practice.” 

Once alone, Eva sat back on the couch and looked down at her son.  His little mouth furiously worked the 

nipple of the bottle as she tenderly stroked the downy softness of his sandy-brown hair.  He already had a 

head start taking after his father in the size department.  And when he wanted to be fed, changed or picked 

up, he usually quietly fussed and squirmed rather than scream at the top of his lungs. Again, another trait 

he shared with his father.  Whether he’d inherit Ben’s disdain for tight spaces and – more recently – foul 

mood, was yet to be seen. 

Whatever was bothering her husband she could care less about right now.  Behind her, a tall, fat spruce 

Ben had chopped down and dragged in twinkled with simple white lights and pretty ornaments as she put 

her son over her shoulder to burp him.  The old Victorian still emitted sounds of settling while she caught 

a whiff of the remains of last night’s fire from the fireplace.  If there was ever a moment Eva could freeze 

it would be this one. Her husband’s tirade quickly vanished from memory as Thomas closed his eyes on 

her shoulder. 



Soon, she followed suit 

~*~ 

It was just before midnight when Ben kicked his bike into gear and tore out of the clubhouse.  The icy, 

thirty-five degree air bit into his face as he rode.  Temperatures varied in West Virginia during the winter 

months, but if he could bear it, Ben rode. Cages constricted him and he avoided driving whenever 

possible.  But the frigid air served another purpose.  It woke him up to head on home to face his wife 

whom he had some explaining to do.  He totally and completely lost his shit tonight which is something 

he had never done.  She didn’t deserve to be on the receiving end of his wrath. Especially now.  It was 

several minutes before midnight and when the clock struck twelve, it would officially be one year since 

he had arrived home last Christmas Eve with a ring and a minister on stand-by. And after they had been 

married, they talked about turning the turret into a nursery and putting a baby in it by this time.  They’d 

done that too. 

And now someone else wanted to be part of it. 

As was his usual routine, he stopped his bike at the base of the driveway and rolled it up past Eva’s 

maroon Jeep Grand Cherokee and onto the small patio area in the backyard.  Climbing the stairs to the 

deck, he put his key into the lock of the slider that led to the kitchen, remembering the many times he’d 

be up her ass about forgetting to lock it. Once was when he had snuck in only to fall asleep at her kitchen 

table and wake up to Eva shrieking at her discovery.  The other was when her estranged mother had 

wormed her way in in an attempt to manipulate Eva into poisoning her husband – Eva’s biological father.  

A one don Carmine Caprese who had passed away right before last Christmas, leaving his son, Adamo, to 

take over the reins of the family business. 

And seemingly wanted to pick up where his father left off in terms what was now Ben’s family. 

That’s what had set him off earlier. Sure, Vic alluded that Ben had a choice, but it had been vague and 

laced with a reminder of doing what was best to keep the club’s relationship with their allies strong. Ben 

felt as if he’d sprouted an imaginary set of puppet strings that even his size and strength could not break.  

Eva and Thomas were his – and his alone – to make decisions for.  Adamo may be head of the Caprese 

Family, but Ben was the head of this one.  And after acting out-of-character earlier, he had to calmly find 

a way to balance the request without losing his position. 

The sight that awaited him in the living room made the heart in that big chest of his tighten.  His wife sat 

cushioned in the corner of the couch, her legs tucked up under her while their son slept peacefully on her 

shoulder.  Behind them, the Christmas tree lent a soft glow that illuminated both of them.  He never 

thought he’d love anyone as much as the two individuals in front of him. 

He needed to get his son in his crib and Eva awake so they could talk. He thought about waiting until the 

morning, but the last thing he wanted on their one-year anniversary was for them to go to bed angry. And 

he gave her a lot to be pissed about earlier. He moved and the hardwood floor of the old house creaked, 

causing Eva to open her eyes. She turned and did a sweeping glance of him from his waist to his face then 

frowned.  Yep, she was still pissed. 



“Lemme take him.”  He bent over and gingerly removed Thomas from her without waking him.  The 

child was a whopping ten pounds at a little over a month old, but still looked small in his big hands.  He 

cuddled the baby against his chest then sat down next to her, giving his most sheepish and apologetic 

look.  “Happy anniversary.” 

She didn’t look too happy.  “That’s all you have to say?” 

He rubbed his son’s back as he let out a deep sigh.  “No.  I’m sorry.” 

Eva shifted to her other side.  “I’m gonna need more than that,” she whispered. “What the hell happened 

earlier?  That wasn’t you, Ben.” 

“I know.” He wasn’t one for a lot of words, so he made the ones he said count. He said he was sorry and 

had no intention of groveling.  Eva should’ve known better laughing off the disrespect she’d been shown.  

“I was wrong how I handled things and so were you.” 

