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Drugs and the Mafia.

But now it seems like a fantasy world with a twist.

The 'Wolf' who subdued the five families and became a legend. I became his adopted son and married his biological daughter.

Surely... my path should have been paved with gold?!



* The cover was created by artist Marmot from Art Mug.


Ch.0 - First Button
Even ordinary people, let alone criminals, have no idea how much money can be squeezed out of the Academy.

In this cradle of education, anyone with money can achieve academic success.

The method is simple. If you want a bachelor's degree, just pay 2,500 pounds. For law and medical degrees, it's a bit more expensive at 3,100 pounds.

The money paid in return goes into the pockets of the Academy's professors, staff, and our mafia.

The beginning of this crime, which now extends throughout the entire Academy, was quite trivial.

Some Academy students had been paying bribes to professors to pass exams.

In the midst of this, a student came to us asking us to threaten a professor into awarding a fake degree.

I don't know if they thought it would be cheaper than bribing the professor despite the risk, or if the professor had some conscience and wouldn't award a degree even when faced with a bribe.

"...This could be profitable."

Countless business ideas flashed through my mind. My subordinates and I immediately decided to start a new venture.

We created collaborators among the Academy's professors, staff, and students without discrimination.

As a result, we brought in some drugs under the pretext of using them in the Academy's pharmacology laboratory, and sold them directly to students.

After that, everything went smoothly.

Gambling and betting services.
Illegal black market trade of weapons and specific goods.
Investment scams and blackmail targeting parents and students.
Even human trafficking and forced labor.

In my previous world, people talked about living near train stations or schools, but here, living near the Academy was the ultimate prize!

*

Ah.

By the way, to understand what I'm talking about, I should tell this story first.

I wasn't an orphan or anything in my previous world.

I grew up in a normal family, able to do what I wanted. In a way, I was a lucky guy.

But as luck would have it, I got into a traffic accident on my first day of work.

A sewage truck—what you might call a "poop truck"—hit me. Everything happened in an instant.

I lost consciousness from the impact of the accident... and was covered in the sewage from the truck.

They say life is a tragedy when seen up close, but a comedy when seen from a distance.

The countless strangers who heard about me through their screens must have had a good laugh.

....

How much time had passed?

As soon as I regained consciousness, I felt an intense light.

It felt like I had been in a dark place and suddenly emerged into brightness.

My eyes wouldn't open properly, but I could feel someone's touch.

"Waaaaaah!"

'What the hell! What is this now!'

My life, which I thought had ended, apparently hadn't.

Unfamiliar sky. Unfamiliar buildings.

My body squirming around and a biting cold wind.

"Waah! Waaaah!"

Despite all kinds of thoughts, the desire to live was strong.

'Is anyone there?! Please save me!'

....

I heard someone approaching from the end of the alley. Had someone responded to my tearful cries?

"Waaaah!"

The figures that came into my view looked very suspicious. A man with a intimidating presence, sharp eyes, and elongated ears picked me up along with the swaddling cloth wrapped around me.

'Is he not human?'

"Boss, what are you going to do with him?"

"Seems like he was abandoned by his mother."

At the man's words, the other man made an expression as if to say, "Isn't that obvious?"

"...This must be fate. I'll take him."

I didn't even have the strength to resist. I had no idea where they were taking me or what their purpose was.

What was even more incomprehensible was that the clouds visibly forming in my sight suddenly took the shape of letters.

[When God closes a silver door, He opens a golden one]

'Who are they trying to mock?'

Isn't that the opposite? It seems like that God bastard closed my golden door and opened a door made of shit for me!

At that time, I didn't know who the man who picked me up was.

And he didn't know what kind of person I would become.

Ch.1 - Orphan and Orphan
To put it bluntly.

The door that opened for me was indeed made of gold. Thanks to that, I've been living a luxury beyond my means.

The problem was that it was a blood-soaked golden door.

"Wolf" Vito Pellini.

The mafia who picked me up when I was fortunately abandoned at one of their meeting spots.

Wolf was his nickname, but it was also a term for orphans raised by the mafia to be killers from childhood.

Vito Pellini was a legendary figure among those wolves, practically the executioner for the five families that ruled the city.

To put it in one sentence: an orphan picked up an orphan. Not much needs to be said about what my childhood was like.

Time flowed as quickly as sand.

"..."

"What, are you done already?"

A woman lying unconscious on a large bed, saying nothing. I left her alone and headed toward a dark corner of the room.

Pop!

I opened the prepared whiskey and poured it into a crystal on-the-rocks glass with just the right amount of ice.

The feeling of quenching an old thirst as I downed the light brown liquid. The pleasure of drinking such alcohol after making love to a woman was familiar, but always thrilling.

"...Luke, me too."

At the woman's words, I poured whiskey into another glass and handed it to her. She took the glass I offered not with her hand, but by wrapping her long tail around it.

'It's fascinating every time I see it.'

I had touched it a few times. The texture of the dragon scales densely covering her tail was very firm.

Others might think I'm exaggerating, but I've never seen a more beautiful dragonkin than her.

Ah, of course, I was no different.

Here, I wasn't human but an elf.

Long, slender limbs and pale skin that emitted a subtle glow. Even the assertive ears. I was a bit short, but...

Except for that part, I didn't particularly dislike anything.

"Thanks, little one."

She answered with a broad smile.

"Shut up. Anyway, how long are you planning to stay here?"

"That's my line. Is it okay for you to be here with me on a day like today?"

"..."

As she said, today was an important day.

A day to celebrate the victory of my father, the new ruler of the city of Heville, Vito Pellini.

*

"Where is Luke? Why can't I see him?"

In another place, a woman was asking the same question.

Her name was Elena Pellini. The Godfather's only biological child.

"Ah, Luke won't be coming. The shipment is arriving tonight, you know."

"...Couldn't he delegate that to one of his subordinates?"

"Well, it's an important deal, so it can't be helped. People all over the country are waiting for our goods."

The man who answered Elena was the Godfather's nephew. Not a biological nephew, of course. The Godfather was also an orphan. From his perspective, Elena seemed dissatisfied with everything.

"You haven't changed, Elena."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"It seems like you only care about Luke, now as before."

"...Shut up."

"Well, what does it matter? That guy will handle things just fine on his own."

Vito dismissed it casually. The other two didn't argue with the Godfather's words.

These three people sitting at the same table were all mafia. Of course, it goes without saying that they had separate public personas.

Especially Vito, who after subduing the five families, was posing as a respectable businessman in public.

Today, an award ceremony for Businessman of the Year was scheduled to take place in this building, and this year's recipient had already been decided. It was Vito Pellini himself.

This was only natural, as his influence extended to the city's mayor and the entire award committee.

"..."

The Godfather swirled his wine glass as if slowly savoring his predetermined victory.

"The most boring event of my life. Every time I attend such gatherings, I ask myself: what am I doing here?"

However, the words that came out of his mouth surprised Elena and his nephew.

"But it's an event for you, Father."

"My daughter, remember this. The people who came here today have no interest in us. All they care about is the money they can make through us."

"Well, we're the same anyway."

"Ah, the mayor has finally arrived."

Vito's nephew pointed to a man entering the ceremony hall.

Accompanied by several secretaries and aides on both sides, he captured everyone's attention in the hall as soon as he appeared. He was the mayor of Heville.

The mayor stood at the podium and began to speak about the already determined outcome.

*

While those events were unfolding elsewhere, I was seeing off a lady.

Felicia is a member of the five families who were dethroned from the city's seat of power by my father. I, her counterpart, was the little wolf who had succeeded the new Godfather as the leader of the wolves.

It was still hard to believe that we, like oil and water, had become involved in this kind of relationship.

As I grew up in this world under my new father.

At first, I just tried not to get involved in mafia business. But gradually, I became accustomed to it. I killed when my father ordered me to kill, I stood in the way of those who challenged my father, and I solidified my position.

We elves have sharper senses and faster reflexes than humans. These were great advantages in this world of crime.

As time passed, I earned my father's trust, and my father earned the trust of the five families.

What's important is what happened next.

My father refused to live merely as a tool of the five families. He often told me:

'Luke, don't let others decide what kind of person you should become.'

Years later, my father and I rebelled against the five families.

Though they were worn out by competition and discord among themselves, subduing them was quite difficult. What happened to the five families today? They were reduced to mere branch managers under our family.

That's why today was such an important day.

It was the occasion to declare my father's victory... after subduing the five families and establishing a foothold in the legitimate world.

But I chose not to attend. The excuse about receiving goods tonight was just that—an excuse.

It was my small act of rebellion against my father's decision.

Even before we subdued the five families, I managed the city's port. Then I expanded into the Academy, and with the enormous profits it generated, I supported my father's plans.

But what I got in return was.

"What?"

"From now on, Elena will manage the Academy instead of you."

It was a sudden announcement.
Along with the Academy, which had been my territory, being transferred to Elena, I was also to marry her.

Though we had grown up together like family, to be honest, it was a love-hate relationship.

I had received more love from my father than his own child, and Elena had always been jealous and envious of me.

In that sense, meeting Felicia was... like choosing the moon over the sun.

Because the sun is too bright to look at directly, and the more I love it, the more I'm destined to turn to ash and disappear. Unlike the sun, the moon can be looked at properly, and though it can't illuminate everything like the sun, it can softly light my way.

"I'm sorry I can't escort you today."

"It's okay. I'm not the kind of woman who gets upset over such things."

She said that while gently swaying her tail that peeked out from between her clothes.

"Luke, before I leave, I have something to tell you."

"What is it?"

"Today, there might be people targeting the wolf."

....

"What? Why are you telling me this only now?!"

"I wanted to stay with you a little longer."

What kind of answer is that...

"Wait, where did you hear this from in the first place?"

"From my father."

Felicia made it clear that I should remember why she was telling me this now. That she and her father had nothing to do with what would happen today.

I immediately headed to where the telephone was.

Felicia watched me for a while before disappearing without a trace.

When I picked up the receiver, the telephone operator responded.

"The Chamber of Commerce! Connect me to the Chamber of Commerce!"

"Yes, please hold."

"Hurry!"

"..."

After a moment, someone answered my call.

"Yes, this is Armo."

A calm yet dignified voice. It suited his sturdy build well, but I had no time to think about such things now.

"Armo! Get my father and Elena out of there right now."

"What?!"

Armo tried to explain to me that he couldn't do that. How important that event was...

"It's information from the Marinelli family. They said there are people targeting my father today! Tell my father immediately and bring everyone here!"

"...Wait. Just wait."

Why would the Marinelli family, one of the five families, leak this information? And through the boss's daughter, Felicia, no less.

They would be among those who hated my father the most. Clearly, they either weren't participating in the other families' plans, or they didn't want the chaos that would follow my father's death.

"Boss, what's happening?!"

Just then, my subordinates appeared. I couldn't rely on Armo alone.

"You, take your men to the Chamber of Commerce right now."

"What?"

"Now!"

"Ah, okay. I got it."

I didn't stop there. I also contacted the caporegime (branch manager) responsible for the area closest to the Chamber of Commerce.

"They're targeting my father. I've sent my men, so you go there too! Understand?"

"Yes, sir."

I wished I could leave my post too. But the goods had just started arriving at the port.

One of the wolves came to get me personally.

"Luke, the goods have arrived."

"...Alright."

*

Meanwhile, the Chamber of Commerce was still bustling.

"Father, excuse me for a moment."

Elena quickly rose from her seat. Perhaps she had drunk too much alcohol to calm her rising anger. Suddenly, she needed to use the restroom.

"Uncle, congratulations in advance."

"Yes, you've worked hard too."

"...Not as hard as Luke. Speaking of which, I think it's about time you clarified the succession plan."

"..."

There was a reason why Vito's nephew brought up this topic.

For a long time, Little Wolf Luke had been considered Wolf Vito's successor, but recently there had been a change in this structure. Especially after Vito's biological child, Elena, began managing the Academy.

Many thought that a parent's heart couldn't be changed.
However, Vito's nephew personally believed that Luke would be better at leading the organization than Elena.

"Yes, you're right. I should sort things out clearly soon."

The nephew felt particularly uneasy about the tone of the word "sort out." It was understandable, given that the person who said it was a legendary mafioso.

But no one could know Vito Pellini's true intentions.

*

Meanwhile, I was meeting with the person in charge of the organization that had delivered the goods.

"...It's been a while."

"Little Wolf! You're still small, I see."

"Hey, don't call the boss small!"

Since we had known each other for a long time, there was no need for formalities. Of course, my subordinates got angry on my behalf when he hit my sore spot, but this level of teasing was nothing.

"Sorry for being late. We had a small problem with the ship."

"It's fine. That kind of thing happens all the time. Just give my regards to your boss."

"Ah, how happy the boss will be to hear that. Haremo!"

"Yes."

He suddenly called someone's name. Then, from among his subordinates and stevedores, a wolf-man with brown fur appeared.

"This is my successor."

"What? So he'll be coming from now on?"

"No, that's too soon. But you'll see him more often as he gets used to this job. Haremo, this is Luke Pellini. You already know him, right?"

"Yes, of course! Nice to meet you, Mr. Pellini."

The wolf-man, who was much taller than me, deliberately bent down to match my height... but he overdid it a bit.

To the point where it might seem like he was mocking me. Of course, that also meant I was that short.

"..."

"Haremo, that's enough. That's sufficient."

The man in charge intervened first after seeing my expression. While his subordinates and stevedores were unloading the goods,

He and I talked while feeling the sea breeze.

"...Luke, I've been hearing some bad news lately."

"What? That I'm no longer the successor?"

"No, not that. Succession issues exist in every organization anyway."

I wonder what he's trying to say.

"Boss!"

"What?"

"..."

The look in my subordinate's eyes as he suddenly approached us was strange.

"What is it? What's going on?!"

Another subordinate hurriedly brought a radio.

"Breaking news!"

The radio began with an urgent voice. What followed was shocking.

The mayor of Heville, and Vito Pellini, who was scheduled to receive the Businessman of the Year award today, along with his nephew.

Only the sound of the radio mentioning their deaths echoed through the port in the middle of the night.

Ch.2 - The Orphan Who Became the Orphanage Leader
I couldn't speak a word.

Something like letters was appearing all around me, but I couldn't even register them right now.

'Father is dead?'

"Boss! Boss!"

"..."

"It seems the young lady is still alive."

The radio was mentioning Elena. Fortunately, it seemed she hadn't been caught in the malicious shooting. But her whereabouts were unknown.

"What about Armo? Did Armo get Elena out?"

"I'm not sure about that. Let's head to the Chamber of Commerce for now!"

The wolves under my command began moving faster than anyone else. Meanwhile, the guy next to me was just as shocked by the news about my father.

"...Luke. My condolences."

"..."

It still didn't feel real. Father met such a death? This kind of end, being assassinated on a day meant for celebrating victory?

At that moment, I saw something like letters in the waves beyond the sea where my gaze was directed.

[Man was made in God's image, so whoever sheds the blood of man, by man shall his blood be shed.]

Curses swirled in my head before vanishing into emptiness. What use were such words now?

"Luke, I never thought I'd have to give you something like this."

The guy suddenly held out a folding knife to me.

Curious, I unfolded it to reveal a hidden inscription on the blade.

'May every wound I leave be fatal.'

It seemed to be a revenge knife used in his country across the sea.

"You probably don't need my help for your revenge anyway. But if you do, just say the word."

"...Sure."

He seemed sincere. But... it was a complicated matter. Now that my father was dead, there would be all sorts of opportunists making their moves.

Accepting help from his organization would give them the perfect pretext to expand into Heville. Today's friend could become tomorrow's enemy.

Soon after, two wolves approached with a car for me.

An elf in a green suit, and a golem with his characteristic ruggedness showing through his brown jacket.

"Boss, let's go."

"Straight to the Chamber of Commerce."

"Yes."

The two wolves got in the car with me without delegating to their subordinates.

After the car started moving, a heavy silence hung in the air until the guy in the passenger seat broke it.

"Damn it! Who the hell did this?"

"Must be the Five Families."

The wolf of golem origin who was driving answered the elf wolf who was raging with anger.

"Carso, though it might not be the Marinelli Family."

"What?"

The golem's name was Carso, and the elf's name was Giovanni.

"Did you hear something from that woman again?"

The one who reacted most sensitively to my words was Sarina, the only female among us. Her words revealed anger toward Felicia.

Come to think of it, Sarina disliked all women around me, be it Elena or Felicia.

"Nothing certain. But Felicia did warn me that my father was in danger."

"Boss, that alone isn't enough to trust them."

"Yeah, maybe you're right."

I gave a half-hearted response to Carso's words.

Now more than ever, I needed to think clearly. I couldn't let emotions cloud my judgment. In that sense, Carso had a point.

The warning about my father's danger could have been Felicia acting on her own.

"Let them all come at us, I say. Do these losers who've already been beaten once think we'd be scared if they tried again?"

"Sarina, it's not as simple as you think. The Don and the Mayor are dead, and the young lady is missing."

"No, let's be clear here. The successor isn't the young lady, but—"

"Both of you, enough."

The moment I spoke, the two wolves fell silent. To the wolves, my orders were absolute. I began to calmly assess the situation.

First, we needed to survive this chaos.

We needed to determine which areas we could protect with our family's strength and which we couldn't. We couldn't defend all of Heville.

With my father's death, it was inevitable that some would either declare independence from our family or defect to the Five Families or other families.

We might even have to give up the Academy. The one fortunate thing was that at least the harbor I directly managed was intact.

Next, I reviewed the measures I had taken.

Had my father ignored the warning I sent through Armo? What about the subordinates I had sent to the Chamber of Commerce first? I had no idea about the situation at the Caporegime closest to the Chamber of Commerce.

"Sigh..."

We had been more complacent than we thought, and our enemies were more cunning than we expected.

*

Not long after, we arrived at the Chamber of Commerce building.

Subordinates who had arrived in other cars got out and moved in perfect unison like a military unit. The area around the building was already being controlled by police.

"Mr. Luke."

More than just an acquaintance, a police executive who regularly received substantial bribes from us appeared.

"Inspector."

"My condolences."

"...Haven't you found Elena yet?"

"..."

The inspector looked around cautiously and whispered in my ear.

"No body has been found. She definitely made it out of here."

"Giovanni."

Upon hearing the inspector's words, I immediately called for Giovanni.

He perked up his ears and rushed over. He was the fastest among us.

"Search for Elena around here. Someone might have seen her escaping, so be thorough."

"Yes, Boss."

Giovanni moved immediately, so quickly that he didn't even care about messing up his prized hair.

Meanwhile, the inspector remained by my side, apparently with more to say.

"The Don's and your nephew's bodies have been moved to the nearest morgue."

"...Where is that?"

As soon as I confirmed the location of the morgue, I headed there with the other wolves. I needed to see my father.

"..."

The morgue where my father's body was laid. The entrance became crowded with me and the wolves.

All of us wolves present, including myself... seemed to have lost our senses. We had removed our hats indoors, but some were so distraught they just dropped them, while others deliberately pulled their hats down to hide their tears.

"Boss, we've all paid our respects."

"..."

I had let the others go first because I didn't have the courage to see my father.

At that moment, the smoke from a cigarette being smoked by one of my subordinates in the distance began to look like letters.

[Death is like a wave that never returns.]

'I know. I already know that.'

I didn't need to be shown such things to understand this obvious fact.

I wondered what this damn status window intended by showing me this. It had occasionally shown me such messages before, but they only served to irritate me. Or was someone trying to tell me something?

"Alright."

I responded to the wolf who informed me it was my turn. I stood up and pushed open the unusually heavy door of the morgue.

"..."

The white cloth that didn't cover the entire body but stopped at the chest. Because of this, the traces of numerous bullets that had penetrated my father's body were clearly visible.

Even as I took in the sight of my father lying there, cold and still, I still couldn't accept his death.

When I was young, I once asked my father:

"Father, how are you so strong?"

"Hmm."

Father couldn't answer hastily. It was a bit different from his usual self, who always had immediate answers to any question.

After a moment's hesitation, my father spoke.

"Luke, if parents take the wrong path, children can take a different one. If parents take the right path, children can follow it. But I... didn't have good examples. I've made countless mistakes throughout my life. But for you and Elena, I'll keep moving forward. That's why I'm strong."

I could fully understand those words at that time.

Considering my age in the world I had lived in before, only my body was young. My mind was that of a proper adult.

...I always thought Father would be there.

He deserved to reign at the top of this damned city, and he actually did. But that might have been my misconception.

Before I knew it, my hand was gripping my father's cold hand.

Squeeze. Whenever I gripped my father's hand this strongly, he would always respond with an even stronger grip.

I felt no strength at all. It still didn't feel real.

At that moment.

As I was about to let go, suddenly my father's hand grabbed mine. As if refusing to let go of my hand in his.

It was probably just rigor mortis. That's what my mind told me.

"..."

Hot tears rolled down my cheeks.

It was as if he was welcoming his son who had come to see him after his death. Only after looking at my father's face several more times did I leave the morgue.

Carso approached me cautiously.

His usual indifferent expression was nowhere to be seen, and his face looked... sad and drained. It had been a long time since I'd seen such an emotionally expressive look on Carso's face.

"Boss, the Consigliere called."

"...Where is he now?"

Bier Salmo.
The Consigliere of our Fellini Family.

Consigliere is a position that serves as an advisor to the boss, nominally the third-in-command of the organization.

In our family, the position didn't carry that much authority, though.

"He said he's finishing gathering the ledgers from the Academy and the office, then heading this way."

Right, the ledgers are important too. As expected of our family's Consigliere, moving calmly even in this situation.

"Carso, take some men and go meet him."

"Yes."

After Carso left, Sarina remained by my side.

While waiting for news in front of the morgue, I said nothing. I had decided to take action after my father's funeral.

As I was quietly building my resolve alone, a wolf approached and whispered something to Sarina, who then whispered to me.

"Luke, there's trouble at the harbor."

"...What happened?"

"Looks like those reptile bastards attacked the harbor."

So it begins already.

They probably thought we had weakened now that the pack leader was dead. But even if Father was gone, the wolves were very much alive.

"What's the current situation?"

"The visible ones have been dealt with for now."

"...What are our casualties?"

"Two dead, six injured."

"And the enemies?"

"Most are dead, and the survivors are probably being interrogated for information."

The first wave couldn't break us. Would the second wave be able to? They would probably have to crash against us countless times.

Despite the news of victory, what mattered most right now was Elena.

'Please don't be dead.'

Ch.3 - The Boss's Funeral (1)
Elena Pellini, the wolf's only biological child.

There was never a time when she wasn't important, but now that her father was gone, her value had risen higher than ever before.

No matter what anyone said, she was the rightful heir to the Pellini Family.

And it wasn't just the Little Wolf and the Five Families who wanted her.

"..."

"Boss, the young lady has awakened."

"Is that so?"

This man right here, Vincent Lumini, was no exception.

As the caporegime (branch leader) of the district closest to the Chamber of Commerce, he had headed there under the Little Wolf's orders.

People fleeing the building in panic. Police swarming the area. Anyone could tell that trouble had already broken out.

"Damn it."

Unfortunately, he couldn't prevent Vito Pellini's death.

"Boss!"

"What?!"

He managed to find Armo, who was responsible for the Wolf's security, and Elena, who had taken refuge in the bathroom just before the shooting began.

"Young lady! This way!"

"..."

Crash—!

Suddenly, the sound of something breaking.

"Young lady!"

Followed by Armo's urgent voice. Then came Elena's screams.

Lumini's men started to move toward the room, concerned.

"Don't go."

"Boss, are you sure that's alright?"

"Her parent just died. It's understandable she'd act like that."

He thought she would cool down on her own with time. And as cruel as it sounded, Elena herself was more important than her emotions.

"Boss, what are you planning to do now?"

"...We should side with the Wolf."

"With the Little Wolf?"

Lumini and his subordinate were referring to the same person, but their choice of words was subtly different.

"The Wolf may be dead, but the wolves are still going strong."

"I hear they're already withdrawing from the Academy and gathering at the port."

"See? They're already prioritizing what matters."

"Quite a few are turning their backs, though."

Another subordinate answered Lumini.

"Many still remain loyal to the dead Wolf. And most importantly, the wolves have the highest chance of winning."

After Vito Pellini's death, organizations from the outskirts were flooding into the city center. The Five Families, who had been living quietly like the dead after being defeated by the deceased, were beginning to raise their heads again.

But the gangs from the outskirts weren't even worth mentioning.

Of the five bosses of the Five Families, one was already incapacitated, and the remaining ones were fighting among themselves.

"Well, we're off to a good start. We have the young lady in our hands."

But Lumini wasn't a fool. He was known as "Lumini the Wolf" precisely because others acknowledged his cunning.

In the current situation, it would be enough to earn credit by delivering Elena to the Little Wolf. After that, he could lay low and take care of himself, and who knows—perhaps an opportunity to seize power would come his way.

"Young lady! Wait!"

Armo's voice and the sound of a door being roughly opened. Amid the sudden commotion, Lumini, who had been daydreaming about a sweet future, slowly lowered his gaze from the ceiling.

At the same time, Elena emerged from the room and appeared before Lumini and his men.

"Young lady, are you feeling better?"

"...Lumini. You're Vince Lumini, right?"

Vince was a nickname for Vincent. Lumini quickly rose from his seat.

"Yes, Mr. Luke sent me here saying that the Godfather and you might be in danger."

"..."

Click.

"Young lady!"

Armo's startled cry.

It happened in an instant. Elena pulled out a pistol from inside her clothes and aimed it at Lumini's head. It happened so fast it was barely visible.

"Young lady. What on earth are you—"

"Shut up. Why should I believe you? You weren't sent by Luke, but by another Family, weren't you?"

While Elena was subduing Lumini, Armo positioned himself between Elena and Lumini's men.

"Everyone, lower your guns!"

"Tell your men to lower their weapons."

"...Lower them! I said lower them, you bastards!"

Lumini's sweet dream was distorted from the very beginning. After subduing Lumini, Elena took him hostage and secured a vehicle from his subordinates.

Then she headed straight for the Academy.

The place that used to be the Little Wolf's territory, and now was hers.

*

The incident at the Lumini Family was immediately reported to me.

Sarina was taking the call, but her voice was clearly audible to me and the other wolves nearby.

"Luke, what should we do?"

"Tell them to guard their own territory. Contact Giovanni and send the boys to the Academy."

"Yes, understood."

While Sarina carried out my instructions, I let out a sigh of relief. Elena—thank goodness she was alive. And Armo too.

But I never expected her to point a gun at Lumini's head and head for the Academy.

"..."

I rose from my seat.

"Boss?"

"Get ready. We're heading to the Academy too."

Our organization's consigliere, Mr. Salmo, should be at the Academy collecting the ledgers. I had sent Carso to meet him, but given how things had turned out, it seemed better for me to go in person.

"Luke, I'll come with you."

"No, Sarina, you stay here and guard the port."

We needed at least one person to stay behind with the other wolves to protect the port.

"And if you have time, find out what happened to the guys I sent to the Chamber of Commerce."

"...Yes."

Sarina seemed quite displeased that I rejected her company. Yet she still answered properly. If the situation weren't so dire, I might have tried to cheer her up.

"Boss, we're ready!"

At my subordinate's words, I moved away from the fierce sea breeze and got into the car.

"Straight to the Academy."

"Yes."

Before my car departed, several vehicles moved ahead first. It would be problematic if my car was at the front and something happened. Having other cars in front and behind was unavoidable.

"Boss, Carso should have already gone to the Academy. Do we need to go too?"

"Elena is heading there as well."

"Ah..."

"Since things have come to this, we'll meet Mr. Salmo at the Academy and take Elena to the port. That's the safest option."

"Yes!"

The subordinates in my car immediately responded to my words. These guys weren't wolves but members of the Pellini Family from my territory, the port.

Though not comparable to the wolves, they were all official members who had killed someone to join the organization.

"It's surprising though. I thought the young lady would go to the morgue."

"No, she's smart."

It's not like we always had our men stationed at the morgue.

In fact, times like now when we were short-staffed were the most dangerous. Anyone visiting the morgue to see Vito Pellini—my father's body—would clearly be connected to him.

So there would definitely be people lying in ambush, targeting that connection.

Among the bosses of the Five Families, there was one woman who particularly enjoyed such tactics.

"But..."

'Elena must have wanted to see her father too.'

Despite that, she headed to the Academy, her own territory. Was it out of defiance toward me? Or did she risk danger for the sake of her territory and her people?

Either way, she was far from the mischievous young lady I used to know.

Deep in thought, I noticed one of my subordinates signaling to the man sitting next to me.

"Ah, Boss. There's some news that came in just before we left."

"What is it?"

"Carmen and Sanchez have clashed."

The underworld of this city, Heville, was originally ruled by the Five Families. The Marinelli Family, led by my lover Felicia's father, was one of them.

The ones clashing now were the Carmen Family led by Rita Carmen and the Sanchez Family led by Eddie Sanchez. Coincidentally, both family bosses had eliminated their predecessors to reach their current positions.

"Those two are fighting?"

Both families' territories were concentrated in the western part of Heville. The Academy and the port were both located in the eastern part.

This meant the impact of their fight wouldn't affect us for a while.

"Yes. Sanchez will probably win, don't you think?"

"..."

On the surface, Carmen was no match for Sanchez.

The Sanchez Family had many members from Golem backgrounds, including the boss Eddie Sanchez himself. They were undoubtedly a combat-oriented organization.
In contrast, the Carmen Family preferred to resolve issues discreetly from behind the scenes, utilizing their beauty and information network.

"No, if the outcome was that obvious, Carmen wouldn't have started the fight in the first place."

The Carmen Family must have had something up their sleeve. Come to think of it, Carmen and Sanchez had never gotten along.

For someone who rose from a street fighter to a boss, Sanchez valued loyalty and honor. Rita, on the other hand, was skilled at exploiting people's weaknesses through blackmail or persuasion. They were polar opposites.

"Any news from the others?"

"The Marinelli Family hasn't shown any movement."

I could never tell what Felicia and her father were thinking. From warning me about my father's death to everything else.

Meanwhile, the other two families seemed to be expanding their territories.

Once they built up enough strength, they would probably target me. With my father gone, I would be a suitable target for their revenge.

*

Even in the car, the letters visible to my eyes remained. I could appreciate their creativity, but I wasn't particularly fond of how they tried to give me unsolicited advice using all sorts of objects and nature.

"Boss, we've arrived."

We had reached our destination.

When the Academy was still my territory, my public identity was as a faculty member there.

And there was something Elena didn't know... my influence within the Academy was still relatively intact. I had been secretly helping her. If she knew, she would probably be angry first.

She didn't like receiving help, especially from me.

"Boss, shall we get out?"

"Yes."

I got out of the car through the door my subordinate opened. As soon as I stepped out, my view was filled with the place where the country's and city's talents gathered—the Academy.

"..."

I was probably the first among our group to notice.

"Wait, is that—!"

My subordinates rushed toward two people hurriedly getting out of a car.

"Let go!"

"Young lady! Please wait!"

But before my men could reach them, Armo grabbed Elena as she tried to get back into the car. I could also see Lumini in the passenger seat.

I never expected to meet Elena like this.



"Armo, you've been through a lot."

"Not at all, Mr. Luke."

Hearing my voice, Armo quickly put his hands together and responded. Given the situation, he was still holding a pistol.

He seemed unable to look me in the eye properly, perhaps due to guilt over my father's death.

But regardless of that, his loosened tie and disheveled collar showed how chaotic things had been.

"..."

Meanwhile, I noticed a new scar across the bridge of his nose.

Whatever had happened, it was clear he had protected Elena.

"Elena."

I approached Elena, who was still causing a commotion, leaving Armo behind.

"...Luke?"

"Excuse me for a moment."

Thwack—!

I quickly struck her jaw with my fist. Her neck jerked backward as she was arguing with someone else.

"..."

The sudden turn of events seemed to leave Armo and all my subordinates speechless.

"Um, Boss. Wasn't that a bit too harsh?"

"No, that's just right."

I answered while scratching my head. Then I personally lifted the collapsed Elena in my arms and placed her in the car we had arrived in.

"Have the others join Mr. Salmo and Carso. You guys come back with me."

"Yes, Boss."

I was relieved that Elena was safe. Now I could face my father with some dignity.

"Now I can focus on preparing for the funeral."

Ch.4 - The Boss's Funeral (2)
Vito Pellini.

He will be remembered as the boss who lived the most successful life in the history of the mafia in this land.

A remarkable journey from an orphan to the top executioner of the Five Families, and from there to becoming the master of the Five Families.

Exactly three days after Elena returned to our embrace.

Father's funeral was held. It was arranged with the mayor's family to ensure it wouldn't overlap with the mayor's funeral.

"..."

Elena and I had to appear as a couple with no issues in front of others, forgetting the resentment we had built up toward each other over a lifetime.

"Elena, don't bow your head too much."

"...Whose fault is all this anyway."

Elena responded harshly but did as she was told. On her chin remained the mark I had left a few days ago.

It was the result of my ruthless actions.

It wasn't because I hated her, but it was a necessary measure to send her to the harbor quickly within a limited time.

Father's funeral procession was magnificent.

The composition of the funeral procession heading to the funeral home across the city was as follows:

13 limousines.
12 private cars carrying our organization members, separate from the limousines.
3 flower cars positioned at the front, back, and middle.

It was only natural that a large crowd followed the procession that practically occupied the road.

While some showed proper respect and reverence for someone's death, others were merely there because they saw people gathering, just stopping by briefly.

"..."

Those who had been under Father's protection, family members of the organization, or those who simply wanted attention.

They mourned and wailed over Father's death.

There were no attacks against our family during the funeral procession across the city. In truth, it's not that there weren't any attempts at all.

I don't know if it's true, but according to rumors, such opinions had emerged among the executives of the Sanchez Family led by Eddie Sanchez.

Of course, the executive who expressed that opinion was crushed by Sanchez's stone fist.

Killing children who have lost their parents during their parents' funeral?

There are lines that shouldn't be crossed even in conflicts between organizations. No, it would be more accurate to say this is simply basic human decency.

Thanks to that basic decency being observed, Father's funeral procession was able to safely arrive at the funeral home.

The coffin containing Father's body.

Elena and I, along with the other wolves and the remaining caporegimes of the family like Lumini, moved to both sides of the coffin.

"Let's go."

At my word, we began to carry Father's coffin into the funeral home. Elena and I were positioned at the very front.

There could be no more fitting place for us, Father's only children.

After moving the coffin into the building, we placed it on a prepared platform.

The staff approached and carefully opened the coffin lid, folding it back. Father's motionless body came into view once again.

"..."

Elena.

Seeing Father like that, Elena began to tremble.

"Elena."

I called her name and took her hand. For a moment, she tried to shake off my touch, but reluctantly allowed me to hold her hand.

Afterward, Elena and I headed through the countless chairs arranged in the funeral home. We sat side by side in the two chairs at the very front. It was customary for the chief mourners to sit at the front to receive condolences.

While we received comfort and encouragement from the mourners.

*

Some wolves were watching the scene from a distance.

"The young lady is calmer than expected."

"Of course, it's the boss's funeral after all."

The wolves found it very unfamiliar to see their boss, the little wolf, and Elena Pellini not growling at each other. They looked like two children who had lost their beloved parent... or like a proper married couple.

"If only they could always be like that."

"Dream on. It's not like the young lady's reaction is incomprehensible."

Carso responded to Giovanni's comment. Carso was wearing a black suit that was too tight for his golem body.

"What do you mean?"

"Sarina, think about it. Even if they're not blood-related, they grew up as siblings. How would you feel if you had to marry your brother or sister?"

"...I'm an orphan, so I wouldn't know."

"And what if that marriage was decided by your father out of concern for what would happen after his death?"

Despite Sarina's response, Carso continued.

"When you put it that way, it does sound problematic."

Giovanni responded, saying that even though they weren't blood-related, this was essentially incest.

"No, that's not what I meant. Let's think from the young lady's perspective."

The fear that after his death, the little wolf might push his daughter aside. The suspicion that the arrangement was made with such intentions.

"How would you feel in her place? She probably dislikes herself for being inferior to her brother, and has all sorts of thoughts about her brother who's better than her."

"But that's not Luke's fault."

"..."

The golem's mouth, which had been moving non-stop, paused at Sarina's words.

"...Wait, what?"

At Giovanni's sudden reaction, all the wolves looked in the same direction.

At the end of their gaze was Felicia Marinelli, dressed entirely in black, appropriate for the occasion, unlike her usual style.

She was the first mourner from the Five Families. Her appearance momentarily diluted the solemn atmosphere.

Of course, many people still showed a mixture of sadness and awe, regardless of her appearance.

"..."

"..."

Naturally, Elena and I couldn't help but react to her appearance.

Felicia walked past us, approached Father's coffin, and placed a fully bloomed red rose on top of him. Only then did she approach us.

"Luke, Elena. Please accept my condolences. I wish this hadn't happened."

"...Thank you."

Elena answered before I could.

Of course, judging by her expression, she wasn't pleased that a member of the Five Families had shown up here. She probably thought it was brazen.

Elena suppressed the deep sorrow and anger rising from within her.

While she was doing so, I spoke up.
I had already lost the initiative to Elena because of Felicia's suspicious behavior last time.

"Thank you, Felicia. Are you here on behalf of your father?"

"That's right. I'm here in my father's place. I also have something to tell you both."

Felicia tried to finish quickly before other mourners could approach us.

"My father has invited you. You can come together or just one of you. He said it doesn't matter as long as it's the new boss of the Pellini Family."

"..."

"Alright. But we have many issues to deal with besides the funeral. So I'll let your side know our answer later."

Felicia nodded at my words and quickly left the funeral home.

"Armo."

Elena called Armo, who was nearby.

"Don't let anyone from the Five Families in again."

"...Understood."

"I don't think that's really necessary."

"No, we can't let those shameless people in. And Luke, aren't you being too friendly with that woman?"

Elena seemed bothered by my attitude toward Felicia. I had nothing to hide about that.

"Elena. It was Felicia who warned me that you and Father were in danger three days ago."

"..."

"That's how Armo was able to tell Father about it, and I was able to send Lumini to you."

"..."

Elena didn't seem to believe it readily. Of course she wouldn't.

"Why would the Marinelli side..."

"Just because they're part of the Five Families doesn't mean they're all on the same boat."

"What if they're on the same boat but trying to confuse us?"

Elena's persistent suspicion had merit. It's just that my intuition was telling me that wasn't the case.

After Felicia's visit, the procession of mourners continued. It was quite impressive to see people from all walks of life in Heville who had connections with Father gathering one after another.

The deputy mayor, who was acting as interim mayor after the mayor died on the same day as Father, also made an appearance.

There were no mourners from the Five Families except for Felicia. Rather, Felicia was the exception.

Moving Father's coffin to the cemetery was scheduled for a few days later. After today's funeral schedule ended, we returned to the harbor area.

There was no point in lingering and risking something happening that might result in either Elena or me dying—we wouldn't be able to face Father then.

*

The Lupus Carlton Hotel in the harbor area, which I was using as my base while managing the area.

I was about to gather Elena and the other wolves on the top floor to talk.

"So what's this about?"

Elena looked visibly tired, probably from greeting mourners with me. The fact that she wasn't snapping at me showed she didn't have the energy for it.

"There's something we need to clarify at this opportunity."

Saying that, I mentioned again what Felicia had said.

That the boss of the Marinelli Family wanted to meet the new boss of our family.

"...So what? Are you trying to say you're the boss?"

"No, you're our boss, Elena."

"..."

"But I'm the underboss."

"..."

There's that look again. I could clearly see she thought I was going to make her a figurehead boss in name only.

However, the other wolves also seemed displeased with my decision.

"Brother, aren't you making this decision too hastily?"

"We can't leave things in this ambiguous state forever. Elena is the family's boss, and I am the underboss. If anyone has objections, speak now."

I made my intentions clearer in response to Giovanni's question.

"..."

None of the wolves raised any objections.

"Elena?"

Elena, whose name I called, was lost in thought and said nothing. But she showed no signs of refusal.

"...Alright."

Elena approached me, nodded, and answered. She was still wearing a black dress, her face was pale, but her eyes were resolute.

Setting aside her grief over losing Father and her jealousy toward me, she extended her hand to me, determined about what lay ahead.

"Luke."

As my name was called, I kissed the back of her hand.

"Elena."

It was the moment when the new boss and new underboss of the Pellini Family were born.

That's when it happened. Words appeared on the glass window behind Elena. Even though there was no condensation, the words were very clear.

[Until death do you part.]

A truly significant message.

Ch.5 - Children of the Golden Dragon (1)
# The Marinelli Family

Their history was the oldest among the five families, but their time in Heville wasn't long.

The head of the family was Vito Marinelli. Coincidentally, he shared the same name as the new Godfather.

He wasn't from this country, nor was he from this city.

Originally from a wealthy family, he lost his fortune and ended up on the streets due to the changing times. But even the harshness of street life couldn't kill him.

He found an opportunity to rebuild his life in this distant land of Heville and rose to his current position.

Although he lost much of his power and wealth after being defeated by the Wolf.

Dragon Hill Hotel, the main stronghold of the Marinelli Family.

Felicia, who had attended the funeral of Vito Pellini, the Wolf who once ruled this city, returned there.

"Welcome back, miss."

"Mm."

After entering the hotel,

Felicia naturally transformed from her somber black attire into a glamorous outfit. Such adornment was everyday life for her, a descendant of the Golden Dragon. When she was with the Little Wolf, there was no need for such things.

When she was with him, being herself was enough.

At first, she had only approached him out of curiosity about the Wolf's successor.

'I want to see him again.'

Now, ironically, she had become a prisoner of the Little Wolf.

Her precious, special Little Wolf. If he had heard her thoughts, he would have been utterly shocked.

"Sister, where have you been?"

"Just went to the Wolf's funeral."

"Ah."

Her siblings had approached without her noticing.
Like Felicia, they resembled golden maidens.

Those inside this hotel showed little interest in whatever happened in the outside world. Starting with the family boss himself.

"Sister, aren't you pushing yourself too hard lately? Your scales don't look good at all."

"Yeah, and your tail is too rough."

"Huh?"

Felicia checked her tail. Could that be why Luke kept looking at her tail...?

Her face began to turn red from the sudden embarrassment. While her two sisters tried to help with her problem, there was a more urgent matter.

"Wait. Let's meet Father first."

Felicia headed to the higher floor where the family boss resided. As the elevator ascended seemingly endlessly,

The image of Luke and Elena together at the funeral lingered in her mind.

"..."

Seeing them together was unexpected.

Given the circumstances, it couldn't be helped, but somehow she felt jealous. She also resented her past self for not claiming Luke before Elena did.

Ding!

The loud sound announcing their arrival.

As soon as Felicia stepped out of the elevator, her younger brother Manfredi greeted her.

"Felicia, welcome."

"...Wait. Did Father hit you again?"

"It's fine. I'm used to it now."

"..."

Felicia hurried to where her father was. An entire floor of the hotel was dedicated to her father, Vito Marinelli.

"Father."

Vito Marinelli gave no response to his daughter's call.

His hair was dyed golden, his ten fingers adorned with lavish jewels, and he still wore extravagant clothes, but his eyes revealed traces of tension and fatigue.

"Father."

"...Felicia?"

Marinelli's room was extremely... lavish and dreamlike. It felt like the embodiment of a world of pleasure.

Except for the feeling of emptiness hidden within the splendor.

"I attended the Wolf's funeral."

"Ah, yes. He died, didn't he."

Felicia was certain that if her father had been in a normal state, he would have shown a stronger reaction.

Though he still maintained his sociable and flamboyant personality. Perhaps his fear of betrayal and failure had grown?

He still possessed the charisma to lead people, but it was nothing compared to the past.

But most importantly, he was now practically a ruined man.

Alcohol, cigarettes, women, and drugs. Addicted to all of them, one might say.

The father she remembered wasn't someone who didn't understand the importance of balance in life. But now he was different.

His excessive wastefulness and extravagance were eating away at the Marinelli Family's growth potential.

If Felicia and Manfredi hadn't desperately worked to restore their former glory... the Marinelli Family might have gone bankrupt long ago.

"I conveyed your message to the Little Wolf and the Wolf's daughter. Someone will come soon."

"Yes, yes, they must. Now that the Wolf is dead, they have no choice."

Marinelli merely echoed his daughter's words. Felicia carefully sniffed the air.

Though not certain, it was clear that her father was currently under the influence of alcohol and drugs.

Quietly observing him, Felicia came up with a plausible strategy.

"Father, I just had a good idea."

"...Well, let's hear it."

*

The Lupus Carlton Hotel of the Pellini Family was completely different from the Marinelli Family's Dragon Hill Hotel.

Important matters were unfolding there as well.

After kissing Elena's hand, I stood up and returned to my seat.

"Now that we've decided on the Boss and Under Boss, we should also determine the Consigliere."

"..."

I was the first to mention the need for a new Consigliere.

Biere Salmo. The Consigliere who helped my father grow the Pellini Family into the rulers of Heville. Unfortunately, he couldn't attend my father's funeral.

Because he might have had to attend his own.

He was already elderly, and the recent turmoil had taken a toll on his body. Despite this, he had even managed to gather the business ledgers from both my father's territory and the academy for Elena and me.

"Elena."

"Yes?"

"What do you want to do?"

I didn't expect an immediate answer. The wolves present at this meeting were excellent fighters, but they weren't suitable for the role of Consigliere.

The Consigliere is the boss's advisor. In other words, essentially the organization's strategist.

We couldn't appoint Armona, who was originally in charge of my father's security, or Lumini, who was still not trustworthy enough, to that position.

"What about Salmo's son?"

"Him?"

Giovanni suggested a pretty good candidate. Come to think of it, Salmo's son was a lawyer.

"I'm not sure if Salmo would allow it."

"Still, it wouldn't hurt to ask."

Elena said Salmo would probably object, but that remained to be seen. This wasn't an ordinary situation.

If Salmo's son became the new Consigliere, it would complete a perfect generational change.

We decided to check with Salmo and his son first, then moved on to the next issue.

"Elena, I think it's better if I go to the Marinelli Family alone."

The Boss and Under Boss didn't need to move together. Especially not in the current situation.

As the Under Boss, I could visit them as Elena's representative, which would maintain appearances.

"..."

"Elena, what's wrong?"

However, her reaction wasn't good at all. She seemed not to trust me, even though I had just acknowledged her as Boss moments ago.

"Luke, you're not planning something strange with that woman, are you?"

"...What?"

"Miss, just a moment."

I was simply dumbfounded and asked back. But Giovanni reacted more intensely than I did.

"Giovanni, she's not 'Miss' anymore, she's the Boss."

Carso was concerned about Giovanni's rising voice. Meanwhile, Sarina didn't speak but wore a grim expression.

"Wait, everyone, stop."

I tried to calm the situation before it got worse.

"Aren't you all being too disrespectful to the Miss?"

"So it's fine to be disrespectful to the Boss?"

"Giovanni, the Boss just asked you to stop."

When Armo, who was present, spoke up, Giovanni retorted. As he was about to repeat himself, Carso said what I was going to say.

"Elena. Do you really think I would team up with the Marinelli guys to harm Father?"

"No, that's impossible. You would never kill Father. But it's true that you're unusually favorable toward that woman."

So she didn't think I was the culprit in this incident, but she suspected I was plotting something with Felicia.

I wasn't sure whether to be happy about this or not.

"Elena, if you're really suspicious, I don't mind if you come with me."

"..."

Thinking about it, Elena had only one option in response to my question. If she said she wanted to come along after I said this, it would mean she didn't trust me.

"Elena. I'm innocent."

"Sigh... Alright. I'll leave that to you."

Elena quickly backed down. Carso and Armo breathed sighs of relief.

Afterward, Armo quickly changed the subject to shift the atmosphere.

There was no major conflict since Elena's momentum had diminished, but in the middle of the discussion, uninvited guests appeared.

"Boss!"

"What? Can't you see we're in a meeting?"

Giovanni responded to the organization members looking for me.

"Attack! We're under attack! The northern harbor's Pier 1 is being attacked!"

"..."

I quickly rose from my seat, with Giovanni and Sarina following.

"Elena, you stay here."

I patted her somewhat dejected shoulder and headed out.

There was a reason I volunteered to be Under Boss. Not to make Elena a puppet I could control, but to do what I do best.

What Elena lacked was experience and force. I could fill those gaps for her.

"How many of them?"

"Just the ones we've confirmed... more than twenty."

"Giovanni, take the Claws and go to Pier 1."

"Yes!"

"Luke, what about me?"

Sarina asked as Giovanni left our side.

"Sarina, have half of the Fangs stand by here, and send the other half to the southern harbor."

"...Understood."

Her expression hardened at the thought of being separated from me. I decided to head north with the regular organization members.

Each wolf had their role.
If Giovanni's Claws were the strike force, Sarina's Fangs were the assassination unit.

If the attackers were all there was to this attack, the reinforcements I was bringing with Giovanni would be enough, and we could also move half of the Fangs waiting here if needed.

If they were targeting another location while we rushed north, Sarina and the Fangs on standby could respond.

"What are you waiting for? Get the cars ready!"

The response from Giovanni and the wolves was clearly faster than that of the regular organization members. My group and I followed closely behind them.

Pier 1, located in the northern harbor.

While the dock workers and laborers retreated, the Pellini Family members stood their ground firmly.

Slam!

The sound of car doors closing echoed all around.

"Wipe them out!"

As soon as Giovanni and the wolves arrived, what had been a place of labor moments ago transformed into a complete battlefield. The workers with connections to us acted wisely.

"Boss, we've arrived."

There was no time to wait for the organization members to open the door for me.

I got out of the car immediately and joined Giovanni and the other wolves. But something seemed off. Even at a glance, the number of enemies seemed far more than twenty.

However, that didn't change the outcome.
While the wolves suffered minimal injuries, many organization members were shot, had their brains blown out, or lost limbs.

"..."

"Boss, good work."

"Yeah. Sort out the survivors and handle them as usual."

"Yes."

After my father's death, the reptiles who first attacked the southern harbor still hadn't talked. They were from the outskirts of the city, but that aspect was commendable.

The closed and narrow nature of an organization directly translates to ironclad security.

*

I left the cleanup to Giovanni and headed back to the Lupus Carlton Hotel to report the situation.

The result was our overwhelming victory.
Although it took some time, it wasn't a bad outcome.

"She's probably still awake."

Checking the current time, it was late at night. Thinking Elena wouldn't be asleep yet, I headed to the top floor.

I met Elena coming toward me, having heard the elevator sound.

"..."

Elena's gaze immediately went to various parts of my clothes. I had forgotten that I was covered in blood from rushing here.

"Elena. I've taken care of everything..."

"I understand, go inside and wash up. I'll take care of your clothes."

"...Alright. Thanks."

Elena was the daughter of a mafia family. It was natural for her to handle my bloodstained clothes skillfully.

What surprised me came next.

After washing off all the sticky red blood, I found Elena waiting for me on the bed. I wondered what this situation was all about.

"Why are you staring like that?"

"Well, this kind of situation isn't exactly familiar, is it?"

Elena said she was just trying to appease the wolves' anger this way, so I shouldn't misunderstand at all.

"..."

Several thoughts crossed my mind, but I just lay down on the bed. Of course, I didn't forget to report about the fight at Pier 1.

Despite Elena's questioning voice, I suddenly felt tired and wanted to sleep.

Elena found it strange that Luke wasn't responding to her questions despite her asking.

"What's this?"

He was sleeping very peacefully, though she didn't know since when.

"..."

He was a man whose inner thoughts she could never understand. He had always looked down on her, and that hadn't changed.

What she found most incomprehensible was something else.

The man before her eyes was a figure of love and hate for her.

Not her real family, but a man who was chosen by her father before her and acted like family.

But he was also the first man she had shared a bed with, and the man who knew her best.

With her father gone... he was the only family she could rely on.

Elena felt it was strange even to herself, but she touched Luke as he slept soundly. Since they were husband and wife, there was nothing wrong with her actions.

What could anyone say about a wife checking on her husband's condition?

'If only he could be this quiet all the time.'

"..."

Elena thought there might be wounds on her husband's body from the recent fight.

Yes, this was to check for any possible injuries.

The next morning. For some reason, the bed felt particularly disturbed.

Judging by the disheveled hair and pressure marks all over the body, it seemed there had been a lot of tossing and turning.

"..."

Elena was still asleep. I didn't bother to wake her on my way to the Marinelli Family.

Given her reaction yesterday, it seemed better not to provoke her unnecessarily.

"Boss, we'll come with you."

My wolves approached. Of course, Giovanni wasn't among them. I decided to take only Carso and Sarina with me.

Giovanni was already busy interrogating the captives from yesterday, and I planned to ask Armo to guard Elena. Lumini and his subordinates would need a new territory.

Dragon Hill Hotel, located in the southeastern part of the city.

It was essentially the headquarters of the Marinelli Family, as their boss practically lived there. When I got out of the car, I couldn't have anticipated it.

That Felicia would take advantage of her father's unsound mind...

To make such a proposal.

Ch.6 - The Descendants of the Golden Dragon (2)
Before heading to Dragon Hill Hotel, the headquarters of the Marinelli Family.

A man who maintained unwavering loyalty to my dead father joined us at the port with his subordinates.

His name was Richard Banella. His real name was Ricardo Banella.

He was one of the caporegimes (branch managers) who oversaw a separate district near the Academy. He had long been known by the nickname "Madman."

Usually, mafia nicknames are given for various reasons. Naturally, he earned his nickname for doing many abnormal things.

When Banella was still an ordinary member of the organization.

He received an order. It was a job that required him to go to a city other than Havilly.

Specifically...

He had to teach a lesson to a man who had an affair with the wife of a made man from the Pellini Family. It was easy to predict what would happen if they assigned this task to the husband himself.

He would likely kill the adulterer and then some. That's why a third party had to get involved.

Banella received a delivery man's uniform and a suitable truck prepared by the Family, and headed to the adulterer's house. He knocked on the door with a package in his hand.

Disguising oneself as a delivery person is one of the mafia's time-honored strategies.

It had a high success rate, obviously because few people would question someone claiming to deliver a package. Even if they hadn't ordered anything, human curiosity would get the better of them.

"What? A delivery?"

But surprisingly, the person who opened the door wasn't the adulterer. Instead, it was a woman who appeared to be his family member.

"Get out of my way!"

Banella pushed the woman aside, entered the house, and found the adulterer. He immediately put a knife to his throat and tied him to a large pool table.

"Wait, why are you doing this?!"

"I'm giving you punishment that fits your crime, you son of a bitch."

He quickly pulled down the adulterer's pants and cut off his testicles. As he himself described it, amusingly enough, the blood that spurted out splattered onto two nearby pool balls.

It was because of acts like these that he came to be called the Madman.

"Nothing personal. Just doing my job."

That was all Banella said after committing the deed.

"Banella, it's been a while."

"Mr. Luke!"

I naturally welcomed him and his subordinates. He was much more trustworthy than Lumini.

However, the guy did something strange to me. He suddenly stuck his tongue out repeatedly.

"..."

Though the wolves around us tried to stop him, saying he shouldn't do that, I just let it slide.

Anyway, it seemed better to assign him to guard either the north or south side of the port instead of Lumini. Of course, I had this message relayed to Elena through Carso.

She was still sleeping.

As we left the port and headed toward the hotel, I kept thinking about the fact that I had slept with Elena. It was almost the first time since we became husband and wife.

It was a truly peculiar feeling. Not that I disliked it, but it was somewhat awkward.

To begin with, I wasn't particularly fond of Elena.

Especially since she had the same black hair and red eyes as my father. So it was inevitable that I would think of my father whenever I saw Elena.

It's not her fault.