“Ben-,” 

“No, listen.  When it comes to anything that has to do with you – especially as my ol’ lady – I have a say 

in it.  It wasn’t funny, Eva.  This wasn’t some damn Spring Break party with a bunch of drunken co-eds. 

They’re brothers, but in our clubhouse.  You were disrespected under my roof.  I don’t take that lightly 

nor do I expect you to have a say in how I handle it.  Are we clear on that?” 

She knew.  She knew the rules and the ways even before they were married. The one place Ben didn’t 

interfere in her life was her business.  The card and gift shop in the center of town was her baby and, 

unless it was a decision that would impact them personally and financially, she was the boss.  He watched 

her as she briefly thought for a moment then nodded.  “I just didn’t want to cause a scene over something 

stupid.” 

“Again – not your call, Eva.” 

“What did Vic talk to you about earlier?” 

That gave him pause. She was a sharp chick and didn’t miss a beat.  She obviously noticed it earlier, not 

to mention how he had gone from Jekyll to Hyde right afterwards.  It was the very thing he needed to talk 

to her about.  “Conti called him.” 

She knew who the players were so there was no need to expound upon position.  “About what?” 

“Adamo wants to pay us a visit tomorrow.” 

That caused her to sit upright.  “My brother?” 

“Half-brother,” Ben corrected. 

Eva waved her hand. “Tomato, ta-MAH-toe.  What’s the visit for?” 



Ben held Thomas a bit tighter against him.  “He wants to meet his nephew.” He then looked at Eva. “And 

to resume the family dinner tradition you had with Carmine before he died.  One Friday a month – you 

and Thomas.” 

“And you?” 

Ben shook his head.  “Wasn’t mentioned.  I’m guessing he just wants it to be the three of you.  Wants to 

get to know his….sister.” It burned Ben to repeat the words of Conti’s request. 

“O..kay,” Eva replied slowly.  “So?  That’s what got a hornet up your ass?” 

He looked at her and blinked.  “You’re okay with this?” 

“You’re not?” 

“No fucking way.” 

He slowly got up, careful not to disturb his son, and sat in the chair. His chair.  The one he had claimed 

after he and Eva began co-habitating.  The one where he had first claimed her after that night he had 

snuck into her house.  He couldn’t sit in this chair in front of the fire without picturing Eva straddling his 

lap while riding his cock in his mind.  Right now, it was the furthest thought.  “I don’t want you involved 

with club business.” 

“Having dinner with Adamo once a month isn’t club business.” 

“The Caprese family is a club ally so – yeah – it is.  Directly, indirectly – it doesn’t matter.  You know 

what we do for them, but they’ve got their hands in other things – bigger things – that we’re not involved 

in.” 

“You mean heroin?” 

He wasn’t surprised she knew. He never came out and told her, but she had picked up things over time.  

“Yeah – exactly what I mean.  The club has no part of that business and wants to keep it that way.  We 

have no idea what kind of enemies Adamo has on that side – enemies who may be looking for him when 

his guard is down.  Like a family dinner with my wife and my son.” 

Again, Eva shifted on the couch and crossed her arms over her body. “So tell him no.” 

“What?” 

She shrugged. “You just got finished your alpha-speech about being ‘head of this family’ and ‘what you 

say concerning me goes’.  If you’re worried, tell him no.” 

That was the part that had sent Ben into Stupid-ville earlier. “You think I don’t want to? I’m trapped 

between a rock and a hard place, Eva.  Saying ‘no’ gives me the right to decide, but it also sends a silent 

message.” 

“That you don’t trust him to keep Thomas and I safe when we’re there.” 



It wasn’t a question, but a straight-out observation.  His wife was sometimes too smart for her own good. 

“Exactly.  And that could reflect on our standing with them.  Don’t know what it is about Italians.  They 

may forgive, but they don’t forget. But,” he looked hard at her, “Eva, if you’re uncomfortable with this in 

any way, shape or form, he’ll respect that and back off.” 

“But then it takes the decision out of your hands and you’re worried about looking weak.” 

Damn, he hated how well she read him.  He got up and went to sit back next to her.  “I think I need to 

take my heart off my sleeve and shove it back in my chest.” 

She laid her head on his shoulder, close to where she was nose-to-nose with their son.  This woman knew 

him like no other and understood how he needed to act, which is why it floored him the way she had 

passed off what that member had done.   

She put her hand over his that was holding Thomas’ back.  “That family places a lot of trust in the club 

for what you do for them.  You guys will do anything to protect that venture.  Hell, Taz got shot 

protecting one of their guys on the highway over the summer.  Do you think for one moment they 

wouldn’t do the same for their don’s sister and nephew?  I’ve been to the family house several times, 

remember?  The first was after you dragged me out of a bathtub and all but accused me of lying to you 

about who I really was.  That night was the first – and only time – I had met Adamo. After that, it was 

weekly dinners with just Carmine and myself.  No one else –well, except for the armed body guards 

surrounding the estate inside and out.” 

Eva saw what he didn’t – the logic.  She was right. The men who protected Adamo rivaled Ben in size. 

They’d take a chest-full of bullets and still fight before a hair on their don’s head was harmed.  It was 

easy for him to admit that now, especially to the woman who already saw it first.  But that was only 

because this woman knew his vulnerabilities. 

Adamo did not. 

And Ben would make sure that when he showed up tomorrow on their doorstep that he never would. 

The steps leading to the turret nursery would not be climbed tonight.  Ben was content right where he was 

– with his family sleeping at his side. 

~*~ 

It was close to three o’clock the following day – the time Adamo said he would come calling  He at least 

made a time early enough as not to infringe upon Ben and Eva spending Christmas Eve – not to mention 

their first anniversary – alone with their newborn son.  Plus, from what Eva had remembered from her 

dinners with Carmine, he had talked about family holiday traditions – including the seven-fish-course 

they served up on Christmas Eve.  She was sure Adamo had wanted to pay his visit then get back up to 

the family estate in Pennsylvania in time for dinner. 

She had spent the last several hours baking five different types of cookies and a lasagna to take to Vic and 

Elle’s tomorrow.  Thomas sat in his infant seat, dressed in a red-and-white striped onesie, while a pacifier 

bobbed up and down in his mouth.  And he wasn’t the only Lawson man who had been quiet.  Ben had 

been out back chopping wood for the last hour with a fury.  All she could think about was that scene from 



The Amityville Horror where George Lutz felt a constant need to chop wood. But it wasn’t about being 

cold, hearing voices or stocking up the already stacked wood ring.  He was working off the pent-up 

tension while waiting for the witching hour. 

She was about to press Hershey kisses inside the basic cookie dough thumbprints when Ben came in 

through the slider.  “Car just pulled up.” 

Dropping the candy, Eva pulled off the apron she had put on to cover the black skirt and pale green 

blouse she dressed in earlier.  He looked her over and frowned. “Don’t know why you fussed about 

dressing up.” 

“I’m not answering the door in leggings and an over-sized t-shirt.”  She then eyed his jeans and thermal 

flannel covered in wood chips.  “You gonna clean up?” 

He stepped back onto the deck and shook the shards of wood off his clothes then came back inside.  

“Done.” 

This was going to be an interesting visit. 

“I got him.”  Eva picked up Thomas’ seat by the handle.  “You answer the door.” 

They walked into the living room just as the doorbell rang.  Ben looked at her with a pained expression, 

but all Eva did was nod.  “It’ll be alright.  Let’s get this over with so I can change into my baking 

clothes.” 

What greeted them on the other side of the door was a sight she was sure the neighbor’s would be talking 

about. Or at least Mrs. Bachman, the nosy-body behind her.  A black Cadillac sedan sat on the street 

while a man dressed in all black stood on curb in front of it.  Below the porch steps, another man in pretty 

much the same attire stood as a lookout. 

But standing at the door in a wool, camel-colored coat and black-leather gloves was Don Adamo Caprese. 

He nodded politely.  “Mr. Lawson.” 

Eva watched her husband swallow hard as if mustering up the politeness and respect he was going to need 

for this.  “Don Caprese.” 

She put Thomas’ seat down on the coffee table and walked forward. “Come in. Please.” 

Ben stepped back, allowing Adamo to enter.  He didn’t make a move to remove his coat or gloves, 

indicating that he wasn’t planning on staying long. She was sure Ben made note of that too and was no 

doubt glad for it.  She took in her half-brother who was closer to forty – several years older than she.  She 

had never seen younger photos of Carmine and only had the sickly and pale man riddled with cancer as a 

template, but Eva figured Adamo’s mother must’ve had more Mediterranean blood in her.  His skin was a 

rich olive and clean-shaven with eyes almost as black as his hair that was sporting a sprinkling of gray at 

the temples.  Taking over for his father was most likely taking its toll. 

He held his hands out to her.  “Eva.” She took them, allowing him to lean in to give a kiss on either 

cheek.  When she pulled back, she looked at Ben who was doing his worst-best to behave.  He had to.  



There was no choice.  The very thing that set him off last night.  “Thank you for allowing me into your 

home on short notice.  I won’t be staying long.  I have my aunts, uncles and cousins coming over this 

evening.” 

No siblings, nieces or nephews as – until she came into the picture – Adamo had been an only child. She 

was sure that was part of the reason he wanted to connect with her.  “That’s fine. It’s nice to see you. We 

only had that one time and…..” 