Come to think of it, my first meeting with her wasn't bad. When I was still young but going through the training that wolves endure.

Father suddenly brought in a newborn baby to show me.

"Luke, this is your sister Elena."

"My sister?"

How happy he looked... bringing the newborn Elena to show me.

In my original world, I had several siblings, so I thought I could handle having another sister here too.

But seeing father's bright smile... somehow I felt:

'So that's what a genuine smile to one's child looks like.'

Father's sincere smile. Elena was very cute and lovable, but.

I instinctively realized that I could never be father's real child. Even though my body was young, my mind was that of an adult.

Perhaps that's why.

I tried to do everything better than Elena, and subtly pressured her. After she realized she was no match for me, I stopped doing even that.

No matter what outdated reasons I attached to it, it was my fault.

In my original world, I grew up in the arms of a family without any problems, lacking nothing. In this life too, the only thing I lacked was my height. But as it turned out, there was one more thing.

A real family.

Perhaps I went astray because I couldn't fulfill that. But as they say, humans are creatures of adaptation. I eventually adapted.

By making the wolves my new family.

Giovanni, Carso, Sarina. These three in particular were special to me. When I was training to become a wolf, only these three and I survived.

Now I just needed to consider Elena as part of that circle too.

"Boss, we're almost there."

"Good."

*

I heard the driver announcing that we had almost reached our destination.

Only after the car came to a complete stop did I get out with my subordinates.

"Luke, you came earlier than expected."

"Manfredi."

Vito Marinelli's eldest son and Felicia's younger brother, Manfredi.

Like his sister, he had golden hair, but it was hard to forget how he had cut it short as if it was a bother.

And unlike his family members, he dressed more for practicality than flashy fashion.

Apart from appearances, Manfredi was one of the two pillars leading the current Family along with Felicia. Their father Vito had become almost an invalid.

"Yeah."

Unlike Felicia, I didn't meet him often. Though it was just a few years, it seemed Manfredi had grown by enduring harsh trials.

"Father and Felicia are waiting."

"Alright, let's go right away."

There was no need to delay. I followed Manfredi to where we needed to go in this lavish hotel.

"What? Why is he here?!"

As soon as we stepped out of the elevator, Vito Marinelli's youngest son appeared. I was sure his name was... no, I seemed to be wrong. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't remember it.

"Luca, Father and Felicia called him. Step aside."

"What? Father did?"

Ah, right, Luca. But Luca didn't seem to believe Manfredi's words.

Unlike his sister and brother, he had black hair like me.

He had a small stature and build like mine, and a face that still hadn't lost its youthful appearance, which I couldn't help but find laughable.

As if he had read my thoughts, he started picking a fight with me.

"Hey, you! Can't you read the situation?"

"What? I was killing people when you were still in diapers."

"So what? Who cares. Now you look like you should be wearing diapers."

"..."

The best way to respond to such provocation? It's to give them a taste of their own medicine.

Thud—!

After taking a hit to the jaw from me, he staggered for a moment before collapsing.

"..."

Manfredi looked at his youngest brother. My subordinates were tense, not knowing what action Manfredi would take.

"Manfredi, your brother started it."

"Yeah, just follow me."

Fortunately, Manfredi prioritized escorting me to Vito Marinelli.

Before long, I could see Vito Marinelli with my own eyes.

"..."

A much larger build than the average person. Plus the flashy attire and golden hair remained the same.

But looking at the blue tinge in his eyes, I could easily tell what he had been doing.

"...Is that Blue Eyes?"

"Yes. His condition isn't good enough for you not to notice immediately."

Manfredi advised me not to put too much weight on everything his father said. Even if he said something inappropriate, it wasn't his true intention.

"..."

"After talking with Father, let's speak separately with me and Felicia. That would be more comfortable for you."

"Alright, let's do that."

After Manfredi explained all the precautions about his father, I approached Vito Marinelli, who was alone in the vast space.

Of course, Felicia and her sisters were nearby, watching me. They were huddled together talking about something, but as soon as Felicia saw me, she gave me a smiling glance.

"Vito Marinelli. It's good to see you."

"..."

"Father, the little wolf is here."

When there was no response to my words, Manfredi, who was far away, spoke to his father.

"...What did you say?"

Seeing that he responded to his son's voice, a father was still a father after all. Vito looked at me without bothering to fix his disheveled hair.

I quickly removed my hat and slightly bowed my head to show respect.

"Ah, aah."

Vito looked at me and seemed to remember something.

"Ah, you don't need to do that. Aren't you a boss now too? Have you ever seen a boss do that to another boss?"

"..."

How should I answer? He seemed more lucid than I thought.

"No, I'm not a boss yet."

"What?"

The former clarity seemed to return to Vito's eyes, which had been cloudy until just now. Whatever the reason.

"...Didn't the wolf die?"

"Elena Pellini. She's the new boss."

I decided to just give the answer before he could say anything strange.

"Ha!"

Vito laughed as if he found it absurd.

"You've made a truly difficult choice."

"Not really."

Compared to someone's children, that is. I was thinking specifically about the Marinelli children.

"I won't offer my condolences."

"..."

Honestly, I didn't expect it either. The bosses of the five Families generally considered my father their mortal enemy.

"I dislike that man you call father."

"Could you tell me why?"

It was clearly a mocking tone, but at least he didn't seem to take it that way.

"You ask because you don't know?! He gave me my only defeat and then died as he pleased. So what does that make me now? An eternal loser!"

Same Vito, but one is an eternal winner, the other an eternal loser.

"Thank you for informing me about my father's crisis through Felicia."

"What a thing to say."

He seemed to be getting to the point now. That wasn't a bad thing for me either.

I didn't plan to leave the port unattended for long.

"The fact that you came here means you think there's at least some value in talking with me, right?"

"I'm not sure yet."

"Hahaha!"

He laughed heartily. Or perhaps he was just pretending to.

"I won't speak at length. My daughter, Felicia. How about marrying her?"

"..."

I immediately turned my gaze to Felicia.

She didn't avoid my gaze at all. Rather, she looked at me proudly. As if this was something she had prepared.

Her beautiful sisters were also by Felicia's side.

"It wouldn't be a bad deal for you either."

"And for the Marinelli Family as well, I suppose."

"That goes without saying. Otherwise, I wouldn't hand over my precious daughter to you."

"..."

Instead of answering right away, I countered with a formal response.

"As I said earlier, I'm the underboss of the Pellini Family. Elena is the boss. I need time to consult with her."

"Arrogant bastard. Showing such a lukewarm attitude about my daughter."

"I didn't intend to disparage her."

"..."

He made a subtle expression while observing my attitude.

"Fine, but I won't wait long."

"Understood."

Afterwards, I immediately left Dragon Hill Hotel. That place where Vito Marinelli, Manfredi, and Felicia were.

Then I went straight back to the port on the east side of the city and relayed this proposal to Elena and the other executives.

"No."

Elena's answer came without a moment's hesitation.

"Absolutely not!"

On top of that, Sarina was adamantly opposed as well.

Ch.7 - Children of the Wolf (1)
# Felicia Marinelli and My Strategic Marriage

Thanks to this, the Lupus Carlton Hotel became quite noisy.

"I mean, they're not even on the same level to begin with."

"What level?"

"Felicia is the boss's daughter, and our lady is now the boss. Brother is already the boss's husband, but if he becomes the husband of another boss's daughter..."

I understood what Giovanni was trying to say.

"Setting that aside, what's important is that the Marinelli Family has made this proposal."

But Carso changed the subject.

"What does that mean?"

Elena asked, still looking uncomfortable.

"It means they're the only one of the five families with whom we might have a chance to cooperate. The other families are likely involved in the Don's assassination."

"Isn't it possible that the Marinelli side also cooperated?"

"If that were the case, it would be stupid. I don't think they're foolish enough not to consider the consequences."

When Armo raised a question, Carso dismissed it easily.

"So? Are you saying you support this proposal, Carso?"

"No. I personally don't support it either, but it's necessary."

The situation was different from when Father took control of this city.

Elena's and my greatest motivation and justification was avenging Father, and our targets were the five families.

Unlike Father, who subdued them by exploiting the discord among the five families, we might need to face all of them. In this situation, one family wasn't just stepping aside—they were becoming our allies.

"..."

Elena's expression changed after hearing Carso's words.

She still looked uncomfortable, but her expression suggested she thought his point was reasonable. After all, Elena wasn't stupid, nor was she bad at assessing situations.

"Wait a minute. We should ask Luke, the person concerned. Luke?"

"...I'm in favor."

"What?!"

"As Carso said, bringing Marinelli to our side is a good move. It will greatly reduce the threat from the southern harbor."

Sarina was shocked by my answer. Elena's expression also worsened.

But the advantage was clear.

Our expansion would be limited to the west and north where the academy was located, but it was good that we wouldn't have to worry about the south.

"Elena, there's one more advantage for us."

"...What is it?"

Elena, weighing both the poor state of the organization and her personal feelings, asked me.

"Sarina, you know their situation well."

Instead of explaining myself, I had Sarina do it.

I wanted her, who was strongly opposed, to explain the benefits of accepting this proposal with her own mouth. I thought Elena would respond better to someone else's explanation than to mine.

"First, Boss Vito Marinelli is addicted to cigarettes, alcohol, women, and drugs. He's become a wreck."

"I know that too. I heard he's completely soaked in Blue Eyes."

The drug Blue Eyes that Elena mentioned.
It's a well-known drug named for the blue tint it gives to addicts' pupils, but it wasn't something our side dealt with.

"That was Rita Carmen's doing."

As Giovanni said, it was her doing that got Vito Marinelli hooked on drugs.

Whether it was intentional or she just delivered the final blow to a situation that had already developed that way, I didn't know.

"Sarina, continue."

"Yes, because of that, his children are running the family in place of Vito Marinelli. The eldest son, Manfredi, handles maintaining order in the family's territory and matters requiring force, while the eldest daughter, Felicia, takes care of external affairs and business."

The other children also had their responsibilities, but those two were the important ones.

"If we accept this proposal... Felicia won't be able to stay with her family if she's to remain by your side."

As soon as Sarina finished her explanation, Carso added, saying this part needed to be made clear.

"Ah, and one more thing. Vito Marinelli's condition isn't as bad as we thought."

"..."

It wasn't that I hadn't spoken out of turn. But for a drug addict, his condition wasn't that serious.

In other words, Felicia's absence might not have as much negative impact on them as we thought.

When I deliberately mentioned this, Elena fixed her gaze on me. I just wanted to tell her the facts, and I did.

But it seemed that Elena couldn't make a decision because of my attitude.

Until Elena reached her own conclusion.

The others continued to offer various opinions. Since the general direction had been set, we needed to maximize efficiency.

Various conditions were added, and they began to be divided into those that must be adhered to and those that need not be.

I waited long enough so as not to appear to be pressuring Elena. Only then did I say:

"Elena, what do you want to do?"

"Alright, let's do it."

"..."

Sarina's expression was not good after hearing Elena's answer. Of course, Elena and Giovanni's expressions were also negative, but not to the extent of Sarina's.

Later, as evening came, Elena and I gathered in the same bedroom again.

"Elena."

"..."

We had decided on my strategic marriage with Felicia, and Carso personally conveyed our answer to them.

The Marinelli Family hadn't responded yet, but since they had made the proposal first, it seemed unlikely they would reject it.

However, while Elena understood intellectually, her heart seemed to disagree. Simply put, she was sulking now.

"Elena, are you going to keep this up?"

"..."

Instead of answering, she turned off the standing lamp that was on and turned her body away completely.

She didn't get angry with me, but she didn't share her thoughts either. I gave up trying to continue the conversation, thinking it would only upset Elena more.

All the lights in the room went out, and there was no noise to disturb our sleep.

But Elena, who fell asleep before me, started tossing and turning noticeably. Enough to disturb my sleep.

"...Father."

Seeing her twist her body severely and urgently call for her father.

It seemed she was suffering, recalling the situation when Father passed away.

Click—!

I turned on the standing lamp that had been turned off, then hugged Elena.

"..."

Then I stroked her thick black hair, identical to her father's. Needless to say, she had awakened from her sleep.

When she was in my arms and I was stroking her hair, she didn't show it, but from the way she tried not to show me her expression... it was obvious.

*

The next day.

It seemed that it wasn't just Elena and Sarina who opposed this proposal.

On the Marinelli Family's side, all of Vito's children except for Felicia, the person directly concerned, appeared to be against this decision. But Vito Marinelli, the boss and head of the family, didn't back down.

Not knowing that his eldest daughter secretly desired to marry me.

He just tried not to make his precious daughter's willingness to sacrifice herself for the family in vain.

"Wait, what is this? My daughter must be able to return to her family whenever she wants. Otherwise, this proposal is off."

Just as I and the wolves were trying to gain as much as possible from this proposal, he too was trying to minimize his losses.

For now, we decided to follow the compromise proposed by Carso on that issue.

Felicia could return to her family whenever she wanted, but she had to be with me, her husband, at least four days a week.

"...I want to get out of this stupid debate quickly."

"I agree."

Elena and Sarina hated it whenever this process repeated.

"Elena."

"..."

Of course, whenever I called her name and tried to persuade her, Elena would listen to me and go along with it.

Carso and I focused on the strategic marriage with the Marinelli Family, and Giovanni was preparing for the case where the marriage alliance with the Marinelli Family would be established.

Our Pellini Family, stuck in the eastern harbor of the city, and the Marinelli Family, located in the southeastern part of the city.

We needed to clean up the minor forces existing between the territories of the two families at once. Manfredi on the Marinelli side was showing the same movements as Giovanni.

Manfredi probably didn't personally welcome this situation either, but he couldn't go against his father and sister's wishes.

Armo continued to focus on Elena's security, and the former consigliere accepted our proposal. He agreed to his son becoming the new consigliere.

Meanwhile, Vincent Lumini and Richard Banella.

The two caporegimes who had given up their territories and joined us were put in charge of the northern docks of the harbor.

As this situation continued, meaningful to some and meaningless to others.

For me, truly infuriating news was delivered.

I don't know who did it, but a rumor began to circulate in this city, Heville. The rumor claimed that the little wolf, Luke Pellini, was involved in the death of the wolf, Vito Pellini.

And one newspaper even published this nonsensical rumor as an article.

Seeing that other media didn't react, they were either concerned about how I would respond or there was another reason.

Of course, Elena, who saw the article, carefully called me out and showed me the newspaper.

"Luke."

"..."

I checked the contents of the newspaper she showed me. It was all nonsense from beginning to end.

There were more than one or two factual errors to begin with.

At that time, I was receiving goods coming into the harbor from another organization across the sea, that is, a large quantity of drugs.

It could be proven by the testimony of the person in charge who was with me, other wolves, and even the stevedores who were at the scene at the time.

But Elena said there was no need to go that far.

"I believe you, but others won't."

I was curious about how the other five families would react.

I was both the wolf's son and their benefactor who had avenged their grudge. Or if they were the real culprits, they might have burst into laughter seeing this article.

Whether it's fortunate or not.

To conclude, the general public in Heville was either uninterested in or negative about this article.

The mayor's death was emerging as a more important issue, and Eddie Sanchez was causing problems day after day in the western part of the city.

While they were precious parents to Elena and me, to them, they were just deceased people who had already left this world.

However, it seemed that those involved in the underworld found it credible. It was clear that there had been a change in the succession structure of our family.

I, who was originally the successor, was pushed aside, and Elena, the biological child, took that position.

But they would also find it strange.

If I had harmed Father, why didn't I become the boss and instead yielded the position to Elena?

Well, if they were the kind of people who believed such things, they might think that I had made Elena a figurehead and was holding the real power.

Meanwhile, there were those who had started to move belatedly.

They were the police of this city.

With the current mayor and the mafia's godfather both dead, they couldn't not investigate.

A task force dedicated to this case was formed, and they began to narrow down the most likely suspects first.

And they excluded me from the list of suspect candidates.

I couldn't possibly know that fact, but if I had known, I would have shown that scene to Elena and more.

Ch.8 - Wolf's Children (2)
# Heavily Police.

Among them, those who would handle the recent major incident—the one where the city's mayor and godfather died together—had gathered in one place.

They would be called the Organized Crime Task Force, though it was a temporary name.

"Everyone's here. I know you're all worried with how tense things have been lately."

The task force leader welcomed his new team members.

Behind him was a chart displaying the crime organizations of this city, particularly the five most powerful families and the Pellini Family. Of course, it couldn't show every member of the organizations.

There were simply too many.

At the very top was the Boss.
Below the Boss in rank were the Underboss and Consigliere.
These three positions formed a triangle that constituted the core of the organization.

Below the triangle were the Caporegimes (branch managers) of each district. Having the organizational charts of the Five Families and the Pellini Family all in one place made for quite a spectacle.

Of course, these charts were incomplete. Recent chaos had brought many changes that weren't properly reflected.

"Shouldn't Vito Pellini be taken down?"

"There seem to be too many dead faces up there anyway."

After incorporating the team members' opinions, the organizational chart took on a new form.

While the Five Families' charts were in disarray, the Pellini Family's was absolute chaos.

It wasn't clear who the boss was, with a bedridden Consigliere and an Underboss rumored to have killed the Boss.

"The Pellini side is finished."

"Not just the upper ranks, but the middle tier of Caporegimes is in shambles too."

The Pellini Family had about thirty Caporegimes, including the bosses of the Five Families. But most of them had either died, betrayed the family, or gone independent.

"Alright, everyone focus. Our goal isn't to clean up all that trash. It's to catch the perpetrator of this case."

The leader then introduced the main suspects in this case.

They were the bosses of the Five Families.

"Are we excluding Luke Pellini?"

"Ah, good question. I've been thinking about that. But my conclusion is this: he had no reason to do it."

"...Even if he did, he wouldn't have wanted this situation."

Another team member pointed to the Pellini Family's organizational chart, and some officers snickered.

"Right, and decisively, the little wolf was reportedly receiving drugs at the docks when the incident occurred."

"Isn't there a possibility he collaborated?"

One team member mentioned there had been urgent movement from the port to the Chamber of Commerce.

"That's possible. But we need to catch the other guys."

Some team members didn't understand. It seemed like a good approach to dig into the connection between the little wolf and the real culprit.

But the leader wanted to focus on the Five Families.

Why? Perhaps he'd received orders from above. The current acting mayor, who was the deputy mayor, was rumored to be a collaborator with the Pellini Family along with the mayor.

"Well then, let's start again."

The leader began discussing the Five Families.

The Russo Family in the north of the city.
The Sanchez, Carmen, and Dragovich Families in the west.
The Marinelli Family in the southeast.

Among them, the biggest problem currently was the Sanchez Family and their boss, Eddie Sanchez.

The leader mentioned him as the strongest suspect, but team members were skeptical.

"Sir, didn't you just say our goal wasn't to clean up those guys?"

"Yes, I did."

"But to arrest Sanchez and his men... we'd have to wage urban warfare."

Eddie Sanchez, the most famous golem in Heavily.

And not just any golem. While other golems were made of stone, he possessed a hardness close to steel. People didn't call him "Iron Fist" for nothing.

Originally a street fighter, these characteristics meant he never hesitated to fight directly.

Until he was defeated by the wolf.

His robust body and rough appearance remained, but the aftermath of countless fights covered his body like a grand painting.

"I hear his temperament has gotten even worse."

"More generous to friends, more ruthless to enemies."

The police officers talked as if it wasn't their concern, but their fear was evident.

After Sanchez was defeated by the wolf and suffered the humiliation of becoming a mere Caporegime in the Pellini Family... he and his organization took a big hit.

But then came the opportunity of the wolf's death. He didn't miss his chance and took action.

The Carmen Family led by Rita Carmen and other Caporegimes of the Pellini Family.
Other organizations gathering from the outskirts to the center of the city.

He made them all his enemies.

It was even projected that he would soon clash with the Dragovich Family, whose territory overlapped with his.

"..."

All team members knew what it meant to confront the Sanchez Family.

As one officer had said, this was more likely to be a war than an investigation.

But what could they do? Though the damage would be significant, it was clear that if they didn't act immediately, there would be numerous casualties. Plus, there was that strange pressure from above.

There was nothing they could do.

*

At the Lupus Carlton, a hotel in the port area of eastern Heavily.

Elena and I were discussing what to do about the newspaper that had spread false rumors.

"So who should we assign this to?"

Elena asked me first. She was deferring to me to determine the right person for this job.

It was an attitude of respect toward her Underboss.

"I think someone other than the wolves would be good."

I also spoke with respect for her. Rather than deciding for her, I was excluding certain candidates so she could choose from the remaining options.

"Armo would struggle with this kind of job. I think it's down to those two."

Armo was steadfast and loyal. His slow thinking was a flaw, but the aforementioned virtues were enough to establish his value.

"Lumini and Banella?"

"The madman would be good. He's always been good at this kind of thing."

"Alright, I'll contact him right away."

Now I had to do the same job with Elena that I used to do with my father. She was our new boss.

I immediately contacted Ricardo Banella. I briefly explained the situation.

That there were people spreading false rumors that I, not someone else, had killed my father. Banella seemed to get the hint just from this much.

This was the kind of work he handled, which had caught the attention of higher-ups and earned him the position of Caporegime.

"How should I handle it?"

"I'll leave it to you."

The brief call ended. As soon as I put down the receiver, I looked at Elena, and she nodded. It meant there would be no problems.

From the top floor of the hotel, the view of the port and city center was quite stimulating.

"..."

Elena's gaze was surveying the districts we had lost. Particularly the Academy.

The Academy was important to me too, so I wanted to reclaim it relatively quickly. While the organizational network that Elena and I had built was still intact.

Opening the window just a little let in a strong wind.

"...Wait. What are you doing all of a sudden?"

Elena reacted with surprise as I started to fix her hair, which had been disheveled by the wind.

"Your hair's a mess."

"Don't do that."

Considering the boss's dignity, that made sense. I immediately backed off at Elena's words.

"...Don't do it when others are around."

"Got it."

Only after I readily gave up did Elena set her condition. It meant I could do it when we were alone.

I wondered if this was the same Elena who had been so sensitive toward me all this time.

[Marriage is easy, but family is difficult]

Suddenly, the shape of a distant cloud seemed to move as if alive.

Marriage is easy? Not at all in the world I lived in.

I wonder what the person sending these nonsensical proverbs was trying to say.

Anyway, what was certain was that the top floor of this hotel was a space for just Elena and me, unless something special happened.

Soon, a new family member named Felicia might join us.

Knock knock!

It was the visit of an expected guest.

"Come in."

As soon as Elena finished speaking, Carso and another man entered through the front door.

The man removed his hat at a balanced pace—quick but unhurried—to show respect to us.

"Salmo, it's been a while."

"Miss, Mr. Luke. I apologize for not attending the Godfather's funeral."

Anthony "Tony" Salmo, son of Bier Salmo, was one of the lawyers frequently used by our Pellini Family. His record in court was quite impressive at 5 wins and 1 loss.

In that sense, he was already in the same boat as us. However, if he were to succeed his father as Consigliere, it wouldn't just be about being in the same boat—his life would be at risk.

That's the kind of position Consigliere was.

The advisor to the Boss and Underboss, and the organization's third-in-command. In some cases, they could wield more power than the Underboss.

Usually, this happened when they were veterans of the organization. If Anthony's father, Bier Salmo—Mr. Salmo—had been the Consigliere, my rank might have been third rather than second.

"The Godfather would have been pleased to see you two like this."

"Thank you."

Elena responded to Anthony's words, and Anthony kissed the backs of both our hands.

As an Associate of our Pellini Family, he wasn't an official member. In a way, this was an oath of loyalty.

Typically, during the initiation process, they assign difficult tasks.
The most common is murder, but not just any murder.

Anyone with half a brain would understand the meaning of this murder.

'The man you have to kill now is dying because he didn't listen to us, and if you don't listen to us, you might be the target of the next initiation process.'

Well, enough about that. Not all initiation tests involved proving loyalty through murder.

The important thing was just to prove one's loyalty, and Anthony Salmo was fortunate enough that his parents' achievements and his work for our family were sufficient.

Those who prove themselves through murder are called "Made men." Why "Made men"? Because when you kill someone, you create a corpse, so you've "made" bones.

Anthony was well aware of his position, and seeing Elena and me, he seemed to understand our relationship anew.

Boss and Underboss, and simultaneously husband and wife.

It was truly a complex relationship.

Afterward, Anthony reported to us about the ledgers his father had secured.

"...It seems my father couldn't secure all the ledgers."

"No, what Mr. Salmo did was more than enough. Who could have accomplished such a thing in that chaos? Luke, don't you agree?"

"Yes, Elena's right. Anthony, how is Mr. Salmo's health?"

"The hospital can't make any guarantees. Given his age and all."

It was unfortunate.

Still, it was somewhat fortunate that Mr. Salmo hadn't passed away following my father.

At the very least, I wanted to show Mr. Salmo that Elena and I were rebuilding the family. And completing the revenge for my father.

As I was thinking about this, the telephone suddenly rang.

Anthony immediately rose from his seat to answer it. After exchanging some words with the operator, he turned to us.

"Miss, it's the deputy mayor of this city. What should I do?"

"...Give it to me."

Elena took the deputy mayor's call. The deputy mayor provided us with important information about the establishment of the Organized Crime Task Force.

He also mentioned that he had arranged for the task force to target the Sanchez Family led by Eddie Sanchez.

It was fortunate that our family's influence hadn't completely disappeared yet.

*

Anthony Salmo became the new Consigliere, and our connection with the deputy mayor was reconfirmed.

Meanwhile, Ricardo "Madman" Banella, having received instructions from the Boss and Underboss, hurriedly headed somewhere.

He approached the newspaper office in question.

"Yes, who is this?"

"Richard Banella. I think you know who I am."

Ricardo Banella's name in Heavily style would be Richard. This was how mafia names worked.

They changed their original names to Heavily style, and then added nicknames on top.

So Banella could be called by various names depending on the person: Madman, Madman Banella, Richard, Ricardo, and so on.

"...The Caporegime of the Pellini Family? Madman Banella?"

"Yes. I have something to report to you. I saw your recent article."

"Could you be more specific about what you want to report?"

"No, I think it would be better to meet in person."

The journalists didn't miss this good opportunity.

Banella told them to meet at a junkyard in northern Heavily. The journalists didn't think it was dangerous at all.

The current Pellini Family had been pushed to the eastern port of the city, and the north was being actively expanded by the Russo Family.

Moreover, Banella was originally a Caporegime who managed the area near the Academy. The fact that he wanted to meet in the north clearly indicated something had happened.

"Could Banella have joined the Russo Family?"

"Then he must be planning to spill everything he knows to get back at the wolf?"

The journalists were excited about the bait Banella had thrown.

Shortly after, they appeared at the junkyard where they had agreed to meet. In broad daylight, they didn't think anything would happen to them.

"..."

Upon arriving at the junkyard, they were greeted by rough-looking organization members from the entrance.

"Hands up."

A search was conducted in case they were armed. The journalists felt like they had really hit the jackpot.

"Follow me."

The two journalists followed the organization member into the junkyard. One of them was the author of the problematic article.

Soon, a well-dressed Ricardo Banella greeted them.

He was admiring a seemingly intact car placed on a car crusher.

"Ah, you're here."

"Nice to meet you, Mr. Banella."

"...Your name?"

"Matthew Callon."

Upon hearing the name, Banella immediately opened a newspaper to check the problematic article. Matthew Callon, it was him alright.

"I'm—"

"Shut up."

As the other journalist tried to introduce himself.

Banella pulled out a gun from his coat and shot Callon in the left leg and the other journalist in the right leg.

"Aaaaargh!"

"Aagh!!! You crazy bastard!"

Both journalists immediately collapsed. This was their first time being shot. Banella's subordinates approached from both sides and lifted them up.

Banella clapped his hands cheerfully.

His subordinates then put the two journalists into the car placed on the car crusher.

"Let go! Let go, you crazy bastards!"

"Aaaah! My leg! My leg!"

The two journalists resisted as best they could, but it was futile. Banella's subordinates pushed them into the car headfirst, closing the doors before their legs were fully inside.

"Lock it."

Bang!

The front and back doors were closed, and two prepared chains were locked.

Inside, the two journalists were desperately trying to get out, but the car wasn't a proper car—it was a junker.

"Press it!"

At Banella's command, the car crusher began to move.

"Please save us! Please! We were wrong! Please!"

"Open the door! Open it!!!"

Banella wore a satisfied expression as the car shook around.

"Ah, the Boss and Underboss should have seen this too."

"Should we take a picture?"

"No, we can't stupidly leave evidence."

Banella had one of his subordinates report the results.

But this wasn't the end. The newspaper's president—that bastard—was scheduled to be shot in front of his house so his wife and children could see.

Normally, the mafia doesn't handle things this way.
It was an insult to the victim's family, and that was the implicit rule.
There were occasional exceptions, either when they really hated the target or when they wanted to send a clear message.

As the subordinates left.

The crusher part of the machine was now strongly pressing down on the two journalists.

First, the car's windows began to break, and the two journalists' terrible screams began.

The sound of flesh and bone being instantly crushed.

Red liquid from the two journalists' bodies spurted out through the gaps created by the strong pressure.

"Phew. It's over."

Banella enjoyed moments like this. And his intuition was telling him.

That there would be more opportunities to do this kind of work in the future.

Coincidentally, Banella's prediction was accurate.

Just as we received the report that Banella had dealt with the two journalists.

Another report soured our mood.

The union leader and the Academy professor we had under our control had begun to rebel against us.

"..."

Anthony was just waiting for our reaction.

"Which one should we handle first?"

I checked with Elena again.

"The union first. It's too early for the Academy."

"Then who should we assign this task to?"

Anthony asked in response to Elena's answer. Elena was just beginning to think about that.

"Elena, I'll go."

"Alright."

The union wasn't something to take lightly. Those union guys knew very well how fearsome we mafia could be.

Ch.9 - Wolf's Children (3)
After the newspaper, this time it was a union leader and an academy professor who defied us.

It seemed that my father's death had put some bad ideas in their heads. They probably thought the Pellini Family wasn't scary without my father.

With Elena's permission, I decided to deal with the union leader first.

What the union thugs did to us was quite simple.

There's a restaurant near the harbor called Smash and Fish. It looks like an ordinary restaurant, but the owner is an official member of our Pellini Family.

I've been there a few times, and most of the food they serve... was familiar to me from the world I used to live in. The kind of Italian food you think of when you hear "mafia."

In this world, most mafia members are non-humans.
Cases like Ricardo Banella aren't unheard of, but they're rare.

Being non-humans, they didn't receive fair treatment compared to humans in this country and city, so they naturally had no choice but to live in the underworld.

Perhaps the mafia in the world I came from started out the same way? Of course, I wasn't particularly interested in history back then, so I don't know the details.

I seem to have gone off on a tangent, so let me continue.

The owner of Smash and Fish hired someone to fix the restaurant's sign. But as luck would have it, that person was a carpenter who wasn't a union member.

When an executive of the Carpenters' Union found out about this, he was furious.

"What the hell do you think you're doing?!"

"What?"

He immediately came to the restaurant to protest to the owner.

"You should have called a carpenter from our union!"

Saying that, he and the union members he brought along tore down the sign the carpenter had fixed and ruined the perfectly repaired work.

After suffering this treatment, the restaurant owner immediately informed Elena and me.

The truly amusing part is that the Carpenters' Union of Hevilly is under our family's control. In other words, the dog whose leash we hold had bitten us.

"Luke, are you going alone?"

"No. I'll go with some guys to back me up."

As I was leaving the top floor, Elena told me to be careful.

"...."

"...."

It wasn't a familiar situation for Elena and me. We could have done something more, but we parted ways like that.

Before leaving the Lupus Carlton Hotel, I confirmed the necessary information through Carso.

"Boss, I've confirmed it."

"Name."

"Wylies Corner. He's the chairman of District 608 of the Carpenters' Union."

"...Isn't he the one we put in that position?"

I might have been mistaken, so I double-checked with Carso.

"Yes, that's the one."

Carso had confirmed the executive's identity through the restaurant owner and found out his office location through city hall officials.

"It's near the Academy, conveniently."

For a moment, I considered dealing with the Academy professor at the same time. But I quickly abandoned the idea. Focusing on one target would allow me to handle it more perfectly.

"Boss, are you planning to go alone?"

"No. Two wolves will be enough."

A driver waiting in the car and one other guy.

So the car carrying me and the two wolves left the harbor area and headed for our destination. During the drive, I could clearly hear the chaotic sounds of the city through the car windows.

Since my father met his end, gunshots had been constant in this city.

"It's a mess even near the Academy."

"The police are focused on Sanchez, so that makes sense."

It was good that the police were distracted elsewhere. We could get away with some excessive actions without consequences.

Before long, the car began speeding down the road, following the sunset in the sky.

"Slow down. It's around here."

The wolf in the passenger seat said to the one driving.

"Around here?"

The two wolves exchanged words about having arrived near our destination. I was just starting to feel comfortable in the car.

"What's the problem?"

"Ah, nothing, Boss. We've arrived near the office."

The wolf in the passenger seat hastily explained, and the one driving shut his mouth. If that was the case, then we must be in the right place.

The car parked on the street near the union office.

I checked the current time. I didn't know when Corner would leave work, but it wasn't quitting time yet.

"...."

As I told Elena, I planned to handle Corner alone.

The two wolves had two roles: to be ready to move the car as soon as I returned, and to come out and support me in case of an emergency.

We waited patiently.

Many people entered and left the union office, but Corner was nowhere to be seen.

"Boss, maybe he's not in the office?"

"Let's wait. If he's not here, we can go to his home."

I wanted to avoid shooting him in front of his wife and children. ...I'd had such experiences a few times before, and they weren't easy to forget.

Though I now live as the child of a legendary mafioso, I was originally an ordinary human.

"Boss."

"It's five minutes to six."

The two wolves spoke quickly. Corner had emerged from the office.

I opened the car door myself and approached him. Even after I got close, Corner didn't notice me. Just as he was about to open his car door...

"...."

A gun barrel was pressed against the back of his head.

He quickly turned his head, but the gun barrel remained in place.

Corner's face instantly turned pale. The corpse-like pallor was quite impressive.

"Mr. Pellini."

"You're nervous."

This guy who usually called me Mr. Luke or Little Wolf...

Now that I appeared before him, he seemed to have forgotten what he'd done. Did he really not think things would come to this? That can't be right.

How many people had his union and our family sent to their deaths?

The answer was clear.

He had turned a blind eye to the fact that his great power came not from the unity and fighting spirit of his union members, but from the barrel of our guns. I'm not sure if he ever had the discernment to face that fact in the first place.

"Mr. Pellini. Wait! Just wait! I'll fix this whole situation."

"...How?"

"I'll take all the responsibility! So... so please spare my family!"

"No need for that. I wasn't going to touch your family anyway."

"...."

Corner seemed somewhat relieved by my words.

BANG—!

My business was only with Corner.

And now only Corner's corpse remained before me. I briefly observed the result of pulling the trigger, taking it in with my eyes.

Brain matter and blood began to flow out, staining the dull gray and black road red.

This is what happened when a bullet penetrated someone's head.

And not a small amount of his blood had splattered on my mouth and nose. That was to be expected when firing a gun at such close range.

"...."

I quickly left the scene. Any further reflection could be done in the car.

But as soon as the gunshot was heard, union members from inside the office appeared.

"Mr. Corner!"

They were distracted by Corner's cold corpse, but not all of them.

Thud!

"Step on it!"

I shouted as I quickly got into the car. Just as the car started moving, bullets began flying.

The sound of side and rear windows shattering followed, and I felt something hot on my face.

"Boss! Get down!"

The wolf in the passenger seat quickly returned fire, but neither the union members nor we managed to kill anyone. In that state, the car left the scene and headed back to where we had started.

*

An hour later.

I returned to the top floor of the Lupus Carlton Hotel, and Elena made a fuss when she saw me.

"...What happened? What's wrong with your ear?"

"It's nothing."

A bullet had just grazed my long ear, causing some bleeding. There hadn't been anything suitable to treat it with in the car.

"...."

Elena quickly called a hotel employee to bring a first aid kit.

"Sit down for a moment."

I was planning to report on the operation, but she acted as if that wasn't important right now.

Bandages and disinfectant from the first aid kit that the employee hurriedly brought. Elena skillfully disinfected the wound and then wrapped my ear with the bandage.

"Elena."

"What? Were you hit somewhere else too?"

"No, that's not it. I took care of Wylies Corner."

"...."

Only then did Elena seem to realize she had forgotten about that part.

"Of course you did. That would be easy for you."

While Elena was putting the first aid kit on a nearby table, I turned on the radio on another table.

As I was flipping through channels, I found one talking about what I had just done.

"A Hevilly City Carpenters' Union executive was shot and killed this afternoon in the union office lobby."

"That was fast."

Elena approached me by the radio and commented.

"The victim is 52-year-old Wylies Corner."

As I was listening to the radio, Elena took out a cigarette, and I pulled out my lighter.

Hiss—!

As the tip of her cigarette glowed red, smoke began to rise from the tobacco burning itself. I was about to light a cigarette myself.

"...."

Elena, as if there was no need to light my cigarette separately, briefly lowered her head and touched the tip of her cigarette to the tip of mine.

'I've seen this somewhere.'

I'd seen it many times in movies and various media in the world I used to live in, but this was my first time experiencing it directly.

"He was the chairman of District 608 of the United Carpenters' Federation."

The radio continued with the story. How Corner had left the office before 6 o'clock.

And how he was shot once in the head and died instantly, and that witnesses at the scene had seen the perpetrator. However, there was no mention of witness testimonies or descriptions of the suspect.

"At least they're not clueless."

"Of course not."

The union members aren't fools either. They know what's been happening recently and who's behind this incident.

Wylies Corner would be replaced by someone else loyal to us. Right after witnessing Corner's death, they might not have been able to act rationally, but once their heads cooled, they would understand.

That there's nothing good about running their mouths carelessly.

"Now all that's left is the Academy."

"Wait a bit on that. First, we need to resolve the matter with Marinelli."

My strategic marriage to Felicia Marinelli.

The changes resulting from it included sweeping away the minor factions existing between the territories of our Pellini Family and the Marinelli Family.

Elena said that reclaiming the Academy and punishing the professor who dared to defy us would come after that.

"By the way, what should we do about the drugs?"

"Distribute some to the Academy, pass some to the Marinelli side. That should work, right?"

"No, that's not enough. Far from enough."

The amount of drugs we received from the organization across the sea in exchange for money was substantial. Originally, they were meant for organizations in other regions, not Hevilly.

Given the current situation in the city, that was a bit difficult. We hadn't even received the money yet, so there was no issue.

"And the other five families are probably worrying about the same problem."

"What problem?"

When my father was alive, I distributed the drugs I brought in through the harbor to the caporegimes of the Pellini Family.

They sold the drugs they received from me in their territories or to others.

The five families who were our caporegimes were the same. There was a reason why the guys from the suburbs were targeting the harbor.

"I don't like the Marinelli guys either. Should we sell to them too?"

"Elena, we can't fight all of them at once right now. We need to deal with them one by one, slowly."

That's how our father did it too.

Fortunately, the fact that I was known to the public as the bastard who either killed my father or allowed his death to happen was a big help in this situation.

When I mentioned this, Elena gave me a look of sympathy.

"...."

I intended to use everything I could. Elena felt the same way, but she didn't seem to like this particular approach. She also made a reasonable point.

"They won't trust us easily either. They'll find it strange that you made me the boss."

"Then what do you think we should do?"

Elena said it was too late today and suggested we hold a meeting tomorrow to decide.

After all, it was an important issue that couldn't be resolved just by the two of us putting our heads together.

"You haven't had dinner yet, right?"

There was no way I could have eaten after killing Corner.

But before Elena and I could change locations, the telephone suddenly rang loudly. Being closer to the phone than Elena, I answered it.

"Boss, Felicia is here."

"...What?"

Carso's voice announcing Felicia's arrival. Elena's expression turned grim, probably because she heard it too.

I instructed him to send her up to the top floor where we were.

The elevator arrival sound. Followed by a light knock, I opened the door. And what appeared before us was...

A woman with long blonde hair, bright eyes, and an elegant demeanor.

It was Felicia Marinelli, dressed in sophisticated clothes and adorned with delicate accessories.

"I hope I'm not interrupting a good moment?"

Felicia came close to me and tickled under my chin with the tip of her tail.

"...What brings you here?"

Elena asked with patience, but judging by her expression, she already considered Felicia an unwelcome guest.

"I wanted to see Luke sooner."

"...."

"Felicia, we were just about to have dinner. Would you like to join us?"

Before Elena's expression could worsen, I changed the subject. But even I thought it wasn't a particularly good change of topic.

Ch.10 - Gillyman Hunt (1)
After descending a few floors by elevator from the top floor, we arrived at the hotel restaurant.

Elegant opera music played in the background.

Luxurious chandeliers proudly displayed themselves from the restaurant's ceiling, while golden statues and paintings that matched the restaurant's ambiance were positioned between the walls decorated with red curtains.

"This way."

I led Elena and Felicia to my reserved table.

On the white tablecloth were vases containing flowers and nearby condiment bottles. Upon our arrival, two waiters hurriedly approached and asked about our menu choices.

"The usual cod fillet and red wine-braised beef cheeks."

"I'll have the same."

"...I'll have the same too."

After I placed my order, Felicia and Elena followed suit with identical orders. While I might not know about Felicia, Elena seemed quite determined not to lose to her.

"Are you both sure that's okay?"

When both of them eagerly confirmed, I was left speechless. However, for the sake of variety, I decided to order a few more dishes.

"I'll also add the salt-grilled sea bream and the Hevilly-style prime rib steak."

"Yes, understood."

While the two waiters relayed our orders to the kitchen, I observed my companions.

Felicia was conscious of me, I was conscious of Elena, and Elena was conscious of Felicia. Quite a peculiar scene.

Suddenly, a thought occurred to me.

All these things I'm enjoying now—I wouldn't have been able to enjoy them in the world I originally came from. Especially being with two beautiful women like this.

While I was having such carefree thoughts, Elena was feeling extremely complicated.

Her relationship with Luke had finally been making progress. The distance between them had been closing at a rate incomparable to before!

But now that woman was making all of it futile.

Though Luke tried to pay attention to Elena as much as possible, every time she saw him being considerate and responsive toward Felicia, a corner of her heart ached.

"Elena, are you okay?"

"Huh? Oh, I'm fine. If only that uninvited guest wasn't here."

Ignoring Elena's reaction, Felicia pulled her chair closer, attempting to lean against Luke.

"Aren't you being too harsh? Luke is my husband now too."

"Don't delude yourself. It's just a political marriage."

"Isn't that the same for both of us?"

Elena had a lot she wanted to say in response to Felicia's words, but she decided to hold back.

How did her dinner with Luke end up like this?

"Felicia, stop it."

"Alright."

Felicia readily complied with Luke's restraint. Even Elena could see at a glance that she was completely smitten with Luke.

That must be why she was using such absurd methods to stay by his side.

"Besides, didn't Elena used to hate Luke?"

"Would you shut up?"

Elena snapped back reflexively.

"Elena, calm down."

"I'm perfectly fine."

Elena disliked the entire situation.

The way Felicia was provoking her, and how she was getting irritated at Luke for trying to mediate—all of it.

"By the way, who's going to take the lead from your side?"

"What?"

"I mean about the Gullyman."

"Oh, Manfredi and Luca will handle it. What about your side?"

The Gullyman are one of the smaller factions located between our Pellini Family and the Marinelli Family, but they're the largest among them.

Originally reptilian humans who lived on the outskirts of the city, they somehow managed to make their way here during the chaos. They were closer to a gang than the mafia.

"Giovanni and Sarina."

"Sorry, I'm not familiar with the wolves' names."

"Giovanni is the greasy-looking man, and Sarina is the woman who's always desperate to kill you."

"Ah."

Felicia seemed to recognize who Elena was referring to after her explanation.

"Well, that woman seems to dislike you too anyway."

Felicia's words were true. Sarina disliked all women around Luke. Moreover, Elena had also taken over the Academy, which was originally Luke's territory.

"...Don't speak so carelessly, you whore."

"Elena."

*

I had a feeling this would happen from the moment Felicia started subtly provoking Elena.

I was the most surprised and the first to react to the profanity that came out of Elena's mouth. Meanwhile, various text prompts appeared around me, but I was in no position to pay attention to such things.

"I'm not apologizing to that woman."

"That's right. You don't need to apologize. It's the truth after all."

"What?"

When Felicia readily agreed, Elena was taken aback instead.

"Of course, I'm exclusively Luke's."

"..."

Felicia seemed determined not to concede a single word. Besides, Elena had never been intimate with me. Compared to that, Felicia...

Perhaps that's why, despite being the one who cursed, Elena's face turned red as if she had been severely insulted.

"Elena."

I grabbed her hand and made her drink some cold water from the table to calm her down.

"..."

"Ah, here comes the food."

Just in time, the dishes we ordered started arriving.

Cod fillet served with olives, chickpeas, fresh cherries, and tomato sauce, followed by beef cheeks braised in red wine accompanied by potato purée and various green vegetables.

Next came the appetizingly brown salt-grilled sea bream, and finally the Hevilly-style prime rib steak served over mashed potatoes.

The first two dishes mentioned were portioned for three people, while the latter two were portioned for just one.

"Elena, Felicia, let's eat for now."

"..."

Felicia obediently followed my suggestion, and Elena, after glaring at Felicia, eventually agreed.

"It's not bad, actually."

"It might not compare to Dragon Hill, but still."

"No, that's not necessarily true."

What Felicia found "not bad" were the sea bream and the rib steak. The other two dishes were ones she had often eaten during our secret meetings.

Meanwhile, as Felicia and I conversed, Elena was aggressively cutting her food beside us. If I hadn't been there, she might have used that knife on Felicia instead.

"Elena, you've really changed a lot."

"Felicia."

"...What do you mean?"

Just when I thought things were calming down, Felicia addressed Elena again. I quickly intervened, but Elena asked as if she was fine with it.

"You used to be so desperate to get your hands on Luke."

"Can we stop talking about the past?"

Elena spoke as if she'd had enough. Then she showed the ring on her left ring finger.

"No matter what you say, Luke and I are married."

"..."

When Elena confidently displayed her wedding ring, Felicia seemed at a loss for words this time.

"Elena, Felicia, can we stop this now?"

"Alright."

They both answered almost simultaneously.

After that, we continued our meal while discussing various topics. From Felicia's accommodation in another room on the top floor, to her plans to bring her luggage soon, and naturally, the decision to hold the wedding ceremony later.

Before the evening deepened, we finished our dinner and returned to the top floor.

Ding dong—!

As soon as we got off the elevator, I told Elena that I would briefly accompany Felicia to her room.

"Luke, don't stay too long."

"I won't, don't worry."

After sending Elena off alone, I entered the room where Felicia would be staying.

"...My wish has finally come true."

"How does it feel?"

"Of course, it's the best!"

Felicia embraced me while tapping my thigh with her long tail.

"But really, Elena has changed a lot."

"Are you bringing that up again?"

"No, I'm not joking, seriously. I think the one who's benefited the most from this marriage might be you, Luke."

"...Maybe so."

The benefit Felicia was referring to was simple.

Felicia's presence serves as a stimulus for Elena. With a rival appearing, it was natural for her to pay more attention to me and love me more.

I, who had chosen the moon over the sun, now found myself loved by both the sun and the moon.

"Really, even that side of her is so cute."

"Felicia, I have something to ask you."

"What is it?"

"The ones who targeted my father. You know about them, right?"

"..."

Although Felicia hesitated a bit when I brought up such a heavy topic, she took my hand and led me into the room.

"Rita Carmen. A proposal came from her side. To be precise, not to me but to my father."

"..."

It was confirmed that one of the five families was involved. Felicia said that she naturally rejected the proposal because Rita had also made her father addicted to Blue Eyes.

"Do you know if other families were involved?"

"No, since we rejected the proposal. Even if we had accepted, she's not the type to easily reveal such information."

"I trust you."

"...Thank you."

Felicia seemed most touched by those words from my mouth.

By the way, although she was dressed elegantly, she looked visibly tired. Despite that, she was concerned about me.

"Luke, what happened to your ear?"

"There was a bit of trouble. With Father gone, some people are starting to rebel."

I didn't go into detail. There was no benefit in explaining that the wound was sustained while returning from dealing with Wylies Corner.

Of course, Felicia couldn't take her eyes off the bandage wrapped around my ear.

"Felicia, you should rest for now."

"Yes, I haven't been sleeping well lately."

I had confirmed what I wanted to know, and I needed to inform Elena of this fact as soon as possible.

After making sure Felicia lay down on the bed, I kissed her forehead. Not to be outdone, she kissed my cheek.

After leaving her room, I returned to the room Elena and I shared.

"..."

"Don't look at me like that, Elena."

"You're later than I expected."

She was looking at me with narrowed eyes, dressed much more comfortably than before.

I wished she would either seduce me or doubt me, not both at the same time.

"I had some things to ask Felicia."

"Like what?"

"About the ones who killed Father. I found out which of the five families approached the Marinelli side."

"...Who was it?"

"Rita Carmen."

The Marinelli Family received a proposal from that witch-like woman but rejected it. Afterward, they informed us of Father's crisis through Felicia.

When I shared this information, Elena seemed to be pondering something.

"Do you know if other families were involved?"

"She doesn't know that far since they rejected the proposal."

I also added that Rita Carmen was the culprit who made Vito Marinelli addicted to Blue Eyes.

"Now we know who the enemy is."

"And we also know who our allies are."

Elena and I spoke from completely opposite perspectives.

"Luke, do you trust that woman?"

"...At least for now."

I wonder what Elena thought of my answer?

"Alright, then I'll trust her too."

This was a response unimaginable from her former self. As Felicia had said, Elena was gradually changing due to her presence.

"Thank you, Elena."

I kissed my sister's face. With the same lips that had kissed Felicia's forehead just moments ago.

"..."

But Elena, unaware of this fact, blushed deeply.

"Don't misunderstand. I don't trust her completely. Just for now."

"I understand."

The way she echoed the words I had added earlier was quite adorable. If only Father could have seen Elena and me like this.

"Ah, Elena. I think it's better if I handle the Gullyman situation myself."

"I don't think that's necessary. Giovanni and Sarina should be sufficient, right?"

"The sooner the better. After dealing with Gullyman, next is the Academy."

"...How's your ear? Is it okay even though it hasn't fully healed yet?"

Elena, just like Felicia earlier, looked at my ear as she spoke.

"This much is fine. It's not like I'll be fighting with my ears anyway."

No matter how long an elf's ears might be, that wouldn't be possible. Meanwhile, Elena smiled a little at my casually thrown remark.

"Alright, but don't forget to go in with maximum firepower. And there's no need for you and the other wolves to take risks."

Wolves and harbor organization members armed with submachine guns and sniper rifles were planned to be deployed. If necessary, subordinates from other caporegimes would also be mobilized. Additionally, there were the Marinelli Family members led by Manfredi and Luca.

It was too overwhelming a force for a mere minor gang to withstand.

Elena and I talked non-stop until we fell asleep.

The way Elena tried not to be separated from me on the bed even a little... was quite unfamiliar.

Ch.11 - Gillyman Hunt (2)
The day of the quarrel between the sun and moon passed in an instant.

"..."

Elena woke up early in the morning.

"Luke?"

An empty echo with no response. Elena searched for her brother while still half-asleep, but it was in vain.

Click.

Not seeing Luke anywhere, Elena tried to call Armona Carso using the room's telephone.

At that moment.

Ding-dong—!

The loud doorbell completely cleared away Elena's drowsiness.

"..."

As soon as Elena opened the door, Felicia appeared in the gap.

"Elena, did you just wake up?"

"..."

Luke wouldn't have needed to ring the doorbell, of course. But Elena had been hoping it might be him.

"What's going on?"

"Luke and Manfredi have both arrived at the scene."

"What?"

What Felicia told Elena was that they were about to begin clearing out the minor factions between the two families.

'Why didn't Luke wake me up?'

Elena unconsciously adopted a serious expression while trying to guess the reason.

"He said you were sleeping so peacefully that he couldn't wake you."

"I didn't ask you."

Felicia spoke as if she knew exactly what Elena was thinking. But Elena would have preferred to hear those words from Luke himself.

"You two have changed a lot."

"...I'm tired of hearing that."

Luke and Elena. Their relationship had grown closer—too close. It was a change that Felicia didn't particularly like.

She thought they should at least give themselves time to mourn Vito Pellini.

Who would have thought their relationship would improve this much?

To be honest, Felicia didn't dislike Elena. After all, she was the one who had delivered Luke into her arms.

When Elena hurt Luke, Felicia was the one who comforted him.

That had been the unchanging formula until now.

The problem was that this was no longer possible. Elena had finally realized how precious Luke was. It was pitiful that she only realized Luke's value after their parents' deaths.

"Anyway, can I come in?"

"Why would you?"

"We need to sort things out between us too. There are things we need to talk about."

It was clearly about Luke. Elena, who had no intention of losing to her, gladly let her into the room.

*

The Greenbug district, located in the southeast of Heavily.

The origin of the name was simple. It was a place where many non-humans with green skin, like orcs and goblins, lived. To the humans of Heavily, non-humans were no different from errors in the world, so they called them "green errors."

Of course, the origin of the name was completely irrelevant given what was happening there now.

"Arrrgh!"

An alligator beastman rushed out of a building.

Someone quickly grabbed the alligator beastman's legs and dragged him back into the building.

Then came the sound of something sharp piercing through the alligator's thick hide.

"Next building."

Sarina was leading her Fangs throughout Greenbug.

The ones she was attacking were Gullyman organization members scattered throughout Greenbug.

Originally, the territory of criminal organizations like the mafia or gangs wasn't an area... it was more like points and lines. They weren't administrative powers, so they couldn't control entire areas.

Therefore, it was enough to target the strongpoints connecting the lines.

Conversely, the same applied when enemies attacked us.

"Sarina's really fired up."

"...Yes, she has reason to be."

"..."

Giovanni and I watched the scene from a distance.

When Giovanni saw that I didn't seem to understand why Sarina was so fired up, he gave me a look that seemed to ask if I was serious.

"I'm joking. I know that much."

"Really?"

"It's because of Felicia, right? Elena already dislikes her, and now Felicia is marrying me on top of that."

Giovanni seemed a bit surprised that I immediately gave the correct answer.

"By the way, I think it's time to deploy my men too. Sarina and the Fangs alone might face counterattacks from the remaining enemies."

"Sarina won't like having her prey stolen."

"Ha, those guys are my prey."

These battle maniacs. Do they really enjoy this life-and-death struggle so much?

Although I had killed many people to get to this position, I failed to develop that mindset, so I couldn't quite understand it.

"Brother?"

"Fine, but make sure Sarina can't complain about it."

"Yes."

Giovanni and his Claws began to deploy throughout Greenbug.

"Under Boss, there's a call from the Marinelli side."

"Is it Manfredi?"

"Yes."

Meanwhile, Armo, who remained by my side, brought a telephone and informed me.

I took the receiver he handed me, and immediately heard Manfredi's deep voice.

"Is that Luke?"

"Yes, it's me. How are things on your end?"

"I'd say they're going smoothly. Not as well as on your side, I imagine."

Manfredi was an honest guy. So even though we hadn't been on good terms until recently, I knew his compliment was sincere, not flattery.

"Then let's meet in the middle of Greenbug as planned."

"Ah."

"Is there a problem?"

"Just now, Sarina crossed into territory we had agreed upon. We won't claim it, but my men have been building up frustration lately."

It wasn't a bad proposal for the Marinellis.

They wouldn't have to clear out the area that would be theirs anyway.

"...Alright. If our people run into each other, I'll tell them to back off."

"Good, you're quick to understand."

The concise, substantive call ended.

"Under Boss, are you sure about this?"

"About what?"

"Even though we're clearing out territory that they'll get."

"We've already had a strategic marriage. Let's consider this a gesture of goodwill. Besides, look at them."

Armo followed my instruction and observed Giovanni and Sarina's activities through his expensive brown binoculars.

"...They are impressive."

"You have to be that good to enjoy this kind of thing."

"Don't you enjoy it, Under Boss?"

Armo was very cautious even as he asked me such a question. He must have been quite curious.

[Remember death]

As I was about to answer his question, the clouds in the sky suddenly moved strangely. I noticed they had formed into letters.

"Well, it's difficult to explain why."

"..."

Armo seemed disappointed that my answer wasn't what he had expected. He probably thought there was some profound reason.

'In that case, I have no choice.'

I decided to use one of the strange phrases my ability had shown me before.

"There's a saying: Don't fight with enemies too often. You'll only reveal your hand."

"...Indeed, that's true!"

Armo finally seemed satisfied with my plausible answer. He wasn't a bad person, just a bit slow-witted.

"Anyway, it doesn't look like I'll need to step in."

"Yes, the Boss wouldn't want that either. You recently injured your ear as well."

"This? This hardly counts as an injury."

I wondered if they were being overprotective of me, even though I had become the Under Boss.

*

Meanwhile, at Pier 8, the southernmost pier in the southern part of the harbor.

The stevedores and Pellini Family members who mingled with them were in a very relaxed state.

"Hey, I'll be right back."

"Where are you going?"

"Bathroom!"

One of the organization members shouted as he moved not toward the bathroom but toward the sea.

"Ah, that bastard's going to piss in the sea again."

"Hey, focus on the game. Don't make excuses later."

The organization member who had reached the edge of the sea quickly unbuckled his belt and pulled down his pants.

As he was freely releasing bodily fluids...

Something felt off. The liquid leaving his body seemed to hit something solid.

"...Huh?!"

"You filthy bastard."

Suddenly, large monstrous figures emerged naturally from the sea beside the pier.

The man was dragged into the sea without even making a sound.

"Let's go."

Alligator-men and shark-men appeared unexpectedly, along with other reptilian humanoids in a somewhat chaotic composition.

"What the hell?!"

The stevedores and organization members couldn't help but be startled by the sudden appearance of enemies.

Fortunately, Carso, one of the Wolves, had remained behind to protect the Lupus Carlton Hotel and the harbor.

"Brother! It's the Gullyman guys! They suddenly appeared at Pier 8!"

"I see."

Carso immediately headed to Pier 8 from the hotel with his subordinates.

It seemed they had moved after seeing the Pellini Family's forces suddenly deployed elsewhere. They didn't even know the family was attacking Greenbug.

It was quite amusing, but it was unfortunate that they had chosen to attack this place while forces were deployed elsewhere.

"Remember everyone. Don't let them into the hotel under any circumstances."

At the top floor of the hotel were the Family's Boss, Elena, and the Under Boss's wife, Felicia Marinelli.

If either of them got even slightly injured... Carso thought he might be killed by the brother he so trusted and followed.

All the subordinates moving with Carso were golems.

"Brother."

"Yes?"

"Here's your weapon."

One of his subordinates handed Carso a suitable weapon.

Carso took the submachine gun and drum magazine, preparing to unleash them on the enemies.

"Let's go."

At Pier 8, the stevedores and organization members were fiercely resisting the suddenly appearing Gullyman forces.

Thanks to traveling by sea, the Gullyman couldn't use firearms, but their physical abilities were weapons in themselves, making them sufficiently threatening.

"Damn it!"

Moreover, they didn't hesitate to use the weapons of the organization members they had taken down.

Just as it seemed Pier 8 might fall into enemy hands, just like the Gullyman had appeared suddenly...

Carso and his golems appeared and began firing their submachine guns.
The sight of countless bullets being fired in a split second was incredibly satisfying.

Crunch—!

An alligator-man who quickly approached them bit Carso's shoulder, but his opponent was a golem.

No matter how strong an alligator's bite force was, it wasn't enough to damage stone. Moreover, what Carso and the golems held in their hands were weapons that could empty 100 bullets in less than 7 seconds.

They had essentially become walking machine gun emplacements.

"..."

The Gullyman forces, faced with this threatening display, seemed to decide to be content with their small victory.

"Don't let them escape!"

Of course, the golems wouldn't just stand by and watch. The Gullyman forces suffered significant casualties before they could jump into the sea.

"Brother, what should we do? Should we pursue them by boat?"

"No. First, contact Lumini. Tell her to bring all her subordinates down here."

Afterward, Carso personally called the top floor of the hotel.

"..."

The call was going through, but no one was answering.

'Could they still be sleeping?'

"...Oh, it's me."

Irregular and rough breathing, and the same sound could be heard from someone else nearby.

"Miss, there was an attack by the Gullyman forces just now."

"Hey, stop it now."

"Miss?"

Elena on the other end of the line seemed to be talking to someone.

"Oh, Carso. What were you saying?"

Carso had no choice but to repeat the same information. He also added that he had asked Lumini and her subordinates to come down.

"I understand. I'll leave that matter to you."

That was all.

Carso wondered what was happening on the top floor, but for now, dealing with the aftermath at Pier 8 was the priority.

*

The Wolves in Greenbug, unaware that their headquarters had been attacked, were busy celebrating their victory.

"Sarina, Giovanni. Good work."

"Luke, say it one more time."

"Sarina. Good work."

Sarina finally seemed satisfied. Meanwhile, Giovanni acted as if he had witnessed something unbearable.

"But aren't the Marinelli guys too slow?"

"No, more precisely, you were too fast."

"It would have been better if whoever claimed territory first got to keep it."

"Then the Marinelli guys would have been unhappy."

I responded to Giovanni's suggestion by indicating that would be problematic. Well, I had already decided to consider this a favor to them thanks to Giovanni and Sarina.

"Brother."

"Yes?"

"So who will you put in charge of this area?"

Giovanni's question was simple. Whose territory would it be? Greenbug was the first area we had acquired since what happened to Father.

We could assign it to the Wolves, but we could also give it to other caporegimes.

"I'll need to discuss it with Elena."

"Luke, since when have you cared so much about the young miss?"

"I've cared for quite a while."

"..."

Sarina's meaning was obviously different, but I deliberately gave an irrelevant answer. Sure enough, Sarina seemed at a loss for words.

Later, while I went to meet Manfredi in the center of Greenbug...

The remnants of the Gullyman forces that had attacked the harbor returned to Greenbug.

"...Who the hell are these guys?!"

Naturally, Giovanni and Sarina easily captured them, and we inadvertently ended up capturing the Gullyman boss.

It seemed I no longer needed to worry about who to give this territory to.

Ch.12 - Gillyman Hunt (3)
# The Center of Greenberg

I was meeting with Manfredi there to discuss our next steps.

I hadn't changed, and neither had Manfredi.

His gruff expression created a rough impression, and his hair—cut short as if he couldn't be bothered to care for it—reflected his indifference toward his own appearance.

"Luke, I'll handle it as planned."

"...Are you planning to take out the others right away?"

"Yes. Neither we nor you have time to waste on guys like these. Don't you agree?"

That's true.

The Marinelli Family. They must be busy trying to restore their past glory and territory.

The two families that divided Greenberg were planning to clean up other border areas. Once everything was finished, the territories of both families would likely end up bordering each other.

"Oh, and one more thing before I leave."

"Hmm?"

"Take good care of Felicia. Brother-in-law."

"...Sure."

I never expected to hear such words from the Marinelli siblings. I thought Manfredi and Felicia's other brothers would only be negative about this marriage.

After parting with Manfredi in the center, I headed straight to the northeast of Greenberg.

There, Giovanni and Sarina greeted me while holding the boss of the Gillimen captive.

"Boss, this guy is the Gillimen's leader."

"He looks quite fierce. So what's his name?"

"That... oh, he says it's Conakry Nyerere."

'What?'

In this city, sometimes you hear names and have no idea what culture they're from.

Usually, elves in this world have an Italian feel like the world I used to live in. But Conakry... anyway, I had never heard such a strange name in my life.

"Conakry is a nickname."

"Well, I guess I'll just call you Nyerere then."

The crocodile-man, forced to kneel with his hands bound, spoke with obvious displeasure. Giovanni acted nonchalant regardless.

"I heard you attacked our hotel while we were away."

Though we did the same thing, attacking Greenberg while they were gone.

The races that made up the Gillimen were all tough. The threatening appearance of the crocodile-men and shark-men in particular made quite an impression on me.

'Good thing it was Carso and his men who remained at the hotel.'

"As you probably know, Greenberg will now be divided and ruled by our Fellini Family and the Marinelli Family."

"Hmph."

Nyerere acted as if this had nothing to do with him anymore.

He seemed too indifferent for someone who led a group. I exchanged glances with Sarina standing nearby. She calmly closed her eyes and nodded a few times.

Bang—!

Immediately, Sarina shot Nyerere in the head at point-blank range with a sniper rifle. It was only possible with a sniper rifle, considering the thick skin of the crocodile beastman.

"..."

The other Gillimen showed various reactions to Nyerere's sudden death.

"Boss, this is the one."

A crocodile-man smaller than the previous one. His name was Samia Zakaya.

"Zakaya, from now on, you're the boss of the Gillimen."

"What? Oh, understood!"

Everything proceeded smoothly after that. We gave the northeastern part of the divided Greenberg to the Gillimen led by Zakaya. At the same time, Zakaya became a caporegime of the Fellini Family.

Naturally, the Gillimen members were obligated to participate in conflicts with other organizations according to my and Elena's needs.

"Boss, are you sure you don't need to discuss this with the young lady?"

"I was just about to do that."

"No, that's not discussing—that's just informing her."

"Do you think Elena is the type of woman who wouldn't give me that much discretion?"

"..."

Giovanni couldn't respond to my question that bordered on a rhetorical one.

I could call her right away, but I planned to return to the Lupus Carlton Hotel myself. Both Elena and Felicia must have been somewhat startled by the Gillimen's attack.

"Giovanni, Sarina. Can you handle the rest of them yourselves?"

"Yes, we'll clean everything up in a few days."

Before leaving, I assigned areas for the two of them to handle. Once they finished cleaning up their assigned areas, all the districts between Greenberg and the port would be ours.

"Armo, let's go."

"Yes, Under Boss."

Just calling me "boss" would be enough. Armo was always so rigid about these things.

*

It didn't take long to reach the Lupus Carlton Hotel near the port.

Pier 8, where the fight had taken place, was still a mess.

Lumini and her subordinates, whom Carso had called just in case, were helping clean up the scene.

"Armo, you and your men go help them too."

"Yes, sir."

Though the police in Heavenly were reportedly busy these days, it was best not to give them any reason to cause trouble.

Some organization members and dock workers had died, but we could cover it up if we coordinated our stories.

We would need to compensate the families of the deceased, but that kind of expense was unavoidable. Besides, being stingy with such expenses wasn't wise to begin with.

"Boss, I heard you've finished cleaning up Greenberg."

"The other areas will be finished soon too. I left them to Giovanni and Sarina."

"Have you decided on the next target?"

"...The most likely one would be the Academy."

After finishing my conversation with Carso, I headed straight to the top floor.

The Academy was a perfect place to distribute our drugs. Of course, there were other options.

If we moved north from the port and secured a route outside of Heavenly... we could supply drugs to organizations in other regions of this country.

But the situation at the Academy wasn't going well for that.

We had various collaborators at the Academy—administrators, professors, staff, students.

Among them, the professors were the problem.

Resistance from non-human professors was weak, but resistance from human professors was strong. However, there was one human professor who willingly cooperated with us.

Amadeo Botari.

And now, taking advantage of the confusion caused by my father's death, he had begun threatening to expose us.

Other professors weren't at that point yet, so the situation remained at a stalemate.

Ah, though Professor Botari was threatening us with exposure, he was no saint. Using his human background, he had been instrumental in helping distribute our drugs throughout the Academy.

In other words, he was like a rat who changed sides depending on the situation.

Ding—!

By the time I finished thinking about the Academy, I had reached the top floor of the hotel.

"...Luke."

As I was heading toward my and Elena's room.

Felicia peeked her head out from her room and gestured for me to come over.

"Felicia? What are you doing?"

"Can you come here for a moment?"

After saying that, she went back inside without closing the door.

"..."

This was troublesome. As I headed toward Felicia's room, I wondered how Elena would react if she found out I met with Felicia before her....

"Hey, when did you bring that thing?"

"I brought it on the first day?"

When I entered her room, Felicia was already sitting in a chair. On her lap was a giant silkmoth the size of a medium-sized dog.

The Marinelli Family loves glamour and luxury. That naturally includes collecting rare animals.

"..."

The size would make anyone seeing it for the first time panic.

But since I was already acquainted with it, I wasn't surprised. Of course... just because I'd seen it a few times doesn't mean that giant moth wasn't creepy.

"Keeek."

Meanwhile, the creature kept trying to move toward Felicia's tail from her lap.

"No, it's okay."

Felicia responded as if she understood what it was saying. But it was natural for my gaze to follow the creature toward her tail.

"Felicia, what happened to your tail?"

"I had something to discuss with Elena."

There's no reason her tail would get hurt from a discussion.

"What? Don't tell me you two fought?"

I wondered if Elena and Felicia had gotten into a fistfight while I was dealing with the Gillimen.

'This means I can't leave them alone with peace of mind.'

"Luke, don't misunderstand. I didn't lose to Elena."

Felicia didn't deny fighting with Elena. Instead, she denied losing to her.

It seemed like she was denying the wrong part, but Felicia let the moth do what it wanted at this point.

"Keeek!"

The moth instantly clung to her tail and tapped its head against it.

Small lights appeared and disappeared repeatedly. Yes, this giant moth has the power to heal others. If it were just a large moth with no special abilities, it wouldn't have been part of the Marinelli collection.

"Elena will tell you the details."

Despite saying that, Felicia seemed reluctant to send me to Elena and continued the conversation.

"Luke! Are you there?!"

But that didn't last long.

As if Elena had somehow detected my arrival on the top floor, she knocked forcefully on Felicia's door.

"She's really something else."

"Felicia, I'll go see her for now."

"Alright."

Felicia reacted as if Elena were a troublesome little sister.

"Hey! This door won't open!"

"Elena."

Bang!

Just as Elena lost her temper and kicked the door.

I opened it and showed myself.

"Luke, why are you coming out of there?"

"..."

Now I understood why Felicia said she hadn't lost.

Elena wasn't in great shape either. Her hair, though hastily fixed, was still disheveled.

And there were several wounds on her long ears.

An elf's ears and a dragonkin's tail. Apparently, they had targeted each other's racial characteristics. Both were extremely sensitive areas for their respective races.

"Felicia, can I borrow Heb?"

"Sure."

Hearing the voice from inside, Elena tried to enter, but I blocked her.

"What? Are you taking her side now?"

"No."

Heb is the name of that giant silkmoth. Meanwhile, Felicia had brought another silkmoth despite lending Heb to me. She had more than one, which is why I could borrow Heb.

"Heb, come here."

"Wait, what is that creepy thing?"

"Elena, let's go back."

Elena was horrified when I embraced the giant moth, but this creature was precious as it could heal Elena's wounds. I also planned to have it heal the wounds on my ears.

*

After returning to my and Elena's room.

The first thing I did was hold Heb up close to her ears.

"..."

Elena truly hated it, but she couldn't refuse my persistent offer.

"Stay still. This one is very gentle, so don't worry."

The process was the same as with Felicia. Elena had her eyes tightly shut, so she wouldn't know what was happening to her ears.

"..."

"How is it? Better now?"

"Yes."

The wounds that Felicia had left slowly healed and eventually disappeared completely.

Next, I asked Elena to do the same for me.

"I just need to hold it up to your ear, right?"

"Yes, just bring Heb's head close to my ear."

Tap.

I felt Elena place Heb's head against my ear. But nothing happened.

"What? There's no reaction at all."

"...Heb?"

"Keeeeek!"

"Kyaaa!"

Heb squirmed in Elena's arms. Naturally, Elena panicked and dropped Heb.

"...Looks like it's hungry."

Not all of them can heal all the time. There's a set limit.

But... I had no idea what a silkmoth, especially one this giant, eats. With no choice, I decided to leave it for now and report to Elena what I needed to report.

"Wait. Let me speak first."

"Okay."

"I had a talk with Felicia."

"Just a talk?"

"She started it first."

"Alright, continue."

If I dwelled on this issue, the conversation would never end. When I asked her to get to the point, Elena spoke with a serious expression.

"Monday, Wednesday, Friday are mine. Tuesday, Thursday, Saturday are Felicia's."

"...What?"

"What do you mean 'what'? I'm talking about which of us you'll be with on those days."

That leaves Sunday open. I wondered if Sunday was a free day.

'That can't be right.'

"What about Sunday?"

"Yes, that's why it's important. Luke, you have to decide."

"Decide which of you I'll be with?"

"..."

Instead of answering verbally, Elena nodded. Her eyes looked like she might kill me if I didn't choose her.

"Wait. That can be decided later...."

"What do you mean later!"

"I have something to tell you too."

I informed her about subduing Greenberg and assigning the northeastern part of divided Greenberg to the new boss of the Gillimen.

"...Do you think they're useful forces?"

"If they hadn't been facing us, they might have won. Besides, we need all the manpower we can get right now."

"If you're going to say that, you shouldn't have killed their boss."

"Elena, you can tell just by looking at guys like that. Men that fearless will eventually become a problem for us."

I preferred men with a reasonable amount of fear. Besides, even though they lost, they had settled in the city they wanted so badly after being on the outskirts. It was a good result for both sides.

"What about areas other than Greenberg?"

"We need to decide that now."

After thinking for a moment, Elena suggested one method.

She proposed appointing one of my subordinates who manages the port area as the caporegime of that district, and making the members of small organizations in that district his subordinates.

"And he'll monitor the Gillimen in Greenberg?"

"Yes, we can't always have wolves behind them."

"But is one of my subordinates good enough?"

"We can't send a wolf, Banella has other business, and we can't trust Lumini yet."

Elena reacted as if appointing my subordinate as a new caporegime was a good idea.

This kind of behavior would have been unimaginable from the Elena of the past.

"...Thank you, Elena."

I caressed her ears, which had been full of wounds until just recently but were now completely healed.

"..."

Elena seemed to be savoring my touch.

"Luke, don't forget today is Friday."

Apparently, the rule applied starting today. It might seem unfair to Elena since most of Friday had already passed.

But Elena didn't voice any such complaints.

And then came Saturday. Felicia naturally came to get me from the morning, and except when I needed to discuss important matters with Elena.

I stayed by Felicia's side.

"..."

The much-anticipated Sunday.

Elena and Felicia were both focused on who I would choose.

"...Luke?"

Felicia looked for me as soon as she woke up, but I was nowhere to be found.

"Luke, are you there?"

Meanwhile, Elena also headed to Felicia's room when I didn't come to her room.

I'm sorry to both of them, but instead of choosing one of them... I chose a different option.

The option to go to the Academy and teach Professor Botari a lesson.

I also assigned Armo and Carso to watch over Elena and Felicia, concerned they might fight again. Those two should be able to handle it without any problems.

[....]

Meanwhile, the status window that usually showed all kinds of messages.

Showed nothing. Instead, unlike usual, it displayed several periods as if in silence.

'That's oddly unsettling.'

Ch.13 - Professor Hunt (1)
The morning dawned over the city.

I headed straight to the Academy on Sunday morning.

Not only could I no longer afford to waste time, but I could also move forward without having to choose between Elena and Felicia.

"Brother, don't you think we should have brought Sarina along too?"

"You brought your wolves, didn't you?"

We're currently heading to the Academy in a special car.

My father, Vito Fellini's bulletproof car, to be precise. It once served as the Godfather's safe haven and mobile command center.

Specially ordered and custom-made for my father, it features thick bulletproof glass, armored plating, and even an intimidating machine gun mounted on the rear—all necessities for a man who constantly engaged in conflicts and car chases with the five Families.

[The best defense is offense]

Sure enough, the window I was looking at suddenly fogged up, and letters appeared. The car that had been quiet just moments ago.

And there's one more thing I haven't mentioned yet.

This car is the same green color as Hevily's police cars. Moreover, it's equipped with police sirens, emergency lights, and radio equipment both inside and out.

Yes, this reflected the wisdom of the wolves throughout history who disguised their vehicles as police cars to avoid unnecessary friction.

"Huff..."

The acrid air gradually filled the sealed space.

Smoking in a car without opening the windows was rare in the world I used to live in.

But this world is different. What I'm smoking isn't even technically called a cigarette, but rather a "magic herb." The problem is that these magic herbs don't have filters.

Should I call it a real man's smoke?
Or is it just because this isn't the modern world I used to live in?

"Brother."

Giovanni held out an ashtray before my cigarette ash could fall.

"Are the Gulliman guys following us well?"

"Yes, they can't be such idiots that they can't even drive."

Several cars were following our bulletproof vehicle. Among them were cars belonging to the Gulliman members who had recently submitted to me.

Meanwhile, Sarina was stationed in Greenberg with her subordinate wolves. Giovanni probably thought it would have been better to bring Sarina along.

But I had my reasons.

The manpower was sufficient with just a portion of the Gulliman organization members. However, I needed to announce that the northeastern part of Greenberg was now Fellini Family territory.

After discussing with Elena, one of my subordinates was dispatched as a caporegime to the areas surrounding Greenberg, but I couldn't yet expect that level of notoriety and charisma from him.

So I sent Sarina to Greenberg and filled the resulting gap by drafting forces from the Gulliman.

"Giovanni, are there any professors at the Academy who have switched to Botari's side?"

"So far, it seems there are only three."

"Three?"

Not too few, not too many. An ambiguous number.

"But two of those professors have contacted us."

"..."

I continued to focus on Giovanni's words. Seeing that I didn't particularly react, Giovanni continued.

"They claim their allegiance to Botari is merely a facade."

"Are they planning to betray him from within?"

"Brother, what should we do?"

Four professors rebelled, and two of them want to betray Botari. His uprising was already as good as failed.

Moreover, there are many others under our influence besides the professors. Administrators, staff, students. It was particularly good that the administrators were still on our side.

'Considering the money we've been feeding them, it's only natural.'

I figured if our Fellini Family ever went down, they'd probably go down with us.

"Which department are these professors from?"

"The Humanities Department, same as Botari."

"...Then infiltrating through the Humanities dormitory would be best."

"Yes, there happens to be a secret passage leading from outside the Academy."

Our destination became more precise.

*

Meanwhile, Professor Botari at the Academy wasn't just sitting idle.

"Damn it."

"Professor Botari, so what happened?"

A small goblin approached the professor who had just returned from meeting the administrator. A rare sight in this city and Academy.

The goblin was also one of the professors at this Academy.

"It's no good. He seems completely unwilling to listen to us."

"...Well, that's to be expected. The administrators are already in a symbiotic relationship with the mafia."

"We're no different, are we?"

An elf joined the conversation between the human and the goblin.

"Daniele."

Among the three gathered there, he was the only one who wasn't a professor but an assistant.

"I'll try this time."

"Don't bother, it's just a waste of time."

"You never know the outcome."

While the goblin professor repeated the same attempt that Professor Botari had made, the elf assistant seemed to have something he wanted to ask Botari.

"Professor, I've been wanting to ask you something for a while."

"...What is it?"

The professor responded to the assistant while continuously pondering something.

"Why are you suddenly resisting them?"

Some might find this assistant's question strange. But there was a reason behind his inquiry.

Amadeo Botari was one of the key figures who helped the Fellini Family distribute drugs throughout the Academy.

Using his innate advantage of being human and his acquired status as a professor, his activities had turned the Academy into what could only be described as an opium den.

And now, this same person was rebelling against the Fellini Family.

"Professor, whether this succeeds or fails, we'll all be killed by them. Why did you make this decision?"

While the assistant questioned him, the professor merely gazed at a strange creature passing by outside the window.

"...If I don't do it, who will?"

The old professor's single sentence carried many meanings.

Remorse for ruining the lives of countless promising youths who were blinded by momentary greed.

The insight not to miss the chaos caused by the death of the Godfather, Vito Fellini, the head of the Fellini Family.

And a small sense of duty not to end his life with a stain on history.

"..."

But the assistant still couldn't fully understand.

He didn't feel that all of the professor's actions were meant to atone for his past deeds. Above all, the professor had brought in another external force to counter the Fellini Family.

While such a conversation unfolded in the Humanities building,

We successfully entered the Humanities dormitory.

"Seems like that passage was too much for those guys."

"Well, I think we'll be sufficient."

Unfortunately, the Gulliman organization members were too large to pass through the secret passage leading to the dormitory.

For now, we decided to enter the dormitory first and then let them in.

"This place is still the same."

As Giovanni said, there was one thing I couldn't understand.

'What kind of bastards would put a student dormitory under a lake?'

I thought the disdain for humanities was only prevalent in universities from my world. The location of the Humanities dormitory at Hevily Academy was incredibly inappropriate.

Under a lake. An old underground prison.

Combine these two phrases, and you get the Humanities dormitory.

After entering the dormitory through the secret passage, we changed into familiar Academy staff uniforms. It was important to blend naturally into any place we went.

"Tsk."

As we finished changing and gathered with the wolves, a student looked at me and clicked his tongue. Probably because I was an elf. He was human.

He must not have liked my unnecessarily long ears.

"..."

"Giovanni, let's get out of here."

"Yes."

I urged us to leave the dormitory before Giovanni could do something.

Discrimination against different races was one of the things I found hard to get used to in this world. Plus, black people even enjoyed a status second only to white people.

Anyway, we moved to escape this underground prison called a dormitory.

As we groped along damp stone walls in the dark, the sight of green moss covering everything suggested they didn't even clean properly. The view through the windows also clearly showed we were beneath a lake.

'Now I understand why Humanities students do so many drugs.'

Though I have no idea where they get the money.

*

We emerged from the dark underground prison to the surface.

How welcome the sun and fresh air were after even that short time!

"Alright, Giovanni. Let's begin."

"Yes."

Giovanni sent some of his subordinate wolves to the Academy's main gate. The Gulliman organization members needed someone to respond from inside to enter.

The rest of the wolves followed me and Giovanni toward the Academy's Humanities building.

Even though we had changed into staff uniforms, moving in such numbers was quite intimidating.

"..."

"What the—?"

But there was something we hadn't anticipated.

The Russo Family, one of the five Families operating in the northern part of the city, had already extended their reach into the Academy.

"Must be those Russo guys."

"Yes, those mosquito bastards are likely behind this."

Not all members of the Russo Family were like this, but the boss and a significant number of members were vampires.

Those guys openly smoking in front of the Humanities building were vampires too.

"..."

"Giovanni, don't use guns."

Despite my difficult order, Giovanni nodded. As Giovanni stepped forward, several wolves followed him.

They began to draw hidden weapons one by one.

Of course, not guns. I had told them not to use them, and using firearms inside the Academy could escalate matters too much.

"What the—?!"

Meanwhile, the vampires who spotted the wolves wore the same expression we had earlier. An expression that seemed to ask why we were here.

Before they could report this to their group,

"Urgh..."

The area in front of the Humanities building was stained red. I ordered the bodies to be placed somewhere out of sight. The bloodstains... damn it.

"Brother, we'll handle this."

Several wolves volunteered to clean up the scene. Leaving them behind, Giovanni and I headed further in, entering the Humanities building.

The lobby had stairs leading to the upper floors, a shop, and a map showing the interior of the Humanities building.

"That guy's office is... ah, on the third floor."

"..."

As I was about to head straight for the stairs at Giovanni's words, he stopped me.

"Brother, let's take the elevator."

There was one elevator at each end of the building, east and west. We divided our men to guard the central staircase as well as the elevators.

A complete blockade of escape routes.

"It's been a while since I've seen Botari."

"Yes, since he lost the Academy, our territory, to the young lady."

I didn't mention it because I wanted to hear about that fact. Though I thought the current Elena might willingly apologize for what happened back then.

Probably even after dealing with Botari, before the day is over, Elena and Felicia will pressure me to choose one of them. As I was thinking about what to do then, the elevator arrived at the third floor.

"..."

"Brother, the guns..."

"Can't be helped. Use them."

The third floor, where Professor Botari and other professors were located, was conspicuously lined with Russo Family members.

Due to the nature of the long corridor, we couldn't effectively respond to them without guns.

And so, as soon as we stepped out of the elevator, a gunfight broke out in the middle of the Academy.

Ch.14 - Professor Hunt (2)
As soon as the elevator arrived at the third floor of the Academy's Humanities Building, the shootout between us and the Russo Family began.

"Boss!"

"Move quickly."

Giovanni shouted urgently as I rushed out of the elevator.

He probably meant it was dangerous. But staying cooped up in the elevator wouldn't solve anything.

If we were going to have a shootout in the Academy, our only option was to end it as quickly as possible.

It wasn't like there were no places to take cover in the third-floor corridor.

We could hide inside classrooms or press ourselves against the long row of lockers lining the hallway.

The problem was...

"Wolves!"

"The Pellini bastards are here!"

Most of the Russo Family members were vampires.

Vampires were one of those species that were difficult to deal with, comparable to golems, let alone ordinary humans.

They could even control the blood in their bodies to prevent bleeding externally after being shot. Though it seemed trivial, it was a technique that had made remarkable contributions to extending the average lifespan in the underworld.

"Giovanni! Follow my lead!"

"Yes!"

My choice to counter these vampires was what might as well be considered America's traditional martial art:

The art of the Gun.

I immediately drew my silver-gleaming single-action revolver and aimed it at them.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Three bullets fired in an instant.

The vampire at the front took all three shots and collapsed. Giovanni didn't miss the opportunity to put a bullet through his head.

The pattern was simple: I would incapacitate enemies with my revolver using fanning, and Giovanni would finish them off. Of course, we could also do it the other way around.

For wolves of the Pellini Family like Giovanni and me, this level of marksmanship was basic.

Bang—!

Of course, I didn't plan to rely solely on fanning. A revolver is a gun that requires manually loading each bullet.

Moreover, fanning required holding the trigger down with one hand while repeatedly pulling back and releasing the hammer with the other. Single-action revolvers didn't automatically cock the hammer when the trigger was pulled. It was essentially like a manually loaded gun.

The issue was the high trigger pressure of the revolver. No matter how much I practiced, the strain on my fingers was unavoidable.

Anyway, repeating this process smoothly created the rare spectacle of rapidly firing multiple bullets in succession.

"Enemy!"

The psychological confusion of enemies witnessing this was an added bonus.

While Giovanni and I moved through the corridor using lockers and classroom entrances as cover, the other wolves weren't idle either. Several wolves took the elevator back down.

Meanwhile, Russo Family members appeared throughout the third floor.

"..."

Judging by their numbers, it seemed like one caporegime had brought all his subordinates.

"...Eek!"

"Get back in!"

Giovanni pushed a professor who had reflexively poked his head out at the sudden gunfire back into his office. From the sounds around us, it seemed some classrooms had Academy students in them.

Ding dong—!

'This is unfortunate.'

With a loud noise, wolves emerged from elevators at both ends of the third-floor corridor.

They were armed with submachine guns. There was no need for submachine guns since I had instructed them not to use firearms before entering the Humanities Building.

But the situation had changed.

The wolves who had gone down by elevator earlier had quickly returned with submachine guns. And one more thing.

"Argh!"

Gullyman organization members appeared from the staircase in the middle of the corridor.

Among them, an alligator-man was already biting into the shoulder of a Russo Family member.

Giovanni and I signaled to the wolves who had just exited the elevators. With our permission, they didn't hesitate to sweep away the enemies in the corridor.

The barrage of bullets from multiple high-rate-of-fire submachine guns firing simultaneously was like a scene from a movie.

[Now I am become Death, the destroyer of worlds]

Of course, you wouldn't stay quiet. The smoke billowing from the muzzles of the submachine guns momentarily took the form of letters.

The western and eastern corridors, divided by the staircase, were subdued in an instant.

"..."

Giovanni signaled the wolves to confirm their kills.

Bang—!

As I moved toward Botari's office—our destination—I put bullets into the heads of vampires we passed.

The third-floor corridor was now controlled by wolves armed with submachine guns and Gullyman organization members. Into this corridor, two people fearlessly appeared.

"Wait!"

As the wolves aimed their guns at the pair, the vampire standing next to an elderly professor shouted desperately.

"Giovanni, that guy... surely."

"Yes, he's one of the caporegimes of the Russo Family."

According to Giovanni, his name was Deolo or something like that. I didn't know his name well.

"Little wolf! What the hell do you think you're doing?"

He seemed to have complex feelings about the current situation. Bewilderment, anger, and even fear.

"What?"

I answered as Giovanni and I stepped forward toward him and Botari.

"The ones you killed were made men of our Family! This is a declaration of war against us!"

Giovanni and I couldn't help but laugh at his pathetic logic.

'You dare use such reasoning with us?'

If he wasn't acting right now, either the Russo Family had nothing to do with my father's death, or they were involved but this guy was too low-ranking to know about it.

"What use is that when the Don is dead!"

Giovanni said what I wanted to say.

"What?! You stupid bastards. Your Family's misfortune didn't originate from our Family."

"Enough."

"..."

*

The Russo Family caporegime and Botari.

Both were speechless at my words. After all, they were surrounded by wolves.

If there were no more hidden forces from the Russo Family on the third floor, then at least this battle was my... no, our victory.

"Hey, your name was Deolo, right?"

"..."

His lack of response suggested I wasn't wrong.

"You five Families keep forgetting something."

"...What's that?"

"The owner of this Academy is... me."

Nonsense about students being the owners of the Academy, or the realistic point that the Academy belongs to the chairman—none of that applied to me.

Bang—!

As soon as I finished speaking, I shot Deolo in the head with my revolver.

Immediately after, Giovanni used fanning to feed Deolo four bullets in rapid succession.

There was no need for submachine guns. Meanwhile, Botari, who had been standing next to Deolo, was instantly covered in his blood.

"Botari!"

"Kuh...."

The elderly professor moved his right hand behind him at Giovanni's call.

Whatever his intention, I wouldn't miss such a movement. In this business, even the slightest movement could lead to unpredictable consequences.

Gullyman organization members had already approached Botari's side. Of course, Giovanni and I reached Botari before them.

Thud. Botari dropped a gun he had pulled from his pocket onto the floor.

It was an action to prove he had no intention to fight.

"What's this? Lost the will to defy us?"

"...Yes. I've lost."

Whatever future awaited him, Botari suddenly approached me and knelt down.

It was humiliating to see the old professor abandoning his pride. But from the moment he defied us, he was already a dead man.

How could someone who was already dead come back to life?

A feat my father couldn't achieve, let alone Botari.

"..."

But Botari suddenly stood up. I hadn't given him permission for such an action. Without permission from Giovanni or me, Botari suddenly rose and tried to stab me with a dagger in his right hand.

The traitor's sharp blade came close to piercing my left eye.

Thwack! But before that, I punched Botari's jaw, completely throwing off his balance. It was the same strike I had used on Elena before.

"Not yet!"

Botari refused to give up. Even as he lost balance and fell, he pulled out another hidden pistol with his other hand.

I had considered capturing him alive to extract information.

I thought we could get more information about his connection to the Russo Family.

But with him acting like this, our options narrowed to one. Giovanni and I simultaneously aimed our guns at him.

Immediately, more than ten bullets rained down on the old professor.

Giovanni and I moved the hammers up and down in a short time, reducing Botari to a mere corpse.

"Giovanni, let's withdraw."

"Yes."

Giovanni signaled the wolves to retreat. As the wolves quickly pulled back, the Gullyman organization members weren't oblivious either and began to exit via the stairs.

"Boss, don't we need to check the professor's office?"

"We can leave that to the other professors. Withdrawing is our priority now."

We boarded the elevator and headed straight for the first floor.

We did stop at the second floor, but no student was brave enough to board the elevator after seeing our appearance.

"Let's go."

Although we had eliminated Botari and the Russo Family members, we retreated for now.

After leaving the Humanities Building, we immediately escaped the Academy through the humanities dormitory.

The plan was to use administrators, professors, staff, and students to create alibis for us in this incident and make them give false testimonies.

And the execution of that plan was the responsibility of the new consigliere of the Pellini Family, Anthony Salmo.

Salmo was already busy dealing with one legal issue.

The Pellini Family members who had been stationed at the Academy earlier—in other words, Elena's subordinates—were currently under arrest. This was also Botari's doing.

But now that Botari had been dealt with, and once Salmo greased the palms of the police a bit...

Getting Elena's subordinates released wouldn't be a problem.

"...Seriously. When is Luke coming back?"

"Elena, don't get your hopes up too much."

"Shut up."

The real problem was the two wives waiting for my return.

Ch.15 - Premature Celebration
The Conflict Between Criminal Organizations at the Academy's Humanities Building

While Eddie Sanchez was engaged in a shootout with police in the western part of the city, and citizens' protests were in full swing throughout the streets, the media was determined not to miss this big news.

Surprisingly, some newspaper companies with a history of fierce competition for readership maintained gangs of thugs who specialized in violence.

Even though security at the Academy had already been tightened due to the shootout, there was no stopping the rough wave of armband-wearing thugs from various newspapers.

"Officer, why aren't you stopping them?!"

"Ahem, hmm."

With the police on scene standing by and the overwhelming numbers, the press was confident beyond doubt that they controlled the situation.

"..."

When the administrator who was to announce the Academy's official position on the incident appeared, their aggression intensified.

"Administrator! Is it true that Professor Amadeo Botari was the one who died in this incident?"

"Yes, uh..."

The administrator stammered, surrounded by what seemed half reporters, half thugs.

The man who had been lion-like when commanding his subordinates now cowered like a frightened mouse.

"Didn't the Academy announce last week that the drug supply network within the Academy had collapsed?"

One reporter mentioned the pre-dawn arrests following Don Vito Pellini's death, when 30 people were detained at the Academy and 7 fled. Most of those arrested were Elena Pellini's subordinates.

"Well, there seems to be some misunderstanding! This incident has nothing to do with that."

When the administrator failed to give the answers they wanted, the reporters pressed harder. Shouts from all directions and threats from the thugs began.

Gulp. The administrator swallowed hard before speaking again.

"This incident is believed to be the work of a criminal organization from the outskirts of the city."

"Which organization?!"

"Are the Pellini Family and Russo Family not involved?"

The administrator explained that the criminal organization from the outskirts consisted mainly of reptilian beastmen.

"It appears there was a conflict between them and the Russo Family."

A loud murmur spread among the reporters.

"Then what about Professor Botari who died?!"

"The professor was merely unfortunate enough to get caught in the crossfire. A shootout broke out between the Russo Family and the criminal organization from the outskirts, and the professor was killed while trying to ensure the students' safety."

"Administrator! I heard numerous gunshot wounds were found on the professor's body... How could someone caught in a crossfire be shot so many times?"

"That's right!"

The administrator trying to cover up the incident with a hastily constructed scenario.
The reporters determined to get sensational news at any cost.

The clash between the two groups eventually led to violence.

"Get them all out!"

The administrator responded to the reporters' barrage of questions by mobilizing Academy staff.

The reporters resisted by deploying their thugs, but this time the police didn't take their side.

"Enough! Back off now!"

"Damn it!"

The police didn't want the situation to escalate further. Their limit of cooperation with the press was not preventing their entry into the Academy.

Finally, after several thugs were arrested and reporters fled, the heated atmosphere subsided.

"Phew..."

The administrator breathed a sigh of relief at the sight.

The Pellini Family hadn't yet reclaimed the Academy. That's why they couldn't properly respond to such incidents.

But not anymore.

With Professor Botari, the only one who had stood against them, now gone, the Academy could return to how it was meant to be.

*

Meanwhile, at the Lupus Carlton Hotel, which had essentially become the Pellini Family headquarters.

A celebration for reclaiming the Academy was in full swing.

"..."

Having rented the entire hotel restaurant, there were no other guests.

At the head of the massive table sat myself and my two wives, Elena and Felicia. Naturally, Elena, being the boss, was in the middle, with me beside her and Felicia next to me.

Next were Consigliere Anthony Salmo, Armo who was responsible for the boss's security.
Finally, Giovanni, Sarina, Carso, and other wolves along with the Pellini Family's caporegimes.

There were four caporegimes in total: Vanella, Lumini, the boss of Gullyman, Samia Zakaya, and the one managing the area around Greenberg.

Throughout the spacious restaurant, organization members stood guard just in case.

"Alright, since everyone seems to be here, let's start with a toast."

When Elena stood up, everyone followed suit.

Felicia, who had been leaning on her chair next to me, immediately leaned against me instead and wrapped her tail around my waist.

"..."

Elena's eyes blazed at the sight.

"Everyone raise your glasses."

I redirected the atmosphere so Elena could focus on the toast again.

Everyone gathered around the table raised glasses filled with various liquids. Different drinks showcased their beauty according to individual preferences, and someone even had water instead of alcohol.

Come to think of it, in the world I used to live in, there were also people who toasted with water because they didn't drink alcohol.

"Greenberg, the border area with the Marinelli Family, and now the Academy. Not bad results."

"With Botari gone, we can resume our original operations at the Academy."

I chimed in as soon as Elena finished speaking. She nodded in agreement.

"Starting this week, we'll take over the Academy and distribute drugs. We have plenty of supply."

A series of victories following the major defeat of her father's death.

While it couldn't completely overcome the great sense of loss, it was a good start. At this rate, we could deal with all five families... no, all four families.

We had already clashed with the Russo Family, whom Botari had brought in during the process of taking over the Academy.

"Boss, who will you put in charge of the Academy? Or are you planning to manage it yourself?"

Vanella asked Elena before the toast. As a caporegime who had been active since her father's time, she had every right to ask.

"I'll leave it to Luke. Now, a toast!"

"Cheers!"

Elena's sudden decision to put me in charge of the Academy was unexpected.

But thanks to the following toast, everyone at the table swallowed whatever they wanted to say and downed their drinks.

"Ahh."

I couldn't help but sigh with satisfaction as the alcohol slid down my throat.

After the toast, the lively chatter resumed.

"Elena, are you sure about this?"

"Why not? I'll just have to manage the port instead."

It made sense since the Academy couldn't serve as headquarters. But it would also be strange for me to manage both the port and the Academy, the only two territories of the Pellini Family.

"Then Luke and Elena won't be able to stay together?"

"..."

Felicia hit a sore spot directly.

"No, that's not necessarily true. The Academy isn't exactly safe either, so managing from the hotel is fine."

"Really?"

"Felicia."

No one could match her skill at gently needling Elena. But there was no need for that on such a good day.

When I intervened, Felicia stopped saying anything more to Elena.

Thus, both my wives respected me in their own ways, though their forms of respect differed.

"Come to think of it, I haven't heard directly from Luke yet."

"...About what?"

"Who you'll be spending tonight with."

Elena opened the topic, and Felicia got to the point. I knew this was coming...

"Do I really have to choose one of you?"

"..."

"What? What do you mean?"

But when I chose to confront the issue head-on, their reactions were quite a sight.

Felicia silently showed her disappointment, but Elena clearly wanted to hear my answer directly.

"So you're saying you won't choose either of us?"

"No, it's the opposite, Elena."

It wasn't about not choosing either of them. It was closer to choosing both.

Naturally, neither Elena nor Felicia could accept this, but they also hadn't been rejected.

"Luke, are you really doing this?"

Elena complained that she had already conceded the Academy, but when I took her hand, she stopped talking and simply focused on my touch.

"You're choosing me but don't want to hurt Elena, right?"

"What?"

I thought I had calmed Elena down, but Felicia provoked her again.

Meanwhile, the wolves and Armo were watching our interaction intently.

"...It seems the young lady and Felicia have adapted better than I expected."

"No, that's because you didn't see them when the boss wasn't around, Giovanni."

"Yes, Carso is right."

Carso and Armo immediately responded to Giovanni's comment.

Luke had left the two women at the hotel just in case, and sure enough, when they learned Luke had suddenly left for the Academy, they blamed each other and got into a physical fight.

Of course, Giovanni wouldn't know this since he was at the Academy, and Sarina was in Greenberg.

"What? Really?"

"The young lady tried to put Felicia's tail in her mouth again."

Luke knew Felicia's tail had been injured but didn't know how it happened.

While Felicia was targeting Elena's ears, Elena went for her tail, and what followed was exactly as Carso described.

"..."

Meanwhile, Sarina sat with a disgruntled expression.

By Sarina's standards, Luke's two women were unqualified.

"What is it?"

During all this, a wolf entered the restaurant and whispered something in Giovanni's ear.

"...Wait. I'll go down."

Giovanni's expression changed from relaxed enjoyment of good drinks and food.

"Boss."

Giovanni stood up and informed Luke about what was happening downstairs at the hotel.

*

The deaths of the mayor and the Don.

The resulting chaos was unfolding in several unexpected directions.

One of these was the protests breaking out across the city. Citizens' accumulated grievances for various reasons had exploded following the deaths of the powerful figures.

The problem was that angry protesters had now appeared at the port.

The organization members and dockworkers at the port were facing off against them, but some action was needed.

"..."

Elena and I looked at each other after hearing Giovanni's report.

"Young lady, boss. I'll handle it."

"Go ahead."

I approved Giovanni's action without waiting for Elena's response. With Giovanni and the wolves joining in, the protesters shouldn't be much of a problem.

"Stupid fools."

"Yes, they're stupid, but those stupid fools have thrown the entire city into chaos."

Felicia responded to Elena's comment.

In a way, their actions presented an opportunity for us. Decreased law enforcement leads to increased possibilities for various crimes.

But if they mess with us, that's a different story.

Meanwhile, Sarina and Vanella moved to follow Giovanni. Elena and I were about to say something but decided against it.

It seemed appropriate to leave the protesters with at least one lesson.
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Along with the experienced Vanella, who had risen from the bottom of the organization to become a Caporegime, and his subordinates.

For the protesters, it was like a bolt from the blue.

"They won't handle it too roughly, will they?"

"Then maybe we shouldn't have sent the wolves?"

"No, it should be fine with Giovanni there, even if Sarina is unpredictable."

Somehow both Giovanni and Vanella ended up going together, but with Giovanni there, I felt reassured. If Sarina was a runaway car, Giovanni was like that car's safety mechanism.

But there was something I hadn't anticipated.

That there were two runaway cars, not just one.

Ding dong—!

As soon as the elevator arrived at the first floor, the three people who had come down from the restaurant moved with their subordinates.

"Do these damn bastards think this is some kind of amusement park?!"

Vanella shouted first.

His face was extremely fierce. As if showing what kind of path he had walked until now.

The protesters couldn't help but hesitate at the appearance of Vanella and the wolves. Although they were armed, they were no match for criminals who were accustomed to killing people.

Above all.

"What are you all waiting for! Break every bone in those bastards' bodies! Make their mothers scream!"

"Wait a minute!"

Sarina, who was no less aggressive than Vanella—if not more so—began to move.

"Don't use guns!"

Giovanni set one condition to prevent the worst-case scenario. But it didn't make much difference.

As Sarina said, she and the wolves, excluding real guns, were trying to break every bone in the protesters' bodies using baseball bats, brass knuckles, and various blades.

"Hahaha! Where do you think you're running, you bastard!"

"..."

When Vanella and his subordinates enthusiastically joined in, the tide turned instantly.

However, Giovanni was worried about how to explain this situation to his boss and brother.

Of course, there was no need for that.

My two wives and I were watching this entire scene from the window on the floor where the restaurant was located.

"Won't all the protesters end up dead at this rate?"

"No, they're not the type to be that ignorant of limits."

Felicia nodded at my words, but watching the wolves' actions, she seemed to have her doubts.

"That level is fine. Those idiots need to be taught a lesson."

Elena said this while mentioning one of the businesses of our Pellini Family and other criminal organizations.

Protection of territory.
We collect protection fees from our people in the territory, and in return, we provide services to make them feel safe.

In this case, we're protecting our people at the port since the protesters suddenly barged in.

"If we hesitate to make an example of people like them, who would trust us?"

Yes, I hope they learn the lesson of what happens when you act like mad dogs in our territory.

"..."

Felicia, seemingly finding Elena's words reasonable, didn't argue further.

After all, Elena was the boss of the Pellini Family, so Felicia couldn't interfere in internal affairs.

"Elena, I have something to discuss with you."

"What is it?"

"The wolves. Since I'll be in charge of the academy, I can't take all of them with me."

"...So what do you suggest?"

"I'll take Sarina and her wolves. Giovanni and Carso's wolves will stay at the port under your command."

"Will that be enough?"

At Elena's question, Felicia silently looked at me.

Looking into her deep eyes, I couldn't figure out what she was thinking.

"Luke."

Of course, Elena had no intention of letting me maintain eye contact with her.

"You're the boss now, so it's your call."

"Luke, how many wolves are under Sarina's command?"

Suddenly, Felicia wanted to confirm the exact number of wolves I planned to take to the academy.

As the eldest daughter of the Marinelli Family, I wondered if I should share this information, but she was also my wife.

"In total, about thirty to forty."

"Isn't that too few?"

"That's right, Luke. That's too few."

For once, the two of them agreed. Of course, I had no intention of controlling the entire academy with just that many people.

"That's why I'm planning to bring others too. Elena, I'll take all the wolves currently in training."

It might be confusing with all this talk about wolves.

The wolves I'm referring to are orphans raised by the five families of this city to serve as their executioners.

After my father came to rule over the five families, our Pellini Family specialized in training these wolves.

"How many of them are there?"

"About thirty."

"...Alright. Do that."

"And I'll also take some useful guys from among the Gullymen."

"The Gullymen?"

Being naturally small in stature, I had to learn various techniques to subdue those who were stronger and bigger than me.

But there were guys who didn't need that.

Especially among the Gullyman organization members, there were many such individuals. They were born with monstrous physiques.

"I'm not sure how many useful ones there are, but if we add the academy faculty union guys... it should easily exceed a hundred."

"That's almost the size of one family."

I tensed up at Elena's words.

I wondered if she felt that the scale of forces I would command at the academy was too large.

"..."

Felicia also seemed to think that Elena wouldn't allow me to have such a large force.

"Alright. Do it that way."

"...Really?"

"But there's a condition. Next Sunday, you choose me."

"What, are you that desperate to win against me?"

"No. I just want to be with Luke. I don't care what happens to the likes of you."

"Actually, I feel the same way."

"..."

When Elena occasionally lost her temper and became aggressive, Felicia was skilled at deflecting it smoothly.

"Both of you, stop it."

I held both Elena and Felicia's hands to prevent them from hurting each other.

"..."

"..."

At times like these, they would glare at each other but remain silent, focusing on my touch.

It felt like the uneasy peace of the interwar period, but peace was still peace.

Perhaps I could now understand a bit of how that British Prime Minister felt when he signed an agreement with the German mustache, declaring "Peace for our time!"

"Miss, Mr. Luke."

Anthony Salmo, the family's consigliere, approached us.

'His words rhyme.'

The way Salmo quickly addressed Elena and me sounded almost like a song.

"With Botari dead, Miss's subordinates who were arrested at the academy will soon be free."

"Right, that's true. I'll have them manage the port as soon as they return."

"Yes, I'll prepare accordingly."

Salmo knew well what he needed to do. And he never crossed the line. It was the same when he defended our family—he was truly Salmo Sr.'s son.

"Luke, when my subordinates return, there will be more flexibility at the port. What do you think?"

"About what?"

"You could take more of your subordinates from the port."

"..."

Take more forces from here? I wondered if Elena was serious.

"Elena, there were about thirty of your subordinates who were arrested, right?"

"Yes, that's why I'm saying this."

She said I could take about twenty more of my subordinates from the port area.

"Just that many?"

"Elena, it's good to firmly establish the academy as our territory, but we also need to worry about you and the port."

Father had passed away. And it was by someone from the five—no, four families.

The same could happen to Elena. Vincent Lumini, the Russo Family. Various forces could conspire from inside and outside the family to target the port.

"Yes, this is enough. There are still many at the academy who cooperate with us."

"Alright."

And so our policy regarding the academy was roughly decided.

The protesters who fearlessly rushed into the port learned a significant lesson: despite the death of the Godfather, the Pellini Family was still strong.

"Stop! Everyone stop! Withdraw now!"

Having vented their anger, Sarina and Vanella followed Giovanni's orders.

And I asked Jacaya, the boss of the Gullymen, if there were suitable members among his organization to take to the academy.

"Mr. Luke, how about my younger brother?"

Since Jacaya mentioned that his brother was downstairs, I asked him to come up to the restaurant.

"..."

"It's a great honor to meet you."

I didn't expect there to be another crocodile-human similar in size to the original Gullyman boss, Nierere or whatever his name was, whom I had dealt with.

But the impression was completely different.

This one seemed more intellectual? His clothes were neater, and he even wore glasses, which might have contributed to that impression.

"Your name?"

"Kambara Jacaya."

It seemed he was in charge of accounting within the Gullymen.

"Accounting with that build?"

"Luke."

Elena worried that my comment might come across as racial discrimination.

"It is indeed a bit difficult. Finding items suitable for our species isn't easy."

"Yes, I imagine so."

I asked Jacaya to hand over his brother and other subordinates to me.

It was an opportunity for those who had been hanging around the outskirts of the city to make their mark in the city, specifically at the academy.

Jacaya agreed, and I explained some conditions. Kambara, Jacaya's brother, was naturally accepted.

*

The next day, Monday.

Today was Elena's day to have me all to herself.

"Get out quickly."

"...Really. Isn't that too much?"

The first thing Elena did in the morning was push Felicia, who had been sleeping with us in her room, out.

As they were about to start fighting again from the morning, I, half-asleep, embraced both Elena and Felicia.

Being drowsy, I don't remember well what happened after that.

However, that evening, Elena began leaving her marks on my shoulder as I slept soundly.

"Elena, if you bite that hard, it'll leave a scar."

"...That's why I'm doing it."

Elena had very complex feelings. She didn't want to hurt her brother and husband, Luke, but her desire to mark him as hers was stronger.

Of course, this level of pain wasn't a problem for me.

I had undergone various training under my father, including training to withstand torture if captured by enemies to prevent divulging information.

Elena, not being a wolf, probably didn't know that part.

Then Tuesday came. Felicia came early in the morning to take me to her room.

"..."

Half-asleep, I was led by Felicia's touch and had to lie down again on the bed in her room.

"..."

"Heb, come here."

After looking at me lying on her bed with satisfaction, Felicia suddenly called for Heb.

The giant silkworm moth flew onto my stomach at the sound of its name.

"What is it?"

"Luke, what are these marks?"

"It's nothing."

"Elena did this, didn't she?"

"..."

My silence was as good as confirming her question.

"Well, I don't care. I'm the one who loves Luke the most anyway."

Felicia said that and then used Heb to heal the scars Elena had left on my body.

"...Felicia. I thought you said you didn't care?"

"..."

But Tuesday evening.

Forgetting what she had said in the morning, Felicia left similar marks on my other shoulder, just like Elena had done.

She was a descendant of the golden dragon, in simple terms, a dragonkin. Naturally, her teeth were more ferocious compared to Elena, who was an elf.

And so Wednesday arrived.

Seeing Felicia's marks, which were worse than her own, Elena looked like she was about to do something to her right away.

"Elena, wait."

"Let go! I'm going to tear that woman's mouth apart!"

Just as I grabbed Elena, who was trying to leave the room, the phone began to ring loudly.

"Brother, do you have a moment?"

Carso seemed to have something to say to me as I answered the phone while holding onto Elena.