“That wasn’t a very pleasant evening,” he quickly said.  “And, I know of what your mother tried to do.” 

“We don’t like to talk about that.” 

Ben had cut in with that remark to which Adamo nodded.  “Of course. My mistake.” He then noticed the 

baby in the background. “May I?” 

Eva backed away, allowing him to take a peek.  She grabbed Ben’s hand as a silent gesture to let Adamo 

have a moment without anyone hovering over him.  “He’s a big boy.”  He straightened up and looked at 

Ben. “Un uomo con i figli è veramente benedetta. A man with sons is truly blessed.” 

“That’s beautiful,” Eva said.  “Thank you for that.” 

Adamo approached her. “Did your husband discuss my request?” 

Her hand tightened in Ben’s.  “Yes, he did.” 

“It’s fine,” Ben quickly added. 

Adamo regarded her very large and very serious husband. “Good.  I’m glad to hear it.” He then looked at 

Eva. “My father had wanted his time with you, which is why I had never been present for your dinners. 

But you are my only sibling and I feel it’s time I do the same.  I apologize that I hadn’t called upon you 

sooner, but it’s been very…..demanding stepping into my father’s shoes since he died. That more than 

ever made me want to connect with you.  And,” he grinned warmly, “start a family of my own.  I’m 

proposing to my lady tomorrow night.” 

“That’s wonderful.  Congratulations.” 

“Thank you.  You’ll meet Genovese soon. How does the first Friday after New Year’s sound?” 

Eva didn’t answer. She looked to Ben, allowing him to do so. “I don’t see a problem with that.” 

“Very well.  I’ll make arrangements and let you know the time. Now, if it’s okay,” he began to remove 

his leather gloves, “I’d like to speak to your husband in private. 

~*~ 

Ben stared at the man’s hands as Eva left the room with Thomas.  Unmarked, square-cut nails and 

probably smooth as a baby’s bottom. The complete opposite of his own.  The complete opposite of him.  

But this man had more power in those manicured hands than all four West Virginia charters of the 



Mountain Skulls. One of those hands reached inside his over-coat and pulled out an envelope.  “A gift.” 

He handed it to Ben. “For your son.” 

His eyes flitted from the envelope to Adamo’s as Ben took it from him.  Slowly, he opened it to find a 

bank check in the amount of ten thousand dollars.  He had to be fucking kidding. No way. He couldn’t. 

Ben was more than capable of providing for his son without taking five figures from Adamo – gift or no 

gift.  But Ben couldn’t kid himself – a good portion of what he provided for his family came from being 

on this man’s payroll.  “Don Caprese, I…..this is…..” 

“It’s what my father had wanted.  After he found out about Eva, he changed his will. It was the very thing 

Carol had feared, which is why she had come to your wife that night to convince her to slip poison into 

my father’s drink during one of their dinners.  Of course, that never happened and Carol, well – as you 

said – we won’t talk about that.  My father wanted this sum to go to your first-born.  Not accepting it 

would be a sign of disrespect.” 

Ben had no choice, although it had cushioned his ego that it was a matter of carrying out the terms of 

Carmine’s will rather than a charity gift. He took a deep breath and held out his hand to one of the most 

powerful men on the east coast who was also his brother-in-law. “Thank you.” 

Adamo took his hand confirming what Ben had assumed – yep, baby soft.  But Ben didn’t have to prove 

his own toughness to him. Or how dangerous he could be.  He knew Adamo had been more than 

impressed when he and Taz had exacted some sick and twisted revenge on James Mallory this past 

summer before delivering what had remained of the Caprese Family enemy to him.  There was a silent 

understanding between the two men as they shook hands before letting go.  “Why didn’t you want Eva in 

the room when you gave me this?  She’s your sister. Carmine was her father.” 

Putting his gloves back on with elegant ease, Adamo cast him a knowing glance.  “True.  But you’re the 

head of the family. In some old school way, there are certain things you go through the man of the house 

first. I understand that.  Just as I understand how difficult you must’ve found this request.  You say the 

word, Mr. Lawson, and we’ll call the entire thing off.” 

What had plagued Ben since last night no longer did. What mattered was that Adamo had anticipated his 

side of it and showed him the respect he deserved.  Two heads of their respective families leaving their 

mark on the current situation without causing a ripple between the business end. “There’s no need. I trust 

you with my family.” 

“As I continue to trust mine with yours.”  Ben knew it was the club he was referring to.  “Merry 

Christmas, Mr. Lawson.  Tell Eva I look forward to seeing her and Thomas in two weeks.” 

After Ben let him out, he remained in the living room for a few moments before heading to the fireplace.  

He piled on the last few logs and lit them before sitting back in his chair.  His chair.  His home. His wife 

and son.  His choice in the end. 

For his family. 