After hearing the details, it turned out that a famous movie actor had requested an interview with me, saying he wanted to reference it for a movie he was about to star in.

"What's with that crazy guy?"

My thoughts aligned with Elena's.

"Alright, set up a schedule."

But this wasn't a bad opportunity.

It would help disguise me as an idiot who was more interested in doing strange things with movie actors than avenging my father, not only to the five families but to the entire city.

Elena seemed to understand my intention after hearing it.

"But I'm still going to beat up Felicia."

"Ah, Elena, please."
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I had been juggling several responsibilities lately.

First and foremost, I remained devoted to my two wives, with whom I alternated days. I also led a considerable force to take over the Academy.

In that process, I inevitably clashed again with the greedy Russo Family.

It was our victory, of course. The Russo bastards probably didn't expect me to move on the Academy so quickly.

After taking over the Academy, I entrusted its management to Sarina and Kambara Zakaya. Tasks requiring force went to Sarina, while matters needing brains were assigned to Kambara.

As it happened, Kambara was quite familiar with administrative work including accounting, despite being an alligator-man.

"Luke."

"Hmm?"

While waiting for the movie actor, I was spending some time with Elena on the top floor.

"How are things at the Academy?"

"Going smoothly. We've secured the Humanities department and other faculties, and we've dealt with the Russo guys decisively."

"...I didn't know they were interested in the Academy."

"My thoughts exactly. They probably saw an opportunity when we retreated to the harbor."

The Russo Family's boss, Darius Russo, was difficult to read. Of course, his appearance was equally hard to comprehend.

He was larger than other vampires, with a feral physique.

And for some inexplicable reason, only his face was perpetually engulfed in flames. No wonder his nickname was the 'Burning Vampire.'

"Once we completely control the Academy and its surroundings... should we target Russo first?"

"No, I think that's still premature."

The Russo Family was undeniably one of the five families in this city.

And they had something to fall back on. Their territory in northern Havily wasn't extensive, but they owned land several times larger outside the city.

In case of all-out war between the two families, they always had an escape route.

"Then what should we do?"

"A surprise attack would be more effective than open warfare."

Just like what happened to my father. And for mafia like us, a boss's death has effects beyond what meets the eye.

It's no coincidence that many families choose peace with rival organizations rather than revenge when their boss dies.

"Or we could make them fight among themselves."

"Would that really work as easily as we hope?"

Unlike the Marinelli Family, the Russo Family has... rather hostile family relations.

The reason was the polygamous system unique to vampires.

Well, vampires weren't the only species in this city practicing polygamy.

I don't know if Russo is particularly lecherous. But the Russo Family has traditionally favored a peculiar strategy.

'Let others fight. You, happy Russo! Get married!'

This spirited phrase is their family motto. There was a similar family in the world I came from—the Habsburgs, famous for their jutting jaws.

Come to think of it, King Taejo Wang Geon of Goryeo reportedly married 29 times.

I don't know the exact number, but Russo's wives are said to number in the double digits.

While polygamy doesn't necessarily lead to discord, the Russo Family was definitely full of conflict. Russo encouraged competition among his many wives and children.

As a result, wives and children frequently killed each other.

The irony is that Darius Russo himself rose to power by eliminating his father and brothers with my father's help.

Like parent, like child? The children were simply repeating their parents' mistakes.

"It'll be difficult, but we have to try."

I can't give up on avenging my father.

While Elena and I were discussing how to tackle the four families excluding the Marinelli Family, it seemed the actor had arrived.

I quickly picked up the suddenly ringing telephone.

"Boss, the handsome actor gentleman has arrived at the hotel. Should we bring him up to the restaurant? Or...?"

"Have him wait at the restaurant. I'll be right there."

While Carso kept the actor company, I headed to the restaurant with Elena. Of course, Felicia wouldn't miss this moment.

"What? You're coming too?"

"Why not? There's no reason I can't."

"...Today is my day with Luke. Don't forget that."

Elena spoke as if Felicia's presence was unwelcome, but Felicia barely listened. As soon as we entered the elevator, she linked her arm with mine and wrapped her tail around my waist.

"..."

It was as if she was testing how far Elena's patience would stretch.

*

With Elena becoming an elven time bomb that could explode at any moment,

I quickly led them both out of the elevator as soon as we reached the restaurant.

"Don Fellini, it's an honor to meet you!"

As we were about to enter the restaurant, a much taller, handsome elf approached me.

Seeing Carso behind him, this had to be the actor who wanted to see me.

"Sorry, but I'm not the boss."

"Pardon?"

"Luke."

As I was enjoying the actor's confused expression, Elena gave me a look. Come to think of it, that wasn't information I needed to share.

"Then perhaps this lady is...?"

"..."

"Let's not talk standing here. Let's go inside."

"Ah, yes."

I realized that both Elena and I shared the same surname, so the "Don Fellini" title applied to both of us. Strictly speaking, Elena would be "Donna Fellini" since she's a woman.

"Would you like something to drink?"

"Wine would be nice."

I found it curious how relaxed this fellow was despite being surrounded by mafia members. Of course, he found us equally fascinating.

"Ah, I'm late with introductions."

"I already know who you are, Luke Fellini. There's hardly anyone in this city who doesn't know you."

"And your name is?"

"Antonio Zelava. The film we're currently producing happens to be about the mafia."

"With all this chaos, I wonder if many people will watch movies. Will it be okay?"

Felicia, sitting beside me, asked Zelava.

"...Honestly, it's a challenging situation."

"If an actor is personally meeting me for research, that says it all."

"Haha, that's true."

Zelava laughed good-naturedly and began asking me questions. Naturally, most were about the mafia and crime.

"I don't know anything about that."

"Excuse me?"

I responded firmly to questions I absolutely couldn't answer or ones that would be dangerous for him to know.

"I'm starting to understand something more and more."

"What's that?"

I asked after moistening my throat with the wine that came with Zelava's.

"That actors like me and mafia like you have many similarities."

"Such as?"

Elena, who had been quiet until now, asked.

"The way we don't reveal everything, and how we become more attractive the more we conceal."

I agreed with the first part, but the second was questionable. "Threatening" might be a more appropriate term than "attractive."

"So, do you have any more questions?"

"No. You've shared plenty, Mr. Fellini. This should be sufficient."

Zelava said this and abruptly stood up.

"It's not much of a repayment, but I have something to tell you as well."

"...What is it?"

"J.P. Hagen would like to meet you."

"..."

The expressions of everyone present—me, my two wives, and all others—changed instantly.

"Who are you really?"

"As I said earlier, just a movie actor."

As he spoke, he handed me a business card. The name on the card wasn't Antonio Zelava but... John Pierpont Hagen.

It was the business card of the city's most successful entrepreneur, the so-called financial king Hagen.

"Well then, I'll be going."

"Carso, see him out."

"Yes."

Zelava left the restaurant escorted by Carso and other organization members. All that remained was us and Hagen's business card on the table.

Looking closely at the card, I saw a specific date and location written on it.

"What could Hagen want with me?"

"Well, it doesn't seem like anything bad, at least."

Felicia said, resting her chin on her hand. It was too early to be certain, but she claimed it was a woman's intuition.

"What intuition."

Elena responded curtly to her, but agreed that meeting Hagen was a good idea.

"I don't know what he wants to talk about, but it's Hagen after all."

"True. There's hardly anyone as influential as Hagen in this city."

His followers describe Hagen as "the man who elevated economics and finance to the realm of science."

What more can I say?

He predicted who would win this country's civil war, bought up the victor's war bonds, and became rich.

When two great powers went to war across the ocean on another continent, he believed in the resilience of the losing country and bought all their national bonds when everyone else was selling, becoming even wealthier.

Once, Hagen was known merely as the grandson of a wealthy banker.

But now? Financial companies, railway companies, steel companies—he owns dozens of companies.

His steel company was once the world's largest by market capitalization. Its dominance was so great that people simply called it "that company."

Perhaps Hagen is the most powerful goblin in this country.

*

I had planned to use the interview with Zelava as a kind of cover.

But the meeting with Zelava itself was someone else's cover—a cover leading to a meeting with Hagen.

Following my wives' advice, I decided to meet Hagen.

However, since Hagen had specifically requested me, I would go alone. I asked Elena for her understanding on this matter, and she consented with an attitude different from before.

"Thank you, Elena."

"If you're that grateful, how about choosing me this Sunday?"

"Ah, that's a bit..."

"Luke!"

Elena seized the opportunity to make an advance payment, but I somehow managed to wiggle out of it.

Elena and Felicia—like the sun and moon to me. They probably wouldn't appreciate my attitude, but both wives were equally precious to me.

The armored car I boarded departed from the Lupus Carlton Hotel, left the harbor, and picked up Sarina and Kambara as we passed the Academy.

"...The car seems to be tilting a bit."

"It's not because of me, but because of him."

Sarina pointed at Kambara sitting in the passenger seat. Indeed, the passenger seat looked too small for Kambara. It felt like watching an alligator trapped in a cage smaller than its body.

"We're going to meet Hagen now."

"Yes, I heard from Carso."

"...Is it the Hagen I know?"

Kambara seemed completely surprised.

"Yes, there might be many people named Hagen in this city, but there's only one wealthy goblin named Hagen."

"..."

Kambara's expression was one of pure astonishment.

Even my father had never met Hagen in person. I was very curious why Hagen wanted to see me.

"Why would that goblin want to see Luke?"

"I don't know. Let's hope it's not for a bad reason."

"Well, if it is, we can just kill him when the opportunity arises."

"Hagen?!"

"Why not?"

When Kambara expressed shock at Sarina's words, she questioned back.

"I heard Hagen's mansion is crawling with golem bodyguards."

"Hagen himself isn't a golem. So there will always be opportunities."

Listening to their conversation made me laugh.

Kambara looked at me with confusion, but Sarina joined in my laughter.

But the laughter was short-lived as we arrived at our destination—Hagen's grand mansion.

"It's like a palace fit for a king."

"He is a king of sorts. The king of finance."

Kambara had a point. After that, I exited the car through the door that Kambara opened for me.

"Alright, let's go."

"Yes."

It was time to meet the most prominent goblin in this city—no, in this country.
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We hadn't entered the interior yet.

"Luke, so what should we do?"

"Let's just hear what he has to say. I'm curious what kind of proposal this great man has for us."

Sarina was hiding her killing intent, but it was evident she was ready to carry out what she had mentioned earlier.

'First the mayor, then the Don, and now the city's top businessman might die too.'

It would likely cause tremendous chaos. Other businessmen who thought they might be next could flee the city.

The stocks of companies owned by Hagen would plummet if not handled properly.

...They say opportunities arise from chaos, but I didn't want that level of disorder.

Putting these thoughts aside, we arrived at the main gate of the mansion.

As Kambara had mentioned, the golems guarding the entrance demanded we identify ourselves.

"These bastards invite us and then..."

"Sarina, enough."

"..."

While restraining Sarina, I told Kambara to hold her back.

Then, I showed the golems Hagen's business card that I had received from Jelaba.

"Just a moment while I verify this."

"Go ahead."

I thought they might search our bodies. But the verification the golem mentioned wasn't about searching us, but confirming with Hagen about the business card.

Shortly after, the golems opened the gate for us, and an elderly man dressed as a butler approached.

"Mr. Luke Pellini. Thank you for accepting Mr. Hagen's invitation."

"..."

I didn't know what to say. The butler guided us into the mansion amid my silence.

So we entered the grand mansion. It looked like a palace from the outside, but the interior was even more impressive.

Above all, the space inside was clearly different from what was visible from the outside.

"Seems like they've used some magic."

Kambara remarked, and Sarina and I simply nodded. Sometimes we use magic or magical items when killing people, but applying magic to one's home is an entirely different realm.

I observed the butler's reaction to Kambara's comment, but he neither confirmed nor denied it.

Actually, perhaps both responses were forbidden to him.

"Truly magnificent."

The butler didn't respond to my comment either, but he seemed accustomed to such reactions.

Walls and stairs made entirely of white marble. After climbing one or two floors up those stairs,

Our view revealed walls decorated with various paintings at the top.
A ceiling so high it seemed unreachable.

The butler opened a relatively modest wooden door, then performed the feat of naturally rotating to position himself behind us.

Bang!

As the butler closed the door, I wondered about the purpose of this room we had arrived in.

'Ah, I see now.'

A painting decorating one side of the wall. In it was a goblin in a suit displaying a golden pocket watch.

It was clearly Morgan's room. Whether it was a study or an office, I wasn't sure.

Red chairs with elaborate gold trim on the borders and walls adorned with antique and ornate patterns. Plus, paintings far more expensive and complex than those we had seen in the corridor earlier.

The mansion's appearance exceeded whatever I had imagined.

If I were to describe my face right now...

It probably resembled that of a Red Army soldier who lost his senses upon seeing the splendor of the palace during the Russian Revolution.

Besides us and the butler, there were two people in this room.

One was Hagen. He remained motionless at his desk, checking something.

And a man sitting demurely in the red chair I mentioned earlier.

He was dressed entirely in black, with only a round red hat that wasn't black. Even I wasn't stupid enough not to recognize him as a clergyman.

But... bishop? Cardinal? I couldn't tell his exact position.

"I don't know who you are, but you seem too busy to be in a place like this."

The clergymen in this city are experiencing their busiest period ever. The chaos from the deaths of the mayor and the Don, followed by violent protests and looting throughout the city.

The clergy were doing their best to calm the violence, moving between police and protesters.

But the person in front of me now didn't seem to be doing that.

"You're greatly mistaken. I too was invited by Mr. Hagen."

"Everyone, I seem to have been spacing out."

As soon as the clergyman finished speaking, Hagen rose from his seat.

The goblin's height didn't increase when he stood up. Though he was rather large for a goblin, he actually seemed shorter standing than when sitting.

Of course, apart from that, he was simultaneously the smallest and the greatest figure in this city.

"Bishop, let's continue our discussion another time."

"Yes, understood."

So he was a bishop. After hearing Hagen's words, he immediately stood up and exited through the door held open by the butler.

"Now, why don't you all sit down instead of standing?"

"..."

Sarina, Kambara, and I followed Hagen's suggestion and settled into the red chairs.

If Sarina and Kambara could meet Hagen directly like this, it might not have been bad to bring Elena too.

"So I'm your appointment after the bishop?"

"That's right. Smith Bishop and I share the same position. That suppressing citizens' anger with the military is foolish."

It seemed Hagen also wanted to quell the chaos in the city as quickly as possible.

"Mr. Pellini."

Hagen suddenly asked me with an awkward smile.

"Do you know why I collect all these works of art?"

A moment of silence. I couldn't answer at all, but Hagen continued as if he had anticipated this situation.

"Because I think this world might be more beautiful than we imagine. Above all, for some reason, I find peace in things I can understand."

"..."

"Major incidents like the Don's death with an unknown perpetrator clearly exceed my understanding."

"The police don't seem to have the ability or motivation to catch them."

Hearing my words, Hagen stroked his impressive gray beard once. I wondered what that gesture meant.

"They're probably overwhelmed just trying to stop the protests spreading throughout the city. And I believe there are two reasons when someone does something. One is the reason that seems plausible to others, and the other is the real reason."

"..."

Sarina and Kambara remained silent. Although they were present in this space, they knew they weren't qualified to join this conversation.

"So what's the real reason the great Hagen wanted to see me?"

"Hmm."

Hagen smiled slightly when I used his own words to question him.

"As you know, Mr. Pellini, this city is one of the most powerful economic centers in the world. For this flow to continue... the city must be stable."

"Yes, of course."

A fact that's obvious if anything.

With criminal organizations running rampant throughout the city, and everyone trembling at violent protests and looting, the economy can't function properly.

"Since your father's death, this chaos shows no signs of calming down. The city's turmoil resulting from your father's death is more important than the death itself. It may sound cruel, but it's a clear fact."

Hagen used a respectful tone with me, despite me being much younger than him.

Though the content wasn't so respectful. Sure enough, I could see Sarina gradually losing her patience.

"Seeing that you're telling me this, you don't seem to have a very pleasant personality."

"I wish that were the case... but then I wouldn't be here."

I clearly asked him earlier why he wanted to meet me, but I still haven't heard the answer.

*

"Anyway."

"..."

Just as I was about to say something, Hagen spoke up.

"The Steel King George Roder has started backing Eddie Sanchez."

"...Is that so?"

It was hard to understand why that big shot would back Sanchez. As far as I knew, Roder was just an immigrant kid with nothing before he succeeded.

Maybe he felt a kinship with Sanchez, who went from street fighter to boss.

"He's probably helping him from behind to quell the city's chaos as quickly as possible."

"It seems to have already failed."

Sanchez and his family, far from calming the city's chaos, were engaged in street battles with the police.

"So unlike Roder, I'm thinking of betting on a different player."

"..."

Is he saying he'll back me? I could hardly believe it was real.

"Considering various factors, I predict that Mr. Pellini can fill the dead Don's position faster than anyone else. If I can reduce that period even slightly for the city's stability, money is not an issue at all."

"I'm honored you think so."

I couldn't afford to miss such an opportunity. I had no intention of resisting the sweet fruit Hagen was placing in my mouth.

"I won't interfere with what Mr. Pellini wants. I've seen what I need from you and approached you with a plan. What do you say?"

Hagen asked if I would accept his proposal.

"Sounds good."

Probably the answer Hagen wanted. Satisfied with my response, he poured whiskey from his desk into a glass and handed it to me.

Then he extended his own glass to clink against mine.

Hagen took a sip of the drink in his glass, and I followed suit.

The form of cooperation between our Pellini family and Hagen was simple. Hagen would regularly transfer a certain amount of funds to us, and we would regularly report our plans and actions to Hagen.

It seemed very straightforward.

Though if our plans and actions didn't please Hagen, we'd have to show changes by accepting his opinions.

Of course, I had lines I absolutely couldn't compromise.

"I won't give up on avenging my father."

"...Fear and terror. I suppose those are also necessary for the birth of a new Don. As I said earlier, I don't care as long as results are achieved."

"Good."

Afterwards, I left the room through the door opened by the butler, just as Bishop Smith had done earlier.

"..."

Kambara still couldn't believe how important a position he had been in.

"Luke, doesn't this mean we've already won?"

"I don't know. Other businessmen won't sit idle either."

I tried to appear calm while hiding my trembling hands from excitement. No matter who the opponent was... with Hagen's help, avenging my father was practically guaranteed.

After leaving Hagen's mansion, we returned to where we had come from.

*

The armored car I rode in dropped off Sarina and Kambara at the Academy, then returned to the Lupus Carlton Hotel at the harbor.

After the familiar elevator sound, I got off at the top floor and headed to Elena's and my room.

Today was supposed to be spent with Felicia, but I couldn't not report this important matter.

"..."

When I entered the room, strangely, Elena didn't rush to greet me.

Normally, she would appear like a dog welcoming its owner.

"Elena?"

"...Luke?!"

I was worried she might have barged into Felicia's room and was beating her up, but fortunately, that wasn't the case.

"Ah, were you exercising?"

Come to think of it, though I often forgot, Elena, as the daughter of the wolf Vito Pellini, had quite a workout regimen.

Not simply to maintain a beautiful body, but as part of survival training.

From the prominent muscles in her pectorals and abs, to the tightly packed muscles in her biceps and quadriceps. Perhaps because she was much taller than me, Elena's physique seemed particularly intimidating.

She hurriedly wiped the sweat flowing down her healthy body as she approached me.

"You're back earlier than I expected. So what did Hagen say?"

"...Don't be surprised."

"Why? What is it?"

Hearing my words, she even stopped wiping her sweat.

"Hagen said he'll back us."

"..."

Elena didn't immediately respond to my words. There was too much information for her brain to process.

"And there's bad news too."

"Wait, hold on."

"George Roder is backing Sanchez."

"What?!"

Although the good news was somewhat overshadowed by the bad news that followed, Hagen backing us was tremendous news.

I explained to her roughly what form our cooperation with Hagen would take.

It was a necessary process, but it seemed too long for Felicia to wait.

"Luke! Come out now!"

She, who usually had a lot of patience, was desperate to take me away.

"Tsk."

Elena had much to discuss with me, but she decided to let me go for now. More accurately, I persuaded her to do so.

"Felicia."

"..."

When I came out of Elena's and my room, Felicia was momentarily silent.

"Really, do you like me that much?"

"A question that doesn't need an answer."

Felicia said this while still looking at the door of the room I had just left.

"..."

Then Elena, who still hadn't given up on me, glared at Felicia and me.

"Felicia, let's go inside first."

"Yeah, let's do that."

What greeted us in Felicia's room was the giant silkworm moth, Heb.

As soon as the creature saw the marks Felicia had left on my shoulder, it flew toward me.

"Heb, that doesn't need treatment."

"Keeek!"

Heb reacted very intensely to Felicia's words. For the creature, treating someone seemed to go beyond a natural act—it was almost instinctual.

"Felicia, I met that financial king Hagen today."

"Yes, I heard. Judging by your face, it seems like something good happened."

It wasn't just something good.

Though nothing specific had been decided, I shared the great news that Hagen would back us.

"...Indeed. If that happens, it wouldn't be difficult for you to reclaim this city."

Felicia's face wasn't particularly bright as she said this. Probably because if that happened, the fate of the Marinelli family was obvious.

Alliance in name only. They would essentially become subordinate to our Pellini family again.

However... considering that the other four families would fall before our bullets, it might be a comparatively better fate.

"Congratulations in advance."

Felicia said this and suddenly embraced me.

"For what?"

"The timing of our formal wedding ceremony has been moved up."

"..."

Although Felicia and I were married, due to circumstances including my father's death, we hadn't held a formal ceremony.

She mentioned this with a smile. That smile probably included joy about having a ceremony with me, as well as the satisfaction she would feel seeing Elena's envy.

"Yes, that's true."

While spending time with Felicia, I had one thought.

With Hagen's support... it might be time to start moving to recover our family's original territory.
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# The Academy

When my father, Vito Pellini, began tearing out the throats of the Five Families.

The Academy was one of the territories that became Family property in the early days along with the harbor, but it was only after I took over management that we really started raking in money there.

Come to think of it, some journalist once described what I did at the Academy like this:

"The Academy's administrators have joined hands with the mafia to form a massive criminal empire!"

Empire? That seemed a bit of an exaggeration.

All I did was provide services that were in demand at the Academy.

Promising students pay a certain fee and get through their master's and doctoral programs without much suffering.
Professors can't exploit students but receive plenty of money in return.
And our Family earns war funds for our struggle against the Five Families in the process.

It was the perfect world where everyone was happy.

I achieved what many cartoon villains couldn't.

At first, several professors expressed displeasure, asking if I was trying to buy them with money. But once I handed them enough cash to make scolding me difficult, they became our friends.

Of course, there were some who refused until the end.
The goblin professor I'm meeting now was one such person.

"Professor, thank you for your cooperation with us last time."

"Not at all, Mr. Luke."

Now he's become our faithful collaborator.

When Professor Botari from the Humanities Department rebelled against our Family, he pretended to cooperate with Botari while actually siding with us.

Of course, there was information he didn't share.
Like how the Russo Family tried to take over the Academy while we were away.

"By the way, are you managing the Academy again, Mr. Luke?"

"Professor."

"Oh, I apologize."

Me, managing the Academy? What conspiracy theory is that? I'm merely the vice president of the Academy's faculty union.

"No matter. From now on, let's not get confused about this."

The professor nodded in understanding as he took the business card I handed him.

"We'll be restarting the operations that were suspended."

"...Is there anything else I can help with?"

"I'd like you to fill the vacancy left by Professor Botari, who is no longer in this world."

"I don't think I have much choice in the matter."

He had rejected my recruitment attempts several times before. But now he's responding tactfully without me having to spell things out.

That's what I call remarkable progress.

"That would be best for both parties."

"I understand."

He's already an associate of our Pellini Family. Not an official member, but clearly bound to our fate.

"I'd like to discuss two issues first."

"Please go ahead."

Before restarting our operations at the Academy.

I planned to change our business approach. I began with the issue most closely related to the students.

"I'd like to lower the cost for students to purchase degrees."

"..."

"How much does it currently cost to buy a degree?"

"It varies by department, but generally around 3,000 pounds."

"What about Law and Medicine?"

"...I'm not certain, but from what I heard from Professor Botari, both departments charge over 4,000 pounds."

"That's quite an increase from when I was managing things."

"Yes, well, it's been a long time."

I suspected Elena's influence, who managed the Academy in my place.

She wanted to prove to my father that she could manage the Academy well. The problem was that her idea of management was squeezing the Academy dry.

Of course, she's my lovely wife now, so I won't mention her flaws anymore.

"Do you have a specific reduction in mind?"

"Yes, please tell all professors to lower degree purchase costs by about 500 pounds."

"Including Law and Medicine?"

"Those two departments should lower costs by about 700 pounds."

That would still be around 3,300 pounds. When I managed the Academy, it was 3,100 pounds, so I was allowing for a 200-pound increase.

"Mr. Luke, forgive me for saying this, but... if you cut degree purchase costs, the professors will be very unhappy."

"Tell them not to worry about that. We'll be raising drug prices instead."

It was what they called "robbing Peter to pay Paul" in the world I came from.

I mentioned the second issue to the professor: increasing drug prices. Initially by 1.5 times the current price, with plans to raise them further over time.

"So for the professors..."

"We'll fill their pockets with a portion of the drug sales."

The professor stopped arguing about other professors' complaints after that.

Student complaints? What could those brats do to us?

About 20 of my subordinates brought from the harbor.
About 30 Fanged Wolves led by Sarina.
About 30 wolf trainees whose education wasn't complete.
About 10 Gullyman organization members brought with Kambara.
And about 50 members of the Academy faculty union.

A total force of about 140 people standing with me at the Academy.

And that doesn't include union members who aren't our associates. Even those who weren't our associates could be mobilized since we controlled the union.

*

The goblin professor quickly disappeared. He needed to relay my decisions to the other professors.

Afterward, I headed to the union office located on Academy grounds.

Just as Family members showed respect to me as their Under Boss, professors, staff, and students of the Academy showed deference wherever I went.

The vice president's office inside the union office. Since I was the union vice president, that was my office.

"Ah, Boss."

"What's this? Where did Sarina go?"

Kambara greeted me as I opened the door. He seemed to have grown somewhat accustomed to working under me.

Even his form of address had changed to "Boss."

"The lady had to go handle a problem that came up."

"Sarina went personally?"

I wondered if it was something serious. Though Kambara explained it wasn't that significant, he said Sarina had rushed off as soon as she heard about it.

'Ah, I get it.'

After defeating even the Russo Family, there wasn't much for her and the wolves to do at the Academy. Perhaps Sarina, wanting to stretch her legs, jumped at the first sign of action?

"Kambara, that goblin will be managing the professors from now on."

"Goblin? Wait, the professor who's a goblin is named..."

"Kalma."

"Ah, Bier Kalma. He's in the Humanities Department like his predecessor."

"Yes, that's right."

Kambara acknowledged the small personnel change, and I summarized what I had told Professor Kalma.

"Boss, are you not planning to touch the exam-passing bribes, just the degree purchase costs?"

"Let's leave those alone. We need to give the professors some leeway."

The exam-passing bribes and degree purchase costs that Kambara mentioned were the professors' main criminal revenue sources. We gave them a portion of drug sales too, but that was hardly enough to be considered their main income.

In fact, those bribes were what first drew my attention to the Academy.

One of my wolves somehow ended up dating an Academy professor... who told her about wealthy upper-class students offering massive bribes to pass exams.

'...That could be profitable.'

What started from that evolved into what the press calls a criminal empire.

While I was chatting with Kambara, someone knocked on the office door.

"Come in."

"Vice President, there are students at the office who want to see you."

"Send them away."

"Ah, understood."

The union member heard my words and quickly closed the door.

"Boss, are you sure you don't need to meet them?"

"It's obvious what they want."

Among the Academy students are those who sell drugs to other students. They're like our minions.

They probably heard through the grapevine that we're raising drug prices and came running.

But they needed to understand that just because they wanted to see me didn't mean they could.

"Mr. Luke! Just a moment, please!"

I heard desperate calls from beyond the office door, but I didn't react at all. Eventually, it seemed they were forcibly removed by union members, as the office became quiet again.

As I was enjoying the restored peace.

Suddenly, the telephone on my desk began to ring loudly.

"..."

I thought perhaps the students, finding a direct approach unsuccessful, were trying to call me.

I picked up the receiver to hear what they had to say.

"Luke."

"Ah, Elena. What's up?"

But it wasn't the students calling me—it was Elena. Well, Elena had been an Academy student once too.

While my father and I were hunting down those marked by the Five Families, she received various forms of education at the Academy and lived a comfortable life.

Father wanted at least Elena to live a different life from ours. I wanted the same.

"Just wondering how things are at the Academy."

I could hardly say, 'I just eased up a bit on your squeeze of the Academy.'

"No major issues. I think we'll have complete control soon and can start drug sales in earnest."

"Really? That's good."

"Elena, is something wrong?"

"Huh? No, nothing like that. Just..."

I waited patiently for Elena to say what she wanted.

"There's this famous Black painter these days. I was thinking maybe we could ask him to paint your portrait."

"My portrait?"

It wasn't a bad idea.

His father dies, and this son meets with actors from mafia movies to chat, then commissions his portrait from a Black painter.

Even I thought I'd look like a pathetic fellow.

"It wouldn't be bad as a cover."

"And it would look good hanging next to Father's portrait in the hotel restaurant."

"...Yes, that would be nice."

Elena wanted to continue our conversation, but she wasn't exactly idle either.

"I'll see you later then."

"Okay."

After the call with Elena ended.

"Was that the missus?"

I answered Kambara's question honestly.

"Yes, she's thinking of commissioning my portrait from a Black painter."

"A Black painter?"

"Better than a non-human painter, I suppose."

"Hahaha! That's true."

The racial hierarchy in this city was simple.

Among humans, whites were at the very top, and numerous non-human races were at the very bottom. Blacks were positioned in between.

In the world I came from, Black people would often do to Asians what whites had done to them. It wasn't much different here.

The discrimination and humiliation they suffered from whites... they inflicted on non-humans.

"W-wait a moment!"

Suddenly, there was another commotion outside the office.

"Those students again?"

I thought the students might be attempting another direct approach. But what appeared when the door opened was Sarina, covered in blood.

"...Sarina?"

"Ah, this isn't my blood."

That's not really the important issue right now.
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Sarina appeared in my office, covered in blood.

"Luke, do you have any spare clothes?"

As Sarina hastily removed her clothes, which weren't originally red, Kambara became quite flustered.

Normally in such situations, one would turn their head away, but Kambara turned his glasses instead.

"Hey, what are you doing?"

"Huh? Oh, well, that's..."

"Wait a minute. There should be some spare union members' clothes somewhere."

Regardless, I calmly started looking for suitable clothes.

"Don't you have anything other than union members' clothes?"

"Sarina, this is a union office. There's no way I'd have other clothes..."

"Then give me your clothes, Luke."

"You planned this from the beginning, didn't you?"

With no other choice, I took off the shirt I was wearing and gave it to her, and she happily accepted it. In exchange, I put on some union member clothes that were in the office.

"..."

Kambara quickly returned his head and glasses to their original position as soon as the storm had passed.

"You and the lady seem to have very little distance between you."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"Just what it sounds like."

Sarina became sensitive after hearing Kambara's words. I intervened for the embarrassed Kambara.

But Kambara wasn't wrong.

Especially Sarina and I, along with Giovanni and Carso, were brothers who had gone through life and death together. Our blood-related parents abandoned us, but we, mere strangers, built an even stronger bond.

In that sense, Sarina and I had something of a sibling-like relationship. Of course, she wanted to be more than that.

"Sarina, so what happened?"

"Luke, this is that drug, right?"

"..."

The blue powder Sarina showed me was very well-sealed. Looking at that ethereal blue glow, I could tell right away.

"It's Blue Eyes."

"I thought so."

Blue Eyes.
A very powerful drug mainly distributed by the Carmen Family led by Rita Carmen. It's simply called Blue Eyes because the addicts' pupils turn blue.

Actually, we had considered dealing this drug ourselves at one point. But there was a problem.

It was too strong, way too strong.

Before considering handling it, we gave it to a junkie we often used to test drugs.

"Oh, this is good! Oh, this is really amazing! ...It's killing me."

Those were the junkie's last words. The guy just collapsed on the floor and didn't move at all.

"...What the hell? He's dead!"

"Boss, this isn't going to work."

For drug dealers, junkies dying quickly is not a good thing at all. They need to keep buying drugs for us to make money! If they die from using drugs, this beautiful drug economy doesn't function properly.

Plus, getting Blue Eyes wasn't easy to begin with. Only small quantities were supplied to the market, sold exclusively by the Carmen Family and a few independent dealers.

We couldn't figure out who the supplier was.

"And look at this too. Familiar, right?"

A silver mask covering the front of the face.
That mask, with its eerie feel coming from its minimalist design showing only the necessary facial features... is mainly used by members of the Carmen Family.

Even their boss, Carmen, hated showing her bare face to others, so whenever she appeared in public, she always wore that mask.

"One of Carmen's underlings was trying to sell this drug at the Academy."

"So you took care of him?"

"Yes. I took everything he had."

Sarina then showed me what appeared to be the weapons of the guy she had dealt with.

"...They've got some nerve."

"Pardon?"

"Not you, the Five Families. First Russo, now Carmen. These bastards must think we're idiots."

It wasn't strange for them to think that way since I wasn't avenging my father and was instead meeting movie actresses. But considering we'd already taken over the Academy, they must be somewhat suspicious.

"Wait a minute, ma'am. Did you come all the way here in that state while students were watching?"

"No, of course not. The subordinates who were with me covered me with their bodies."

Still, those who could see probably saw.

"Anyway, good job. But how did you dispose of the dead guy?"

"I made sure his face was unrecognizable. My subordinates are taking care of the body as we speak."

"Good. Keep handling Carmen's underlings like that if you see them."

I figured either Russo or Carmen would come to me soon. They'd probably complain about their losses without even considering that they were the ones who invaded my territory first.

*

Later, I was about to get into my bulletproof car to return to the hotel.

"Mr. Luke!"

"Ah, it's been a while."

The elf student in an academy uniform who finally found me. He knows me, and I know him.

He was the representative of the student brokers who sold the drugs we supplied to their fellow students.

"Mr. Luke, just a moment. It'll only take a second."

"Why don't you just get in?"

"M-me too?"

There were Gullyman organization members escorting me nearby.

When the alligator-man and shark-man showed threatening smiles, his face turned pale white.

"Why are you just standing there? I said get in."

"Y-yes!"

As soon as the Gullyman members closed the car door, the wolf sitting in the driver's seat looked at him.

"Um, Mr. Luke."

"..."

I didn't respond verbally, but I was listening.

"Professor Kalma said that the Family is planning to raise the price of the drugs you supply."

"Yes, I ordered that."

Gulp. He instinctively swallowed at my matter-of-fact response.

"Then shouldn't we get something more too?"

"..."

Come to think of it, had this guy expressed condolences for my father's death? I suddenly felt annoyed with him.

"No. The goblin professor must have said more than just that."

Besides, he only brought up what was disadvantageous to them.

"First of all, there's a reason I raised the drug prices. The first reason is that I lowered the cost of purchasing your degrees. The second is that my father passed away, and the Family isn't what it used to be."

It's unclear whether the organization across the sea will continue to supply drugs exclusively to us.

Though they act otherwise, they're surely still weighing us against other organizations on a scale.

"I-I'm sorry."

Only then did he express condolences for my father. I decided to let that slide.

"You're unhappy because it seems like only the professors are benefiting, right?"

"Yes. Honestly, what other reason could there be?"

"Then let's do this. I'll double your share."

"...What?"

"In exchange, you'll be responsible for suppressing any complaints from the others. How about it? Can you do that?"

He confidently answered that he could.

It's good for me because I save money that would go to other student brokers, and it's good for him because he gets higher compensation for his legitimate labor.

Once again, I created a world where everyone is happy.

"Good, now go back to the others."

"Yes!"

As soon as he got out of the car, I headed to the Lupus Carlton Hotel at the harbor.

I had plenty to report to Elena. However, there was a woman waiting for me at the hotel entrance.

It was Felicia.

"Felicia, what are you doing here?"

"Waiting for you."

Our beginning was certainly just simple curiosity. Of course, that simple curiosity had since transformed into possessiveness and attachment, leading to where we are today.

Even now, in this unstable coexistence with Elena, she never stopped trying to make me hers.

"I was just about to go to the top floor."

"To my room, right?"

"No, I have something to report to Elena."

Felicia seemed a bit disappointed when I mentioned Elena. But instead, she linked her arm with mine, and her tail slowly began to wrap around my leg.

"Your clothes look a bit unusual today."

"Of course they would. These are the clothes worn by the Academy union guys."

It wasn't just unusual—it was clothing designed with sacrificed aesthetic sense, made solely to boost their sense of belonging.

I was eager to change into different clothes in my room.

As I rode the elevator with Felicia, I told her about what happened today.

I felt a bit guilty telling her these things before Elena, who was my boss, but her presence was too familiar and comfortable to me.

"Carmen's underling showed up at the Academy today."

"...Not from Russo?"

"Yeah, he was openly selling this."

I showed her the well-sealed Blue Eyes.

"Trying to spread that drug even in the Academy. I can't believe it."

Her reaction was understandable since her father was also a victim of Blue Eyes addiction.

Come to think of it, Vito Marinelli managed to use this potent Blue Eyes until he became addicted without dying. Perhaps being a dragon-kin with golden dragon lineage made his body resilient.

"Two of the Five Families have already approached the Academy."

"They must be wary of us."

They probably expect the Pellinis and Marinellis to fight to the death.

Or perhaps they've already discovered through their impressive intelligence network that Felicia and I are in a strategic marriage, with the two Families cooperating.

Ding—! Regardless, the elevator arrived at the top floor.

As soon as the doors opened, several Black people were visible in the corridor leading to each room. They bowed their heads and showed respect as if they knew who I was.

"..."

I headed toward Elena's and my room first.

*

Upon entering, I saw a painting occupying much of the living room space. It was covered with a white cloth, so I couldn't see what it looked like.

"Luke, welcome back."

"I'm here too, Elena."

"I didn't invite you."

When Felicia naturally waved her hand from behind me, Elena regarded her with suspicion.

Elena seemed displeased by her very approach to me.

"Elena, you know that today..."

"I know, so be quiet."

Right, today was my day with Felicia. That's why Felicia was so confidently sticking close to me.

"Anyway, let me introduce you. This is Ellen Douglas, who won first place at this year's Havily Art Award."

Thanks to Elena's introduction, I finally knew what to call the Black man standing next to the painting.

Coincidentally, I had heard of him before. The newspapers had praised him as one of the artists leading the Havily Renaissance.

The main themes of his paintings were clearly... discrimination and oppression. What Black people suffered at the hands of white people, what other races suffered at the hands of both white and Black people.

He was relatively better than most self-centered Black people.

"Hello, Mr. Pellini. How ironic."

"What do you mean?"

"Buying drugs from Mr. Pellini's subordinates... and then getting paid by Mr. Pellini to paint, you know?"

Ah, so this gentleman was also a drug user. I had a bad feeling about this. Felicia seemed to feel the same way.

Of course, Elena also showed some discomfort at Douglas's remark.

"Douglas, show us the painting first. I'm eager to see your work."

"What, Elena, you haven't seen it yet either?"

According to Elena, Douglas had insisted on showing it to us, the couple, only after it was completed.

"..."

"This might be the greatest work of my life."

Why won't this uneasy feeling go away?

Douglas removed the white cloth covering the painting in one swift motion.

"..."

The three of us were speechless at the revealed painting. Yes, it was certainly an impressive painting.

My figure painted in the center. The right side of my body, illuminated by a bright blue light in the background, was normal, but the left side of my body, illuminated by a red light against a backdrop of a devastated city, was depicted as a horrific monster.

Plus, there were meaningful expressions that seemed to imply I had killed my father.

Douglas seemed to realize he had made a mistake when he saw our expressions.

"..."

I quickly checked Elena's reaction. She looked exactly like me.

"I hope you're not offended. This is how I see Mr. Pellini. Like everyone in this world, it's the natural coexistence of good and evil."

"You think my husband is a parent-killer?!"

"...I believe everyone is dual-natured. Even me. When I was a drug addict, I did plenty of bad things to others. As a drug supplier, Mr. Pellini, you must feel the same way."

Honestly, I wasn't particularly moved. I was just annoyed at this Black guy for ruining the painting Elena had prepared for me in such a way.

In this situation, Felicia was the first to touch the painting.

"It would be best if you started over from scratch."

As she said this, she took out a razor knife from her pocket and slashed the painting. Douglas looked troubled watching this.

"It seems Elena didn't tell you where this painting was supposed to hang."

My father's painting in the hotel restaurant. She had planned to hang it next to that.

"I apologize. I had no idea that was your intention..."

We couldn't hang a painting implying filial impiety next to a parent's portrait.

"Well, it's fine. But next time, I'd appreciate if you could reduce the abstract elements and paint me as I actually am."

"...Understood."

Douglas quickly left the room at my words. His hasty exit ultimately saved his life.

If he hadn't left, Elena might have killed him.

"Luke, I'm sorry. I didn't mean for this to..."

"Elena, it's okay."

I responded to Elena as if it was nothing. But my casual response seemed to be more than Elena could bear.

I tried to tactfully leave with Felicia.

It would hurt Elena to leave her alone and go to Felicia after something like this, but... today was supposed to be my day with Felicia anyway.

I gave Elena a light hug before leaving.

After we left the room, there was a loud crashing sound. Probably Elena destroying the painting.

"..."

As we entered Felicia's room, the giant moth, Heb, greeted us.

"Poor Elena."

"Felicia, do you really mean that?"

"..."

Elena's mistake was Felicia's opportunity. She was probably secretly happy about how things turned out.

Anyway, I had a mountain of things to report to Elena.

I planned to report after she had composed herself emotionally. Until then, I would spend time with Felicia.

Ch.21 - Nothing, Yet Everything (3)
Felicia's room.

Somehow, every time I visited, it felt like the number of rare animals she kept was increasing.

"Felicia, can you really handle all these creatures?"

"It's fine. Many of them don't require much attention."

No sooner had she answered me than she suddenly approached. Ah, so that's what I felt on my back.

"Heb, I told you not to do that."

"Keeeek!"

A giant silkworm moth had apparently completely erased the scar on my shoulder. Without even knowing it was a mark Felicia had left on me.

"Felicia."

"Yes, what is it?"

"How are things with your Family?"

Felicia was the de facto leader who ran the Family alongside her younger brother Manfredi in place of their father.

Now she was away from that position to live with me. I wondered if that had caused any changes on their end.

"My siblings are managing well enough. Manfredi isn't the only one who knows how to use his head."

If I remembered correctly, Felicia had quite a few siblings. And they weren't like Darius Russo's children, born from multiple women.

I think... two younger brothers and five younger sisters.

"We're starting to distribute drugs through the Academy now, so we should be able to supply your side with the surplus."

"Well, our side is fine with anything except Blue Eyes."

The drugs we mainly dealt with were cocaine and heroin. Though in this world, heroin was called diamorphine. Either way, it was extracted from morphine all the same.

Diamorphine is highly addictive, but compared to Blue Eyes and other types of drugs, it's nothing.

"For quantities, you'd probably be better off talking to Elena than me."

I was the one who directly received the drugs, but now the Academy was my territory. Conversely, the harbor had become Elena's domain.

"I'm not sure I feel comfortable discussing such things with Elena."

"That's because you're always trying to provoke her."

"Luke."

Felicia embraced me as if telling me not to take her side in front of her.

"...How are things besides drugs?"

"Our side is the same as always. Competitors do emerge... but dealing with them isn't particularly difficult."

Our Pellini Family and the Five Families engage in a wide variety of businesses.

From basic protection rackets in their territories and labor union extortion, various frauds and robberies, to restaurants and hospitality, loan sharking and gambling, drugs and entertainment.

Among these, each of the Five Families had several core businesses where they held advantages over other families.

For example, the Russo Family's extortion of the film industry and pornography business, or the Carmen Family's handling of various information and entertainment businesses.

The Marinelli Family also had auction houses where rare animals and items gathered, but that was merely a supplementary business.

Their core businesses were always hospitality and tourism accommodation through various hotels, and their laundry business.

After Felicia became my lover, she occasionally told me about their laundry business.

She said that the laundry company owned by her and her Family provided laundry services to the entire city. They processed all the sheets, towels, bedding, and so forth from various hotels and restaurants.

Moreover, as I mentioned earlier, they had a foothold in the restaurant and tourism accommodation businesses. This gave them the small advantage of reducing laundry service costs.

Come to think of it, she also told me this.

Occasionally, brave challengers appear in the industry, but the Marinelli Family always effectively eliminates competition.

They lower the price of laundry services, intimidate the competitors' drivers and employees, and steal their customers.

According to Felicia, this method had never failed.

Afterward, I stayed with Felicia while waiting for Elena to calm down. I thought enough time had passed by now.

When I answered the loudly ringing phone, I heard Elena's voice.

"Luke, come over here for a moment."

"Alright, I actually had something to talk to you about too."

"Okay."

As soon as I hung up, Felicia approached.

"How's Elena?"

"From her voice, she seems to have calmed down a bit."

"Then I'll come with you."

I had a feeling Elena might get excited again if Felicia came along.

*

Of course, I was weak to her, so I reluctantly headed to Elena's room together.

"...Come in."

The painting Douglas had shown us was nowhere to be seen.

"Hello, Elena. Are you feeling better now?"

"..."

Felicia's sudden provocation. But Elena didn't just sit there.

Thud.

"Huh?"

Elena had instantly grabbed Felicia's face with one hand.

"Elena, Felicia. Both of you, stop!"

Before things escalated further, I grabbed Elena's arm to restrain her.

"Why do you two always act like this whenever you meet?"

"..."

"..."

My two wives silently stared at each other as if the fault lay with the other.

[In revenge and love, woman is more barbaric than man]

The clouds visible behind Elena seemed strange, and then it started again. Of course, what Elena was about to do was barbaric, but...

"Elena, I'll get straight to the point. Carmen has her eye on the Academy."

"...That woman?"

I fumbled through my clothes to show her the evidence.

"Here. Sarina secured this after dealing with Carmen's subordinate."

Elena quietly received the well-sealed Blue Eyes.

"She was planning to distribute this at the Academy?"

Her reaction was not much different from Felicia's in the elevator. The very idea was appalling.

Above all, if Blue Eyes became popular among Academy students, it would be troublesome for us too. The Academy would likely conduct a major investigation.

Even if our Family hadn't done it, it was obvious we would be prime suspects as the existing drug suppliers.

"And I've decided to make some changes to the Academy's business policy."

Discounting degree purchase costs, increasing drug prices, and replacing Professor Botari with a goblin professor named Kalma.

I told her everything without omission.

"And one more thing. Before completely taking over the Academy and expanding further west, I want to redefine Banella's territory."

"Banella? Why him?"

"Yes, I think it would be good to recapture his original territory and then put him back in charge of managing it."

Richard Banella's original territory was near the Academy.

Currently, he was dividing the northern harbor with Vincent Lumini. If Banella left that area... Elena could simply assign that territory to one of her subordinates without worry.

As soon as I mentioned this, Elena told me to do as I pleased.

"Thank you."

"No need for thanks. He may be a bit crazy, but he's good at his job."

[In the country of the blind, the one-eyed man is king; in an age of madness, let the madman lead the way]

This time, the letters on the newspaper placed on the table changed dramatically.

'....'

It seemed Elena and Felicia couldn't see it. I had confirmed this several times before.

[But when day breaks, it is foolish to have a blind old man as your guide]

The message about Banella was quite significant. I wondered if this status window, which now just played tricks, was trying to get involved in Family personnel matters.

"Elena, Felicia has something to say."

"Oh? What is it?"

"I'd like you to supply drugs to our Family. Like when the Don was alive."

"..."

I listened carefully to their conversation, ready to intervene at the slightest sign of conflict.

"How much do you want?"

"The more the better. How much do you have in stock right now?"

Fortunately, contrary to my expectations, they were still behaving.

After that, Elena confirmed the quantity and types of drugs the Marinelli Family wanted, and they discussed the time and place for the transaction.

"And one more thing."

"Speak."

"In exchange for supplying drugs to your Family, I'll be spending this Sunday with Luke."

"..."

Felicia said nothing and just looked at me for a moment. I could clearly feel her reluctance to hand me over to Elena, even for a day.

"Fine. I'll do that. Not like I can refuse if you're that insecure."

"What?!"

While Felicia accepted the condition, she provoked Elena until the end.
And Elena, though angry, stood by what she had said.

"Think whatever you want. Luke will be happy anyway, right? No need to worry about this issue unnecessarily."

"..."

*

Normally, she would have certainly fired back.

But Felicia didn't. She seemed that upset about losing me. Still, with the Family's drug business at stake, she couldn't refuse Elena's condition.

For once, Elena had taken the right hostage.

"By the way, Luke. What's with your clothes?"

"Huh? Oh..."

Come to think of it, I was still wearing the Academy staff union clothes. I quickly took them off and changed into one of my outfits kept in this room.

A clean white fabric suit and pants. However, under the white suit, I wore a passionate red silk shirt.

Of course, both my wives seemed more interested in my exposed upper body while changing than in my clothes.

"..."

"Both of you have scary looks in your eyes. You see this every day anyway."

"Ahem, ahem!"

Felicia slightly turned her head away, but Elena cleared her throat loudly.

"Oh right. Elena, why did you want to see me?"

"We got a message from them. They said they'll bring a new shipment within this week."

"...That's good news."

I said that, but inside I didn't feel that way.

They had clearly seen our situation and might try to make small changes to our deal. Depending on the circumstances, they might even break the practice of exclusively supplying their drugs to our Pellini Family.

And there was no way Elena and Felicia hadn't thought of what I was worried about.

"Maybe it would help if we let them know the Finance King is backing Luke?"

"That would work, but the problem is how to prove it."

Felicia's opinion was good, but we couldn't exactly bring Hagen himself.

"I don't think we need to go that far. We just need to show them that we have no problems with funding."

"Yes, Felicia is right about that."

Strangely, the two agreed.

"Alright."

I decided to contact Hagen's side before their visit to secure ammunition for this war.

Ch.22 - "This is just business."
# Eastern District Court of Heavily.

A legal battle was in full swing over one individual.

The defendant was an ordinary worker. A truck driver who transported goods at the port, he found himself in court accused of stealing items from a specific company.

"Your Honor! As you are well aware, according to the collective agreement with the union, truck drivers can only be dismissed for specific violations."

"And what are those violations?"

The judge wasn't asking the lawyer something he didn't know. It was merely a question to help the audience understand.

"They relate to the driver's usual work conduct. Adherence to working hours! Drinking during work hours! Violence during work hours! Traffic violations during transport!"

The lawyer spoke confidently in a voice that resonated throughout the courtroom.

"Theft is not among the specific violations outlined in the collective agreement, and the company has failed to prove the defendant's alleged theft. Nevertheless, the reason they've brought charges against him is simple! If it were merely a matter of right and wrong, they would have fired him. But the reason they didn't! There is a reason!"

The lawyer acted as if he were some renowned orator.

Unrestrained gestures, an emotional tone, and bloodshot eyes completed the picture.

"They're tormenting the defendant to discover non-existent accomplices! But what can we do? Since nothing was stolen, there are no accomplices!"

The lawyer shrugged his shoulders.

"Let me reiterate that the defendant is a diligent worker who has served for over ten years without taking a single sick day! He's an exemplary employee! An exemplary colleague! And an exemplary head of household!"

His perfect rhyme sent shivers through the defendant's colleagues seated in the gallery.

"Of course, there is something he has violated."

The defendant was visibly startled by the lawyer's words. Judging by his reaction, this was clearly an uncoordinated defense.

The company side wondered what was happening, but the lawyer was no fool.

"It's the union rules! The union rules stipulate that a truck driver's job is strictly transportation, and they should not help unload the cargo they transport! Yet the defendant would diligently help unload his cargo even on cold winter days."

And so the lawyer's closing argument ended.

The prosecutor began his closing argument, but it seemed unlikely to overcome the lawyer's powerful closing and the compelling truth of the defendant's exemplary work record.

Eventually, everyone in the courtroom could only wait for the judge's verdict.

The judge was of a rare mixed-race background in this city and country.

Ironically, the defendant was white. The sight of a person of mixed race passing judgment on a white person was quite an unusual spectacle in this courtroom. It felt like the world had been turned upside down.

"I'm dismissing this case with a warning."

"Yes, Your Honor!"

"No, I'm not speaking to the defendant's side. Plaintiff! If you bring another worker to this court with threats and without proper evidence, I will truly regret it!"

The judge sternly warned the company, the plaintiff.

"If I had shares in your company, I would have sold them all by now."

The company could do nothing about the judge's somewhat excessive remarks. They had failed to prove their case, and the lawyer had successfully defended the accused.

That difference created today's outcome.

And so the trial ended. The gallery immediately erupted in commotion. The defendant's colleagues celebrated his victory as if it were their own.

Other spectators, moved by their humanity, offered warm support and encouragement to the defendant while heaping criticism and curses upon the plaintiff.

"Thank you, Mr. Salmo."

"Not at all. Many people will be grateful for your loyalty."

Anthony Salmo, consigliere of the Fellini Family, whispered in a very small voice, unlike when he was defending the accused.

Today, once again, he had successfully defended a Family associate who had committed crimes in collusion with the Family.

"Tell the young lady and Mr. Luke that we've won again."

Salmo instructed his subordinate as he took out a cigarette and put it in his mouth.

"Phew..."

The taste of a cigarette celebrating a courtroom victory. It probably wouldn't be this ecstatic even if one were to bed God. At least, that's what Salmo thought.

*

When news of Salmo's victory reached us.

We were surrounded by an enormous amount of money bags in Elena's suite on the top floor.

"...The King of Finance is truly impressive."

Elena still seemed unable to believe it. The same went for me and Felicia.

"Boss, that's the last of it!"

Carso's exclamation.

Carso and Giovanni, along with their subordinate wolves, had been continuously moving money bags into the suite.

"Great, good work!"

Since there were numerous money bags between me and the wolves, I spoke loudly to account for the distance.

"We won the trial, and we've received Hagen's money, so now we just need to prepare to receive the drugs."

"Ah, Miss, Boss. There's something I need to tell you."

Carso, who had personally brought the money prepared by Hagen, spoke up.

"It seems the rat bastards saw us moving the money."

When Carso referred to "rat bastards," he wasn't talking about informants who betrayed their comrades. He literally meant the rat people of this city.

The rat people.
They were beggars and thieves who lived in the sewers of this city, knowing their place well.

However, their numbers were so great that no one could do anything about them. The closest thing I could compare them to from my world would be...

The beggar organization from martial arts novels, the Beggar Sect?

It was as if the entire species was one big sect. They existed everywhere and traded information they saw and heard in a rather crude manner.

Likely, Rica Carmen would also hear that we had obtained an enormous sum of money.

"Boss, I'm sorry."

"It's okay. Avoiding those guys in this city is nearly impossible anyway."

It was unfortunate that information about us had been exposed, but further scolding Carso wouldn't change anything.

At that moment. Suddenly, something appeared from among the money bags, grabbed one of them, and fled toward the entrance of the suite.

"...What was that?!"

Elena was terrified after identifying what had suddenly appeared.

And for good reason—it was a silkworm moth larger than a human face.

"Heb! Don't do that!"

Felicia headed toward the entrance, following Heb who was fleeing with the money bag. Naturally, both of them went out into the corridor.

"What a transparent act..."

It was certainly a crude performance.

Considering Felicia's personality, I thought it was just a prank, but Elena seemed to think differently.

"Luke, go to that woman's room and retrieve the bag."

"Elena, with so many bags, one isn't really—"

"Luke, this is a boss's order. Hurry."

"...Fine."

Elena sometimes did this. Especially when I tried to take Felicia's side, she would use her position as boss.

As the underboss, I had no choice unless it was a special case.

I made my way through the numerous money bags toward Felicia's suite.

"Felicia, where's the money bag?"

"Well, since Heb took it, I'm not really sure."

"Felicia, don't be like this."

"Why? Did Elena insist you bring it back?"

"Yes, she called it a boss's order."

When I made an exaggerated gesture with both hands, Felicia burst into laughter.

"Right, of course she did."

She reluctantly handed me the money bag she had taken.

"Luke, don't you think you should have become the boss instead of Elena?"

"Felicia. I told you not to say things like that."

Felicia's eyes were honest. She meant it sincerely.

"It was Father's decision. And Elena is my sister."

"..."

When I responded with sadness at her reaction, Felicia suddenly kissed me, perhaps as an apology.

"Luke, I knew you would answer like that."

She said that although she might appear cold on the outside, her love for me came from seeing me as the 'little wolf' full of loyalty and devotion to family.

As expected.

Felicia had clearly brought up the boss talk just to tell me this.

I kissed her again before returning to Elena's suite.

*

With that, all preparations to welcome our friends were complete.

On Saturday, the day before this Sunday when Elena would have me all to herself in exchange for supplying drugs to the Marinelli Family.

A ship that had departed from Tyrenia across the sea and arrived at Heavily made its appearance.

The most important people on that ship were the person in charge, Kazin, and... his successor, Haremo.

Haremo was Kazin's successor who would gradually replace Kazin's role, though not immediately.

Although the port was now Elena's territory, I decided to receive the drugs from Kazin since I had been doing it all along.

As I watched the ship docked at the pier, feeling the night sea breeze, Kazin and his subordinates who had disembarked from the ship appeared.

"Wolf!"

There was a subtle change in how Kazin addressed me.

Not "Little Wolf," but "Wolf."

As if I had inherited my father's nickname now that the Wolf, Vito Fellini, was no longer here.

"Kazin."

I called his name, and the people around me and Kazin cleared the area.

They had no say in the conversation we were about to have. Of course, Haremo was focusing on our conversation from a slight distance.

"Kazin, is the quantity the same as before?"

"Yes, exactly the same as before. Same product, same quantity."

"Good."

"But there's one thing that's changed."

"...What is it?"

"This time, I can't hand everything over to you."

"..."

"Of course, it's conditional. The boss has recognized that the situation in this city has changed."

"Elaborate."

"Wait, you're being too brief with the boss—"

"Shut up, Haremo."

When Haremo, who was nearby, tried to interject, Kazin silenced him.

"..."

"I'm sorry it's turned out this way. But that's business, what can you do?"

As Kazin spoke, he couldn't look me straight in the eyes. Kazin was a straightforward guy, not just in his words but also in his actions.

At least, it was clear he felt sorry toward me.

"The boss told me to meet with the other five families and hear their terms as well."

"Did I hear wrong? It sounds like you're saying they have a port to receive the goods."

"Luke, wait."

I could have killed Kazin and his subordinates right there and thrown them into the sea.

Or I could have mobilized the coast guard to ensure they never set foot in this city again. But I didn't because it wouldn't be good for business.

"For now, we can hand over half of the drugs we brought right away. But for the other half, after checking the terms of the five families... if they don't appeal to us, we'll give them to you."

Kazin explained that from his position, he needed to check the terms offered by the five families.

"It's a waste of time. Will they offer better terms than us?"

"Luke. I respect you, but I need to check what their terms are. There's a minimum procedure, you know."

Yes, a procedure that suddenly appeared.

Of course, it was clear that the five families couldn't take drugs from this port without our permission. Perhaps the five families wouldn't actively offer terms either.

After finishing various calculations, I decided to reluctantly agree with Kazin's words.

Kazin expressed his gratitude to me several times, and immediately after disembarking at the port, he headed straight to find the five families of this city.

Judging by the direction, he seemed to be heading to the Marinelli Family first. Seeing him go there, it was clear that Kazin's boss didn't understand the situation in this city well.

The Marinelli Family is currently cooperating with us through a strategic marriage. Moreover, they receive a lot of drugs through us. There was no reason for them to volunteer to receive supplies directly from Kazin's organization and risk falling out with us.

Anyway, thanks to Kazin's actions, there were signs that the bosses of the five families were gathering in one place.

The one leading this movement was Eddie Sanchez, the boss of the Sanchez Family.

A remnant of the past that my father had ended by biting off his neck.
The powerful organization consisting of five families, the Commission, was trying to reorganize itself.

Of course, compared to its glorious past, it was in a pitiful state.

Ch.23 - The Five Families (1)
# The Five Family Bosses

The bosses of the five families gathered in one place.

It was two days after Kazin and his subordinates had visited the five families, starting with the Marinelli Family.

To get straight to the point.

The five families—or rather, the four families excluding the Marinelli Family who had no interest in this deal—failed to reach an agreement with Kazin.

Eddie Sanchez of the Sanchez Family had the highest expectations for this deal.

"So now it's our turn for an opportunity?"

Despite being hastily awakened and still in his pajamas, the massive golem exuded an overwhelming presence.

While Haremo and Kazin's other subordinates trembled at the enormous eyes gleaming in the darkness, Kazin remained unfazed.

"No, to be precise, we can sell our drugs to the five families, but there's one condition."

"...What is it?"

Sanchez had a cigar in his mouth, massive to match his size.

"You have to make a better offer than the Wolf."

"...What did they offer?"

The golem seemed displeased with the situation that kept going in circles.

Kazin mentioned the money and additional elements that Luke Pellini and the Pellini Family had prepared to receive the drugs they brought.

The amount of money was substantial, but what mattered most was their control over the Coast Guard.

"Damn it! We've been doing business with you for decades, but we've never dealt on such terms!"

"That's true. But what can we do when the Wolf has changed the game?"

The wolf Kazin referred to wasn't Luke, but his father, Don Vito Pellini.

"You weren't even the boss back then."

"..."

Sanchez suddenly realized something.

He couldn't offer better terms than the Wolf in the current situation. This arrogant guy in front of him must know that too.

He was clearly toying with him while knowing everything.

"Tell your boss that selling to the Wolf will give him a headache. Not just from me, but from all five families!"

"Look, our boss is a businessman. He doesn't get involved in such matters."

"Huh, really?"

Sanchez slowly rose to his feet.

Though the mansion was built for him, as he stood up, his head nearly touched the high ceiling, creating a precarious sight.

"Seems like he's already quite involved."

Sanchez's men around the room drew their guns, and Kazin's subordinates immediately aimed back.

As tension filled the air, Kazin also stood up.

"Don't give us trouble. Settle it with the Wolf."

"Isn't this a bit rude?"

"You were the rude one."

Kazin replied, referring to Sanchez's earlier mention of his boss.

If Kazin's boss heard those words, he would certainly reconsider his thoughts immediately.

In the tense situation...

No gunshots were heard. Sanchez already had enough headaches with his current problems.

Kazin left the Sanchez Family and visited the other families, going through the same process.

None of them could make an attractive enough offer to satisfy Kazin.

Kazin dangled the terms offered by the Wolf and the Pellini Family in front of the bosses, goading them, but it was practically impossible to offer better terms.

The Russo Family had the highest possibility.
They had secured many strongholds in northern Heavenly and the suburbs, so it would be sufficient just to land at a suitable port.

However, the Coast Guard, bribed by the Pellini Family, posed a significant obstacle.

Darius Russo couldn't provide a clear solution to this issue, and Kazin returned to the port without any hesitation.

*
Peaky Blinders - Barns Courtney - Fire
It's recommended to listen to this song while reading this part.
*

This was why the bosses of the five families gathered.

Although all the drugs from overseas went to the Pellini Family this time too, things could be different next time.

If the five families joined forces again.

That's why Eddie Sanchez, boss of the Sanchez Family, invited all the bosses, and they all agreed to appear at the designated date and place.

A restaurant in western Heavenly.

It was a red, luxurious place. However, it seemed they weren't conducting regular business today.

Despite many empty seats, they weren't accepting any more reservations or customers.

Eddie Sanchez was the first to appear.

The Sanchez Family he led once had about 670 regular members and around 3,000 associates, dominating western and central Heavenly.

Today, they had about 350 regular members and around 1,600 associates.

At least among the five families, none could overwhelm them.

Tables and chairs were prepared in the center of the restaurant. His seat among them seemed to declare him the protagonist of this meeting.

The second to appear was Vito Marinelli.

The Marinelli Family once had about 520 regular members and around 1,700 associates, dominating southern and southeastern Heavenly.

Today, they had about 240 regular members and around 700 associates.

"Vito, it's been a while."

Despite Sanchez's greeting, the descendant of the golden dragon showed no reaction.

His gaunt body, face worn with fatigue, and unkempt beard—he could barely walk without his eldest son's support.

Nevertheless, scars all over his face and body testified to his tumultuous past.

"..."

Sanchez began exchanging formal conversation with the eldest son instead of the incapacitated boss.

Meanwhile, the third boss appeared. It was Darius Russo.

The Russo Family once had about 620 regular members and around 2,200 associates, dominating northern and northeastern Heavenly.

Today, they had about 330 regular members and around 900 associates.

Russo wore a special helmet on his head. Despite no oxygen remaining to fuel the flames, his head continued to burn.

The appearance of the vampire with the burning head naturally caused the temperature to rise.

"Well, that guy is still a nuisance."

"You're the nuisance, you lump."

When Sanchez made a remark about Russo, a woman appeared. She thoroughly concealed her face and expression with a creepy silver mask.

However, physical features like long ears protruding outside the mask and purple skin reminiscent of poison indicated she was a dark elf.

Her name was Rita Carmen.

The Carmen Family once had about 110 regular members and around 2,900 associates, controlling all information in Heavenly.

Today, their exact size is unknown.

"So you're here, brat."

"I see the Wolf isn't here yet."

Carmen deliberately ignored the golem's words while checking the remaining empty seats.

The Wolf she referred to wasn't the Pellini Family but another family.

"The Gray Wolf must be getting old too."

"Or maybe he's scared."

When the boss of the last family, the Dragovich Family, hadn't appeared yet, two bosses made remarks.

Sanchez and Russo.

They were in a cooperative relationship. Sanchez was at war with Carmen in the west, and Carmen had allied with the Dragovich Family to compensate for her numerical disadvantage.

Sanchez had made the Russo Family, free from the western conflict, his ally.

Russo also didn't want to face the alliance of two bosses after Sanchez's defeat in the western conflict. The current situation, with three bosses trapped in the west, was ideal.

"Such vulgar fellows."

"Look what you've done. Look at Vito!"

"..."

Despite Sanchez's outcry, Vito Marinelli showed no hostility toward Carmen. In fact, it was questionable whether he was even aware of her presence.

"Don't you ever get tired? It wasn't me who made Vito touch that drug, it was Vito himself."

"How cruel to say that in front of his son."

A voice mixed with mechanical sounds flowed from Russo's helmet. Though difficult to discern due to the emotionless mechanical sound, he was quite angry.

"Cruel... but true."

"He's here."

At Sanchez's words, all the bosses except Marinelli turned in the same direction.

Mikhail Dragovich. The last boss to arrive had made his entrance.

The werewolf with silver fur and gray eyes, along with other werewolves, made the restaurant interior even more cramped.

"Hey, friend. Are you alright?"

Dragovich, disregarding the gazes of the other bosses, placed his cold metal prosthetic arm on Marinelli's shoulder.

The Dragovich Family once had about 440 regular members and around 1,800 associates, dominating southwestern Heavenly.

Today, they had about 310 regular members and around 1,000 associates.

"..."

Meanwhile, Marinelli showed no reaction despite his friend's gesture.

"He's practically a vegetable."

"..."

Ignoring Russo's comment, Dragovich also took his seat.

This was the first meeting of the five bosses since Vito Pellini's death. Ordinary members expected this gathering to signal the revival of the Commission.

*

"Alright, now that everyone's here, let's get straight to the point."

"Still as hasty as ever, kid."

"You'd better shut that mouth, old hag."

Russo responded to Carmen's remark directed at Sanchez. Their words weren't wrong. Among the bosses, Sanchez was the youngest, and Carmen was the oldest.

Between Sanchez and Carmen, there were many differences in thinking, values, and even generations.

"..."

Carmen seemed to have something to say, but Dragovich restrained her.

Since she couldn't stand against Sanchez without Dragovich's help, Carmen respected his wishes and held her tongue.

Thinking it was his turn again, Sanchez finally got to the main point.

"You all met those Tyrrhenian guys last night, right?"

All the bosses except Marinelli reacted to Sanchez's words.

"Manfredi, did they visit you too?"

"Yes."

Dragovich, the closest to Marinelli among the bosses, confirmed the necessary information with his friend's son.

"None of you could satisfy them anyway."

"No, I almost got them to come over."

"...So, did you succeed?"

"Unfortunately, I failed."

Carmen objected to Russo's statement, and Dragovich questioned Russo's response. Simply put, none of the five families could satisfy the drug dealers from Tyrrhenia.

Sanchez said that if all five families joined forces, they could satisfy them.

"Why don't you be more specific? How can we satisfy them?"

"If we can just handle the Coast Guard, we can receive the drugs on our end."

Russo stated the key point in response to Dragovich's question. The port doesn't have to be the one in eastern Heavenly.

The problem was the Coast Guard controlled by the Pellini Family.

Before discussing how to handle the Coast Guard, Carmen asked, seemingly unable to comprehend:

"Wait, so you're saying we should buy from you again?"

"No family has a better position than ours. So, yes."

"Ah, bullshit. If you're trying to put a leash on us, get lost."

BANG!

Russo immediately slammed his hand on the table.

"What? Did I say something wrong?"

"Stop it, both of you. Shouldn't we be discussing how to deal with the Coast Guard held by the little wolf?"

"Port... the port is important."

While Dragovich was mediating between the two bosses, Marinelli spoke in a weak voice. His son behind him quickly covered his mouth.

Of course, the other bosses were focused on the fact that Marinelli had spoken for the first time since arriving.

"Yes, you're right. We need to sweep away the Pellini guys at the port. Or pressure them so they can't touch us with the Coast Guard."

Russo began pouring out his opinions related to the port mentioned by Marinelli.

The other bosses listened to his opinion for now, but meanwhile, Sanchez made a significant remark.

"There is a best solution."

"What is it?"

"Hand over the culprit who killed the Don to them."

"...What?!"

Sanchez answered Dragovich's question with a wicked smile. His gaze naturally turned toward Carmen.

"What nonsense are you talking about?"

"There are rumors that you killed the Don!"

The bosses present didn't acknowledge the title "Don" used by Sanchez. More precisely, they didn't want to acknowledge it.

Nevertheless, Sanchez referred to the deceased Vito Pellini as the Don. This was because Vito Pellini had legitimately defeated Sanchez, and Sanchez recognized him as his boss.

Of course, the situation was different for the other bosses.

To them, Vito Pellini and his children were mortal enemies.

"What is this about?"

"No, thinking about it, this is more efficient. We can appease the Pellini's complaints, replace Carmen's vacancy with Pellini, and form a new Commission with the five families..."

Russo began explaining as thoroughly as possible to Dragovich, who had a dumbfounded expression.

"You bastards! This was your plan from the start!"

Of course, Carmen, the person in question, didn't remain silent.

"Hey, you audacious old hag! You should have thought twice before touching the Don!"

"..."

The conversation was going nowhere.

Sanchez and Russo were blaming Carmen for the Don's death and mentioned that the Pellini Family perceived it the same way.

Of course, Carmen denied all the unfounded allegations against her.

"The Pellini guys have already taken over the Academy and are preparing their next move. With the money from the drugs they just brought in, they'll probably start moving in earnest."

"..."

"Hey, hey, old hag! Look at me when I'm talking!"

Carmen's expression was hidden behind her mask, but it was easy to guess. Meanwhile, regardless, Sanchez continued his story.

"So they'll probably move to take revenge on you. Why should we get involved in that?"

"Haa... Listen. I didn't touch a hair on Vito's head."

"Whether you did or not, it's not our concern. What matters is what they believe. Anyway, that's how it is."

Sanchez and Russo clearly stated to the other bosses again.

By offering Rita Carmen as a sacrifice, they could get the drugs and seek coexistence with the Pellini Family.

"..."

Carmen finally stood up. She couldn't stand being in the same space with these idiots for even a minute longer.

Dragovich also left his seat, following her.

"Father, let's go."

"..."

Marinelli also left the restaurant, supported by his eldest son.

Just before getting into the car.

Thinking about everything he had witnessed today, he felt like laughing, but he exercised superhuman patience.

If one thing was decided at this meeting today.

It's that the Commission no longer exists.

Ch.24 - Five Families (2)
# One Day Before the Summit of the Five Family Bosses

It was Sunday, a day when my two wives usually shared me, but at least this Sunday was an exception to that rule.

"Elena, aren't you clinging too much?"

"So what? It's not like I'm wearing you out by doing this."

I had clearly intended to go to work at the Academy's union office.

But when I came to my senses, I found myself being held by Elena like some kind of doll.

Elena seemed unwilling to let go of me, whom she had claimed as part of the deal to supply drugs to the Marinelli Family. Of course, I wasn't just nestled in Elena's arms all day.

Kazin, who had visited all five Families, came to the hotel.

"None of the Five Families made a better offer than yours."

"...Then the other half is practically ours too."

"Yes, that's how it should be seen."

Kazin didn't stay long at the top of the hotel.

He needed to personally supervise the unloading of the remaining half of the drugs from the ship he had arrived on.

"Elena, just in case, I should—"

"I'll send Carso. You stay here."

"..."

Today I felt like I had become Elena's attachment doll.

"Luke, do you have any complaints?"

"No."

"...That's definitely a face with complaints."

"I'm just wondering since when you've liked me this much."

"..."

Elena seemed at a loss for words after hearing what I said.

"But I think it wasn't so bad when we were young."

"Yeah, back then you were always running to me saying you liked me."

Elena didn't deny my words. I probably remember... when I returned home in the middle of the night with Father after eliminating a target.

Elena would wake up half-asleep and embrace me with open arms, not caring about the blood on me.

That normal sibling relationship broke when Father began to desire more than what was appropriate for his station.

From being the adopted son and biological daughter of a minion employed by the Five Families.
To being the adopted son and biological daughter of the Godfather who brought the Five Families to their knees.

Elena and I had to adapt to that change, and in the process, we came to see each other as competitors.

It was frighteningly easy for step-siblings who once seemed like real family connected by blood to become people who hated each other more than strangers.

"...Luke."

"What?"

Elena was still holding me like a doll in her arms.

I felt her arms tightening around me. Though it might just be my imagination.

"Sometimes I feel like when you try to trust someone... all you get in return is being tested to see if that trust is real."

[Regrettably, it is truly difficult for one person to trust another]

Just then, the letters on the newspaper placed on the table in front of the sofa where Elena was holding me began to show chaotic movement.

This wasn't just a quote; it seemed almost like it was sympathizing with Elena. Or perhaps it was showing a quote perfectly suited to this situation.

"What do you mean by that?"

"I know I'm being selfish. But... I wish that woman would disappear from our relationship."

Shocked by this statement, I looked up at Elena, turning my eyes upward.

....

Droplets falling on my head. Tears were flowing from Elena's eyes.

"Elena."

'She might be an obstacle to you, but she was my salvation.'

Those words rose to the tip of my tongue but couldn't pass through my heavily weighted lips. They would only leave deep wounds on Elena.

While I was briefly contemplating, Elena wiped her tears and continued speaking.

"...Luke, I can't imagine a life without you."

"..."

"So please!"

What Elena wanted from me was clear. To break up with Felicia.

But it wasn't that simple. We hadn't even secured the central part of the city yet. If I broke off the engagement with Felicia in this situation...

We would immediately have to start a war with the Marinelli Family.

Elena must know these obvious facts.

Yet she was still pleading with me. She was in so much pain that she couldn't hold it in anymore.

"Elena."

"..."

Elena looked extremely sad. Not because of the emotions she had just poured out, but because she knew what I was about to answer.

But her expectation was wrong.

"Elena, it might not be for a very long time, but from now on, I will be with you forever."

It might not be for a very long time. There was always the possibility that Elena and I would fail in our revenge for Father.

The families of those we killed for revenge also have the right to seek vengeance against us. Father's death was also revenge for what he had done to the Five Families.

Nevertheless, I was making a promise to Elena.

Even if the time we could spend together wasn't long. Even if death suddenly came for us on this journey where we couldn't see what lay ahead.

I was saying that I would be with her forever.

The path I had walked throughout my life would give this statement even greater meaning.

"...Yes."

Elena's response was too simple.

Whatever meaning she took from my words, she showed a bright smile instead of tears.

*

One day after that incident, Monday, marking the beginning of a new week.

Kazin and Haremo boarded the ship they had arrived on.

The sea. It was both the largest obstacle separating people and the greatest natural blessing that brought people together.

As the new boss and underboss of the Fellini Family saw them off, their ship gradually moved away from land.

"Haremo."

"Yes, brother."

"What do you think of those two?"

"...They seem to get along better than I heard."

Kazin confirmed what he felt by asking Haremo.

"Phew..."

Kazin took out a cigarette from his pack, sighing in relief at having completed one task.

"Brother."

Haremo quickly lit Kazin's cigarette.

"The Five Families weren't much."

"What? You didn't feel anything while meeting those guys with me?"

"...Pardon?"

In Haremo's opinion, the Five Families were quite pathetic. Although the Coast Guard was in the Fellini Family's grasp, they hadn't been able to devise any countermeasures.

Moreover, some of the bosses completely lacked dignity.

"This confirms it. They're nothing but losers who've fallen behind the times."

Kazin especially shuddered at the Five Family bosses' desire to return to the era when the Commission was still intact.

If that happened, Kazin and his organization, who supplied drugs, would have to take losses like before. No merchant could exist while doing business at a loss.

This was also one of the deep wounds the Wolf had inflicted on the Five Families. Thanks to the Wolf satisfying his trading partners as he pleased, their expectations had been raised.

"Then I guess the next drug shipment will go to the Fellini guys too."

"Maybe? But let's not be too certain."

Kazin said, looking at the land that was no longer visible. And he thought to himself how he truly looked forward to seeing how the situation would have changed the next time he came.

At the harbor where Kazin and his subordinates had departed, Elena, I, and the wolves remained.

"Alright, let's go back to the hotel then."

"Sure."

Once Kazin and his subordinates were gone, Elena clung to me as if nothing had happened. As if there was nothing to stop her now.

Ding dong—!

We were about to get into the elevator to go to the top floor.
However, we didn't expect to encounter Felicia inside that elevator.

"Luke, I'm glad. I actually had something to tell you."

"..."

She naturally joined us as we headed to the top floor.

Elena remained vigilant, but Felicia had a very serious expression.

"Felicia, what's going on?"

"The bosses of the Five Families gathered for a summit."

Elena and I said nothing. It seemed Kazin's visit to the Five Families had provoked them more than expected.

We hadn't expected the Five Families to hold a meeting among themselves so quickly.

"..."

Elena seemed somewhat worried and started biting her nails.

"Elena."

"Ah..."

Upon reaching the top floor, we headed to a different room than Elena's and mine.

As soon as we entered Felicia's room, Heb greeted us, and Elena was disgusted by the appearance of the giant moth.

"Felicia, so how did you find out about this?"

"My father just told me."

She began speaking as soon as Elena and I sat down on the sofa.

The story started with Vito Marinelli, the boss of the Marinelli Family, attending the bosses' summit.

"Of course, Father pretended to be an addict."

Pretended? Although his condition was better than I had expected, he was indeed an addict hooked on Blue Eyes.

"The location was a restaurant in Sanchez's territory, and all the bosses attended without exception."

"I'm guessing Sanchez led the summit."

Felicia nodded at my words. Vito Marinelli seemed to remember most of the summit's content.

No, after learning the full details of the summit through Felicia, it would be strange not to remember it. First, Sanchez and Russo had joined hands, and Carmen and Dragovich had joined hands.

Additionally, Sanchez and Russo argued that Carmen should be handed over to us.

What was peculiar was that they knew we suspected Rita Carmen.

"Wait, how do they know that?"

"Well, there are always ears listening around us."

Felicia answered Elena's question as if it were obvious.

It was strange, though. They knew we suspected Rita Carmen the most... but they didn't seem to know why we thought that way.

Felicia had warned me about her father's crisis, and Rita Carmen had proposed to Vito Marinelli that they deal with my father together.

What came next was important.

Carmen claimed her innocence, saying she didn't kill the Wolf, and Sanchez replied that what mattered wasn't the truth but what we thought.

"It's probably a lie anyway."

"It could be the truth."

Felicia mentioned one possibility. The possibility that Carmen truly didn't kill our father.

"What are you saying? You said she made the proposal to your side."

"Yes, we refused. But since we, who are geographically close to your family, refused to cooperate, Carmen might have given up cleanly."

"Well, it doesn't change anything."

Sanchez was right. Whether Carmen killed Father or not wasn't important.

Regardless, she was too dangerous to be left alive. Father had spared her out of sympathy for someone in the same situation as himself.

*

Anyway, we were able to understand everything that happened at the summit through Vito Marinelli and his daughter Felicia.

"It's fortunate they're fighting among themselves."

"Yes, it would have been troublesome if they had all come at us at once."

Since the Marinelli Family was cooperating with us, we would be facing four Families.

Moreover, the four Families were split into two pairs, each desperate to kill the other.

"Elena."

"...What?"

Judging by Elena's expression, she seemed to be thinking the same thing as me. There was nothing to lose by moving as Sanchez wanted.

While I was discussing with my two wives how to respond to the Five Families' summit.

Various other events were unfolding in the western part of Hevilly.

"So where is it?!"

"Here, sir!"

Police officers from the Organized Crime Task Force arrived at an office after receiving a report.

"...What is all this?"

"Looks like Blue Eyes, sir."

The corpse of an orc with his mouth filled with drugs.

"Damn it! This guy is someone we know!"

The dead orc was one of the caporegimes of the Sanchez Family. The fact that his mouth was filled with Blue Eyes clearly indicated... it was the work of the Carmen Family.

It was an obvious provocation from the Carmen Family.

Most likely, it was retribution for what Sanchez had done against Carmen during today's bosses' summit.

Of course, Sanchez didn't sit idle.

Bang—!

As soon as the door was roughly opened, numerous gunshots followed.

A group of assailants began attacking Carmen Family strongholds in broad daylight, moving like an army.

These weren't just secretive locations with only organization members but places where civilians were openly present. However, the Sanchez Family members didn't care at all.

An attack against one side soon led to a larger attack.

"Cough!"

Carmen Family members subdued truck drivers transporting Sanchez Family goods and set the trucks on fire.

It was a warning that whatever they did would have sufficient consequences.

Such incidents occurred countless times throughout the western part. The Russo Family was still observing the situation, but the Dragovich Family had already joined in, supporting the Carmen Family.

In the midst of this chaotic situation.

A man directly appeared at the Dragon Hill Hotel, the headquarters of the Marinelli Family.

"Take me to your boss."

It was Mikhail Dragovich, the boss of the Dragovich Family, coming to meet his old friend.

Ch.25 - Five Families (3)
# Dragon Hill Hotel.

Compared to its excessively lavish exterior, the interior was rather ordinary.

Dragovich's expression soured as he felt like he was witnessing the once-glorious Marinelli Family in decline. After all, he too had been defeated by the wolf.

Click. No matter how much oil he applied, he could never get used to this horrible metallic sound from his prosthetic hand.

Vito Marinelli had called himself an "eternal loser" in his conversation with the little wolf, but that wasn't quite right.

The eternal losers were plural, not singular.

"Mr. Dragovich."

"Manfredi."

Upon hearing that one of the Five Families' bosses had appeared, a man came rushing over.

Vito Marinelli's eldest son, Manfredi Marinelli.

Dragovich warmly greeted his friend's son and explained why he had personally come.

"I'm here to see a friend."

"...As you already know, he's not in good condition."

"It doesn't matter."

If it had been anyone other than Dragovich, Manfredi would have thrown them out immediately. There was nothing to gain from exposing the charade that the boss had become an addict ruined by Blue Eyes.

But Vito Marinelli and Mikhail Dragovich were the closest of friends.

While some dismissed the loyalty of the underworld as irregular and fluid compared to normal loyalty, Dragovich was not one of them.

Even during the Five Families' meeting, Dragovich had worried about his friend's well-being before anyone else, paying no mind to allies or adversaries.

"Follow me."

"Hmm."

The two large men took the elevator to the floor where the Family boss resided.

"...Is his condition still the same?"

"Yes, it's that Blue Eyes, after all."

"..."

Dragovich had learned about Rita Carmen's atrocities after joining hands with her. Of course, he had known about his friend's drug addiction before that.

If not for Eddie Sanchez's intimidating presence, he would never have collaborated with Carmen and her Family.

As the werewolf's face grew contemplative, the elevator came to a stop.

As soon as they exited, Manfredi said he would go check on his father's condition.

It seemed natural to anyone watching, but in reality, it was to buy his father some time.

After a brief wait, the two bosses were finally in the same room.

"..."

Marinelli's condition still appeared poor.

Though surrounded by luxurious art and extravagances, his eyes had lost their former sharpness.

Of course, compared to the last meeting, at least his outward appearance was decent. The well-groomed hair and beard were clearly someone else's handiwork.

"Manfredi, I'd like to speak with him alone. Would you mind stepping out?"

"That's not possible."

Manfredi's body language seemed to say he was anticipating trouble.

"Your father is fine anyway, isn't he?"

"..."

The werewolf's words startled both Marinellis.

"So you are well after all."

"Damn it all."

Dragovich didn't miss the change in expression. Marinelli cursed the moment his ruse was exposed.

"Manfredi, you may leave."

"Yes."

After Marinelli dismissed his son, Dragovich sat down wherever he pleased.

"Friend, your acting skills aren't bad."

"So you knew all along."

"Carmen, that woman probably knows too."

"..."

When Dragovich mentioned that name, Marinelli's gaze sharpened.

"So are you going to tell that bitch about my condition?"

"No, I don't have that kind of loyalty to her."

Dragovich answered his friend's question with ease. It was obvious to him.

"Then why the hell are you here?"

"You ask the obvious. It's time for revenge. If you and I join forces, catching two young wolves who lost their parents and are wandering aimlessly would be child's play."

"..."

"What's wrong?"

Hearing such words from the werewolf almost made Marinelli laugh, but he couldn't bring himself to.

"Revenge..."

"Surely you're not saying you're not interested? This is revenge against the wolf who made us all like this."

"Well, I'm not so sure."

Dragovich sensed something was off.

The man who once burned with vengeance against the wolf alongside him... now looked so powerless.

"That drug seems to have ruined you."

"Perhaps. But I no longer care about revenge."

"Huh, I never thought I'd hear such words from you. Is that true? Or have you found something more important than revenge?"

"Yes, I have."

Dragovich waited for Marinelli's explanation.

Though he couldn't quite understand it himself, he thought whatever had made a man abandon his life's goal must have considerable value.

"With the wolf already dead, my children are more important to me than such revenge."

"...I don't understand. Can't you just have more children?"

Marinelli's expression suggested he thought Dragovich was being stupid. The werewolves' values were truly difficult to comprehend.

"Let me explain so even you can understand. Though I lost to the wolf, I won't let my children become losers."

"I see. Understood."

Marinelli thought this dense fellow finally understood. But Dragovich's following response was remarkable.

"Your brain must be pickled by that drug."

"What?!"

"Friend, there's one more thing I should tell you."

Dragovich added that he heard this directly from Rita Carmen. Despite Marinelli's dislike for her, he couldn't help but be curious.

"The reason she got you addicted to that drug. She said it was because you might become a threat to the wolf."

"..."

It wasn't hard to believe.

Vito Marinelli, along with Dragovich, had been one of the bosses most obsessed with revenge against the wolf.

That woman, who claimed to be the wolf's woman of her own accord, was certainly capable of such a thing.

"She probably tried to dilute your anger with drugs. Looking at you now, it seems to have worked."

When Dragovich first learned this, he thought it quite ironic.

What she had done for the wolf had come back to haunt her like a boomerang. Rita Carmen had proposed cooperation with Marinelli to deal with the wolf, but was flatly rejected.

She had suppressed Marinelli's anger with drugs, only to later try to use his help to deal with the wolf.

Naturally, it failed.

"Hmph, that doesn't change anything."

"Is that so..."

Dragovich rose quickly. He had nothing more to discuss with the man before him.

He had hoped to reignite his friend's anger by revealing that his decision was merely the result of someone else's manipulation, but even that had failed.

Even if his choice had been influenced by others, if that was his will, there was no room for further negotiation.

"I'll keep quiet about your act."

"..."

Marinelli watched his old friend leave with suspicious eyes, but Dragovich was sincere.

They were close enough for him to respect his wishes, and close enough not to benefit his enemies despite being his ally.

Though loyalty in the underworld is often futile, perhaps that's precisely why it's worth upholding. At least, that's what Dragovich believed.

*

The brief meeting between the two bosses ended.

Meanwhile, an important discussion among the Pellini Family was taking place at the Lupus Carlton Hotel in eastern Heavily.

A meeting where the bosses of the Five Families gathered.

Elena, Felicia, and I planned to exploit the discord that had arisen between them.

Immediately, Carso and his subordinate wolves headed to the western part of the city. Since it had become virtually a battlefield, I made sure they were well-armed.

"..."

"Elena, what's wrong?"

"Nothing, just thinking."

Elena seemed worried that something might go wrong. She tended to worry more than she appeared to.

Carso was going to convey our intentions to Sanchez.

That there would be no peace between the Five Families and the Pellini Family unless Rita Carmen, who killed our godfather, paid with her life.

This was clearly a topic discussed at their meeting. The Five Families' bosses would suspect someone had leaked the meeting's contents to us.

"Felicia, will you be alright?"

This would put more pressure on her father. Nevertheless, Felicia readily agreed.

The Five Families were already in a tense situation with Sanchez and Russo, Carmen and Dragovich joining hands and growling at each other.

In such a situation, with added suspicion toward each other... we thought they wouldn't have the luxury to specifically suspect the Marinelli Family.

"And I have something to tell you both."

"What is it?"

"..."

Elena was on guard, wondering what Felicia was about to say.

Felicia answered my question with a slight smile.

"I've shared this information freely this time, but continuing to leak meeting contents is a big burden for us."

"Yes, I understand."

I readily acknowledged her point. After all, she was taking a risk.

"On the condition that I tell you about the next meeting's contents, I want to spend this Sunday with Luke."

"...What?!"

"Felicia, perhaps another condition—"

"No, there's no other option."

As Elena incredulously questioned her, I stepped in.

Felicia was smart. She must know there was much more to gain from this opportunity...

She must know, and yet she wanted to claim me somehow. Elena vehemently opposed, but there was nothing we could do.

"...That's so unfair."

"Oh my, you started it first."

As she said, Elena was the first to use a day with Luke as a condition for business between the two families.

"..."

"It can't be helped."

"Luke."

"Elena, it's just this once."

Of course, Felicia mentioned that this was only regarding the next meeting's results. She might demand something else for the meeting after that.

If she were to make the same demand again, I doubted Elena would remain quiet. Felicia probably knew that too.

Anyway, Elena continued to resist Felicia's clutches while holding onto me. But after my persistent persuasion, she reluctantly... agreed to give up this Sunday to Felicia.

To be honest, it was more like coercion than agreement, but I used the same method with Elena that she had used with Felicia.

[Hoist by one's own petard]

Sure enough, the status window didn't miss this opportunity. This phrase was very familiar to me. It was a proverb from the world, from the country I used to live in.

"I can't wait for Sunday."

"Felicia, stop teasing Elena."

Her victorious tail-wagging like a rattlesnake was cute, but right now it was important to soothe Elena's mood.

Fortunately, or perhaps not, an important phone call arrived for us.

As the phone rang loudly, I quickly picked up the receiver. It was our Family's consigliere, Anthony Salmo.

"Mr. Luke, Hagen has a request for us."

"A request?"

A request from J.P. Hagen. And one made after providing substantial funding. It couldn't help but feel uncomfortable.

But... after hearing the request from Salmo, it was far from what I had expected.

"I understand."

As I quickly hung up, Elena and Felicia were curious about what I had heard.

"Hagen has made a request of us."

"...Hagen?"

"Yes, his nephew attends the Academy, and he wants our drugs to have absolutely no influence on his nephew and his friends."

It was a reasonable request. But the fact that he felt the need to ask us like this meant he wanted definitive measures.

"It seems he sent Salmo a list of his nephew and his friends."

"...Well, I guess we have no choice."

Elena delegated this matter to me. The Academy was my territory, after all.

Ch.26 - This is Academy! (1)
# The Small Favor of Financial King Hagen

One small favor from Financial King Hagen.

He wanted his nephew and his nephew's friends to have a drug-free zone at the academy.

After confirming Hagen's request through Salmo, we unanimously agreed to grant his wish. It didn't seem like we had much choice anyway.

While I was on the phone with the wolves of the academy,

Elena and Felicia engaged in a battle of nerves in the absence of the mediator.

"Elena, can I borrow your brother this Sunday?"

"You enjoy taking other people's husbands that much? What a bad taste."

"Since he's my husband too now, I'd appreciate it if you didn't think negatively about it."

"..."

Their battles of nerves usually end with Felicia's victory, just like now.

This time too, Elena glared at her as if she wanted to kill her, and as always, it seemed like minor violence would follow.

Felicia was ready to counterattack at any moment. As she waited for Elena to attack... Elena only glared at her without resorting to violence.

"...?"

Instead, Elena looked down at her as if belittling her.
As if no matter what Felicia did, her relationship with Luke would remain unshaken.

This irritated Felicia even more.

Whatever had happened, it was clearly related to Luke.

Regardless of what had transpired between them, Felicia intended to settle the score this Sunday. After all, Elena wasn't the only one who wanted Luke all to herself.

Meanwhile, while my two wives were engaged in their battle of nerves, I contacted Sarina and Kambara.

I immediately had the wolves take measures regarding Hagen's nephew and his friends.

Specifically, I tipped off the student brokers and had the wolves and organization members keep an eye on Hagen's nephew and his friends.

After finishing the call, I casually mentioned to my two wives.

"Elena, Felicia. I'll be heading to the academy for a bit."

"...Is that necessary?"

"It's about time I completely clean up around the academy."

The academy interior is already defended by a total force of about 140 men under my command, and the western part of the academy is being handled by Vanella, one of the family's caporegimes.

But there was a need to move more aggressively.

Especially since there's a possibility that the Marinelli Family, which divides Greenberg, might push upward.

"It's unfortunate, but it can't be helped."

Today is Tuesday, which is my day with Felicia. Of course, she, with her clear distinction between public and private matters, told me not to worry.

"I'll still try to come back early."

"Alright, I'll be looking forward to it."

"..."

While Felicia and I were talking, Elena was quietly watching me.

Her gaze was so affectionate that anyone could see it, which is why Felicia couldn't leave her alone and made a comment.

"You know it's a bit burdensome when you stare like that with your size, right?"

"Just be quiet."

"Don't fight while I'm gone."

As I headed to the academy, I felt I should remind Carso and Armo.

"Ugh, no way. People might think we're always fighting."

"Luke, see you later."

While I was reminding them, Felicia joked around, and Elena, regardless of that, focused on me.

Our peculiar cohabitation has been going on for several weeks now, but there seemed to be no sign of improvement between the two.

'....'

The relationship between my two wives and me had improved so much that overflowing love was the issue.

*

When I boarded the armored car at the Lupus Carlton Hotel,

Sarina and Kambara were in a car, chasing another vehicle.

"Sister! Should we continue the pursuit?!"

"What else would we do?! Hey, keep pressing the gas!"

Right after receiving Luke Pellini's call, Sarina and Kambara had relayed the under boss's orders to the wolves and organization members under their command.

Afterward, the restless Sarina took Kambara and patrolled the academy, where they discovered something.

Students, or more precisely, people who weren't even student brokers trying to sell drugs in the academy.

"Run!"

Because of the distance, they managed to escape to their car, and Sarina and Kambara belatedly got into their car to chase them.

"I said press harder!"

"Sister! We'll have an accident at this rate!"

While the wolf in the driver's seat was contemplating whether to follow Sarina's order, the car ahead of them crashed into a streetlight near the academy.

"Stupid bastards. They crashed on their own."

Screech! As soon as the following car stopped, Sarina and Kambara approached the crashed vehicle.

The front of the car that had hit the streetlight was in a terrible state. The impact of the collision had completely shattered the front windshield, and the occupants were disoriented.

"Kambara, you handle this one."

"M-me?"

Dealing with such trash was too tedious for Sarina and the wolves.

In contrast, Kambara had only handled tax and accounting work when he was at Gulliman. He had no experience killing people.

Of course, that didn't mean he was far from violence. There were many ways to express violence without killing someone.

"Start with the one in the driver's seat."

The driver seemed to be maintaining consciousness, albeit faintly. Unable to do anything about the blood flowing from his forehead, he just shook his head back and forth.

"Kill him quickly, Kambara."

"..."

Sarina's clear instruction was also heard by the guy in the car.

Click. As Kambara aimed the gun he had pulled out at him, the guy used all his strength to say:

"Oh. Please, no. No. I don't want to fucking die..."

Bang!

The muzzle of the gun Kambara held was strangely trembling, and there was no smoke that naturally follows after firing.

That's because the gunshot came from Sarina's gun, not his.

"Kambara, how can you hesitate to deal with bastards like these? These guys will kill you in the moment you hesitate! No need to think, just pull the trigger!"

Sarina said that as she also took care of the guy in the passenger seat.

"..."

Kambara couldn't take his eyes off their deaths.

"Damn it, Kambara. Snap out of it."

Sarina thought of Kambara as pitiful rather than pathetic. The underworld of this city was not easy for those who weren't prepared.

"Yes..."

"Let's get out of here before the police arrive."

With that, Sarina and Kambara got into their car, leaving only two corpses at the scene.

By the time I arrived at the academy, they were already welcoming me at the union office.

"Luke, just a moment."

Sarina said she had something to report to me anyway.

"We just dealt with some suspicious guys a little while ago."

Sarina reported the details of the incident and the victims to me, even without me asking.

"These guys. They have no fear."

"I know, right?"

I wondered how they could do such a thing with so many of our forces at the academy.

It felt like messing with the academy had become a new form of suicide in this city.

'Well, this isn't so bad either.'

It wasn't unreasonable for them to underestimate me, since I wasn't even seeking revenge for my father, but instead meeting movie actors and commissioning paintings from Black artists.

"Luke, there won't be any problems, right?"

"I don't think so. It's not like there were any witnesses who saw you."

Besides, the dead bodies can't testify.

There was no possibility of Sarina and Kambara being identified as the killers.

Now that I confirmed there was no problem, it was time to put my thoughts into action.

"Sarina. Prepare all the Fangs."

"Yes."

Sarina didn't ask me for reasons. If anything, after what had just happened, she was glad to be able to stretch her muscles.

About 30 Fangs, the wolves under Sarina's command, and about 30 wolf trainees I had brought to the academy.

For now, I planned to mobilize about 60 people. If the numbers were insufficient, I could always fill in with Vanella's subordinates.

"So, how far are we going?"

"It's still too risky to enter the central city, so just handle up to the river."

"Yes, that should be fine."

"Boss, up to the river means..."

In response to Kambara's reaction, I added more clearly.

"We need to take all of River West."

River West. It was a place one had to pass through to enter the central city. Between River West and the port was South Woodlawn, where the academy was located.

In simple terms, this was an opportunity to completely dominate the South Woodlawn area where the academy was located, and then advance to River West.

"Kambara, contact Vanella's side."

"Yes."

"Luke, then what should we do with the guys in River West and South Woodlawn?"

It was a bit unfamiliar to see Sarina, who usually handled things well on her own, continuously asking me questions.

"I'd like to conserve our forces as much as possible, so focus on taking out the leaders."

"...That way, we won't have much fun."

"You can have fun in the central city, can't you?"

"Ah."

Sarina reacted as if she had realized something important after hearing my words.

Although it might not be fun now, it was important to see the bigger picture. We needed to deal with the other organizations in River West and South Woodlawn, not by annihilating them, but by absorbing them into our forces.

No matter how strong our wolves were, there was no weapon more powerful than numbers and money in war.

"Oh, Luke. Giovanni mentioned something recently..."

I wasn't particularly interested in what Giovanni had to say.

But regarding the fact that the rat-man had discovered that Financial King Hagen had started sponsoring us.

"He said we might be able to get information about the other five families from the Rat's Nest."

"From the Rat's Nest? Are you sure?"

The Rat's Nest referred to an organization similar to a guild of rat-men across the entire city.

It was a fitting name for the rat-men.

I didn't know on what basis Giovanni had said such a thing, but... any information about the five families would be good.

"Then tell Giovanni to approach them."

We could pay for the information with the money we received from Hagen anyway.

Ch.27 - This is Academy! (2)
I decided to leave the contact with the rat's den to Giovanni.

He was the one who suggested it, and he had more free time compared to the other wolves.

In contrast, Sarina was going to be busy with the upcoming operations, and Carso was occupied with assisting Elena alongside Armo, as well as managing the wolves at the harbor.

"But do I really need to buy all the information related to the five Families?"

"It's not like they'll have much different from what our own informants know anyway."

"...Boss, isn't the rat's den pretty well-respected for their information network?"

Cambara interrupted my conversation with Sarina. It seemed he had finished his phone call to Vanella quickly.

Sarina glared at him as if telling him not to overstep, but I told her not to do that.

"They are well-respected, yes. Even though most of what they have is just observations, they're spread throughout the entire city."

In a way, their information is mostly just eyewitness accounts.

In contrast, our Family's informants get information through members or associates of the five Families, which is the opposite approach from the rat's den.

The problem is that due to the recent chaos, even our informants haven't been able to gather reliable information.

Even if we did receive information from them, it's not uncommon for a territory's owner to change within days.

"Still, they're the rat's den after all. I think they might have something useful."

"If they do, that would be more than we could hope for."

Our brief conversation ended.

Sarina relayed my instructions to Giovanni, then began preparing to move out with her subordinate wolves and trainees.

We decided to leave the academy in Cambara's care while Sarina and I were away.

"..."

"Sarina, it's written all over your face. Do you really distrust Cambara that much?"

"Well... he seems too soft for this kind of work."

"Nobody's good at this from the start."

People don't get used to killing just by taking one or two lives. Sometimes you can become accustomed without having to kill anyone yourself.

Especially witnessing someone's death up close, whether friend or foe, helps.

Those indescribable emotions at the boundary between life and death gradually wear away at what people consider normal.

One has to go through that process to truly pull their weight in the underworld.

The other wolves and I had already gone through this process.

"Luke, I'll head out right away then."

"Sure."

Normally, Sarina would stick close to me, but now she was eager to leave the office as quickly as possible. She must have been itching to get into action.

"Boss, should I tell my brother about this too?"

"No, tell Gulliman to hold his position for now."

Gulliman was now a member of the Pellini Family, and his boss was the Family's caporegime.

Nevertheless, his position as an outsider who came from the outskirts of the city remained unchanged. For now, it seemed sufficient to have him guard the northeastern part of Greenberg, which was their territory.

Besides, as long as I didn't break off my strategic marriage with Felicia, there was little chance of an attack from the Marinelli side.

*

As I had mentioned to Elena, the Family's boss, Sarina and Vanella departed from the academy and began advancing in different directions.

Sarina and the wolves' method was extremely efficient and thorough.

As I had instructed, they targeted only the bosses or under bosses of other organizations in South Woodron.

This was much better than mobilizing large numbers of people and engaging in street battles with the police like Sanchez did.

It would attract less attention from law enforcement, and the underlings could simply be absorbed afterward.

'Gang leader shot dead in front of residence.'

'Died after being shot six times in front of home.'

'Bar owner found dead in front of his residence in River West.'

Though only two days had passed since we began our operations, newspapers were already filled with headlines like these.

I was checking these newspapers in the union office within the academy.

"Boss, the lady is asking if we should take this opportunity to expand into North Woodron as well. What should we do?"

"...Good, tell her to do it."

Of course, I didn't plan to leave everything to Sarina and the wolves. To subdue and control North Woodron, we needed more numbers.

Vanella and his subordinates were busy cleaning up River West, so they couldn't help Sarina's side.

"Cambara, tell Sarina not to move immediately, but to wait a bit."

"Yes, understood."

While Cambara relayed my message to Sarina on his desk phone,

I used my desk phone to call someone. Of course, I asked the telephone operator to connect me with the person I wanted to speak to.

"Yes, Under Boss."

"Lumini."

The person who answered my call was Vincent Lumini.

The harbor was an area our Family had been managing continuously. Thanks to this, Lumini, who claimed the northern harbor as his territory, didn't face the same difficulties as Gulliman in Greenberg.

I happened to ask him how his territory was doing these days, and Lumini said that although there were some people from the north trying to eye the harbor... it was very peaceful.

"Then you must have some leeway."

"Pardon?"

"I was hoping you could help the wolves led by Sarina clean up North Woodron."

"..."

Lumini didn't answer immediately. Even at this moment, he was probably turning the gears in his head.

"Yes, that's possible."

After a brief wait, that was the answer that came from his mouth.

Afterward, Lumini said he would send all the subordinates he could spare immediately. The scale was about 40 people.

The fact that he could spare that many even after excluding the forces needed to protect the northern harbor... it seemed his strength remained intact despite the change in territory.

Although he was the first caporegime to join us after my father's death, he was a man I couldn't let my guard down around.

I planned to hand over the northern harbor to one of Elena's suitable subordinates and give North Woodron to Lumini as a reason for helping with its cleanup.

North Woodron was much larger than the northern harbor, so it wasn't a bad arrangement. However, unlike the northern harbor, it was an area that needed stabilization.

Above all, distancing Lumini from the harbor and Elena was the biggest benefit for me.

"Good, I'll let Sarina know, so I'll leave the rest to you."

"Yes."

After ending the call with Lumini, I also checked with Cambara if his conversation with Sarina had gone well.

He said she was waiting for Lumini's side to move as per my instructions.

"Boss, after North Woodron, are we going to advance directly to the central part of the city?"

"No, that's too fast."

We needed to move before the other five Families took control of the central city.

But looking at the situations each Family was in, they showed no signs of moving toward the central city immediately.

'....'

Considering how the Russo Family and Carmen Family had approached the academy, I couldn't be completely at ease. Well, like all things, if we were to consider every possibility, there would be no end to it.

"Then it will take some time, I guess."

I nodded at Cambara's words as if it were obvious.

No matter how much criminal organizations' territories were conceptualized as points and lines rather than areas, River West, South Woodron, and North Woodron...

Expanding into three districts in total would require time for stabilization.

I had already thought about the distribution of the newly acquired territories, so all that remained was to get Elena's permission.

*

Meanwhile, while Sarina and Vanella were running around,

Giovanni, as he had suggested, contacted the rat's den and brought back information related to the five Families.

To verify this information, I left the union office at the academy and headed to the Lupus Carlton Hotel.

Today was Thursday, and like two days ago, it was a day to spend with Felicia.

It might be disappointing for her, but first I needed to go to Elena's room on the top floor to check the information Giovanni had gathered.

"..."

However, what I didn't expect was...

The sight of Elena and Felicia quietly waiting for me in the room.

"Nothing happened, right?"

"Yeah. Nothing happened."

It was a stupid question even to my own ears. Even if I asked such a question, there was no way Elena and Felicia would answer that something had happened.

"More importantly, I want to check this quickly and go back to my room."

"Wait a bit. You're so impatient."

"Well, I want to be alone with Luke in my room quickly."

"..."

It seems my earlier concerns were just unfounded. Seeing the two return to their usual selves, I could feel myself relaxing.

Ding dong―!

A loud sound came through the wall. It was the sound announcing that the elevator had arrived at the top floor.

"Looks like Giovanni is here too."

Instead of Elena and Felicia, I went back to the entrance to let Giovanni in.

"Boss."

"How was it? Did you get anything useful?"

"Yes, a little."

Giovanni's demeanor was quite serious, unlike his usual self.

He was normally somewhat aggressive and somewhat lazy, but when needed, he could become serious like this.

If Sarina was the radical faction and Carso was the moderate faction, Giovanni felt like he was right in the middle.

"Lady, I'm here."

"Yes, welcome, Giovanni."

I immediately asked Giovanni to share the information he had obtained from the rat's den.

"I..."

"Ah, don't worry about Felicia."

Even though she was my wife, Felicia was one of the key figures in the Marinelli Family. Giovanni seemed to think it was somewhat inappropriate or uncomfortable to share the information he had gathered with her.

"Lady, is that really okay?"

"...Well, it's not like anything will change if she knows. It's fine, just tell us."

"Yes, understood then."

Elena didn't hesitate at all after hearing my words.

Of course, she still showed signs of wariness toward Felicia.

Ch.28 - This is Academy! (3)
South Woodron, where the Academy is located, and River West, which lies to the west of South Woodron.

The common point between these two areas?

They were the regions where the wolves and Banella began their advance under the Little Wolf's orders.

While Banella headed southwest to clear the southern part of River West,
Sarina and the wolves, heading west, cleared the central and northern parts of River West.

The significant difference in the advancement speed between the two groups wasn't because the resistance in southern River West was fiercer than expected, nor was the resistance in other areas weaker.

It was simply a pure difference in ability.

But Sarina didn't rest and set North Woodron, located north of the Academy, as her next target.

As she was about to advance into North Woodron with Lumini this time, just as she had done with Banella... Banella, though temporarily, was put in charge of managing River West.

To be honest, since it was adjacent to Banella's original territory, and if there was no other suitable candidate, River West was likely to become Banella's territory permanently.

With this calculation in mind, Banella devoted herself to managing River West, even if temporarily.

The first thing she started was dealing with those who were taking advantage of the city's chaos to run rampant... in order to build friendly relations with the police and residents of River West.

As a result, people of various backgrounds and races were brought before Banella.

"A commie, a rapist, an Oriental, a metal man, and even a hole man. This city really is going to hell, isn't it?"

A dwarf communist, a troll rapist who had targeted humans five times, Orientals who had formed their own vigilante group and started causing havoc in the surrounding areas.

And on top of that, a metal man and a hole man, rare sights even in this city where various races exist.

"Hey, where the hell are that metal bastard's eyes?"

"Boss, that compass-like thing on the left is his eye."

Banella made a disgusted expression even after hearing her subordinate's explanation.

The compass-like part and the red jewel-like eyes above it were moving around. Having eyes clustered on one side rather than on both sides was one of the distinctive physical characteristics of metal people.

However, the metal man, regardless of whether Banella despised him or not, had tape around his mouth and his limbs restrained, so he couldn't do anything.

"In the old days, everyone knew their place and lived accordingly. Now every dog and cow is making a fuss trying to get a piece of the pie."

Her habitual racial discrimination continued.

"..."

Although Banella herself was human, most of the underworld members were of different races, so most of Banella's subordinates were also of different races.

Fortunately, if one could call it that, Banella's racial discrimination was extremely biased. It was directed solely at her enemies, not at her subordinates and friends.

"Boss, what should we do with the metal man and the hole man?"

"What do you think? Contact the Under Boss. Tell him we've caught some good specimens."

"Yes."

In the Little Wolf's exhibition hall, other collectibles were scheduled to be displayed following Gulliman.

"Now, for the rest..."

Banella decided to handle them fairly in her own way.

Suddenly, three gunshots rang out.

Fair and precise. The verdict for the communist, the rapist, and the Oriental had been delivered.

Banella's subordinates began to efficiently dispose of the bodies without needing separate orders from their boss.

"Tell the police chief that all the trash has been taken care of."

"Yes, Boss."

As Banella's just and impartial judgment came to an end.

*

My two wives and I were doing necessary work at the Lupus Carlton Hotel.

Specifically, verifying the information Giovanni had obtained from the Rat Hole.

"What is this? Is this information reliable?"

"It doesn't seem entirely certain. It says here that it might not be the case."

The stack of papers Giovanni had taken out of his briefcase. All were pieces of information bought from the Rat Hole.

I thought Giovanni would tell us the information he had discovered... but the amount of information was too vast to convey verbally.

Elena waved a paper that contained information about the Carmen Family attempting to contact the Russo Family and asked.

"Elena, can I see that for a moment?"

"Here."

The content of the information was simple yet important.

Rita Carmen had her organization member try to contact a caporegime of the Russo Family.

The problem was that the caporegime mentioned here... referred to Rita Carmen's younger sister, Viola Carmen.

To explain why a family member of a Family boss was serving as a caporegime in another Family, we need to go back in time.

When Father subjugated the Five Families.

The Five Families were spared from complete destruction by Father's mercy. Of course, in the process, two of the Families had their existing bosses eliminated and new bosses installed.

But they remained the most concerning subjects under our Family's rule.

Therefore, the Five Families had to accept the organization members Father dispatched without complaint.

In Viola Carmen's case, she sided with Father due to her resentment toward her sister, and somehow ended up taking on the role of keeping the Russo Family in check from within.

"What does 'it might not be the case' even mean? Either it's true or it's not."

The level of the Rat Hole was below what I had expected. It was something unimaginable for the informants who dealt with our Family.

The informants who sold information to us provided all sorts of proof, and the information we purchased was very detailed and accurate.

"Luke, the Rat Hole's information is just for reference. It's good enough to get a general idea of how things are flowing."

Felicia pressed herself right next to me and whispered in a sweet voice. Elena reacted as if she was really sick of seeing her like that.

"But there's a limit. The information is too sparse and lacks depth."

"Boss, what about this?"

As I continued to respond negatively, Giovanni seemed to be handing over his trump card to make up for it.

With a glimmer of hope, I checked the information Giovanni handed over.

This was also information related to Rita Carmen.

It seemed that the damned woman had hired a detective to investigate the truth about the day Father passed away.

However, that detective was one of Father's old comrades. Needless to say, he was a wolf that the Five Families had trained to use as their limbs.

It was surprising that the fixer who had handled numerous problems with Father was still alive.

And that he had quit his life in the underworld and was doing such work.

Considering that Father had mentioned him a few times, it seemed Rita Carmen had played her strongest card.

What made this information important was that it was relatively rich in content, and the part that said "it might not be the case," which was always present in other information, was only in one place.

"Looking at this... could it be that the Carmen Family might not have killed the Don?"

"Is that so? I think it's rather designed to make us think that way."

Felicia had a point.
For Rita Carmen, who was such a secretive woman, to advertise that she was looking for the person who killed Father was quite a spectacle.

In a way, it meant that Eddie Sanchez's justification had taken hold to the extent that the woman had to resort to such actions.

"Elena, what do you think?"

"About what? There's nothing to think about. Nothing changes just because that woman is doing such things."

Well, that was true.

Moreover, Carmen's actions were also usurping what Elena and I were supposed to do. Finding out who killed Father and taking revenge was our right, not hers.

"Giovanni, do you also have information about the guys Father dispatched to the Five Families, like Viola Carmen?"

"Just a moment, Boss."

Judging by Giovanni's reaction, he seemed to have looked into it beforehand.

We had already confirmed the information about Viola Carmen of the Russo Family, and the information Giovanni handed over was related to the Sanchez Family and the Dragovich Family.

According to the Rat Hole's information, the guys dispatched to the Sanchez Family currently occupied a separate district and were in a semi-independent state.

And the guys dispatched to the Dragovich Family had sworn complete loyalty to Mikhail Dragovich after their leader was eliminated.

These were things that wouldn't have happened if our Family had been functioning normally.

"Giovanni, are all of these new pieces of information that we didn't know?"

"Ah, some are mixed in that we already knew. And as you mentioned earlier, some are vaguely stated as 'it might be the case.'"

"They're definitely interesting pieces of information... but they feel a bit like sensationalist newspapers."

Giovanni said that because of such aspects, there were people who deliberately bought information from the Rat Hole.

In a way, the Rat Hole's information was like the unofficial newspaper of the underworld.

"Giovanni, wait a moment."

"Yes?"

I whispered what I was curious about into his ear.

"Was there any information about me and Elena?"

"...I gathered some, thinking you might be curious."

Quickly and concisely in a low voice. Our brief conversation ended with just a few words exchanged.

I decided to check that part separately through Giovanni.

"By the way, Boss. I heard that Sarina completely swept through the area around the Academy."

"She didn't do it alone."

It wasn't something Sarina had accomplished on her own. The wolves under her command, Richard Banella and his subordinates too. There were those who helped with the task from the side.

And now she was planning to clear North Woodron with Vincent Lumini.

"Miss, should we continue to stand by?"

"Yes, it doesn't seem like Sarina's side is being pushed back anyway."

Despite Giovanni's question, which had a hint of anticipation mixed in, Elena answered nonchalantly.

I had something to say to Elena regarding the distribution of territories among the caporegimes, along with the newly cleared areas.

"Giovanni, good job. Elena and I will check the rest of the information ourselves."

"Yes, Boss."

As soon as Giovanni disappeared from the room, we focused on verifying the Rat Hole's information.

After some time had passed.

"Elena, I have something to talk about."

"What is it?"

Upon hearing my words, Elena first gazed at Felicia. Of course, Felicia didn't seem to have any intention of leaving this place.

"Since we've acquired new territories, shouldn't we redistribute the areas?"

"...That's true."

She seemed to agree with my words to some extent.

Regardless, Felicia was leaning her head on my shoulder with her eyes closed.

Ch.29 - Organizational Restructuring
River West, South Woodlawn, and North Woodlawn.

Starting from the Academy, our family's influence had begun to spread throughout the eastern part of the city.

Though Sarina and Lumini hadn't yet made their move into North Woodlawn.

By now, I was getting tired of going through the pile of information Giovanni had handed us—enough to fill an entire briefcase.

When I brought up the topic of territory distribution to Elena, she agreed with me.

"First... we should probably decide on Vincent Lumini's territory, right?"

"..."

Felicia didn't know much about our family. Of course, she must have learned some things while continuing her relationship with me.

But the family now was vastly different from what it had been then.

"Once North Woodlawn is settled, I think we should assign the northern part to Lumini."

"Then what about the northern harbor area that Lumini currently oversees?"

"How about giving it to Armo?"

Armo, the Don's head of security. Though he couldn't prevent the Don's death, he had done the great service of safely evacuating Elena, the Don's only biological child.

The reason his surname wasn't mentioned was because... Armo was also a wolf.

"To Armo? I'd rather keep him by my side if possible."

"The northern harbor isn't that far from this hotel. He can still assist you most of the time."

From the Don's head of security to a caporegime in charge of a territory.

In some ways, it could be seen as a promotion, but it felt like an entirely different role, so I was concerned whether Armo could handle it well. However, the reason I wanted to place Armo in the northern harbor was because of that area's importance.

It would allow us to keep Lumini in check, and it was the first line of defense against any attacks on other parts of the harbor.

"And what about making the other wolves caporegimes too, while we're at it?"

"The other wolves? Carso? Or Sarina?"

"All of them."

Sarina would take the southern part of North Woodlawn, south of Lumini's territory.
Giovanni would take the western part of South Woodlawn, southwest of the Academy.
Carso would take the southern harbor, south of the Pellini family headquarters.

Sarina was already scheduled to clean up North Woodlawn with Lumini, so that position was perfect.

This arrangement would place Lumini with Sarina to the south and Armo to the east, making it possible to subdue him quickly if necessary.

"I'm not sure if the wolves can handle regular members too."

"That's true. But both we and they need to make an effort to keep up with the flow. What choice do we have?"

We weren't in a position to keep the wolves solely as an elite guard force.

While we had more than enough financial resources thanks to Hagen's backing—almost excessively so—our combat strength wasn't particularly good.

Even though we were absorbing members from existing organizations as we expanded into each area... we couldn't immediately accept people whose skills and loyalty hadn't been proven as formal members.

These guys were best classified as associates. This was probably the same for the other five families too.

"And besides Eccelotti who's north of Gulliman, I'd like to pick one more suitable person from your subordinates."

"...Fabio. Besides Fabio Carini, I don't have anyone under me with that level of experience right now."

The Eccelotti I mentioned was Carlo Eccelotti. We had assigned the divided Greenberg to Gulliman, and the surrounding area to one of Elena's subordinates—that was Eccelotti.

"Assuming we assign a territory to Carini, where do you think would be good?"

"How about northern River West?"

If anywhere, that place needed someone whose loyalty had been proven. It was especially important as it contained two bridges leading to the central and northeastern parts of the city.

Elena and I were discussing territory distribution while marking various spots on a suitable map.

"Luke, aren't you being too cautious about Lumini?"

According to what we had decided, Lumini would have Sarina to the south, Armo to the east, and Carini to the west.

It was obvious even to Felicia, but there were sufficient reasons for this arrangement.

Lumini's forces had remained more intact than expected, and unlike Banella, whose loyalty had been proven despite his insanity, Lumini was a man whose true intentions were unknown.

For Banella, the central part of River West seemed sufficient. After all, Giovanni would be taking over his original territory in the western part of South Woodlawn, southwest of the Academy.

"And one more thing. Let's decide on Salmo's territory while we're at it."

Our family's consigliere. As the third-in-command of the organization, there was no harm in giving him a territory too.

"Putting Salmo in River West seems a bit far."

"How about between Armo and you?"

As I was about to mark an appropriate area on the map, Elena responded that it seemed like a good idea.

So, reflecting what we had decided so far on the map, it would roughly look like this:



"Luke, River West seems too empty."

"We don't have anyone else to assign right now, do we?"

It was truly difficult to choose from my subordinates. The ones under me had experience in the Academy and harbor areas, so it was awkward to send them elsewhere.

Of course, I felt like I was contradicting what I had just said earlier.

"For now, let's temporarily assign it to Carini and Banella, and think about it more slowly."

"Still, it's faster than I expected."

"Ha, of course it would be faster than you expected."

Elena reacted as if to say how could Felicia possibly predict all of her and my movements.

Meanwhile, hearing Felicia's words, a thought suddenly occurred to me.

"Felicia, aren't you interested?"

"...What?"

Elena reacted to my words as if to say, what are you talking about? Because I was asking if Felicia would be interested in becoming a caporegime in our family.

"Luke, I'm sorry, but I don't think that's possible. Taking care of my family is already giving me enough headaches."

"..."

Elena seemed secretly relieved that Felicia had declined my offer.

"Well, if that's the case, it can't be helped."

"Besides, I'd be Elena's subordinate, wouldn't I? That might be fine if I were your wife, but otherwise..."

"Who said I'd make you a subordinate?"

"Who said I'd become your subordinate?"

"There they go again, both of them."

Neither of them was usually like this, but whenever they clashed, they became childish and petty. Of course, I knew I was the cause, but at times like this, I needed to intervene.

*

Meanwhile, as I was restraining my two wives.

In a restaurant in North Woodlawn, Sarina and the other wolves were having a meal.

They had already completed the subjugation of southern North Woodlawn and were filling their stomachs before advancing to the central part and other areas.

"What are you doing? Hurry up and eat, it's fine."

"...Yes, Sister."

Sarina spoke to the wolf trainees who were mechanical, bland, and, to put it simply, extremely taciturn.

The fang wolves under Sarina had gone through the same training, but having lived in this underworld for a long time, they had developed some degree of humanity.

In contrast, the wolf trainees, who hadn't even properly completed their training yet, couldn't shed their distinctive wolf traits.

"There are quite a few who are injured or whose eyes don't look right."

"Well, of course. We handled all of central and northern River West."

One of the wolves under Sarina nodded while eating in response to her words.

"Then it can't be helped. Leave out the ones in bad condition."

"Sister, that will increase the burden on us and the others."

"Don't whine over something this minor. And we need to clean up as much as possible before Lumini gets a chance to show his worth."

"No, I'm sure they'll do fine on their own."

The wolves under Sarina thought she was worrying too much.

Lumini and his subordinates didn't seem so weak that they couldn't perform their roles without Sarina's wolves.

"That's exactly the problem. We shouldn't give them a chance to shine in the first place."

"What?"

Of course, that wasn't what Sarina intended.

From the beginning, she didn't want to give Lumini and his subordinates any opportunity to shine. The same applied to Banella.

"There's nothing good about Lumini expanding his influence. If we handle it, our achievements become Luke's achievements."

"I didn't realize you thought that deeply about it."

"Yeah. I thought you just wanted to fight."

The surrounding wolves all reacted the same way.

Of course, they knew she wasn't a simple battle maniac, but they hadn't realized she thought this deeply about family internal affairs.

"You bastards."

Meanwhile, the Pellini family wasn't the only one busy.

In particular, among the five families of western Heavilly, the Sanchez family, the Carmen family, and the Dragovich family were also having very busy days.

This was due to what Eddie Sanchez, the boss of the Sanchez family, had done.

He had pointed to Rita Carmen as the Don's killer, along with Darius Russo, and Rita Carmen had denied it.

Then the Pellini family had added fuel to the fire.

Carso, a wolf from the same golem lineage as Sanchez, had conveyed the Pellini family's intentions.

What the Pellini family wanted was Rita Carmen's head, as Sanchez had said, and her death was a necessary condition for the coexistence of the five families and the Pellini family.

"See! I told you I was right!"

When the Pellini family made their official position known, Sanchez used this as justification to accelerate the war against Rita Carmen and her family.

As the situation developed this way, the Dragovich family, which had been opposing Sanchez alongside the Carmen family, began to step back.

The reason they became passive in the war against Sanchez was partly due to the Pellini family's declaration, but the truth that Vito Marinelli was pretending to be incapacitated also had a significant influence. Of course, no one except Dragovich and Marinelli would know about this part.

In this situation, one of Sanchez's kin visited him again.

"So, what brings you here this time? If it's about Carmen, I'm already trying to catch that woman."

"Our brother has something to say directly to the five families."

"A wolf in person?"

Eddie Sanchez showed great interest in Carso's words. At least they were making the first approach.

"Yes. Of course, our position that I mentioned last time hasn't changed."

"Good, then I'll gather the bosses of the other families."

And so it was decided that the bosses of the four families, excluding Rita Carmen, would meet.

With no one except Sanchez knowing that the little wolf, Luke Pellini, would be joining that meeting.

Ch.30 - Wolf Connection (1)
The four families, excluding the Carmen Family, gathered in one place.

The location was the same restaurant in the western part of the city as before.

The difference from the previous chaotic meeting was that Rita Carmen, who had been identified by Eddie Sanchez as the Don's killer, was not in attendance.

"So what's this about today?"

Four bosses.

To be precise, among the four bosses and one son in attendance, Mikhail Dragovich was the first to speak.

"I hope you're not asking for help in the war against the Carmen Family?"

Manfredi, the eldest son standing behind the mentally unstable Vito Marinelli, expressed concern about the purpose of the meeting.

"No, I can handle that woman on my own."

"...Still boasting as usual."

Dragovich immediately jabbed back as soon as Sanchez answered.

"What? What nonsense is that?"

"You're the biggest among us, yet you can't catch the smallest woman."

The size Dragovich mentioned referred to both physical size and the scale of the family.

The Carmen Family, by its nature, had very few regular members but many associates who could sever ties at any time.

"Do the five families really need to fight each other in the first place?"

"Fuck off, Manfredi."

Manfredi was effectively the real power in the family now that Felicia was absent, but he wasn't the boss. There wasn't much he could do about Sanchez's behavior.

"The western part of the city hasn't had a quiet day because of you and that woman."

"You were hanging out with that woman until recently, and now you talk like this."

"What about deploying more troops?"

"Now that's a great idea, Russo!"

Sanchez sneered at Russo, who had spoken after Dragovich.

"What good will deploying more golems do? You might as well put name tags on their chests. Russo, have you ever even been to that neighborhood?"

The Carmen Family's territory largely coincided with the area where Dark Elves primarily lived.

The entire neighborhood followed her and cooperated with her. It was nearly impossible to directly target Rita Carmen with golems or other races, as Sanchez mentioned.

At the same time, they couldn't just wipe out the entire district where Dark Elves lived.

Meanwhile, Dragovich was carefully listening to the conversation between Sanchez and Russo. He noticed similar signs to when he had broken off his alliance with Rita Carmen.

"Do I have to keep listening to a street brawler?"

"That's enough, gentlemen."

Manfredi intervened at the right moment to end the argument between the two bosses, but one thing was clear.

For the Sanchez Family, the Russo Family was of no help in solving the problems in the west, and vice versa.

The Russo Family was engaged in fierce battles with the emerging organizations flooding the northern part of the city, those pushing in from the outskirts, and the caporegimes who had broken away from the Fellini Family's influence.

Meanwhile, the Fellini Family, which had previously been in conflict over the Academy, had almost completely taken control of the eastern part of the city.

Both bosses were desperate but had no solutions. Of course, Sanchez was devising his own solution and showing results in the meantime.

In the brief moment when the conversation paused.

The attendants brought by each family boss approached them. They delivered a piece of news.

"What?!"

"How is that possible?"

The restaurant door opened, and two men walked toward the bosses.

Luke Fellini. And another man.

It was Kazin, the man who had recently visited the bosses regarding drug supply.

"Are you joking with me?!"

Darius Russo immediately jumped to his feet.

The other bosses distanced themselves from him as the fire on his face was burning more fiercely than ever.

"You dare crawl in here?!"

Russo aimed a pistol he pulled from his coat at the two who had suddenly appeared. In contrast, the two simply looked at the bosses as if there was no need for such actions.

"Hey, Mr. Vampire. You'd better not do that. If you pull that trigger, drugs will never enter this city again..."

"Shut your mouth!"

Russo was the type who couldn't easily calm down once his temper flared.

[Anger is a disease that overwhelms all evil. The best way to shake off anger is to do nothing. To save yourself from anger, coldly observe others who are angry]

The flames flickering on Russo's head suddenly formed into letters. I guess this is also something only I can see.

Of course, now wasn't a good time to pay attention to his words.

"...What does that mean?"

"Russo, put the gun down."

Dragovich's question was followed by Sanchez's firm voice.

"Now!"

Russo seemed to be glaring at me. Though... with his entire face on fire, it was hard to tell where his eyes were.

"...Fine. But you won't leave here alive. Remember that!"

"Isn't that a bit harsh? You were the ones who went after the son who lost his parents first. You're gathered here today because I have a proposal for you."

"..."

"But if that guy shoots me, as Kazin said, there will be no drugs and no proposal."

"Hmph, fearless as expected of a wolf."

I took Dragovich's words as a compliment.

"So what is this proposal you have for us?"

Sanchez wasn't particularly flustered by the situation. Of course, he was just as clueless about the content of my proposal as I was.

"The five families. No, is it four now? Anyway, if you promise not to touch the central part of the city and the Academy, we'll sell you some of our abundant drug supply."

What I'm saying now isn't my own initiative. And Kazin accompanying me wasn't my plan either.

The day before the bosses' meeting, Kazin and Haremo came to us by boat.

According to Kazin, his boss was furious when he heard about the five families' behavior.

His anger led to the decision to supply drugs exclusively to our Fellini Family. This means other families would have no way to obtain large quantities of drugs except by buying from us.

"By the way, whether you kill me or reject my proposal, the result will be the same."

"The same goes if I don't make it back alive."

Kazin added as soon as I finished speaking.

"Without this friend, you'll lose your connection to Tyrenia. Without me, the connection to this friend is lost."

The money that can be made from drugs is enormous. Not being able to earn a penny from it is a huge loss.

Especially in times like these when money and everything else is scarce.

"What will you do? Mr. Vampire. Will you choose thousands of pounds of drugs? Or will you kill one elf?"

"Ha, I'll kill the elf!"

Russo shouted without a moment's hesitation. Meanwhile, the other bosses all had contemplative expressions.

Looking at their faces, the outcome of this meeting was already decided. They weren't fools after all.

"Russo, you haven't forgotten, have you?"

Sanchez began to speak on behalf of the other bosses.

"What we used to do before the Don. We swore to vote and abide by the results when situations like this arose."

"Yeah, fine! Let's vote then."

Kazin and I simply watched the bosses' vote.

"I vote to kill that bastard."

Russo raised one arm with an exaggerated gesture. But nothing happened.

A pathetic sight with no response from anyone.

Kazin and I looked at the other bosses, and the bosses looked at each other's reactions, but no one else raised their hand.

"Damn it, what's wrong with you all! I know what you're up to, you greedy bastards!"

No matter what Russo said, Kazin couldn't hide his smile. I was still managing my expression.

"He killed my caporegime and intercepted drugs that should have come to us! Is money more important than our rules and revenge?!"

"..."

"This bastard deserves to die right now!"

Hearing such words to my face was starting to make me angry. The part about me intercepting drugs meant for the four families was particularly comical.

"Hey, Russo."

Sanchez was the first to speak. Russo's gaze turned to him.

"Shut up. Drugs are important to me."

An alliance that offers no help has no value. Compared to that, drugs and the possibility of coexisting with the wolf's heirs.

The choice was too easy.

Sanchez expressed his intention and said he agreed with my proposal. Dragovich and Manfredi raised their arms in agreement.

One vote to kill me and three votes in favor of my proposal.

"Then it's decided. Wolf, we four families promise not to lay a hand on the central part of the city and the Academy."

"Good, then I'll be going."

I left satisfied with Sanchez's words. I added that details regarding drug supply would be communicated through Kazin.

Unlike me, who turned around without hesitation, Kazin slightly bowed his head to them. They were bosses after all.

The sight of Russo just watching as Kazin and I disappeared before his eyes was quite pitiful.

*

Kazin and I headed to the port in my bulletproof car.

I don't know what was discussed at the bosses' meeting after we left. Probably Russo strongly objected to the vote results, and the other bosses didn't try to calm him down.

"Luke, weren't Sanchez and Russo allies?"

"They were. But it doesn't seem like they are anymore."

Kazin seemed to think the same, which is why he asked me.

"He'll probably be furious about this. Might even side with the Carmen Family."

"A reversal of alliances..."

The Russo Family, allied with the Sanchez Family, might now side with the Carmen Family.

The Dragovich Family, allied with the Carmen Family, might now side with the Sanchez Family.

This was truly fitting for the five families. Some people think of the five families as a single entity, but that's a misconception.

In fact, I thought the same until I adapted to this world.

The five families have a long history of fighting and disliking each other. At most, as Sanchez mentioned earlier, there were minimal rules like resolving conflicts through voting.

"By the way, you don't have anywhere else to stay, right?"

"Why? Can I impose on you a bit?"

There were vacant rooms at the Lupus Carlton Hotel. Since Kazin helped make my proposal more effective, I could at least offer him that.

"Sure, go ahead. Feel free to stay at the hotel where Elena and I are staying until you return."

"So I'm indebted to you once again?"

I shrugged at Kazin's words. It's not like the debts I've imposed on them so far were few.

"By the way, how much are you planning to supply to them?"

"Half of what we buy from you. That should be enough."

We planned to sell the other half directly in our territory. Of course, this was separate from the amount we were already selling to the Marinelli Family.

Come to think of it, Vito Marinelli's acting was quite impressive.

Everyone was probably focused on Russo's flaming head. Meanwhile, Marinelli sat alone, staring into space and drooling.

Before we knew it, we had arrived at the hotel while chatting about various things.

I headed straight to the top floor and instructed the hotel staff to guide Kazin and Haremo to their room.

Ding dong—!

Today was a day I was supposed to spend with Elena.

But as soon as the elevator sounded, both Elena and Felicia appeared outside the room.

"..."

Elena tried to close the door as soon as I entered her room, but Felicia wedged her shoe in the gap.

"Aren't you going to take off your shoes?"

"How about you take off your strength first?"

"Elena, we need to go inside first."

I calmed down my two wives who were having another standoff and brought them into the room.

I was planning to tell them about what happened at the bosses' meeting. However... Elena, like me, had something to show me.

"This is completely different from what I saw before."

A new work by the Black artist whom Elena had asked to paint my portrait. I can't remember the artist's name.

Thanks to explaining that it would be placed next to my father's portrait, the result seemed quite good.

"What do you think? Do you like it?"

"Yeah, it's nice. But knowing he could paint like this from the beginning makes me a bit annoyed."

He should have done this well from the start.

Ch.31 - Wolf Connection (2)
Portrait of a promising Black artist. Felicia was carefully examining my image depicted in the portrait.

After staring at it for a while, she showed a look of dissatisfaction.

"Hmm..."

"Felicia, what's wrong? Don't you like the painting?"

"Instead of nitpicking, why don't we just get going?"

In response to my and Elena's reactions, Felicia alternated her gaze between me and the me in the portrait.

"Is this the best that artist could do?"

"How ridiculous."

Elena covered the portrait with cloth again in response to Felicia's reaction.

She mentioned it would be hung next to my father's portrait in the hotel restaurant.

"And I think the real person looks better anyway."

"Of course. How could a painting capture a whole person?"

Take my father's portrait in the restaurant, for example. Godfather, Wolf, Boss. It expressed those aspects of my father well, but failed to properly convey other parts.

Family man, revolutionary, lover.

At least the father that Elena and I remember didn't completely match that portrait.

"Luke, there's something else I need to tell you besides the painting."

"What is it?"

I thought perhaps Lumini had raised objections to our territory distribution.

But to my surprise, it seemed Vanella had sent a special gift for me.

"Metal people and hole people?"

I'd only seen them in book illustrations. They were races I'd never seen in person.

Since my father entrusted the academy to Elena, it's been less frequent, but I have a special hobby.

This place, Hevili, where all kinds of races gather.
Some call it a melting pot of numerous races, others call it a mosaic of races.

Occasionally, those who dislike such diversity simply call it a hodgepodge.

To briefly talk about the world I used to live in. I've always loved collecting things.

Even when playing games, I wouldn't show much interest in aspects that didn't trigger my collecting urge. For instance, all the companions and subordinates you could meet in games, or special mercenaries.

In this world... satisfying that collecting urge while living in the underworld had its own unique flavor.

Displaying items from those I've killed, or taking parts of their bodies. Of course, I gave up the latter as it wasn't particularly pleasant to look at.

Anyway, thanks to my collecting urge affecting racial aspects as well, the wolves under my command achieved greater racial diversity than any other wolves.

Honestly, who wouldn't want gorilla-men and buffalo-men protecting them in those stylish outfits that come to mind when you think of the mafia?

"Tell Vanella I said thanks."

"Should I tell those two to come up here right away?"

"No, it's already late. No need for that. I'll check them out when I have time."

"...Really?"

Elena, who was well aware of my hobby, asked as if surprised.

"Why would I lie? Those guys who were suddenly brought here must be feeling uneasy anyway."

Typically, wolves train orphans from a young age. However, the different races captured by me weren't raised that way, so they couldn't be considered complete wolves.

Of course, it was more complicated than just being objects of my collecting urge.

Having crossed the boundary between life and death together so many times, they now felt like brothers not connected by blood. Ah, though different from my relationship with Elena.

Especially Carso, who was among the highest-ranking wolves. He was a golem, rare to see in the Fellini family.

"..."

Ah, I just remembered something I'd forgotten.

"Wait, I have something to tell you both."

The events from the meeting with the bosses.

I shared everything with my two wives. What I said to them with Cajin, how they reacted.

Especially Darius Russo's angry response and Sanchez's answer that he would choose drugs and money, regardless.

"How did Father and Manfredi seem?"

"They didn't seem strange."

Vito Marinelli's acting was particularly impressive, almost frightening. Well, it makes sense for a drug addict to act like one.

Come to think of it, while Elena might not know, Felicia probably already heard about what happened at the meeting from her family, even without me telling her.

"...That's just like blockhead Sanchez."

Elena was right.

He must have thought that what he'd gain by cooperating with the Russo family would be less than what he'd get by accepting our offer. Though I didn't expect him to be so blunt about it to our faces.

"It's fortunate that Carmen is isolated on her own."

"Well, I think Russo will probably side with Carmen."

Since Dragovich had already sided with Sanchez, it was quite possible.

Of course, this would mean that in the west, the Sanchez and Dragovich families would face off against the Carmen family, with the Russo family from the north stabbing the Sanchez family in the back.

"Russo won't be much help anyway."

Felicia's words were meaningful. Given the distance and the fact that Russo hadn't helped Sanchez, it was uncertain whether he would help Carmen.

*

"Right, they'll probably focus on us anyway."

Although he couldn't vent his anger at this meeting, Russo was more likely to be wary of us than the war in the west.

We continued discussing various matters related to the meeting, but decided to address them properly later.

Meanwhile, Felicia suddenly stood up. She then bid farewell to me and Elena. Though it was just returning to her own room.

"Felicia, see you tomorrow."

"Yes, I'll be looking forward to it."

Today was a day to spend with Elena, and tomorrow would be a day with her.

Elena clearly seemed uncomfortable with this kind of conversation between us.

"That's enough, just go already."

"Alright, alright. I'm going."

After Felicia completely disappeared from our room, Elena quickly embraced me in her arms.

I suddenly felt like some kind of doll.

"Why didn't you show her when Felicia was here?"

"No thanks. I don't even want to think about that woman."

Considering the growling relationship between the two, this behavior was expected. But Elena apparently didn't want her precious time with me to be interrupted by her.

"Elena, it's getting late. How about we go to sleep?"

"Already?"

Elena was visibly disappointed, but a busy tomorrow awaited us.

"Okay, let's go to bed then."

"No, I can go to bed by myself."

It was fine that she was heading to bed as I suggested. But Elena picked me up as if I were a cat, specifically by putting her hands under my armpits and lifting me up in a highly inappropriate manner.

"Elena, I'm still your older brother, you know."

"You're really like a cat when you keep complaining like that."

Regardless of what I said, Elena laid me—transformed from a small wolf to a small cat—on the bed.

"..."

Click. A small act of rebellion. I turned off the lamp before Elena could lie down on the bed.

"That doesn't matter, I can still see everything."

Elves in this world have good night vision. Especially dark elves, who see even better in the dark.

"Let's just sleep."

If it had been a day with Felicia, we would have probably ended the day with passionate lovemaking.

But with Elena... making love with my sister? Moreover, our relationship wasn't that good when we got married, so we didn't consummate on our wedding night.

Instead, Elena talked to me until she fell asleep, and I answered her attentively.

The next morning.

I woke up early, woke Elena, and then went to Felicia's room.

As soon as I entered the room, I was greeted by the overwhelming presence of a giant moth.

Heb made no sound but clung to my body, checking here and there. As if making sure I wasn't injured.

No, that was probably right. I wondered if insects were naturally this intelligent.

"What? When did you get here?"

"Just now."

I answered while holding Heb with both hands as it climbed from my thighs and waist to the top of my head.

"But Felicia, I'm sorry to say this..."

"If you're sorry, then don't say it?"

She seemed to have guessed what I was about to say. Of course, she wasn't the type to let me go just because of that.

"It's something really necessary."

Seeing my serious response, Felicia quickly set me free on the condition that I return soon.

After leaving Felicia's room, I met up with Carso at the elevator and headed to one of the warehouse docks at the harbor.

I can't specify the exact location, but important work was being carried out inside the warehouse.

Pure white powder.

Selected individuals from our family, not regular dock workers, were carefully checking, filtering, and packaging the powder.

After going through various processes, the powder was placed on a scale, sprinkled onto thin brown paper, and finally wrapped to complete one package of drugs.

"How far has the packaging progressed?"

"The most recently arrived shipment is almost finished."

"Good, set aside half of it separately. We'll supply it to other families."

"So... for now, we're only supplying to Sanchez, Marinelli, and Dragovich?"

"As much as I'd like to exclude those Russo bastards, let's sell to them initially too."

If we only supplied to the other three families, it would give them a pretext. Of course, if they showed hostility even after receiving our drugs, we could simply cut off their supply.

"Brother, what about the current supply to Marinelli?"

"Count it separately. They're keeping us informed about the meeting contents, and the boss is even acting for us, so they deserve that much in return."

Afterward, I discussed various matters related to drugs and asked Carso to ensure the territory distribution proceeded smoothly.

It wasn't just one or two people's territories changing. There were also those like Anthony Salmo who suddenly received their own territory.

"Yes, understood."

However, just as Carso answered, a golem member approached and whispered something to him.

"Um, Brother. It seems there's some dissatisfaction from Lumini's side."

"Yes, I expected that."

Considering the encirclement we had planned for Lumini, such a reaction wasn't surprising.

To address this issue, I headed back to the top floor of the Lupus Carlton Hotel where Elena, the boss, was located.

Ch.32 - Wolf Connection (3)
Before checking what Carso said about Lumini's complaints, we moved to a different location.

Ding dong—!

As soon as we reached the top floor, Felicia appeared.

"Felicia, I need to talk with Elena for a bit."

"...I had a feeling that would be the case."

After saying that, Felicia clung to me and linked her arm with mine. Then she accompanied me to Elena's and my room.

"Luke, you're here?"

Elena responded immediately as the door opened. From the sounds coming from inside, it seemed she had been exercising.

"Miss, I've brought the boss."

"Why is that thing coming along too?"

"Elena, don't forget. Today is my day with Luke."

"...That has nothing to do with this right now."

"Carso, go ahead and start."

I asked Carso to explain before Elena and Felicia could exchange more words.

"Yes, the suppression of North Woodron is complete. Lumini only cleaned up the central district area, while Sarina quickly handled the rest of the zones."

"So Lumini didn't do much."

"Yes, and as you instructed before, I informed Lumini about the new territory."

"How did he react?"

Elena asked.

"He seems to have quite a few complaints. He mentioned several reasons though."

Carso summarized the reasons Lumini had given.

First, the newly allocated area was too small for his people and lacked profitability.
Second, since his contribution to taking over North Woodron was minimal, it wasn't appropriate.
Third, he claimed he was insufficient to guard such an important passage to the north.

"..."

After Carso's explanation, the three of us were quiet for a while.

Among Lumini's reasons, some were reasonable, but others made me wonder what he was thinking.

Of course, Felicia said she would refrain from commenting as she wasn't particularly knowledgeable about the matter.

"I wasn't planning to listen to your opinion anyway."

"Elena, with that attitude, you won't make a good boss."

"..."

"Carso, what do you think?"

"For the first reason, I think it could be resolved by simply giving Lumini a larger new territory."

The problem is that doing so would inevitably reduce Sarina's territory, who currently controls half of North Woodron.

"Would Sarina be okay with that?"

"Elena, Sarina will be fine."

I know well enough that she doesn't care about the size of her territory.

"Of course, it wouldn't look good if only Sarina's area gets reduced. I can give up some of my territory."

Reducing Sarina's territory for Lumini, and compensating by reducing my territory as the underboss. This would solve the first issue.

"...Are you sure that's okay?"

"We need to show this much sincerity to shut him up."

For the second reason, it would be sufficient to say it was a decision made by Elena and me.

It was clear that Sarina would be satisfied with receiving part of my territory. More precisely, this would bring the Academy where I am and Sarina's territory closer together.

"Boss, then for the third..."

"I don't think we need to worry about that one."

"Right. Even Carini, who's west of Lumini, received territory leading to the central and northern parts of the city, and he's not complaining."

"Carso, convey our decision well, and tell him this too."

"Yes."

*

Carso visited Lumini that very day.

An unfamiliar guest arrived at Lumini's residence, which had moved from near the Chamber of Commerce in the central city to the northern port.

"...Carso."

"Mr. Lumini, may I have a word?"

"Yes, please come in."

Lumini carefully led him to the living room, making sure not to wake his wife and children.

Carso also assured him that he would only deliver his message and then leave.

"The Miss and the Boss asked me to tell you."

Carso slowly but thoroughly conveyed the decisions made at the top floor of the hotel.

Not only would Lumini's territory in North Woodron be considerably expanded compared to before, but the Family's boss and underboss had great expectations for him.

"..."

"The two also asked me to tell you this if you still think it's not enough."

They would increase the supply of drugs brought from Tyrenia to Heville.

Half of the drugs brought by Cazin go to the four families excluding the Carmen Family. The other half belongs to the Pellini Family.

Elena and Luke don't keep it all for themselves. They also supply drugs to the caporegimes as a reward for their loyalty and cooperation, ensuring they make enough money.

What was being offered to Lumini was more drugs than other caporegimes... in other words, priority in drug supply.

"No, it's fine. When I said it wasn't enough, it was for my people, not because I wanted to be greedy."

Lumini flatly rejected the priority drug supply that Carso conveyed.

Accepting the priority would allow him to handle more money immediately. But it could also become a source of conflict.

"Could you please relay this back to Miss and Mr. Luke?"

Lumini wisely rejected the offer that could become a seed of discord, and asked Carso to reconsider.

It was a repetition of his previous claims.

He said his contribution to the suppression of North Woodron was minimal, and he was insufficient to guard such a crucial strategic point leading to the northern city.

"The two don't think so."

Carso then mentioned that the underboss had gone to the trouble of reducing his own territory for Lumini's sake.

"There are others who have been assigned more important strategic points than you. They have as many subordinates as you do, and they haven't preserved their forces either, but they haven't said a word."

"..."

"The two want you, the strongest caporegime, to guard North Woodron."

The gatekeeper from the north. Indeed, Lumini had the most suitable forces for such a role.

Armo was responsible for the boss's security, and the Wolves were more like the Family's weapons rather than area managers. There was no need to mention other caporegimes or the recently joined made men.

"...I understand."

Upon hearing the satisfactory answer, Carso finally stood up with a broad smile.

Lumini thought the golem's smile was difficult to understand, and that thought was clearly visible on his face.

Regardless, Carso conveyed to the boss and underboss that Lumini had accepted their proposal.

However, this time, Sarina was the problem.

While enjoying the night sea view in Felicia's room, the moment of leisure was ruined by the loud ringing of the telephone.

"Hello?"

"Luke, it's me!"

"Sarina, what's wrong?"

I nonchalantly asked if something had happened at the Academy.

"Stop pretending you don't know. Why are you giving more of my territory to Lumini?!"

"It seems we pushed him too hard. But the problem is solved now. He's accepted our proposal."

"..."

Sarina began to tell me how hard she and her subordinates had worked to prevent Lumini's territory from expanding and his influence from growing.

"Sarina, let me first say thank you."

"Yes."

The voice on the other end of the line sounded very angry, but she still accepted my gratitude.

"And don't worry, your territory isn't just being reduced."

"I heard. You're giving up part of your territory near the Academy."

"Yes, that way you can come to the Academy more quickly."

"..."

I know she cares for me. With things arranged this way, her access to the Academy improves, allowing Sarina to see me more often.

"And you can rest for a while."

Sarina and her subordinates had clearly pushed themselves too hard in the process of suppressing River West and North Woodron.

They needed some time to recover.

"Alright."

Sarina didn't express any further complaints to me, as I had acknowledged her and her subordinates' hard work.

Thanks to her, Lumini was able to receive land he hadn't even handled himself, so there was some justification.

And so the brief call ended.

"..."

I stood alone in front of the telephone, lost in thought for a moment.

I was planning to start advancing into the central city soon. Regrettably, it would be better to use Carso and Giovanni's Wolves.

The two and their subordinate Wolves were relatively in the rear compared to Sarina, so they hadn't been overworked recently.

"Luke, are you done with the call?"

"Yeah."

"Dealing with people is tough, isn't it?"

"Well, my father always struggled with it too, so it can't be helped."

"If it becomes too much to handle, how about taking care of him?"

"...Still, he followed my orders during that chaos and helped Elena."

"He probably thought it would benefit him. You know those types are the most dangerous."

I did agree with Felicia's words.

But after hearing from Carso that Lumini had rejected my offer of drug supply priority, I had a feeling.

He probably anticipated what would happen if he accepted the priority. He wasn't a fool after all. It also meant he wasn't stupid enough to betray our Family now that we were rising again.

Although our Family had fallen, the Five Families had also declined compared to the past.

Moreover, we still firmly controlled the drug distribution network from Tyrenia.

"Not yet. Unless there's a justification."

"...Really?"

"Felicia, just in case, don't do anything strange."

It was a bit scary whenever she reacted like that. I thought if Felicia had been born a little earlier, she might have easily built a reputation as notorious as Rita Carmen's.

"Alright. If you don't want me to, I won't."

"That's very kind of you."

Of course, I was fortunate that she was my wife.

Meanwhile, Felicia began to put her hands on my body first, and I naturally responded to her gesture.

The marital intimacy that would be unimaginable on days spent with Elena.

Felicia was trying to initiate it very naturally.
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Has it been about an hour?

Felicia lay on the bed in her room, still breathing heavily. And completely naked, at that.

"Luke... you pervert!"

"What? Me?"

I reminded her that she was clearly the one who jumped on me first, not the other way around.

"Let's say, for argument's sake, that I'm the pervert. But that's all thanks to you, Felicia."

"..."

To be honest, before Felicia approached me, I had no experience with women.

Just enduring the training that a wolf receives under my father was enough to make me feel like I was dying. And then... I learned through Felicia that someone's warmth could be this comforting. Well, that might be because she's a dragon person.

Meanwhile, Felicia blushed and couldn't say anything, perhaps affected by my comeback.

"Anyway, hand me some of that alcohol."

"Alright."

The prepared ice seemed to have melted a bit, so I drank the melted water to get rid of it. Then I filled the glass with cold brown whiskey.

"..."

Felicia watched me silently from behind.

"Here you go."

"Thank you, little wolf."

"You were acting like you were about to die earlier. Now you seem fine again."

"Does this look fine to you?"

Felicia gestured at her sweat-drenched body.

"Still attractive though."

"Hmph."

Come to think of it, the day my father passed away was similar to this.

No, I decided not to think about such unpleasant things.

"Keeeeek!"

I quickly turned my head at the sudden sound from behind. I could tell just from the sound—it was Heb, of course.

He clung to my back and was busy healing the fresh wounds there.

"Ah..."

Felicia belatedly remembered the intense marks of our lovemaking that she had left on my back.

"Felicia, aren't your nails a bit too long?"

"T-that's because you were too rough, Luke!"

Her expression, unusually lacking her typical composure, was always refreshing to see. She's just so fun to tease.

"By the way, how are things with Elena these days?"

"...What do you mean?"

The question was too broad.

"I'm asking how your relationship with Elena is. It seems to have improved a lot compared to before."

"Ah, yes. It has improved a lot. That's all thanks to you."

"..."

She would understand what I meant. Her presence had become a stimulus for Elena.

Elena comparing herself to Felicia, contemplating what actions would be for my benefit, and wondering how to capture my heart—these were things I could never have imagined before.

"Then... perhaps."

Felicia made an overtly suggestive hand gesture.

"Hey!"

She made a circle with one hand and repeatedly inserted and withdrew a finger from her other hand through it. I hastily shouted at this sexually suggestive motion, then pinched the bridge of my nose in disbelief.

"Not yet... not yet."

"..."

Her secretly relieved reaction was somewhat cute.

"But it's strange."

"What is?"

"Elena is desperate to look good in your eyes. But you still haven't done it?"

"We didn't do it on our wedding night either, so it's not that unusual."

We may not be blood-related, but we grew up as siblings. If anything, forming a relationship between us would be the stranger thing.

"Still makes me a bit jealous."

"You have a lot to be jealous about."

Felicia said, narrowing her eyes. Was she jealous that my relationship with Elena had improved so much without any physical intimacy?

Love without physical pleasure, focused on spiritual connection—I think they call that platonic love.

"But one thing is certain."

"What?"

As it turned out, Felicia was happy about being ahead of Elena in this regard. She even extended her glass for a toast, which I obliged.

"Luke, if we were to have a child... what would you name it?"

"...Isn't that a bit sudden?"

"We're officially married now, so there's no need for contraception."

There was nothing wrong with what Felicia said. Our lovemaking was no longer an affair, but legitimate.

If only I could have shown my child to my father...

After briefly lamenting the past, I suggested several name candidates to Felicia, considering both boy and girl possibilities.

"Luke, aren't you being too serious?"

"It's about our child's name, of course I should be serious."

Felicia seemed to find joy in observing each of my reactions.

"Luke."

"What?"

She moved closer to me, not properly dressed but simply draped in clothing.

"I'm sorry. And thank you."

"What are you sorry for, and what are you thanking me for?"

"For being with a woman like me."

She gave one answer to my two questions.

"You really have a problem with underestimating yourself."

"Do you really think so?"

"Of course. A woman like you is almost too good for me."

"..."

Felicia's face visibly reddened at my words. Normally, she would have immediately responded with something, but not this time.

"We're married now, so there's no need to be embarrassed about such things."

"S-shut up!"

*

The next morning.

Sad news for Elena, but I was planning to stay in Felicia's room again today.

This Sunday was designated as a day to spend with Felicia.

"I wish every day could be like today."

"Isn't that being too greedy?"

"It wouldn't be impossible if Elena weren't around."

"There you go again."

Felicia's eyes always changed when she said things like that. Of course, I would never allow such a thing.

I decided to feed Heb, who had somehow made his way to my side.

"Heb, come here. Let's eat."

Come to think of it, I know silkmoths don't have mouths, but the giant silkmoths in this world clearly have mouths, perhaps because they're kept as pets.

"Thanks for yesterday."

"Keeeeek!"

It was a thank you for cleaning up the marks Felicia had left on my back. If Elena had seen those, it would have caused another uproar.

While spending this leisurely time with Felicia, I received a phone call from Elena in the adjacent room.

"..."

Felicia moved close beside me as I picked up the receiver, curious about what Elena was saying.

"Elena, what's going on?"

"Luke, Sarina and Armo are here. Come over for a moment."

"Alright, I'll be right there."

I hung up the receiver. As I was about to head to Elena's and my room, Felicia naturally picked up Heb and followed me.

"You don't need to bring Heb."

"Elena will definitely freak out again."

Really, when you look at it this way, Felicia doesn't have the best personality either.

I closed the door behind us and entered Elena's room, where Sarina and Armo greeted me.

"Luke, ah..."

Sarina's expression, initially happy to see me, soured when she saw Felicia and Heb following behind.

"That's not fair. I'm Luke's wife now too."

"..."

"Alright, enough of that. Let's get to the point. What's going on?"

"Mr. Luke, there's been some trouble with Lumini."

"What kind of trouble?"

Carso had conveyed our intentions to him, and he had accepted them. I wondered what could have happened now.

I decided to overlook how Armo and Sarina knew about it so quickly.

It seemed Sarina had planted someone in Lumini's organization.

"He's started organizing his territory in earnest, like Vanella."

"Yes, that makes sense. It's the first thing he should do."

"But... it seems the Russo family has approached Lumini."

"One of his regular members informed us."

"What's his name?"

Sarina mentioned a name, and Armo confirmed he was one of Lumini's regular members.

According to Armo, he had been under Lumini for quite some time.

"They managed to recruit someone like that?"

"It's simple, really."

"Still, next time, tell us before you do something like this. Understood, Sarina?"

"...Yes."

Elena didn't forget to say what needed to be said to Sarina. Unlike Felicia, Sarina showed more respect to Elena, the boss of the family.

"Armo, what was Lumini's response?"

"According to that member, he told them to get lost while he was still being nice about it."

I thought there might not be a problem then. But that wasn't the end of it.

"It's a problem that he didn't report to us, but maybe he was planning to."

Elena was inclined to wait a bit before reacting.

"Yes, Miss. But apparently, before saying that publicly in front of his other members, Lumini had a private conversation with the men Russo sent."

So what Sarina and Armo were suspicious about was what was said in that private conversation. They even suspected he might have been putting on an act in front of his other members afterward.

It was a response typical of Lumini.

"Since I wasn't there, it's hard to say... but it could be Russo trying to drive a wedge between us."

"..."

"..."

Felicia's opinion had merit too. Elena and I decided on this course of action:

We would wait to see if Lumini properly reported this incident to us, while simultaneously having Sarina, Armo, and Carini (who was west of Lumini) prepare separately.

If Lumini showed any signs of betraying us and siding with Russo, we would immediately attack him from three directions.

Until then, we instructed them not to make the first move. Time passed, and by the following Tuesday...

While pondering how Lumini would react, I spent my time at the academy, and Elena at the port.

Then, while I was in the union office, I received a call from Elena.

"Hey, Elena. What's up?"

"Lumini contacted me."

According to Elena... Lumini had informed her that the Russo family had approached him. They had presented all sorts of conditions, asking him to cooperate with their attack.

However, Lumini had rejected their proposal and chosen to inform us about it.

He had proven his loyalty once again.

Of course, this report itself could be false...

It was a precarious relationship, but Elena and I instructed Sarina, Armo, and Carini to cancel their preparations to attack Lumini, but to continue monitoring his movements regularly.

*

For now, the matter with Lumini seemed to have been settled.

It wasn't definitively resolved, but it felt like an issue that could flare up again at any time.

Instead, a problem erupted elsewhere.

Fabio Carini.
A regular member who had worked under Elena since she received the academy as her territory.

Now he had become a caporegime responsible for the northern part of River West.

Carini was originally an amateur boxer. It wasn't that he lacked talent, but he was the type who realized that using his strength for crime rather than sports could earn him more money.

That's why the first thing he did in his new territory was to establish a gym as his base.

He planned to train his subordinates at the gym while also exploiting suitable individuals who frequented the gym as associates.

However, this gym became famous for another reason.

Especially among drug addicts.

After the death of the Wolf, Vito Pellini, various problems arose in Heville. One minor issue was that the drug supply was temporarily paralyzed, causing a shortage. But that problem was quickly resolved.

Suppliers from Tirrenia once again provided drugs to the city through the Pellini family.

So if addicts wanted to get drugs, they had to find the Pellini family, specifically the caporegimes of each district.

When Carini was throwing punches at a sandbag in the gym as usual, someone came looking for him.

"Excuse me."

"..."

Carini paid no attention to the man addressing him. He was someone Carini hadn't seen at the gym before, and Carini was too focused on delivering his punches to respond.

"Excuse me, are you Mr. Carini?"

"...Who are you?"

Carini was irritated by the repeated questioning but responded.

"Gabriele called, right?"

Gabriele... definitely one of the drug brokers operating in the River West area.

"I asked who you are."

"Didn't Gabriele call you?"

"...What do you want?"

"I need some drugs."

Carini was annoyed with dealing with the man, but since he mentioned coming through a broker, Carini casually handed over what he wanted.

The problem was... the man was a police officer.

And so Fabio Carini was arrested. Along with the police officer who actually bought the drugs.

As it turned out, the officer was both a policeman and an addict, and a colleague who knew about this habit had caught them in the act of the drug deal.

It was truly a laughable situation.
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Carini and the drug-dealing cop were arrested on the spot.

The people at the gym and Carini's subordinates naturally protested.

"This... fuck."

But Carini prevented anyone from confronting the police. If they did, they could be arrested for obstruction of justice.

That would only be doing the police a favor.

"..."

The police who stormed the scene arrested the boss right in front of the mafia members who, under Capo Regime's orders, could neither do this nor that.

And this news was immediately relayed to Elena and me.

"...Luke, contact Salmo first."

"Got it."

Elena and I immediately contacted the family's consigliere.

Anthony Salmo came to our hotel from his district as soon as he received our call.

"Miss, Mr. Luke."

"Ah, welcome. You've heard about the situation?"

As soon as Salmo entered the room, he removed his hat and carefully brought it to his stomach.

Then he examined me, Elena, and Felicia in turn.

"How does it look? Think it'll be okay?"

Following Elena's question about whether he'd heard the situation, I asked, and Salmo rubbed his face.

"Yes. But an arrest on the spot..."

His expression showed how troublesome this was.

"What were the guys next to Carini doing anyway?"

"Elena, if they had done anything, they would have been arrested for obstruction of justice too."

"That's true, but..."

Obstruction of justice.
It's a crime that didn't exist in the country where I lived in my world. The closest equivalent would probably be obstruction of official duties?

"Still, there's a way to resolve this."

"What is it?"

"Since it was an on-site arrest, a warrant hasn't been issued yet. We should act before the judge issues one."

In other words, the key was how quickly Salmo and his colleagues could move.

"First, I plan to make the police officers who arrested Carini at the scene recant their testimony."

"...How?"

"By exploiting their weaknesses. Taking their families hostage while they're not home, or investigating if they have any dirt on them."

"We don't need to assign additional people, right?"

I confirmed the method. Then I asked Salmo one last question.

"Yes, my subordinates should be sufficient."

"Understood. Salmo. Start right away."

"Yes, Miss."

Elena gave her permission at Salmo's response. Salmo immediately stood up.

From the top floor of the hotel, we watched as Salmo got into his car and headed somewhere.

"I hope nothing goes wrong..."

"Why? Is Carini loose-lipped?"

"No, it's not that. It's just that he can be a bit... rough. You know how boxers tend to be."

"Hmm."

I hope Elena's concern is unfounded.

I decided to head to the union office at the academy.

Elena and Felicia saw me off... amicably as I got into the bulletproof car. At least in front of me.

"Boss, shall we go straight to the academy?"

"No. Let's go a bit further north from the academy."

"Pardon?"

"I want to stop by Carini's territory to reassure his subordinates."

"Ah, understood."

I told the driver everything he needed to know. Being one of my wolves, he didn't ask anything more and drove past the academy toward the northern part of River West.

"Boss, we've arrived."

As soon as the driver announced our arrival, the wolf in the passenger seat quickly got out and opened the back door for me.

"..."

The gym where Carini had been arrested.

I headed inside with the wolf from the passenger seat.

The people at the gym were already focused on their respective exercises, but I could see varying degrees of anxiety on their faces.

"Under Boss!"

Some of Carini's subordinates who recognized my face hurried over.

"We're sorry. The boss told us not to move, so we..."

"It's okay. Carini made the right call."

If Carini hadn't given such an order, I wondered if his subordinates would have been arrested one after another.

"The consigliere will handle your boss's situation."

"Mr. Salmo?"

"Yes, specifically, Mr. Salmo's son."

Since Anthony Salmo hadn't been consigliere for long, I added that clarification to avoid confusion.

"Ah, I see."

"Yes, so don't worry. And be more careful when dealing drugs in the future. Understand?"

"Yes, understood."

I especially ordered them to deal with the broker named Gabriele that the drug-dealing cop had mentioned.

Rather than telling them not to worry and do nothing, I thought it would be better for Carini's subordinates to have something to do.

At least while they focused on that task, they wouldn't have distracting thoughts.

"Remember, I'm always available at the academy to help you if needed."

That should be enough to reassure Carini's subordinates. I headed back to the union office at the academy, seeing them off.

As soon as I arrived at my office, Sarina and Kambara greeted me warmly.

"Boss."

"Luke, welcome."

"What's this? I understand Kambara, but why are you here, Sarina?"

"Why not?"

"Well, you have your own territory."

"They'll manage fine without me. And like you said, everyone's taking a break for now anyway, so it's fine."

"...I guess so."

*

I decided to have lunch at the student cafeteria inside the academy, just like the other union members.

"Luke, do we really need to eat here too?"

"Blending in naturally is important."

Moreover, the academy's student cafeteria in this world is quite high-quality.

Perhaps because it's a prestigious institution? Of course, given the city's situation, the students seemed quite worried too.

But... in a way, with the Pellini family's forces stationed here, the academy was also one of the safest places in the city.

"Boss, I think we've failed at blending in."

"That's partly your fault too, Kambara."

Some people were glancing at Sarina with her short black hair and simple black suit.

But more than anything, having an alligator-man eating in the student cafeteria... I couldn't imagine any student not being interested in that sight.

"I-I'm sorry."

"Don't apologize for something like that. You can't help how you were born."

"Sarina, I think your words are harsher."

"..."

I feared Kambara might choke if this continued.

Watching Kambara eat was like watching a nature documentary.

Perhaps because an alligator's teeth aren't well-suited for chewing food... Kambara would roughly push food into his mouth and swallow it whole.

"Looks like you're swallowing without chewing."

Sarina commented on this sight. Kambara, seemingly conscious of our gazes, immediately began explaining.

"Ah, we have separate gizzards in our stomachs."

"Gizzards?"

"It's what we call the pouch where we store swallowed stones. So... even if I eat roughly like this, the stones in my stomach will grind up the food anyway."

"...Oh."

It felt a bit strange hearing this directly from an alligator himself.

"Luke, please eat your meal."

I hadn't eaten much of my food, distracted by watching Kambara eat.

"Right, I should."

"If it's too much, shall I eat some for you?"

"No, that's not necessary."

Sarina seemed somewhat disappointed, but I wasn't that much of a light eater.

Compared to the food I ate during training to become a wolf under my father, this was practically a feast. I was glad Elena didn't have to go through such training.

"Ah, and what should we do about Carini's situation?"

Sarina whispered in a quieter voice than usual, considering it important. Though with the conversations echoing throughout the cafeteria, it seemed unnecessary.

"It's fine. I stopped by before coming to the office."

"Really?"

Fortunately, there weren't many people around us, but I still spoke quietly just in case.

I told them what I had said to Carini's subordinates and what I had instructed them to do.

"It's possible that broker set a trap from the beginning."

"Or maybe not. Maybe the cop was just stupid."

But the broker who sent such a stupid customer to Carini was clearly at fault too. Birds of a feather flock together, after all.

We decided to refrain from more important discussions in such a public place.

Since we had finished eating, we returned to the union office.

"Luke, today was supposed to be your day with the Miss, right?"

"That's right. It's Monday."

"..."

Sarina was very interested in that topic.

Since it wasn't a good subject to dwell on, I immediately asked Kambara about Gulliman's movements or Sarina about Lumini's activities.

"Ah, speaking of which, the boss has been badmouthing Eccelotti quite a bit."

"Eccelotti?"

Carlo Eccelotti.
Like Carini, he was one of Elena's former subordinates who had become a Capo Regime.

Gulliman controlled the northeast of Greenberg, and Eccelotti controlled the surrounding areas.

Naturally, those with territories close to each other can't get along well. They'll clash in various ways and have differences.

"Yes, it seems they keep provoking us."

I wondered if Elena and I needed to intervene in such disputes, but from what Kambara was saying, Eccelotti's actions were quite blatant.

In this case, rather than intervening directly, it seemed sufficient to just give Elena a hint. Elena would understand how valuable Gulliman's forces could be to us.

If Gulliman were to defect from us for such a ridiculous reason when we need every bit of strength, there could be no more painful loss.

*

After leaving the office, I returned to the hotel and immediately told Elena about this matter.

"Eccelotti?"

"That's what Kambara said. We can't judge based on just one side's story, but..."

"Alright, I'll look into it."

Elena said this, but as soon as she finished talking about work, she started hugging me.

"..."

"What? Don't you like me doing this?"

"No, it's not that. It's just that there's quite a size difference between us."

Sometimes I feel like I've become Elena's attachment doll.

When I honestly shared this thought, Elena said that's precisely why she liked it.

Thanks to being Elena's attachment doll, I was never bored, but I was still worried about how Carini's situation would resolve.

The next day came, and while I was in Felicia's room, I received a call from Salmo.

"Mr. Luke, it's been handled."

"Good. So there are no more problems?"

"Yes, the police who arrested Carini will recant their reports about the arrest situation."

This would make it difficult for the judge to issue a warrant. And we planned to use that opportunity to pressure the police station that oversees northern River West.

I could have intervened directly, but I entrusted this matter to Salmo.

Salmo and another lawyer immediately headed to a police station located in northern River West.

"What brings you here?"

As soon as Anthony Salmo entered the police station, he answered the officer who questioned him.

"We're here about Fabio Carini's case. I'm Anthony Salmo, and this is Frank Sindon. We're both lawyers."

"Yes, we're Mr. Carini's interim attorneys."

Sindon responded immediately to Salmo's words. But the officer looked at the two lawyers for a moment before giving a brief answer.

"Leave."

"I'm sorry, but we can't do that. Mr. Carini has the right to an attorney."

"He hasn't been charged yet."

"If he's been detained for over two hours, he can appoint one. That's according to Hevilly City criminal law."

Salmo added the basis for his statement in response to the officer's question.

As the two lawyers pressed the issue, the officer's expression became more serious. Eventually, one of the station's supervisors personally appeared.

"What's the matter?"

Salmo and Sindon continued to pressure the police with their legal expertise.

They urged Fabio Carini's release before raising legal issues.

With the officers who arrested Carini already recanting their reports, making warrant issuance difficult, and now facing this external pressure, it was maddening.

"Fine. Take him."

The inspector reluctantly let the lawyers have their way.

Salmo and Sindon retrieved Carini from the basement of the police station. The drug-dealing cop in another room was none of their concern.

"...Thank you."

As soon as Carini left the police station with the help of the two lawyers, he expressed his gratitude.

But Salmo redirected the credit to others.

"Thank the boss and under boss. And that broker named Gabriele—your subordinates should have dealt with him thoroughly by now."

"That's a relief..."

The night air in the city was very cold.

"Whew..."

But what did the cold matter? He was free again.

While Carini was savoring his freedom with outstretched arms, Salmo and Sindon waited patiently.

Meanwhile, as the three were doing this...

Lumini in North Woodron was at his wit's end.

Because vampires had suddenly started detonating bombs throughout his territory in the middle of the night.
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The Lumini District, located in the northern part of North Woodron.

The place was turning into complete chaos.

"..."

Lumini, who had rushed from his home to his base after receiving contact from his subordinates. What greeted him was his men's reports that various parts of the district had become a sea of flames.

"Boss, what should we do?"

"...Gather everyone! Wake them all up without exception and tell them to come here!"

Lumini's subordinates began to assemble.

Meanwhile, a group of vampires continued throwing bombs throughout Lumini's district.

The one leading the vampire group was Belcastro Granada. Unusually, he was a vampire who had originally been a dwarf.

The countries of this world strictly prohibited vampires from turning others into vampires, but despite this, there were those who broke the taboo.

Granada himself had never wanted to become a vampire.

However, the Russo Family boss had used extremely coercive methods to recruit him as a renowned bomb expert.

Kidnapping and imprisonment without his consent, and ultimately turning him into a vampire.

These were exactly the kind of things the hot-tempered Darius Russo would do.

BOOM—!

An incredible flash followed by ground-shaking explosions.

All thanks to improvised explosive devices meticulously crafted by Granada.

"Good! Next! Where to next?!"

"Boss, southwest!"

After confirming the explosion with the other vampires, Granada immediately headed to the next location.

They had already blown up more than ten places, but their accuracy couldn't be guaranteed. It was extremely difficult to hit specific targets on such a dark night.

The fact that they could detonate so many places in such a short time was purely due to the expertise of Granada and his subordinates.

"Boss, over there! Under that big sign!"

"Good! Get ready now!"

Granada and his subordinates landed near the target and did what they needed to do.

To effectively collapse the building, they needed to deliver a decisive impact to its foundation. The entire operation took less than ten minutes.

"Fall back! I'm setting it off now!"

The same flash and explosion occurred again. But simultaneously, the vampires around Granada began to fall from the sky.

"What the hell?!"

The vampires belatedly increased both their altitude and speed.

Granada was smaller in stature and had smaller wings compared to other vampires. This was an unavoidable physical difference due to his dwarf origins.

But perhaps thanks to the characteristic dwarf tenacity?
Granada's wing beats were faster and more frequent than others, compensating for his disadvantages.

Having distanced himself from the target faster than anyone else, Granada tried to assess the situation.

"Boss!"

A vampire who had urgently called out to Granada suddenly plummeted.

"Damn it! Everyone scatter!"

One thing was clear.
Whether it was Lumini's men or the Pellini Family's wolves, they had begun to counterattack.

The vampires began to retreat as quickly as they had arrived.

The Pellini Family's snipers persistently targeted the vampires within their range, but they couldn't take them all down.

"They've all retreated across the bridge. Should we pursue?"

"No, tell everyone to hold their positions for now."

Those snipers had come from two different places.

Wolves under Sarina from South Woodron, and wolves under Armo from the northern harbor.

While Sarina herself hadn't come, Armo had appeared at Lumini's base even in the middle of the night.

"Lumini, how's the situation?"

"...The casualties aren't as bad as I expected."

Lumini answered with a troubled expression. For more than ten buildings being bombed, the casualties were relatively few.

It was the middle of the night, and many of the buildings had no connection to Lumini.

"Anyway, thanks to you, we got some breathing room."

Lumini expressed his gratitude to Armo. It was clear that without his help and Sarina's wolves, things would have been much worse.

"But are the other areas unaffected?"

"It seems River West North was also attacked."

"..."

That was Fabio Carini's district.
Unlike Lumini's district which only had a bridge leading north, Carini's district had two bridges connecting to the north and central areas.

In the current situation, who would worry about whom? He could only hope things weren't too serious.

*

But contrary to Lumini's hopes.

After news spread that Lumini's district had been attacked in the middle of the night, reports soon followed that Carini's district was also under attack.

Unlike the small-scale air raids on Lumini's district, this was a massive assault with dozens of vehicles crossing the bridge.

"Elena, I'll go."

"...Alright."

Elena gave her permission despite her concern for me.

Looking at the current situation, it was clear that the attack on Lumini's district was a diversion to draw attention, while the major assault on Carini's district was the main attack.

Felicia was sound asleep, and there was no need to wake her. I immediately left the hotel and headed to the academy in an armored car.

At the academy, I joined up with my wolves, Cambara and Gulliman.

"Boss, we're all ready."

"Good, let's head out right away."

We also joined forces with Giovanni and his wolves, who controlled the western part of South Woodron. With this much manpower, we didn't have to worry about lacking strength.

"..."

I could only hope we weren't too late.

By the time we arrived at River West North around dawn.

"...Doesn't seem like anything's wrong?"

"Could Carini have already been defeated?"

"No way."

Giovanni reacted as if he didn't even want to consider the possibility.

We'd been told that dozens of cars had crossed the bridge into Carini's district.

"Boss, I think that's the gym over there."

"Right."

Carini's headquarters was a gym building. It was also the place where Carini had been arrested in the act by that cop who was also a drug dealer.

The forces I had brought emerged from the cars that had stopped in a line in front of the gym.

"Under Boss!"

Of course, Carini couldn't have missed our arrival.

"What's the situation?!"

"..."

"Didn't you hear me? I asked what the situation is."

Giovanni, who was beside me, pressed Carini who wasn't saying anything.

"I think it's better if you see for yourself."

"Huh?"

I followed Carini into the gym, accompanied by Giovanni and Cambara.

"..."

Carini and his subordinates. They were very familiar faces. But there were also completely unfamiliar faces.

Dark elves like Rita Carmen.

A woman with the strongest presence among them.
Rita Carmen's sister, and the woman my father had dispatched to the Russo Family.

Viola Carmen was right in front of me.

"Hello, Mr. Pellini. You know my name, right?"

"Of course. Viola Carmen. What are you doing here?"

"What more needs to be said? I've returned to the Pellini Family's embrace."

Unlike her sister, Viola was very straightforward.

Originally, she was a caporegime my father had dispatched to the Russo Family to monitor and check Darius Russo.

But now my father was gone, and the hostile relationship with the Russo Family had become clear.

"..."

I thought the attack on Lumini's district was a diversion.

But Viola wasn't the Russo Family's main attack... she had taken advantage of both families' attention being focused elsewhere to make a grand escape with all her people.

Carini showed me Viola's convoy of cars. Seeing several large trucks, it seemed she had brought a considerable amount of goods as well.

I immediately reported this to Elena.

"..."

"Elena, it's hard to believe, but it's true."

Seeing that Elena was struggling to respond, I spoke up.

"It could be a fake defection."

"Yes, that's possible. I'll keep watching for now."

Although there was no battle, the considerable force I had brought was undeniably helpful.

Of course, Viola continued to insist that she had simply escaped from the Russo Family to return to the Pellini Family's fold.

She also mentioned information she had learned while in the Russo Family.

We decided to meet with Elena this afternoon to determine how to deal with her.

Until the boss and under boss made their decision, Carini and Giovanni would take responsibility for monitoring Viola and her people.

Cambara and I returned to the Lupus Carlton Hotel via the academy.

*

Meanwhile, the Russo Family discovered Viola Carmen's escape, but it was too late.

She had already entered Pellini Family territory with her people and a significant amount of assets.

Darius Russo was, of course, furious.

Fire ignited on his head again, and those around him had to distance themselves due to the intense heat.

"Brother, what's done is done."

In such a situation, only his brother could speak to Russo.

"What do you mean 'done is done'? Are you telling me to just sit still?!"

"There are already plenty of guys trying to take over that woman's territory. The vipers continue to target our backs."

Darius Russo's brother, Damar Russo, spoke with stark realism. The Russo Family was in no position to wage all-out war against the Pellini Family.

They couldn't even get involved in what was happening in western Heavily, but that wasn't a major concern.

However, engaging in all-out war with the Pellini Family in the eastern part of the city was a different matter.

It would cause significant damage to both families, but the Russo Family couldn't afford such losses.

"..."

Instead of answering his brother,

Darius irritably pulled back the curtain hanging by the window. Damar was somewhat surprised by the sudden sunlight but didn't show it much.

"This must be the wolves' doing again."

"That's uncertain. What's certain is that the little wolf and the little spider have become allies. This is the birth of a very dangerous combination."

"I'm dangerous too."

Damar shrugged at his brother's words. In any case, his message remained unchanged.

The provocation using Granada should be the end of the conflict with the Pellini Family! It needed to end there.

"..."

Darius gave no response to his brother's words.

After the Russo Family boss was left alone, a loud phone ring filled the room.

"...Yes. So you've successfully infiltrated the academy?"

"Yes. I'll be able to handle it soon."

Russo kept the call brief. There was no harm in being cautious.

The person on the other end of the line was... a killer Russo had sent to the academy to deal with the little wolf.
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Under Russo's orders, a threatening killer had infiltrated the Academy.

However, despite the killer's efforts, I wasn't at the Academy but staying at the Lupus Carlton Hotel in the harbor area.

As it happened, I had just brought Viola Carmen to Elena because there was something I needed to confirm personally.

"..."

No sooner had Viola and I arrived at the top floor than Felicia naturally joined us.

"Viola, it's been a while."

"I'm curious why you're here."

It seemed the two were already acquainted.

"You could call it a marriage alliance? Old-fashioned, but effective."

After hearing Felicia's words, Viola looked at me with a somewhat surprised expression.

"I see."

She seemed to understand without needing further explanation. That expression reminded me a bit of her sister.

"Let's get moving."

"Yes."

Felicia stuck close to me, and Viola followed behind us.

"Come in, everyone."

As soon as we entered my and Elena's room, Elena appeared.

Throughout the room were Elena's subordinates, standing by in case of emergency.

"Felicia, I don't recall inviting you."

"It's fine. I don't mind."

The issue wasn't whether Felicia minded, but whether Elena did. Elena seemed to be testing her patience every moment she spoke with Felicia.

"Viola, it's been a while."

"...Yes."

It was exactly the same greeting Felicia had used earlier. Perhaps feeling déjà vu, Viola hesitated before answering.

"Young miss. Or should I call you the She-Wolf now?"

"By that logic, you have a name too. Little Spider."

Elena and Viola exchanged titles in a curious manner. The reason Viola Carmen was called the Little Spider was simple.

Just as I was considered the Wolf's successor, Viola was once considered the Spider's successor.

Long ago, the Five Families had various subordinate groups.

Among those with the deepest histories were... the Wolf, the Spider, and the Viper.

Of these three, the Wolf and Spider turned against the Five Families. The Wolf became the Fellini Family, and the Spider took control of one of the Five Families.

The leader of the Spider was Rita Carmen, the current boss of the Carmen Family.

The reason the Wolf and Spider turned on their masters was because of the horrific fate that befell the Vipers.

Tools to be disposed of at any time.
They realized that to the Five Families, they were nothing more and nothing less than that.

"I've already heard the gist of it from Luke."

"Yes, then this should be straightforward."

Elena and I summarized the situation.

The people and goods Viola brought were currently in Carini's territory.

My forces, which I had brought from the harbor through the Academy, were watching them to prevent any reckless actions.

"So what made you change sides?"

"There's no loyalty in staying on a sinking ship. Besides, I was assigned by the Don to monitor the Russo Family."

The death of our father and the internal power struggles within the Russo Family.

These were the two main reasons Viola attempted her great escape to us.

Of course, there was one more reason she didn't mention. She clearly believed that our Fellini Family's momentum wasn't as bad as it might seem.

"Now everything has taken its proper form. It's an honor to be with you both, young miss and little wolf."

"..."

Elena seemed quite pleased that Viola had grouped her and me together.

"For now, as the family boss, I welcome you."

"Thank you, Boss."

The person Viola truly wished would welcome her was probably neither the She-Wolf nor the Little Wolf... but my father, the Wolf.

"Viola, you haven't forgotten, have you?"

Elena's welcome and Viola's expression of gratitude weren't enough.

Instead, hearing my words, Viola kissed the back of Elena's hand, which bore the Fellini family ring.

Viola's oath of loyalty had been to our father.

In other words, she was now pledging her loyalty to the family's new boss.

*

In the brief moment Viola kissed Elena's hand.

My organization members and I throughout the room watched Viola intently. There was always the possibility that her surrender was a ruse.

However, it wasn't the kind of move Darius Russo would think of. It was more like something Viola's sister, Rita Carmen, would do.

"I should mention that I'm just the beginning."

"What do you mean?"

"I'm not the only one in the Russo Family who's dissatisfied with the boss."

Viola was hinting at how things would generally unfold in the future. At the same time, she naturally emphasized that she was the first to make this move.

"Well, that can't be bad for us."

I responded to Viola's words.

Given our shortage of manpower, having Russo's forces become our own was something we could greatly welcome.

"And there's something else I need to tell you both."

Viola Carmen mentioned things she had learned while in the Russo Family.

It wasn't appropriate to reveal everything at this meeting. But Viola wanted to share the most important information with us.

"It may be hard to believe, but the Russo Family doesn't have the capacity to wage war."

"For a family without war capacity, last night's attack was quite substantial."

"The only one who could plant and detonate bombs that quickly would be... Granada. But if the Russo Family had been serious, they would have deployed other forces alongside Granada."

And we had mistakenly thought Viola and her people were those other forces deployed by the Russo Family.

The plan would have been to attack Lumini's territory to concentrate our forces and attention, then strike Carini's territory.

"So what do you mean the Russo Family doesn't have the capacity for war?"

"Like all the Five Families, they're under attack from both inside and out. And you'd be surprised to know who the most threatening external force is."

"..."

I wondered what kind of force would surprise both Elena and me.

"Would you believe me if I said the Vipers have returned?"

"...Didn't the Spider eliminate all the Vipers?"

Elena asked the former Little Spider, who had once led the Spiders alongside Rita Carmen, with confusion.

"Yes, we did. But it seems we missed a few."

Viola added her personal opinion that she hadn't expected them to be a significant threat.

But her prediction had been spectacularly wrong. They had grown into a force capable of threatening the Russo Family in the northern part of Havily in such a short time.

More importantly, we were only now learning about the Vipers' return.

While our intelligence capabilities had declined, there was a reason Viola considered their return important information.

Wolf, Spider, Viper.

If the Wolf was the Five Families' executioner, and the Spider was their ears and eyes...

The Viper was their lethal dagger.

After the Five Families purged the Vipers, that role shifted to the Spider.

The Vipers' most distinctive feature was... most of them possessed venom or were monsters metaphorically said to have poison flowing through their veins instead of blood.

They were, quite literally, living weapons.

[The enemy of my enemy is my friend]

The text on the book near me transformed into these plausible words.

I wondered what it was trying to tell me this time. The enemy of my enemy is my friend?

The status window was rarely helpful, but this time it seemed completely out of touch with the situation.

After Viola finished speaking, Elena and I naturally looked at Felicia.

"What? Because I'm a Marinelli?"

"Yes. After the Vipers deal with the Russo Family, the Marinelli Family will be next."

Elena stated the obvious when Felicia asked.

"And they'll probably target me and my damned sister too."

That made sense. When the Spider purged the Viper under the Five Families' orders, the Spider's leader was Rita Carmen, and the successor was Viola Carmen.

"They might have grievances against us wolves too."

The Wolf wasn't heavily involved in the Viper purge. At the time, our father, the Wolf's leader, was away on other business.

However, some wolves who were on standby did assist the Spider in that operation.

I wasn't sure how the Vipers defined their targets for revenge, but the Wolf seemed to be in an ambiguous position.

"Then the best scenario would be to push out both the Russo Family and the Vipers."

"Yes, that would be ideal."

While agreeing with me, Viola added that it wouldn't be easy.

She mentioned that if the Russo Family and the Vipers joined forces, things would get complicated.

"I don't think those two would work together."

"Still, no one knows how the situation might unfold."

Despite Elena's words, Viola spoke as if it was necessary to consider the worst-case scenario.

Afterward, we discussed Viola's treatment.

First, we needed to determine where she and her people would stay—essentially, Viola's new territory.

"As it happens, there's space in River West."

It was awkward to replace the existing capo regime, especially since they had just established themselves. Elena seemed to agree with me.

"The area between Carini and Vanella would be appropriate."

"I'm fine with anywhere."

I wondered if Viola's statement was sincere, even considering that she had a more honest personality than her sister.

With Viola agreeing to the territory Elena and I had chosen, her new domain was decided.

Just as we were about to discuss other matters, a call came in from the Academy.

"Boss, it's Cambara."

"Ah, yes. What is it?"

Cambara calmly told me they had captured the killer who had infiltrated the Academy.

Even though many forces had been diverted to Carini's territory... the Academy had essentially become a wolf's den.

That killer was certainly fearless.
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# A killer who snuck into the academy to kill me was discovered and dealt with.

It wasn't surprising news.

It wasn't even an uncommon occurrence in this world I lived in.

"What?!"

Elena's reaction, however, was quite intense.

"It was probably sent by that Russo fellow."

"..."

Viola looked troubled at the mention that the Russo Family had sent a killer.

It wasn't her fault that Darius Russo was even more stupid than she had thought.

"What if it wasn't sent by them?"

Felicia suggested another possibility. According to her, the Russo Family was having the most friction with the Fellini Family.

Based on that, it could also be someone trying to instigate a war between us and the Russo Family.

"For example?"

"It might be the vipers Viola mentioned."

In response to my question, Felicia said that according to Viola, it might be the work of the vipers who had returned to this city.

"It's a possibility."

"If we're talking possibilities, there are quite a few candidates."

After responding to Viola, I checked Elena's mood.

"..."

Her intense emotions from earlier seemed to have subsided considerably, and she was still listening attentively to our conversation.

"If the killer hadn't died, we could have extracted some information. That's unfortunate."

Torture and inducing confessions were both Felicia's specialties.

If Elena had tortured the killer, she would have beaten them to the brink of death, but Felicia would use more non-violent means.

Those confession-inducing earrings disguised as regular earrings on her ears were a perfect example.

"Elena, what should we do?"

"...Whether it was the Russo guys or not, we need to pay them back for what we suffered."

In a way, whether the Russo Family sent the killer or not... whoever sent them wanted a war between us and the Russo Family.

Russo wouldn't have sent a killer just to scare me.

It was clearly done with the expectation of war with us.

Then our course of action was obvious. We needed to prepare an offensive against the Russo Family.

"Viola, I'd like you to help us."

As it happened, the perfect person for this job was right in front of us.

Viola Carmen, who had been a caporegime of the Russo Family, tasked with monitoring and checking Russo on her father's orders.

She responded positively as soon as Elena spoke.

"Yes, of course. I always welcome the chance to kill someone who was my boss."

Judging by her words, she didn't seem to have good feelings toward Russo either.

"I'm thinking of letting someone else lead the war against the Russo Family."

"Is that so?"

Her loyalty to my father was unquestionable. The issue was her loyalty to Elena and me.

I thought her biggest role in the war would be as an advisor.

After all, she would know more about the Russo Family than anyone else in the Fellini Family.

"Then who will lead this war?"

In response to Viola's question, Elena's gaze naturally turned to me.

"I guess I have no choice. Then I'll have to let someone else handle our expansion into the central district."

"I'll take care of that."

"In my opinion, it would be better to concentrate our resources in one place."

"No, dealing with the Russo Family is important, but taking control of the central district is also crucial."

From Viola's perspective, she might question whether we had the capacity to wage two wars simultaneously.

Fortunately, we had financial king J.P. Hagen on our side. In fact, even without Hagen's help, we earned considerable money through drug trafficking.

"Viola, returning to us was the right choice."

I briefly mentioned to Viola that financial king Hagen was backing us.

"That man?"

"He said this chaos is interfering with his business. And we're the ones who can clean up this mess first."

"That's a reason worthy of the financial king."

"By the way, Luke. We won't be supplying drugs to the Russo guys anymore."

"Yes, that's what we should do."

As soon as Viola finished speaking, Elena declared that she would cut off the drug supply to the Russo Family.

Now, drugs would only go to three of the five families, excluding the Carmen Family and the Russo Family.

"Thanks to Russo's stupidity, we're benefiting."

Felicia said this while mentioning Russo's dullness in attacking before even receiving the first drug shipment.

We confirmed our general schedule for the future and then parted ways.

*

When I returned to the academy in an armored car, more wolves than usual approached me.

"What's this?"

"The Lady ordered us to guard you like a fortress, sir."

It seemed Sarina had issued various instructions just in case.

"It's fine. Where's Cambara?"

"He's in the office."

Following the wolf's words, I headed to the office where I found Sarina and Cambara.

"Sarina, sorry you didn't get much rest."

"What do you mean?"

"We're going to war with the Russo guys."

BANG—!

As soon as Sarina heard my words, she slammed her fist on the desk.

"Ah! Why so suddenly?"

Thanks to that, Cambara was startled and almost fell backward. I told Cambara to prepare all forces stationed at the academy except for the minimum necessary.

"...Brother, we're not going alone, right?"

"Of course not. Others will join us."



Vincent Lumini, Fabio Carini, Armo, Viola Carmen.

Plus Sarina and Giovanni. There were six caporegimes following me. It was enough force to warrant the movement of an underboss of a family.

"Armo is going with Luke instead of the Lady?"

"In exchange, Salmo and Carso will go with Elena."

Anthony Salmo, Carso, Richard Banella, Carlo Eccelotti, Samia Zakaya.

There were five caporegimes following Elena. One of them was also a consigliere.

It was fortunate that the Gullymen led by Zakaya would be with Elena. While Carso's wolves would be threatening, the crocodile people were a comparable force.

"Then I'll prepare my subordinates too."

Sarina seemed unable to contain her enthusiasm. While she headed to her area, Cambara mobilized the forces stationed at the academy and contacted each caporegime.

"Cambara, have Viola and Giovanni go to Carini's area."

"...Should I tell the remaining caporegimes to gather at Mr. Lumini's area?"

"Yes, do that."

Cambara acted as if he knew what I was going to say without me having to spell it out.

I planned to move with Sarina, Armo, and Lumini, while Giovanni would move with Viola and Carini. It seemed best to cross the bridge from two directions and first take control of the northeastern part of the city.

Even if war broke out, the battlefield would be in the northern and northeastern parts of the city, not the eastern part.

Of course, it would take some time.

Viola and her people were just settling into their new area.

Nevertheless, I instructed each caporegime through Cambara to gather at designated locations. Sarina whined that the other caporegimes were preparing too slowly after just a few days, but it couldn't be helped.

Elena was also busy preparing for the advance into the central district.

Additionally, we needed to resolve the issue of two feuding caporegimes, Eccelotti and Zakaya, before the important task ahead.

Elena had personally intervened to mediate their conflict, so if they started the same nonsense again, it would be my turn to visit them.

...Fortunately, that didn't happen.

However, a problem arose elsewhere. In some ways it was a trivial issue, but in others, it was an extremely sensitive matter.

On a day when I was spending time with Felicia.

Although Elena knew I wasn't hers today, she was on her way back to the hotel after shopping for groceries for me, who would be hers tomorrow.

Of course, she had bodyguards and wolves protecting her.

Nevertheless, a man fearlessly approached her.

"Mrs. Fellini, our boss would like to meet with you briefly."

"...What?"

Elena was quite pleased with how she was addressed, but the words that followed left her dumbfounded.

Before the bodyguards and wolves could beat the man, Elena asked:

"Who is your boss?"

"Solomon. Dom Solomon."

"..."

The Solomon Family—Elena knew them well.

Because they were the ones her father had dispatched to the Sanchez Family.

Sanchez, despite his rough personality, had rarely allowed them to break away on the condition that the Solomon Family would become independent.

"We'll drive you to the Lupus Carlton Hotel."

The man was smiling amiably. However, the expressions of Elena and those around her were nothing short of murderous.

The fact that he maintained his smile in front of them was enough to gauge his courage.

"..."

Although reluctant, Elena wanted to hear what they had to say.

As soon as the man opened the door, the person sitting in the back seat of the car greeted her.

"Mrs. Fellini. It's an honor to meet the daughter of the Godfather like this. I'm Dominico Solomon. Please, get in."

Elena handed her bags to her bodyguards and got into the car. The car naturally started moving toward the Lupus Carlton Hotel.

Since the distance to the hotel wasn't far, the time for conversation was limited.

"I've been wanting to meet you. I saw you at the Godfather's funeral, do you remember?"

"No, I was too distracted then."

"Ah, I see. Of course you were."

"Besides, if my husband finds out you put me in a car in broad daylight, he won't let it slide."

Elena's meaning was simple.

If you don't want to suffer at my husband's hands, make your offer appealing.

"That's exactly what I wanted to talk about. Recently, a little spider returned to you, didn't she?"

"..."

"I'd like to do the same, but unfortunately, I've now become one of the bosses of the Five Families."

"You're a boss of the Five Families?"

"Yes, Carmen's Family is out, and mine is in instead."

Elena snorted at Solomon's words.

It seemed Sanchez wasn't completely thick-headed if he had managed to gain another ally this way.

"So what do you want?"

"I'd like to propose a partnership. My family earned 9.2 million pounds last year from the car scrapping business alone. If you supply us with drugs, we'll give you 5% of our car scrapping business."

"..."

"Of course, we'll pay for the drugs too. Just like the other Five Families."

Elena didn't answer immediately. Saying only that she would think about it, she got out of the car as soon as it arrived at the hotel.

Later, Elena came to Felicia's room and told us what had happened.

"..."

This son of a bitch. I immediately stood up.

"Luke? Where are you going?!"

Elena called out to me urgently, but I had already boarded the elevator.

I took an armored car straight to the person responsible for this incident. If I had gone to Dominico Solomon himself, I would have killed him on the spot.

My destination was a restaurant in the western part of the city.

It was the place where the bosses of the Five Families gathered, and Eddie Sanchez was already there, having arrived before me after receiving my call.

"You're here."

Sanchez said as I entered the restaurant.

"..."

I mentioned what had happened to Elena today. Sanchez was aghast.

"That bastard did what? How is that possible?!"

"Is this the standard of your Five Families? Daring to kidnap someone else's wife!"

"Look, Wolf. We don't touch women and children when we work. That's our rule—"

Sanchez stopped mid-sentence because a waiter accidentally touched his hand while setting down his food.

"Get out now! Everyone out!"

Sanchez ordered all the waiters and organization members in the restaurant to leave.

Regardless, I said what I needed to say.

"As a courtesy to the bosses, I'm telling you in advance. I'm going to kill that bastard Solomon."

"Look, you need to calm down. Solomon is a boss too."

So what, is it okay to kill a godfather then? I felt like cursing but kept it to myself.

"Sit down first."

"..."

"It seems you're planning to take on the Russo Family. Do you really need to go that far? I already have a headache because of that woman Rita Carmen!"

"Then keep Solomon in check. If he pulls something like this again, after Russo, the rest of the Five Families are next."

"That's enough. I'm on your side. I'm even embarrassed by what Solomon did."

"..."

"But... although Solomon did wrong, he didn't touch the She-Wolf, did he?"

BANG—!

I slammed both hands on the table in front of me.

"Listen, Sanchez. Are you asking me to forgive the dog act of forcing someone else's wife into a car against her will?"

Moreover, Elena was a boss of a family.

"Wolf. I'll make sure Solomon gets what's coming to him."

Sanchez seemed to recognize the seriousness of the situation. He promised me that he would personally meet with Solomon.

As much as I wanted more, I left for now.

"...Damn it."

And so, only a golem filled with rage remained in the restaurant.

***



Elena Fellini!

The second boss of the Fellini Family and Luke Fellini's first wife.

Finally, her character design rough sketch is out. A tall, muscular beauty! It seems to reflect her characteristics well—she physically surpasses both Luke and Felicia in terms of health and strength.

Ch.38 - New Generation (2)
An hour after the small wolf's visit.

Sanchez and Dom Solomon met at the same place.

Sanchez was in the middle of his meal when Solomon arrived, busily moving his short legs to reach where Sanchez was seated.

He had been in a state of hunger throughout because he had sent back the food that the waiter had brought during his earlier meeting with the wolf.

Apart from the table where the two bosses sat, members of both families occupied other tables inside the restaurant.

"Mr. Sanchez, why did you call for me?"

"...I know both you and your father well."

"Ah, yes. I heard you two were friends."

Solomon showed a rather complicated expression at the sudden mention of his father.

"Friends? I was never friends with that piece of trash."

Sanchez changed his expression in an instant, reacting quite strongly. He hadn't called Solomon to exchange pleasantries.

"He never followed the rules!"

"Haha."

Solomon's father had been a caporegime dispatched on Don Vito Pellini's orders to monitor and check on Eddie Sanchez.

It was natural for Sanchez to show this level of hostility toward him. Solomon knew this well, so he just laughed it off.

"But he was loyal to you. He wasn't the type to leave this world like that."

Dominico Solomon, or Dom Solomon, actually refers to two people. The Sanchez Family typically called the father Big Dom and the son Little Dom.

"Yes, he was quite a sight that day, with his pants down to his ankles in the car, a woman's face between his thighs."

"...My mother still grieves over that incident."

The two were referring to Big Dom's death.

Coincidentally, Big Dom was murdered while having an affair in a car. It could have been on Sanchez's orders, or it could have been the husband of the woman he was with.

"Watch yourself so you and your mother don't get hurt."

"..."

"Do you know what kind of man your father was? He thought he was better and smarter than the bosses. In my eyes, you're just like him."

"Don't forget that I'm a boss now too."

Little Dom responded as if his patience had reached its limit. But it was Sanchez who became angry at Dom's reaction.

"What the hell did you do to the she-wolf? Are you so desperate to go to war with the wolves? Huh?!"

"No, on the contrary, I'm trying to prevent it."

"Anyway, don't mess with the wolf and the she-wolf. If you do, you'll end up like your father. Understand?"

"What I'm pursuing isn't war, but business."

"Solomon, not just me, but the other bosses feel the same way. Got it?"

Of course, Darius Russo was an exception among the bosses Sanchez mentioned. After all, he was the only one of the Five Families in opposition to the Pellini Family.

"Please don't misunderstand. I just had a conversation with Mrs. Pellini."

"Did you not understand what I said?"

Sanchez's face was moving closer, and his voice was getting louder.

"No, no. I understood perfectly."

Solomon practically jumped out of his chair.

"I'll be going now. And I... am not my father."

Even as he hurriedly left, he made sure to say what he needed to say before disappearing. As soon as Solomon exited, the members of the Solomon Family also rose from their seats.

"..."

Sanchez continued his meal, watching them leave.

*

The moment the meeting between the two bosses ended at the restaurant in the western part of the city.

I had arrived at the top floor of the Lupus Carlton Hotel and was having a conversation with Elena.

Of course, the location was Felicia's room. Today was the day I was supposed to be with her, not Elena.

"What are you saying?"

"I'm saying it might not be bad to accept that guy's proposal."

"...Are you serious?"

Considering the proposal of someone who had been so rude? I almost let out a curse, but I managed to hold it back.

"..."

If I thought about it more calmly, Elena's reaction might be exactly what was expected of a boss of a Family.

Yes, it was probably easier to think of it that way.

"And I should tell you now, I'm fine."

"What?"

"My feelings weren't hurt at all."

"Oh my, did you actually like that man?"

It was Felicia who responded to Elena instead of me. Naturally, she interpreted Elena's words in the worst possible way.

"No, he seems more suited to you than me."

"Wait a minute. Elena, what do you mean by that?"

I asked again while Elena was responding to Felicia's comment.

"Exactly what I said. I didn't feel any threat from him at all. And I think you'll feel the same."

"No, I know you're strong, but this is a different issue."

"Luke, you'll probably understand when you meet him."

...I wondered if she was really telling me to meet such a guy. By now, Sanchez would have had more than enough time to warn him.

"No, unless he comes looking for me, I don't need to go find him."

Elena didn't give up, but I excused myself, saying I needed to prepare for the upcoming war with the Russo Family.

"...Wait, Luke!"

Felicia was the one who lost out because of this. It was supposed to be her day with me, but I ended up fleeing to the Academy to avoid Elena.

A few days later.

I continued preparing for the upcoming war at the Academy.

After a few days, the preparations of the caporegimes who would head north with me were also progressing smoothly.

"Sarina, still no reaction from their side?"

"Yes, but they seem to be getting nervous as more of us gather."

"Could they be setting a trap?"

"Hey, it's their territory, so of course they would."

Sarina responded to Cambara as if he was stating the obvious.

In her eyes, Cambara might have seemed too cowardly, but it never hurt to be cautious.

"Let's quickly secure the northeast first, then strike the Russo territory."

"We're not attacking the Russo guys directly?"

"That's Giovanni's job."

Giovanni, Viola Carmen, and Fabio Carini. The forces led by these three caporegimes were scheduled to attack the Russo Family's territory directly.

"Ah, so we'll just be dealing with the small fry."

"Small fry have their own significance. And we can't be complacent either. We'll finish as quickly as possible and join Giovanni's group."

Simply put, Giovanni's group was responsible for the preemptive strike, while we were in charge of securing the forward base.

The northeastern part of the city was located between our Pellini Family's territory and the Russo Family's territory, and above all, various forces were competing with each other in the area.

"But it will take some time to occupy the entire northeast, won't it?"

"Of course, we only need to take a moderate amount."

A forward base was enough. This war wasn't about erasing the Russo Family from the map and taking over the northern part of the city.

It was more about retaliating for their attack on Lumini and for sending a killer to try to kill me.

On the other hand, Elena's side was moving to take over the central part of the city. If possible, after ending the war with the Russo Family, we could also help Elena's side.

As various thoughts crossed my mind.

Suddenly, the phone in the union office rang loudly, and Cambara quickly answered it.

"Yes, this is the Academy Faculty Union office."

After the conventional response, Cambara suddenly approached me.

"Boss, the boss of the Solomon Family wants to meet with you."

"...That bastard?"

"He's got some nerve. Should we just kill him this time?"

"No, wait."

Sarina's suggestion was tempting, but we couldn't so easily kill one of the bosses of the Five Families.

"Yes, he says he'll wait for you at an abandoned car junkyard in the central part of the city."

"No, that bastard should come to me. Why is he asking Luke to go to him?"

"..."

I quietly got up from my seat and headed to the location Cambara mentioned.

*

An armored car that appeared in the central part of the city arrived at a junkyard that was practically the stronghold of the Solomon Family.

"Ah, it's disgustingly noisy."

"Well, it's a junkyard."

Sarina reacted sensitively to the surrounding noise before even getting out of the car, and Cambara responded that it couldn't be helped since it was a junkyard.

Meanwhile, I was the last to get out of the car.

"These bastards are right in the middle of the city."

If I were to mark it on a map, it would be like this.

Sanchez had clearly said that the Five Families would stay out of the central part of the city, but he hadn't mentioned anything about the Solomon Family, which had split off from him.

And now he had included the Solomon Family as one of the Five Families.

Thanks to that, Elena and I could pressure the Solomon Family by bringing up that agreement, but they wouldn't simply give up their territory and move elsewhere.

"Oh, you're already here!"

As soon as we appeared, a man emerged from among the junkyard workers.

But...

I could understand why Elena had said what she did to me.

Even though I was on the shorter side for an elf, a being with a height that seemed to be about half of mine appeared, making me wonder if he even reached that much.

"What is that, a hamster?"

"More precisely, a hamster-human."

The figure responding to Sarina's comment felt like a giant hamster walking on two legs.

"Wait, before we start talking, I'd like to address one thing."

I demanded that he never show the same disrespect to the boss of the Pellini Family as he had last time. Dom Solomon responded by moving his short arms and legs around.

"I sincerely apologize for that. I promise it will never happen again."

He immediately said exactly what I wanted to hear.

However, there was something I didn't understand.

The Dom Solomon I knew was definitely an elf. I wondered if there had been some mistake.

"Then let me introduce myself again. Hello, I'm Dominico Solomon."

Based on Solomon's introduction, I decided to think of him as the son of the Dom Solomon I knew.

For now, I shook the hand he offered.

"Thank you for coming all the way here. Let's go inside."

The three of us followed the tiny hamster somewhere. When my gaze wandered around the junkyard, Solomon turned his head and responded.

"Take a look around. All kinds of cars from all over Havily come here."

"But they're just junked cars, aren't they?"

"Yes, that's right. We disassemble them here and sell the parts to countries around the world. And when new cars come out, we quickly place orders."

"Yeah, I know how things work in a junkyard."

We also had someone who specialized in junkyards on our side.

"Did Crazy Vanella tell you?"

Richard Vanella was the person Solomon mentioned. He also used a junkyard as his base and made a lot of money from the junkyard business.

"Ah, by the way, do you like espresso?"

"Yes, I do."

"Really? That's good."

Is there an elf who doesn't like espresso?

I've seen elves who dislike the World Tree, but probably none who would refuse espresso.

As soon as we arrived at Solomon's office, he invited us to sit around a large table.

Shortly after, Solomon's subordinates brought espresso for us to drink.

"Thank you, you can go now."

Solomon said, waving his hands around.

I'm not sure if it's appropriate to think this in this situation, but... his every action was quite adorable.

Solomon was the first to drink from the cup of espresso in front of him, and then I, Sarina, and Cambara also took a sip of espresso and savored it.

"I went to the Don's funeral, did you know?"

"No."

If I had seen a hamster-human at my father's funeral, I would certainly remember it. Solomon had such a distinctive appearance.

"The other old bosses of the Five Families didn't even show their faces at the funeral."

"The eldest daughter of the Marinelli Family attended."

"Ah, I see."

Cambara interjected to correct the facts in response to Solomon's statement.

"Anyway, I'm different from the other old men. The Don and... you, Luke Pellini, are legends."

"Well, thanks for saying so."

"No, I really think that way. Especially the things the Don achieved... I also think his personal qualities were remarkable."

"What do you mean by that?"

"...We can't choose our parents in life, can we?"

Suddenly, a dark cloud seemed to pass over the hamster's face.

"He lived as the killer of the Five Families, raised you, and raised Mrs. Pellini too. In contrast, my father was a violent drunk."

"..."

My father's Dom Solomon did have a bit of a nasty personality. This was something I had heard directly from my father, so it must be true.

"He didn't love me or my mother... He even tried to pin his crimes on me. Ah, he was truly an extraordinary person."

I wondered if "extraordinary" was the right word to use in this context, but in a sense, he certainly was extraordinary.

"I'm still suffering because of my father, but I guess that's life."

Meanwhile, Cambara seemed to be very sympathetic to Solomon's story, while Sarina looked like she was wondering when this tedious conversation would end.

"How about we move on to the main point?"

"Ah, I apologize. Meeting the Don's son in person made me ramble on."

Solomon said that and then immediately got to the main point.

He made the same proposal he had made to Elena, and one more thing.

Regarding the issue of ownership of the central part of the city that had existed between the Five Families and the Pellini Family.

"Mr. Sanchez screwed both of us over quite nicely."

"Yes, that's right."

Eddie Sanchez had given the current territory to the Solomon Family while acknowledging our ownership of the central part. In the world I lived in, England often did this kind of thing too. Saying different things to two different parties to cause problems.

"To be honest, Mr. Sanchez probably wants the two of us to fight each other."

"We welcome war anytime."

"No, I don't want to fight the Don's children. My father was loyal to the Don, so why wouldn't I be?"

I tried to show off a bit, but Solomon was terrified.

Afterward, Solomon said he wouldn't expand their territory in the central part anymore and offered to give us 15% of the junkyard business in exchange for recognizing their current territory.

"And 5% is for supplying drugs, is that right?"

"Yes, that's correct."

I conveyed my position to Solomon.

I told him that I couldn't decide such matters unilaterally, that I needed to have sufficient discussion with Elena, the boss, and Solomon said he would be waiting for good news.

With that, we escaped from the hamster's nest and headed back to the Academy.

Ch.39 - New Siblings (3)
Today was a day to spend with Elena.

Of course, we were in the midst of preparing for war at the Academy, and I couldn't be by Elena's side as I was heading to the central city to meet Dom Solomon.

"You two wait here."

"Yes, please come back quickly."

After arriving in front of the Lupus Carlton Hotel, I left Sarina and Kambara in the car and boarded the elevator alone.

I thought Sarina would insist on following me, but contrary to my expectations, she stayed in the car. It seems she's becoming quite obedient to my words.

Ding!

When the elevator reached the top floor, a strange phenomenon occurred.

The doors of two rooms opened almost simultaneously.

"..."

"..."

The glares my two wives exchanged were nothing short of fierce.

"Elena, I just came back from meeting Dom Solomon."

"That guy?"

"He invited me to his hideout first."

While I was talking with Elena, Felicia quickly approached my side.

"So what did you decide?"

"Sanchez scammed us. Solomon made a new proposal that includes compensation for that."

We decided to discuss the details after heading to my room with Elena. We couldn't keep talking in the top floor hallway.

"Hey, why are you bringing that thing?"

"Thing? That's harsh to say about our cutie."

Felicia wasn't alone. A giant moth that had been hiding behind her was suddenly cradled in her arms.

Of course, Elena, the room's owner, reacted very sensitively to the appearance of a giant moth, especially a silkworm moth.

"Keeeeek!"

Regardless, Heb escaped from Felicia's arms and clung to me.

"What are you doing! Get that thing off right now!"

"..."

Elena was more agitated than I was, despite Heb being attached to me.

"Hold still, you."

It wasn't difficult to catch the creature that was clinging to my body and moving around. Heb remained still even after I caught it.

It definitely had a gentle temperament. Felicia laughed at the sight, but Elena was horrified, visibly disgusted by Heb's movements.

"Luke, get that thing away."

"Is that really necessary? I don't think it's that bad."

"See, Luke is fine with it."

"I'm not fine with it. I'm not."

Seeing Elena's reaction, I had no choice. Instead of returning Heb and coming back...

We compromised with Felicia holding Heb tightly.

Afterward, I explained to my two wives what I had heard from Solomon and the proposal he had made to us.

"So that's 15% in total?"

"Yes, not too much, not too little—just in the middle."

"Let's get another 5% related to ownership of the central district. That would be better."

According to Elena, that would be 5% for supplying drugs and 15% for maintaining territory in the central city.

"Alright, I'll tell him that."

"By the way, that hamster human. He seems quite friendly toward you two."

"His father was our father's subordinate. Probably because of that connection."

"Plus, he seems to admire our father."

I added my personal opinion to Elena's explanation. That's what I felt while talking face to face with Solomon.

The way he referred to me and my father as legends, for instance. Fortunately, he seemed to be the type who admires legends rather than trying to become one himself.

"Or maybe he's just pretending to be that way."

"If we think like that, there's no end to it."

Elena responded negatively, but Felicia's point wasn't wrong either.

The possibility that it wasn't Solomon's true intention but rather an elaborate smoke screen to approach us.

One thing was clear: we couldn't completely trust him.

While my two wives were briefly conversing, I contacted Dom Solomon. As soon as he answered the phone, I mentioned Elena's proposal.

"So that's 20% in total."

"If you don't like it, we can forget this proposal."

"No, no. Not at all. Just... I'd like some time to think about it."

To be honest, we could have aimed for 25% or 30% in total. But Elena must have had her reasons for setting it this way.

"Fine."

I hung up.

Somehow, what started as Solomon's proposal now seemed like we were the ones making the offer.

"What did he say?"

"He said he needs time to think."

"Is 20% really something to hesitate about?"

"Maybe, or there could be some other reason."

"..."

Elena suddenly approached me and started touching my hair.

"Elena, why are you suddenly touching my hair?"

"No reason. I just had a good idea."

I wondered what good idea she could have gotten from touching my hair.

"..."

Meanwhile, Felicia approached us after seeing this.

"Hey, don't come over here."

Elena seemed to be addressing Heb in Felicia's arms rather than Felicia herself.

"If you look closely, it's actually..."

Despite Elena's words, Felicia tried to show Heb to Elena by holding it up. Her expression, closer to malice than mischief, was quite impressive.

But Elena was faster.

"I said don't come over!"

Elena reflexively extended her arm to swat Heb away... the problem was that Heb escaped from Felicia's hands and began to fly.

The giant silkworm moth suddenly flapped its two wings and started flying around the room.

"Kyaaaah!!!"

Elena's siren-like scream immediately followed.

"Heb, come here."

As if understanding its owner's words, Heb promptly landed on Felicia's head at her command. It was a bold creature that seemed to understand its owner's words but not respect them.

"Both of you, get out now!"

"Alright, you two have a good time. Even though Luke will be back in my arms tomorrow anyway."

"Just get out!"

Felicia hurriedly left the room with Heb in her arms. Before completely leaving, she winked at me and showed Heb to Elena one more time.

*

Solomon's deliberation seemed deeper than expected.

I thought he would call within the day, but even after the day changed and it became my day with Felicia, there was still no contact from Solomon.

"..."

"Luke, what's wrong?"

"Solomon's response is slower than I expected. At this rate, he might reject our proposal."

"No way. He probably just doesn't want to seem too eager."

Felicia asserted confidently, as if she could see right through him.

I wanted to spend more time with Felicia, but today both of us had things to do. Mine was related to preparations for the upcoming war, and hers was related to her family.

"Felicia."

"Yes?"

"Let me know if you need my help anytime."

"...Thanks for saying that, at least."

She said she and her family would handle the Marinelli family matters themselves. But thanks to my offer, her expression brightened considerably.

After arriving at the Academy, time passed very quickly.

We were ready to start the war at any time. Viola's subordinates had scouted the Russo family's situation several times.

They were wary of us gathering across the river and bridge, but they weren't without vulnerabilities.

Thus, my day with Felicia passed, and my day with Elena returned.

I naturally got up from bed and headed to the bed in Elena's room.

'She would have come to get me normally.'

She must have gone out early in the morning, as Elena was nowhere to be seen.

"..."

I never thought there would come a time when I'd feel more accustomed to being with Elena. The saying that humans are creatures of adaptation wasn't wrong after all.

It was still an awkward time to get out of bed.

As I waited for Elena, I unknowingly fell back asleep.

"..."

Tap. I heard the sound of the room door opening and closing.

Normally it wouldn't be loud enough to wake me, but this time was different.

"Elena, is that you?"

"Luke?"

My body was still on the bed, but my mind and heart were directed toward Elena.

"..."

But from Elena's appearance, who had been out since early morning... I could immediately tell where she had been.

"How is it?"

"...Did you dye your hair?"

Elena's deep black hair, which resembled our father's, was gone, replaced by light beige hair like mine.

So another reminder of our father disappears.

While I was absorbed in examining Elena's hair, she seemed to find it quite amusing that I, who had just woken up, was checking her hair first.

"Now we really look like siblings, don't we?"

"...You never used to care about that."

"I thought it wouldn't hurt to care. And that's not the only reason."

"Then?"

"Since Solomon found me right away, I thought I'd change my hair color. It can't hurt to change my appearance."

Suddenly, I remembered what the Finance King Hagen had said.

Didn't he say people have two reasons? The plausible reason and the real reason. It seemed Elena had both.

"How is it? Doesn't it suit me?"

"Yes. It suits you very well. I'm not sure if there's any color that wouldn't suit you."

"Luke, you won't get anything by flattering me that much."

Elena said that, but her smile stretched from ear to ear.

With our hair colors now completely matching, anyone would see us as siblings. I was curious how Felicia would react to this sight.

"By the way, how are the preparations going?"

"I checked everything one last time after visiting the salon."

It seemed the preparations for advancing into the central city were complete.

Elena and I confirmed everything one last time. Elena would head to the central city first. The war with the Russo family would proceed afterward.

While attention and eyes were focused on Elena advancing into the central city, I planned to strike the Russo family when they least expected it.

They probably wouldn't anticipate us making such large, simultaneous moves.

"We might not see each other for a few days now."

"Since we're not directly moving on the field ourselves, that should be fine."

Elena worried about not being able to meet me, but I didn't think so.

Just for myself, I expected to be directing the war against the Russo family from the Academy. Of course, I planned to personally establish a bridgehead in the northeastern part of the city.

And so, the day of the decisive battle was approaching.

Ch.40 - Two Wars (1)
The Day of the Final Battle.

The Family's boss and consigliere were the first to move.

Forces led by Elena and Salmo began pouring into the central part of the city, passing straight through Vanella and Viola Carmen's territories.

The city, already in turmoil following Father's death, received quite a shock. After all, gunfights were breaking out in the heart of the city, not in the outskirts or western districts.

I was in the union office at the Academy, checking today's newspapers.

While they weren't entirely filled with stories about our Family, there wasn't a single paper without an article or column about us.

One newspaper had the headline "Return of the Wolf, Emergence of the She-Wolf," while another ran an article titled "Massive Funds Transferred to the Pellini Family: Who Stands Behind Them?"

This article seemed to have originated from Rat's Nest information. The smell was unmistakable.

There was even a newspaper with a feature article titled "Wolf Strikes the City Center!"

"Luke, what are you looking at so intently?"

Sarina approached and asked as I silently flipped through various newspapers.

"The papers. Elena is doing quite well, judging by this."

I could understand this explosive reaction, given that we had been crouched in the eastern part of the city all this time.

"Um... Brother, I don't think all this attention focused on us is a good thing."

"True. But what can the authorities do? The acting mayor is on our side."

"Luke's right. Besides, there are much more dangerous guys spread all over the west side than us."

The dangerous guys Sarina referred to were the Carmen Family and the Sanchez Family. The two families were still engaged in fierce warfare in the western part of the city.

"And I mentioned before that we need some attention directed toward Elena."

"Yes, you did say that. That the Russo Family should focus on the young lady, not us."

"Right, and we're not going to move just yet."

Elena, now the hot potato, needed to receive more public attention.

Besides, if we continued to hold our position, the Russo guys would change their minds. They'd think we weren't gathering to attack them but to prepare against enemy attacks while Elena advanced into the central district.

"Sarina, is everything going well with Viola?"

"Yes, Giovanni says they've finished identifying which areas of the Russo Family's territory to attack."

"Already?"

Theory and reality are different. So I told Sarina to relay a message to Giovanni not to be overconfident and to prepare thoroughly.

"Well, even though that guy can be a bit flighty, the young lady's subordinate and that woman are with him. I don't think we need to worry."

The subordinate of Elena that Sarina mentioned was Fabio Carini, and "that woman" was Viola Carmen.

"Better safe than sorry. Besides, Giovanni isn't the type to misunderstand my words."

Meanwhile, I spread out the map on the desk again.



Our battlefield would be the northeastern and northern parts of the city.

First, Giovanni, Viola, and Carini's group starting from River West would cross the bridge, pass through Beverly, and attack Heywoods, the Russo Family's territory.

Our group—me, Sarina, Armo, and Lumini—starting from North Woodron would split into two and head toward Beverly and Hayden Park. Sarina and I would take Beverly, while Armo and Lumini would handle Hayden Park.

"Sarina, southern Beverly was his territory, right?"

"Yes, the Mad Hatter's."

The Mad Hatter, Albert Cario.

A former caporegime of our Family. He was the old-timer of Beverly who had ruled southern Beverly for generations, even before our Family emerged.

The guy had a peculiar quirk.

He had a habit of throwing his hat and killing people at the exact moment it hit the ground. That's why his nickname was the Mad Hatter.

He was one of the many who had sworn allegiance when my father became the Godfather.

"So what are we going to do with him?"

"We'll send someone first."

To tell him it's time to reestablish our relationship now that the Godfather's children have returned.

"Why not just take care of him right away?"

"He swore allegiance to Father. Of course, Elena and I aren't Father, but the same thing could happen."

"Hmm..."

Sarina seemed to disagree with me, but she didn't raise any further objections.

Afterward, we simply watched time pass. Two days after Elena began her advance into the central district, we received contact from Hagen, the Finance King.

This time, however, he contacted Elena, not me. Salmo, the consigliere, immediately relayed this news to me.

"Hagen?"

"Yes, Luke. He says there are buildings he'd like us not to touch."

"And? What did Elena say?"

"She seems to think it's best to accommodate him for now."

"...My thoughts align with Elena's. Tell her that."

"Yes."

I don't know exactly which buildings he meant, but it seems they must have had an undue negative impact on Hagen's business.

"The Finance King sure is impatient."

"Pardon?"

"Hagen couldn't wait and contacted us already."

The pattern of gunfights in the central district won't last long. In fact, it can't.

Not only because of the concentrated law enforcement, but also because the downtown area in the central district is different from other areas.

Moreover, the people in the central district are either former caporegimes of our Family like Lumini, or guys from the outskirts who advanced during the chaos.

While the former might not need convincing, we needed to show our strength to the latter. Violence directed at the latter would also help persuade the former.

"Luke, so when are we going to start?"

"Wait a little longer. Let's watch the attention stay focused on Elena for about a week."

"It's not just me—all my subordinates are itching to get moving."

[Innovation's fruits require patience and time]

"Innovation's fruits require patience and time, you know."

For some reason, I saw a quote that perfectly fit the situation. I didn't hesitate to answer Sarina with those words.

"What?"

"I think I know what that means. Aaagh!"

No sooner had Cambara spoken than Sarina's fist flew toward him.

"Hey, if you understand what it means, don't just nod to yourself—explain it!"

"It's self-explanatory! What's there to explain?!"

"Oh really?"

Sarina began punching Cambara. The sound of hitting alligator skin felt like the dull sound of a percussion instrument.

"Ah, Sarina. By the way, how are those guys doing?"

"Huh? Who?"

"You know, the metal man and the hole man."

"Oh, the metal man is adapting well."

"...And the hole man?"

"Honestly, I'm not sure. He follows orders without complaint, but since his face is just three holes punched through, I can't read his expressions."

In other words, she had no idea what he was thinking. But I'd heard that's just how hole men are.

"Well, it should be fine. It's not like you haven't handled such guys before, Sarina."

"..."

Sarina seemed a bit pleased by my faith in her.

*

Later, as we were biding our time, the telephone suddenly rang loudly. I was about to answer it since it was on my desk, but Cambara, who happened to be nearby, was faster.

"Boss, it's Mr. Salmo."

When he says Mr. Salmo, it's confusing whether it's the father or the son. It was probably the son.

"Luke."

"Yeah, what's up?"

It was indeed the son, Salmo.

"We've received a response from Dom Solomon."

"Oh? Did our advance into the central district make his choice easier?"

"Perhaps. He says he accepts the young lady's proposal."

"Just accepts?"

"He says they'd like to help us take control of the central district."

Though new, the Solomon Family was still firmly one of the Five Families. This meant that two of the Five Families were essentially cooperating with us now.

"Then the central district takeover will finish faster."

"The young lady seems to think so too."

"Salmo, what do you think?"

"They should pay for the blood they've spilled... but it doesn't seem like a bad idea."

The boss, under-boss, and consigliere all agree. This wasn't uncommon.

"Ah, but don't trust the Solomon guys too much. I'm sure you and Elena will handle it well anyway."

"Yes, we're not fools."

I was glad to have someone as smart as Salmo by our side. Usually, if someone is loyal, they're too stupid to be useful; if they're smart, they lack loyalty.

But Anthony Salmo was following in his father's footsteps, showing unwavering loyalty to the Godfather and his children.

Plus, he seemed to enjoy deceiving the law itself while defending us.

'In a way, isn't he a bit abnormal too?'

After the Solomon Family responded to Elena and began taking action, the Russo Family seemed more concerned about Elena than us.

The other Five Families were the same, but they couldn't raise objections against us.

Especially Sanchez, who had acknowledged our ownership of the central district while being the one who had unleashed the Solomon Family there.

"Sarina, send the wolves to the Mad Hatter."

"Yes."

The wolves I ordered and Sarina sent weren't dispatched to pick a fight.

They were sent to invite Albert Cario, the power player of southern Beverly, to come under our wing.

But the answer that came back didn't meet my expectations.

"..."

"This seems to be their answer."

All the wolves who had gone to Cario returned alive. But their faces were a mess, like Cambara after being beaten by Sarina.

"Should I go?"

"No, I'll go myself."

My caporegimes and I hadn't just been wasting time. We had already gathered enough information about Cario.

But since he responded this way, I had no choice but to take a more aggressive approach.

First, I took the family of Cario's head of security—someone equivalent to Armo in our Family—as hostages.

"...What do you want me to do?"

The voice of the head of security over the phone was very unstable.

It was understandable since his family was being held hostage, but not only was his voice trembling, he also seemed to be on the verge of tears.

"Tell me where Cario is going and what he plans to do there."

While the head of security answered my questions, I identified a suitable opportunity.

It seemed Cario was planning to go to a barbershop in his territory tomorrow to get a haircut.

A barbershop... not a bad place for someone to die.

Ch.41 - Two Wars (2)
The day after Cario's head of security was assigned to us.

As planned, Albert Cario visited his longtime barbershop located on the first floor of the Park Sheraton Hotel.

I was surprised he would go out after what he did to the wolves I sent.

"Is he fearless? Or has he let his guard down?"

"I think he's just stupid."

While Sarina and I exchanged brief words.

Cario finished his haircut in the fourth chair from the left, where he always sat. The barber reclined the boss's chair, laying him back.

Then he placed a hot towel over the boss's face and began preparing for a shave.

At that moment.

Cario's head of security left with the other bodyguards.

The boss, with his face completely covered by the hot towel, didn't notice the change. The barber was busy preparing for the shave and wasn't the type to care what they were doing.

After all, Albert Cario was his only client.

"..."

The head of security and his subordinates walked through the hotel corridor, approaching where we were.

The bulky head of security nodded slightly to Sarina and me, signaling that all preparations were complete.

I pulled my hat down further.

"Let's go."

"Yes."

Sarina and I crossed paths with Cario's bodyguards.

We didn't run, but moved faster than a walk toward the barbershop.

"..."

After quietly opening the door and entering, Sarina silently directed the barber and other employees to step aside. Both Sarina and I held .38 caliber pistols in our hands.

There was no need to call Cario's name or disturb him unnecessarily.

Sarina and I stood on either side of the reclining Cario.

Just before the first bullet pierced Cario's chest, he suddenly opened his eyes wide and bolted upright.

Had he instinctively sensed the danger?

"Y-you... bastards!"

Sarina and I fed him more than five bullets before he could fully rise from his seat. During this, Cario roared like a beast, swinging his arms violently as if they could shield him from bullets.

But the end he met was truly pathetic.

"Stupid bastard."

By the time Sarina spoke, Cario was already a corpse slumped on the barbershop floor.

No, not exactly. He wasn't dead yet. I acted as my father used to when executing enemies.

I pressed the .38 caliber pistol directly against the back of Cario's head and pulled the trigger. A confirmation kill.

And so Albert Cario became a dead man.

The new boss of the Cario Family was the head of security who had cooperated with us.

"Don Pellini, I swear my loyalty to you."

"No, I'm just a proxy."

The boss of the Cario Family, or rather, now the Alini Family named after the new boss, Antonio Alini, bowed and kissed my ring.

It was truly an oath of loyalty.

As I said myself, I wasn't the boss. I was merely there as the family's underboss, acting as the boss's representative.

With that, Beverly South came under our influence.

Of course, there was some resistance within the Alini Family.

"Sarina, I'll leave those guys to you."

"Yes, leave it to me. I'll handle it thoroughly."

Sarina added that she would never disappoint me. And so Sarina and her wolves began cleaning up the dangerous individuals identified by Alini.

A few days later, the situation in Hayden Park, where Armo and Lumini had gone, was resolved more easily than Beverly, where I had personally gone.

"So, how's the situation there?"

"Mr. Luke, they're saying they want to surrender."

"Without even fighting?"

Hayden Park South was firmly controlled by a dwarf gang. I was confused whether they were being wise or just cowardly to surrender from their side first.

"It seems they got scared after hearing about Cario."

They were both wise and cowardly. Though I had some reservations, what mattered was that we had quickly wrapped up Beverly South and Hayden Park South.

Having secured two bridgeheads, we planned to support Giovanni, Viola, and Carini, who were attacking the Russo Family.

"Cambara."

"Yes?"

"Tell the Alini Family and those dwarf guys to gather their forces. We're going to attack the Russo Family."

I needed to keep their forces tied up in battle to feel secure.

Besides, watching the wolves in action up close would surely eliminate any thoughts of defiance.

"Yes, I'll contact them right away."

"And tell the other caporegimes too. We're attacking the Russo guys immediately."

Giovanni's side had already begun the attack against the Russo Family. Haywoods was our first target.

*

While I and the other caporegimes were establishing bridgeheads in the northeastern part of the city.

Giovanni and the other two caporegimes' offensive toward Haywoods progressed very quickly.

"Fire! Shoot them all!"

Car chases and gunfights began breaking out across the roads of Haywoods.

Giovanni himself was in a car with other wolves, pursuing members of the Russo Family.

Many people pulled triggers on roads and streets, with flashes of fire followed by showers of bullets. The vivid sounds of metal cutting through air and piercing flesh.

The bodies of Russo Family members, vampires, and dwarves continued to pile up from the sudden attack.

"Should we wait for Mr. Luke at this point?"

"No, we need to take at least up to central Haywoods ourselves."

Giovanni responded to Viola's cautious suggestion with a more aggressive attitude. His brother, Luke Pellini, would only be satisfied with that much progress.

"The casualties won't be small."

"It's war, that's to be expected."

Giovanni replied with a grimace to Carini's words. With nearly 300 forces combined in motion, it seemed absurd to think this was child's play.

"Then let's start hammering at the weakest defensive points."

Viola wanted to make the most of the information she had. Giovanni and Carini had no objections to that.

But the Russo Family's resistance was stronger than anticipated.

Dwarf snipers positioned throughout the buildings of Haywoods.
Vampires swooping down from the sky in the dead of night.

Casualties began to mount not only among Carini's and Viola's subordinates but also among Giovanni's wolves.

"Let's stop here for now."

"What do you mean?"

"I think it's best to hold our current position. It seems Mr. Luke has finished cleaning up Beverly and Hayden Park, so let's wait a little."

"I agree that would be best."

Carini also agreed with Viola's suggestion. Though Carini, being a former boxer, wasn't one to avoid a fight that came his way, the situation had changed.

"...Damn it."

Giovanni reluctantly accepted Viola and Carini's opinion.

Since Viola was strictly adhering to her role as an advisor, the decision-making power among these three caporegimes lay with Giovanni.

Of course, they weren't without a chance against the Russo Family members spread throughout Haywoods. The issue was that even if they won, heavy casualties were expected.

This situation in Haywoods was reported to me.

I left Cambara and about ten gullimen in Beverly South, and some of Lumini's subordinates in Hayden Park South.

The defense of those areas was already being handled by the Alini Family and the dwarf gang, and the people I left behind were there to monitor them.

I redirected all the forces deployed to establish bridgeheads in the two regions to Haywoods.

Myself, Sarina, Armo, and Lumini. The four of us joined Giovanni, Viola, and Carini. The meeting place was a bar located in southern Haywoods.

"Brother."

"Giovanni, you've worked hard."

I embraced him as soon as I met him, thanking him for his efforts.

"Not advancing further was the right decision."

"Yes, the other two thought so as well."

Giovanni passed the credit to Viola and Carini. I entrusted the battlefield of Haywoods to Giovanni and Sarina.

I believed the two of them could properly handle these substantial forces.

"Viola, please continue doing well as you have been."

"Yes, I've already thought about where to attack first when the reinforcements arrive."

"That's good to hear."

Fortunately, Viola also seemed satisfied with her role.

"But if Sarina and Giovanni are in command, what will you do, Luke?"

"I have something else to take care of."

My wolves and I were planning to withdraw from the war with the Russo Family.

Even without us, with the substantial new forces being deployed, I didn't think the outcome of this war would be determined by such a small difference.

However, with the situation in the central city at a standstill, my wolves and I needed to open a path for Elena.

Of course, there was no need to explain this reason to all the caporegimes. It was enough to tell only Giovanni, Sarina, and Armo.

"Ah, Giovanni. One more thing."

"Yes?"

"Granada, make sure to capture him alive."

"That crazy bomb maniac?"

"He's a very useful guy."

When Sarina asked instead of Giovanni, I mentioned my own reasons. But their expressions suggested they thought I was at it again.

Yes, the real reason I wanted the dwarf vampire bomb maniac was because of my collecting habit.

More precisely, my talent collection.

"Of course, if it seems too costly, just eliminate him."

"Yes, I'll try my best if possible."

Since this wasn't the first time for such a request, Giovanni and Sarina didn't make much of it.

And so, as we continued south from Haywoods and appeared in the central city.

A man from the Russo Family came directly to find Giovanni and Sarina.

It was Damar Russo, the brother of Darius Russo.

Ch.42 - Two Wars (3)
In the territory of Heywoods, controlled by the Russo Family, fierce battles had resulted in the north being held by the Russo Family and the south by the Pellini Family.

In this situation, Damar Russo appeared in southern Heywoods.

Damar Russo. The brother of Darius Russo, boss of the Russo Family, and their consigliere.

Unlike his brother, who was hot-blooded even in normal times and lost all reason when his temper flared... Damar was a pillar of the Russo Family, possessing both reason and intellect.

"...Is the Wolf not here?"

He was greeted by several caporegimes, including Giovanni and Sarina.

"No, he happens to be away."

"That's unfortunate. I came to deliver a message from my brother."

As Damar spoke, he couldn't take his eyes off Viola Carmen among the caporegimes.

"Our family doesn't want any more disturbances."

"And?"

"We want peace."

"If you wanted peace, you shouldn't have attacked first!"

"Sarina."

Giovanni restrained Sarina, who had suddenly raised her voice.

From Damar's perspective, he had something to say regarding Sarina's comment. It concerned the woman he was still looking at.

Viola Carmen had defected to the Pellini Family. But there was no evidence that the Wolf had instigated her betrayal. It was merely a suspicion.

"Let's not forget that you attacked our friend's territory in the middle of the night and sent killers to the Academy," Giovanni continued what Sarina was about to say, though without her emotional tone.

Meanwhile, Lumini, the victim Giovanni pointed to, cleared her throat.

"Yes, we missed two opportunities. That's why we want to end this war here."

This was common in wars between mafia families.

When a carefully planned assassination attempt failed, it was best to give up cleanly.

"What we want is peace."

"On what terms?"

"That's not for us to decide. You're the ones winning this war right now."

Damar did his best not to provoke the other side.

"So I'd like you to relay my message to the Wolf. Tell him to set his terms and let us know. If the conditions are manageable, we'll gladly accept them."

"Giovanni, just a moment."

Viola, who had been silent until now, approached Giovanni and whispered something in his ear.

"Excuse me, I need to inform the boss about this."

Damar said they could do as they pleased. Even though the Wolf wasn't present, he could at least gauge the She-Wolf's reaction, which wasn't bad from his perspective.

Giovanni immediately called the family's boss, Elena Pellini.

He told her about Damar Russo's visit and what Viola had whispered to him.

"It's risky. We might end up provoking them unnecessarily."

"But it's definitely an opportunity."

"..."

"Miss."

Giovanni explained that they didn't have much time.

"Alright, but don't make any mistakes."

"Yes."

As soon as the call ended, Giovanni gave Viola a signal.

Immediately, three caporegimes—Viola, Armo, and Lumini—pointed their guns at Damar.

"Wait, what is this...?"

"Sorry, Damar. We couldn't pass up this good opportunity."

What Viola had whispered to Giovanni, and what Giovanni had relayed to Elena, was to capture Damar Russo right there and hold him. There was no stronger card in this war than taking the pillar of the Russo Family hostage.

Damar naturally protested against the situation.

"Stay still, you mosquito."

But what he got in return was Sarina's precise violence.

She knocked Damar unconscious in an instant. Normally, hitting someone hard on the back of the head doesn't just knock them out—it seriously injures or kills them.

But Sarina easily accomplished what seemed possible only in movies.

"...I'm not sure if this is the right move."

Giovanni said this while watching Damar being dragged away unconscious. In contrast, Sarina and Viola looked quite satisfied.

*

While Damar was being captured after coming to talk about peace.

I was cleaning up the northern part of the city center. Actually, there wasn't much to do since Elena and Salmo had already done some work, and we had support from the Solomon Family.

But we needed to clean up the city center as quickly as possible.

Moreover, my sudden appearance from the north with my wolves was nothing short of a disaster for the small organizations in the city center.

"Avoid places where they're gathered, and focus on attacking scattered individuals and vulnerable establishments."

"Yes, brother."

There was no need for lengthy explanations to my wolves.

Though they weren't like Giovanni, Sarina, or Carso who commanded many wolves under them, I had spent a long time with these guys too.

"Brother, it's a call from the miss."

"Ah, I'll take it here."

I was using a restaurant as a base.

As soon as I picked up Elena's call on a nearby phone, my sister delivered excellent news.

"Luke, Giovanni and Sarina have captured Damar Russo."

"Him?"

I hadn't heard the full story yet, but it was excellent news.

An executive of the Russo Family, and the brother of boss Darius Russo at that.

Darius has a fiery temper, but he's the most passionate man when it comes to his people. Our father also exploited this aspect to subdue him.

"...I think we captured Damar back then too."

"Yes, Father took Damar hostage as well."

Once by our father, and once by us, his children. Damar seemed to have bad chemistry with us wolves.

"How did you capture Damar?"

"He came to deliver a message from Russo, and Viola suggested capturing him, so Giovanni handled it on the spot."

Viola clearly understood Damar's importance, which is why she suggested it. Regardless of how Darius would react, it promised to be an interesting situation.

"It's good to see things running smoothly even without me."

"Of course. None of them are pushovers. By the way, how are things on your end?"

"It might take some time, but they'll eventually submit to us. With the Solomon guys there too, it won't take long."

From a certain perspective, the small organizations in the city center were essentially surrounded—by me from the north, Elena from the east, and Dom Solomon from the west.

"Alright."

I was about to hang up after hearing Elena's words.

"Luke."

"Yes?"

"Don't push yourself too hard. Your safety is the most important thing."

"...Understood."

A boss saying that the underboss's safety was the most important thing.

The situation seemed reversed, but it was nice to hear. I wondered if this was really the Elena I knew.

Afterward, while I cooperated in cleaning up the city center... I didn't take direct action.

After all, I had the boss's request. And to be honest, it didn't seem necessary.

Organizations that had tasted the wolves' abilities were the first to lose their will to fight and submitted to our family. But fear spread like a plague, so one organization's submission led to two more following suit.

Through this chain reaction, the area we could control in the city center grew noticeably.

"Still no word from Giovanni and Sarina?"

"No, brother. There's been no news yet."

In the meantime, I regularly checked on the northern part of the city.

Giovanni, Sarina, and several other caporegimes like Armo and Viola were holding the line, but you never know what might happen.

[No news is good news]

Abnormal letters appeared over the espresso I was drinking. It was a very familiar phrase to me.

Though it seemed a bit inappropriate to use it in this situation.

"If anything happens, tell me immediately."

"Yes."

In truth, even without saying this, I would naturally find out if something happened there. The only difference would be whether it came directly from the boss, Elena, or from the consigliere, Salmo.

Meanwhile, one of the wolves under my command kept catching my eye.

Maximilian Harper, the hole man, a gift sent to me by Vanella during her cleanup of River West's organizations.

Compared to the metal man with a similar background, Harper's performance was quite impressive.

Perhaps due to the little-known characteristics of hole men, despite being forced into the role of a wolf, his attitude was as enthusiastic as any other wolf.

"Ranon, did you do something to that Harper guy?"

"What? No. We didn't do anything."

I asked Ranon, the most senior among my wolves.

Ranon was a rhinoceros man, rare among the city's beastmen, making me, an elf of small stature, look like a child in comparison.

"Brother, I think that guy just enjoys killing people."

"...Really?"

In any city's underworld, guys like that tend to have high job satisfaction.

Though their high satisfaction often came with a very short lifespan.

"Should I educate him before he causes trouble?"

"No, there's no need to go that far. Just keep a close eye on him."

"Yes, understood."

Ranon seemed a bit disappointed by my answer, which differed from what he expected.

Yes, this rhinoceros man, despite his mountain-like build, had the flaw of either worrying too much about trivial matters or being excessively strict about discipline.

Of course, in the underworld, such flaws barely qualified as flaws.

Just as the commotion in the city center was reaching its limit, news arrived from the northern part of the city.

"..."

"Brother, is something wrong?"

"Oh, I expected this... but it's strange to see it actually happen."

The good news Giovanni relayed by phone: Darius Russo had personally expressed his intention to bow his head to us.

Following our cooperative relationships with two of the five families—the Marinelli Family and the Solomon Family—we had now brought the Russo Family to its knees.

Ch.43 - Two Victories (4)
Before Darius Russo made a crucial decision.

The executives of the Russo Family, except for Damar who had been captured by the Wolf's subordinates, gathered in one place.

They were putting their heads together to find a clever solution to navigate this crisis. Naturally, the atmosphere was extremely tense.

"What are we even deliberating about? They can't do anything to Uncle Damar. Let's keep fighting them!"

"Do you have no heart? Your uncle has been captured!"

"And do you have no brain?! Shouldn't we be making rational judgments here?!"

The reason the emergency meeting had devolved into an argument was because of two people.

Arta Russo, the Under Boss and heir to the Russo Family, and Vesus Russo, the younger brother of Darius and Damar.

Arta wanted to continue the war, while Vesus wanted to end it and bring his brother back.

Meanwhile, Darius, the Boss, was simply observing the situation quietly. He seemed to be contemplating something, but due to the flames enveloping his entire face, no one could discern his true intentions.

Half of those gathered here were vampires, and half were dwarves.

It was no coincidence that many dwarves had naturally joined and become active in the Russo Family, as northern Heville had traditionally been home to many dwarves.

As Arta and Vesus continued raising their voices at each other,

A dwarf bravely requested permission to speak.

"May I humbly offer a word?"

He was Hemart Resellona, the eldest among the dwarf Caporegimes.

"Hemart, go ahead."

Arta granted him permission to speak first, and Vesus also agreed. Both secretly hoped he would take their side.

"In a situation like this... I believe making a realistic choice would be best."

As soon as the word "realistic" was mentioned, both Arta and Vesus smiled. Each believed their own opinion was the realistic one.

"Please speak more clearly."

"We cannot continue this war without the Consigliere."

"...What are you saying?"

"And I don't think the situation will improve by dragging things out when we're currently without our Consigliere."

As Resellona continued, Arta became agitated while Vesus remained composed.

"Please continue."

"Young master—no, Under Boss. Do you happen to know what the Wolf is doing right now?"

"..."

Arta knew well but couldn't bring himself to answer.

"I hear he's helping the Shadow Wolf in the central district. What does this mean? Even without the Wolf, the rest of the Pellini Family is pushing us this far back."

"Wait, the situation in Heywoods is neck and neck. We can't say they have the upper hand."

"That's the result of concentrating all our available forces. But now we have no more forces to mobilize."

Resellona seemed to have much more to say.

But knowing the quick tempers of the Boss and his family... he decided to stick to only the essential points.

"Moreover, it's not just the Wolf who's eyeing us. There are the Vipers too. They're blocking the path between here and our territory in the northern part of the city."

Resellona was right.

The Vipers, though reduced in number due to continued purges by the Spiders, were still quite powerful.

And as the Russo Family became unable to concentrate their forces due to the war with the Pellini Family, they were taking advantage of the situation and becoming more aggressive.

It was like tearing open an already existing wound and pouring salt into it.

"Even if we risk the Consigliere's life in this state... it's obvious that either the Vipers will stab us in the back, or the Shadow Wolf and the Wolf will return after finishing their cleanup in the central district."

Resellona was methodically explaining to the Under Boss that there was nothing to gain by stalling for time.

Vesus nodded in agreement from the side, while Arta just clenched his jaw.

"So let's do as they wish."

"Are you saying my father should bow his head to those bastards again?"

"The price of bowing our heads will be greater than we think. It's more advantageous for us to surrender now... when our forces are still somewhat intact, when we're still holding them off well in Heywoods."

"And we can ask the Wolf for help against the Vipers."

"Uncle, do you have no pride?"

"That's right, I have no pride! So what if I had pride?! Would that somehow help us win this war?!"

"There's no guarantee they'll protect us from the Vipers even if we surrender!"

A Caporegime who agreed with Arta's opinion spoke up.

"That's one of the things we need to secure as the price for our surrender. Don't be too hasty."

Resellona responded as if soothing and placating that Caporegime.

"Father! This is absurd!"

"...Enough."

Unable to stand it anymore, Arta appealed to his father.

Darius stood up and began burning more fiercely than ever before. The fire that usually only consumed his head was now spreading to engulf his entire upper body.

"..."

Arta, Vesus, and everyone else awaited the moment Darius would open his mouth.

What decision would come from the Boss's lips? It was a moment of great anticipation for all of them.

"We surrender to the Wolf."

"...Father?!"

Darius couldn't lose his intelligent brother.

Of course, the Pellini Family knew Damar's value and was unlikely to kill him, but they had Viola Carmen, who harbored a grudge against Darius.

Besides, he couldn't gamble a family member's life on mere probabilities.

And... kneeling to someone was something he had done once before, so doing it a second time was easier.

*

As soon as Giovanni delivered the good news to me,

I immediately headed to the northern part of the city. More precisely, to the restaurant we were using as a temporary base in Heywoods.

Elena was also starting from elsewhere and would meet me there.

One of the five Families was surrendering to us. It was a momentous occasion.

The Marinelli Family was merely an alliance through a strategic marriage, and the Solomon Family was a cooperative relationship based on mutual interests.

But this was the first time one of the five Families had decided to become our subordinate by submitting to the Pellini Family's power.

"Phew..."

I arrived directly in front of the restaurant in Heywoods in an armored car.

"Are Giovanni and Sarina inside?"

"Yes, Boss. Everyone's gathered."

A wolf standing guard outside gave me the swift and precise answer I wanted.

I had left the central district in the hands of Ranon, the most senior wolf under my command. That rhinoceros wouldn't mess things up.

"Boss."

"Luke."

"Under Boss."

"Don Pellini."

As I entered the restaurant, different titles directed at me poured out.

"Good job, everyone. I didn't expect them to give up this quickly."

"Don Pellini, is the central district completely cleared?"

"No, not entirely. But we're attacking from all sides, and they're collapsing faster than expected. Our victory is just a matter of time."

Lumini seemed very relieved to hear my answer.

"That's good news. So we've won both wars."

"Viola, I heard capturing Damar was your idea."

"Considering Darius's personality, I thought there was no better method."

Viola then said that workplaces that accepted her advice so well were rare.

"Is that a compliment?"

"You can take it as disparagement of the Russo Family if you prefer."

She spoke as if highlighting the difference between us and the Russo Family. Of course, we had to consider that she was a spy planted by us, a hated enemy of the Russo Family.

"Elena should be here soon. Let's wait patiently."

Giovanni brought me an espresso without me having to ask.

I and the various Caporegimes, a total of six, occupied a significant portion of the restaurant as we drank espresso together.

"The young lady is running a bit late."

"It was sudden news. But she'll be here soon."

"By the way... will you accept the Russo Family's surrender?"

"There are things to gain whether we accept their surrender or not. Of course, Elena will make the decision. She's the Boss."

"Yes, understood."

Carini responded as if she understood perfectly. She was Elena's subordinate, so she didn't find my attitude strange at all.

We continued to chat about various things.

As time passed, the number of espresso cups I'd consumed increased. Had I drunk about five cups? My head was starting to feel dizzy.

"This espresso is quite strong."

"That's because it's espresso."

Sarina responded to my comment as if it were obvious, while emptying another cup of espresso. She seemed to have drunk more than me.

Thud.

Suddenly, the door swung open.

"Did everyone wait long?"

It was the arrival of my lovely sister, Elena Pellini.

As soon as she appeared, various titles were directed at her, just as they had been when I arrived.

"Good, let's start right away."

The Consigliere was nowhere to be seen.

He was likely responsible for the situation in the central district during Elena's absence.

However, while Salmo was an excellent lawyer and a smart guy... he was inexperienced in warfare like this.

'Well, with Vanella there, there's nothing to worry about.'

"Elena, have you decided what to do?"

"Yes. I had plenty of time to think on my way here."

Elena tried to act more affectionately toward me but ultimately held back. A wise choice in a place with so many watching eyes.

There would be plenty of time for marital affection when we returned to the hotel.

"Viola. You might be dissatisfied, but I'm thinking of accepting the Russo Family's surrender."

"Not at all. I'm fine with it. In fact, I'm looking forward to seeing the former boss kneel before you, young lady."

Viola responded as if she had no objection whatsoever to Elena's decision.

"Young lady, if we become the masters of those Russo bastards... doesn't that mean we'll have to clean up their mess too?"

"Yes, we'll need to deal with the Vipers first."

Giovanni made a good point. I answered as soon as Giovanni finished speaking.

"We have no quarrel with the Vipers, unlike the Spiders."

"I was a Spider too."

As soon as Elena spoke, Viola responded. That's right. Viola was the second-in-command of the Spiders when they purged the Vipers. The first-in-command was, of course, her sister, Rita Carmen.

"One way or another, we can't coexist with the Vipers."

Especially since we're also cooperating with the Marinelli Family. From the Vipers' perspective, they would certainly try to kill either Vito Marinelli or Felicia Marinelli.

"Well, it can't be helped."

Armo, who had been quiet until now, spoke up. Yes, this really couldn't be helped.

"Of course, since we'll be doing the work for them, we should extract a price for it."

Elena seemed to have something in mind. I decided to add one small condition.

"How about making them hand over Belcastro Granada too?"

Elena made a face that suggested she had expected as much when she heard my words, but Viola actively agreed.

The dwarf vampire demolitions expert's skills were undeniable.

"Alright, let's include that too."

Elena began to mention the conditions she had in mind.

First, if they requested it, we would support the Russo Family in dealing with the Viper problem, but we would extract a commensurate price for it.

And in return for giving back the southern part of Heywoods that we had seized, we would task the Russo Family with subduing the area south of Heywoods.

"It's a bit of a shame since we already took it."

"Yes, but it's already a mess from our fighting."

The rest was similar to what our father had done with the five Families.

Of course, the Russo Family wouldn't become our Caporegimes but would remain as our subordinates.

Naturally, we intended to extract sufficient tribute from them. We also planned to impose various restrictions.

The question was whether they would accept this. Well, from their perspective, they probably didn't have many options.



If all these conditions were reflected, the territorial map of each Family would probably look like this.

Ch.44 - Victory Toast (1)
# The Russo Family's Surrender for Damar Russo's Release

The wolves headed to the Russo Family's territory to adjust the details. The Russo Family, having learned from Damar Russo's detention, didn't send any executives.

"What the Pellini Family wants is simple."

I conveyed the conditions Elena and I had set to the Russo Family.

"..."

To summarize the important points:

- The Russo Family becomes subordinate to the Pellini Family.
- The Russo Family provides tribute payments to the Pellini Family and supplies troops when needed, in exchange for the Pellini Family's protection.
- The Russo Family hands over Belcastro Granada to the Pellini Family.
- The Pellini Family supplies the Russo Family with a certain amount of drugs imported from Tyrrhenia, as previously agreed with the Five Families.
- The Pellini Family gives up southern Haywoods, while the Russo Family secures the Englewood area in southern Haywoods on behalf of the Pellini Family.

Upon receiving these terms, various reactions emerged from the Russo Family's side.

"What percentage of tribute are you thinking of?"

"Less than what you used to pay to the Godfather."

Arta Russo wanted to confirm the most sensitive part first.

During the Godfather's time—that is, Vito Pellini's era—the Five Families paid 30% of their profits as tribute to the Pellini Family.

Except for the Carmen Family.

Excluding her, all Five Families were losers who had knelt after fierce wars with the Godfather.

"...So it'll be 30% or less this time."

Darius responded, running his hand down his face starting from his forehead.

"Now we'll be used as cannon fodder in wars against the other Five Families."

"But at least we'll be safe from the Vipers."

"Why are they demanding Granada anyway?"

"He beat up North Woodron pretty badly. They probably want revenge."

"If we get Haywoods back and drugs start coming in, won't that give us some breathing room?"

"But we'll have to struggle in Englewood in their place."

The Russo Family's caporegimes each gave their opinions. Among them, Vesus Russo and Hemart Resellona argued that these conditions were acceptable enough.

Arta found their attitudes quite annoying, but what they would gain from this surrender was clear.

Just by redirecting forces concentrated in Haywoods, they could easily block the Vipers.

Plus, with the drugs supplied by the Pellini Family, they could recover their losses so far.

"..."

The only thing that bothered her was that her father would have to endure humiliation once again for all this.

"Is Damar safe?"

"We're treating him with respect on our side."

The wolves promised to hand him over immediately after Darius Russo's surrender.

Darius confirmed that the family executives and caporegimes didn't react negatively to the conditions proposed by the Pellini Family.

"Alright, let's set a date then."

The wolves, satisfied with Darius's positive response, left.

"Father, are you really okay with this?"

"We have no choice."

Come to think of it, even though Darius Russo had been given a second chance, he hadn't made the most of it.

If he was going to target the Academy, he should have done it more thoroughly or not at all.
He shouldn't have provoked them through Granada or sent killers to the Academy.
At the very least, he should have waited until after receiving the first drug shipment.

There were many regrets, but it was too late to turn back.

"..."

But since it was a mistake made by the boss himself, it needed to be corrected.

Even if it meant kneeling before the children of his enemies.

The Russo Family's answer was immediately conveyed to Elena and me.

"That was a quicker decision than expected."

"Yeah. Much faster than that hamster."

At Giovanni's words, I brought up the incident with Dom Solomon. It had taken him quite a while to give us an answer about working together.

Not all caporegimes were present.

Many of them had their own areas to manage or roles to fulfill, so it was unavoidable.

"Elena, where should we hold it?"

"It doesn't necessarily have to be at the Lupus Carlton Hotel."

"Then I'll look for a suitable hotel in the central city."

As Elena said, there was no benefit in showing the inside of the Lupus Carlton Hotel to the Russo Family.

"Luke, I'll leave Granada to you."

"Thanks."

"Boss, what are you going to do with that guy? You're not going to hand him over to Lumini, are you?"

"Of course not. He's too valuable to throw to Lumini and his men as food."

Giovanni made an expression suggesting he had expected my answer.

"What about the tribute and drug supply amount?"

"The tribute... I'd like to do it like in Father's time, but 20% should be enough."

It seemed a bit low, but given that the Russo Family's earnings weren't great, it probably wouldn't make much difference.

Of course, the tribute imposed on subordinate organizations wasn't focused on our profit but was more about keeping them in check.

"Given their bad situation, let's start with 20%. Once things stabilize, we can go to 30% or 40%."

"40% is too high."

"But we're supplying them with drugs."

We supply half of the drugs we import to the Five Families. Excluding our ally Marinelli, that's 10% for each family.

The Carmen Family isn't included in the Five Families I mentioned.

"...Alright. Let's increase it gradually."

After agreeing to follow my opinion, Elena set an exact date since the location was already decided.

So we decided to celebrate our victory in the war with the Russo Family and our advance into the central city at a suitable hotel in the central city four days later.

"Elena, we still have one more thing to decide."

"...What is it?"

"The distribution of territories in the central city and the newly acquired areas."

"Ah, right. We do need to decide that."

That issue required calling in Anthony Salmo to discuss together. It was an important matter that needed to be discussed by the boss, under boss, and consigliere.

"Giovanni, for now, you and Sarina continue to take command in the field."

"Yes, boss. Leave it to us."

With the Russo Family's surrender, some caporegimes' forces began to withdraw from Haywoods.

Especially those with clear roles within the family, like Armo who was in charge of Elena's security.

Afterward, I returned to the Lupus Carlton Hotel with Elena in an armored car.

We took the elevator from the first floor, and when we reached the top floor, Felicia greeted us.

"Luke, welcome back."

"Felicia. I need to talk in another room."

It was a meeting not just for Elena and me, but for Salmo as well. A sort of executive meeting for the distribution of Pellini Family territories.

"...It's fine. I'll come along too."

However, Felicia boldly declared that she would join us.

*

Faced with Felicia's bold and firm attitude, I first checked Elena's reaction.

"You won't need to give your opinion."

"That's fine. Today is my day to spend with Luke anyway."

"..."

Elena seemed to have a lot to say but didn't add anything more to Felicia's statement.

Instead, as soon as we entered the room, she called Anthony Salmo to join us. Salmo, receiving the boss's call, rushed from the central city to the eastern city where the Lupus Carlton Hotel was located.

"Miss, Mr. Luke."

"Salmo, welcome."

I greeted Salmo warmly as he appeared in the room.

Elena and Felicia were still focused on each other, so they didn't immediately react to the new visitor.

"Elena, Salmo has arrived."

"Ah, welcome."

Elena greeted Salmo and offered him a nearby chair.

"Yes, Miss. First, congratulations on your victory. Although we haven't won everything yet... it was still a significant victory."

"Yes. We defeated the Russo Family and reclaimed the central city."

"Not all of it, but we can sort it out gradually."

The phase of gunfights in the central city was already over. The problem was what came after.

The police were using the past chaos as an excuse to search throughout the central city under the pretext of maintaining public order.

"Salmo, it's a bit of an awkward situation... but this is when we need to clarify the territories."

"Ah... I see."

Salmo seemed to grasp what Elena and I were about to say.

With the family's territory greatly expanded, we needed to redistribute areas to the caporegimes.

"I'm planning to return to the central city."

"You're not saying you'll be on the front lines, are you, Miss?"

"Of course not. Besides, we need to return the original territory to Lumini."

As soon as I answered Salmo's question, Elena also mentioned what she was thinking.

"Don't worry. I'll have Vanella and Armo nearby."

"...With those two, I can be at ease."

"Elena, then who will you put in charge of the port?"

"I'd like to leave it all to Carso, but that would be too much burden for him. Who would be suitable for the northern port?"

"...How about Giovanni?"

Since Armo was planning to go to the central city, Giovanni seemed most appropriate. With Lumini returning to his original territory in North Woodron, Sarina would take charge of all of North Woodron.

"Yes, that would work well."

"How about putting Viola in charge of Englewood?"

"She'd be good for monitoring the Russo side. But it will take some time to sort things out there."

Englewood was a place the Russo guys had to subdue on our behalf anyway.

For Beverly and Hayden Park, there were already suitable candidates.

First, for Beverly, there was Antonio Alini, who had cooperated in eliminating Albert Cario and became the new boss. And for Hayden Park, there was the dwarf gang boss, Jacob Dread.

"I suppose my territory needs to be reassigned as well."

"Yes, we don't need three people at the port."

After some consideration, Elena and I decided to put Salmo in charge of River West.

We decided to give Fabio Carini's original territory to Salmo, and Carini would take the area south of Salmo. In other words, Salmo would be in charge of northern River West, and Carini would handle southern River West.

"Elena, how about assigning a territory to Granada as well?"

"That guy?"

"Granada's skills would be helpful, but... he doesn't seem worthy of being appointed as a caporegime."

"Since we brought him in, we need to treat him with some respect if we want to keep him."

Of course, Salmo had a point. So it would be good to suggest an area that needed expansion.

"Elena, how about here?"

"...Alright. Let's do that. But if the response isn't as good as expected, I can't help it."

It was conditional, but that was fine. Salmo didn't object further to Elena's decision.



As Felicia just watched our conversation, I thought the result of the territory distribution would look something like this.

Somehow, the wolves and I ended up firmly holding the eastern city. There was no change in the Greenberg area where Echelotti and Zakaya were located.

"Miss, when do you plan to implement this?"

"Three days from now. That should be just right."

Elena seemed to be planning to announce the new territory distribution when Russo knelt before us.

It seemed like the perfect moment in many ways.

And three days later came faster than I expected. The occasion to celebrate the Russo Family's surrender and our victory.

Elena and I headed to a hotel in the central city earlier than planned, and Darius Russo willingly appeared with his subordinates.

"..."

Damar Russo, who had been detained by us, also appeared under the escort of the wolves.

***



Finally, the rough draft of Elena Pellini's cover has arrived!

What I showed you before was just a character design rough.

Since it's still a rough draft, there aren't clear points to appreciate, but it's evident that she's a tall beauty.

Ch.45 - Victory Toast (2)
In the central part of the city, at a hotel located in the district that would soon belong to Elena.

Grand Heavenly Hotel.
When the central district still belonged to our family, this was one of the hotels my father used as a base.

In some ways, it was more important than the Lupus Carlton Hotel, but Elena didn't seem interested in using it as her headquarters. That much was clear from her decision to summon the Russo Family here.

"..."

Interestingly, this hotel had its restaurant on the top floor.

Usually, the most important facilities are placed at the top.

"The view is absolutely killer."

"Isn't it?"

I was satisfied with the night view of the city visible through the windows.

Meanwhile, Elena, having chosen this location herself, took great pride in my reaction.

"By the way, when is Russo arriving?"

"I heard he just arrived at the hotel entrance. He'll be up soon."

But her expression quickly changed as she answered Felicia's question.

"I hope nothing goes wrong."

"If that guy has any sense, nothing will."

"Damar, what do you think?"

"..."

Damar Russo, who had come to deliver his boss's message to us and ended up becoming our hostage.

His expression wasn't good when Elena directed my question to him.

"Hey, the boss is asking you a question."

"...I can't guarantee how my brother will behave."

It certainly seemed likely without Damar by his side. That was probably why Damar's expression was so troubled.

"Miss, they've arrived."

Sarina, who had approached us unnoticed, announced the arrival of the Russo Family.

The space was decorated with crimson wallpaper, plant vines and intertwined light bulbs adorning the ceiling, and a specially hung large portrait of the Don, Vito Pellini, for today's occasion.

Darius Russo stepped into this space accompanied by his men.

He wore a peculiar helmet on his head. Thanks to it, even though his head was ablaze with flames, the heat didn't affect his surroundings.

"..."

Darius swallowed whatever he wanted to say as he looked at the enormous portrait of my father.

He knew what he was supposed to say here.

Meanwhile, Elena, accompanied by her underboss and consigliere, welcomed him.

She was dressed magnificently in a form-fitting passionate red dress and a white fur coat. The muscular physique visible on her shoulders, not fully covered by the coat, was quite striking.

"Damar."

Darius looked at his brother who had been with me until just now. His face seemed to relax a bit upon confirming his brother was unharmed.

Damar lowered his head, perhaps unable to face his brother.

"Darius Russo, let's begin."

Following Anthony Salmo's words, Russo prepared to pledge his loyalty to the boss of the Pellini Family.

It wasn't much, but it was probably more about mental preparation.

"Donna Pellini."

Darius knelt on one knee, then kissed the back of Elena's extended hand as a sign of respect.

The expressions of the Russo Family members present were not pleasant.

"..."

I observed their reactions. If it had been Elena kneeling instead of Russo, I probably would have had a similar reaction.

But that was that, and this was this.

"Don Russo. You may rise."

At Elena's words, Darius slowly stood up.

"Let's get straight to the point. I'll take only 20% as tribute for now. As for drugs, the next shipment will arrive soon, so we'll start supplying from then."

"...How generous."

Though Darius's head continued to burn inside his helmet, contrary to the threatening intensity of the flames, he maintained an extremely calm demeanor.

"And..."

While Elena and Salmo discussed various matters with Darius.

I headed back to the table where I had been earlier. The table where Felicia and Damar were sitting.

I deliberately moved away to ensure the spotlight at this gathering remained focused on Elena. Of course, there were other reasons as well.

"..."

Just as I returned to the table, a waiter brought over food that had been ordered before Darius arrived.

It was a delicious-looking apple pie.

*

"What's this? When did you order it?"

"Just a little while ago."

Apple pie. One of my favorite desserts in this world I now lived in.

The filling—thinly sliced apples of various colors mixed with sugar—and the aroma of cinnamon and nutmeg that spread around as soon as a slice was cut, greatly stimulated my appetite.

Of course, I didn't eat the first slice myself but offered it to Felicia. Then I offered the second slice to Damar.

"No, I'm not really in the mood to eat anything right now."

"That's a shame."

Refusing something this delicious.

The apple pie wasn't hot but appropriately cooled. That was normal for this type of pie.

Not all parts of the pie were topped the same—some had a scoop of whipped cream, others a scoop of vanilla ice cream.

While contemplating which part to eat first, I asked Damar an important question.

"Damar, do you have anything to say about my father's death?"

"...What?"

Damar's expression turned serious again, but for an entirely different reason this time.

Felicia and I casually savored the apple pie, but we were prepared to react differently depending on what came out of Damar's mouth.

"..."

"Damar."

When I urged him by calling his name again, Damar finally opened his reluctant mouth.

"Carmen once proposed that we cooperate in assassinating the Don. It might be hard for you to believe, but we refused."

"..."

Felicia's face turned serious faster than mine. It seemed Rita Carmen had made the same proposal to the Russo Family, not just to the Marinelli.

"Why did you refuse?"

"Because accepting would bring little gain, while refusing would bring something certain."

"And what was that?"

"Opportunity."

After saying that, Damar explained in more detail.

"Rita Carmen isn't a pushover. By the time she made that proposal to us, our participation was irrelevant to the success or failure of the plan. It would only make things easier for her."

"Go on."

"Even if we refused, Carmen wouldn't stop the assassination of the Don. So rather than getting involved and becoming targets of your and Donna Pellini's revenge, it was more beneficial to wait for the fruit of the Don's death to fall."

"Well, you did get that fruit as expected."

Though the end result was still kneeling before Elena, the Don's own daughter.

"..."

"You were planning to build up your strength while we were targeting others."

"Yes, but my brother's impatience ruined everything."

"No, don't forget your own recklessness. You came to us defenseless even after the relationship between our two families had crossed the river."

"It happened during the Don's time too, didn't it?"

As soon as I finished speaking, Felicia kindly added. Damar said nothing in response. Or rather, he couldn't.

"Damar, you're more rational and smarter than your brother. But he has much better instincts."

I kept my advice to the enemy brief.

Although the Russo Family had now become our subordinate, they weren't perfect allies.

"And you should be more grateful to your brother."

"What?"

Felicia and I told him about the conditions we had imposed that the Russo Family had accepted in their surrender.

"You want us to subdue Anglewood?"

"In return, we'll give you the southern part of Haywoods."

"Hey, we need to regroup our forces, and we've got vipers right behind us..."

Damar seemed unable to believe that Darius had accepted such conditions.

How ironic that the brother cared so much for his sibling, yet the sibling was unaware of it.

"You can handle vipers somehow."

"And you won't have to worry about money as long as you sell the drugs you'll receive."

Felicia chimed in as soon as I mentioned the vipers.

"And we'll be taking Granada."

"..."

Damar didn't seem to have much to say about us taking Granada.

"Luke."

"Yeah, got it."

As soon as Elena finished her conversation, she called my name. Although I hadn't finished savoring the apple pie, I stood up.

Then I took Damar and headed toward Elena and Darius.

"Now, go back to your family."

Damar gave a slight nod to Elena and me before heading to Darius's side.

Darius embraced his brother in front of everyone. For a brief moment, the flames burning his head diminished, and his bare face was visible.

His expression was very peaceful.

"Here, we've brought the guy you wanted."

"Hmph."

Besus Russo, the younger brother of Darius and Damar, brought Belcastro Granada to us.

It felt like an exchange of what each side wanted. Meanwhile, Granada didn't seem pleased about being traded from one side to another like an object.

A dwarf vampire. Seeing such a rare being before my eyes once again stimulated the collector's instinct deep within me.

I took him to the table where Felicia was and offered him some apple pie.

"..."

Surprisingly, Granada didn't refuse the apple pie I offered. He seemed like someone who knew good things.

Meanwhile, Darius, having sufficiently enjoyed his reunion with his brothers, said to Elena:

"Donna Pellini, may I take my leave now?"

"Of course. But we need to discuss some practical matters, so I'd like someone to stay in your place."

"I'll stay."

Arta Russo volunteered to represent Darius and Damar as they left. Additionally, Besus Russo, the youngest of the Russo brothers, also remained.

Elena didn't see the two Russo brothers off, but Anthony Salmo and I did instead. This was far more important than savoring apple pie.

"Don Russo, I want to express my respect for your decision."

"...Is this the generosity of the victor?"

"I know well the sorrow of defeat."

Especially the desperate sorrow of losing a family boss.

Darius might not have fully grasped the meaning of my words, but he showed none of the fiery temper he had displayed at the meeting of the Five Families.

"..."

Instead, he responded with a slight nod.

Right after the Russo brothers and some of their entourage disappeared into the elevator from the top floor.

"Phew..."

"Salmo, what's wrong? Were you nervous?"

"Huh? Ah... honestly, I was a bit nervous. It was my first time seeing Darius Russo."

Salmo still acted like a mere lawyer representing the mafia. Of course, the intensity emanating from a large vampire with a head ablaze wasn't something one could easily witness.

"A consigliere shouldn't be like that."

By the way, I had something to ask him.

Although we still had matters to discuss with the Russo Family, the most important moment of the day had already passed.

"Start telling the caporegimes about the district distribution."

"Ah, yes. Understood."

Salmo immediately headed toward the family's caporegimes in the restaurant.

I returned to the table where Felicia and Granada were to finish savoring the apple pie.

While doing so, my gaze was directed at Salmo and the other caporegimes. Their reactions were quite varied.

Viola and Lumini responded positively, while Giovanni looked troubled about being assigned to the northern port.

Vanella started laughing heartily, but I suspected he would react that way regardless of what he heard. Armo and Carini were thinking about something with serious expressions.

"Luke, we have something to say here too."

"Huh?"

Granada looked at Felicia, pausing from eating his apple pie.

"Ah, right. Granada, there's a reason we invited you to our family."

"Invited? This isn't an invitation but slave treatment, isn't it?"

Contrary to my expectations, Granada made an effort to show me formal respect.

"That depends on your perspective. But who would entrust an important role to a slave?"

"...?"

"There's a district for you to take charge of. If you're willing, you're now a caporegime of our family."

"...!"

Granada's expression changed instantly. It was natural, given his sudden promotion from slave to family executive.

"Which district will I be in charge of?"

"South of Lumini's area, and west of Armo's."

Of course, since he wouldn't understand just from that description, I gave him more detailed location information.

"Is it an area in the central district that hasn't been completely settled yet?"

"Yes, but with your bomb-handling skills, it should be easy to clean up without getting caught by the police."

"...You're stating the obvious."

Granada's response was quite positive. I extended my hand to him, and he grasped it.

With that, the deal was sealed. Probably the most skilled bomb expert in this city had come into our family's hands.

Meanwhile, while Elena and I were discussing important matters.

Dom Solomon, the boss of the Solomon Family, was on his way to the Grand Heavenly Hotel to congratulate us on our victory.

"Step on it! Damn it! I said step on it!"

At least until unidentified pursuers targeting him appeared.

Ch.46 - Good News, Bad News (1)
Pursuers targeting Dom Solomon.

They were relentlessly chasing the boss of the Solomon Family. Not just one car, but several moving in an organized manner—clearly not some random thugs.

"..."

What was supposed to be attendance at a celebration for the Russo Family's surrender and the Pellini Family's victory... had turned into this.

"Boss, should we turn back?! I don't think we can make it to the hotel!"

"Lu! Turn around now! Staying alive comes first!"

Little Dom shouted desperately to the elf driver who had been with him since the Big Dom era.

The small-framed hamster-human thrashing about in the back seat was an absolute mess to behold.

"Brother, we're gradually losing them."

Another hamster-human sitting next to Little Dom reported urgently.

"Where?!"

At those words, Little Dom and his subordinate checked the rear of the car.

The pursuers hadn't given up the chase. But somehow, the driver was slowly managing to outmaneuver them with his skill.

"..."

When the last car became barely visible in the distance, Little Dom and his men collectively let out sighs of relief.

"Boss, I'll head back now."

"Yes! Do that!"

And so, Little Dom missed out on what should have been a joyous day for the Pellini Family.

He could have attended, but what came after was the problem. There was a chance of encountering those men again... and there was no guarantee they'd be as lucky next time.

Little Dom had no choice but to return directly to his territory and hole up in his secure headquarters.

"Who could they possibly be..."

The tension and fear lasted only a moment. Little Dom couldn't help but ponder the forces behind this incident with his subordinates.

"Brother, there aren't many groups in this city who could mobilize at that scale."

"Could it be the Pellini Family or one of the Five Families?"

"Neither makes sense! Why would they want me dead?!"

Little Dom responded irritably to his subordinates' suggestions.

"I don't think it's the Pellinis. Would they make such a move right after forcing the Russo Family to surrender?"

"Not many people knew you were heading to the hotel."

Various opinions emerged, but there was only circumstantial evidence, no concrete proof. Regardless of what his subordinates said, Little Dom had already made up his mind about his next move.

He decided to summon the bosses of the Five Families the very next day.

While Little Dom was making this crucial decision in his territory, the banquet at the top floor of the Grand Havily Hotel continued.

"Luke, do you like apple pie that much?"

"No, I wouldn't say I particularly like it. It just suits my taste."

"Isn't that basically the same as liking it?"

Granada abruptly joined the conversation between Felicia and me. He happened to be savoring apple pie at the same table.

"It's different. There's a subtle distinction."

"...?"

Granada, looking confused, went back to focusing on eating his apple pie.

Meanwhile, Felicia, who had said earlier that she wasn't in the mood to eat anything, was also enjoying apple pie with me. But her plate emptied faster than I expected, so I cut her another slice.

"No, I'm already..."

Felicia waved her hand as if that was enough. But something seemed off.

"Ugh!"

It happened in an instant.

Everyone in the restaurant turned to look at Felicia when they heard that sound.

"Feli, are you okay?"

I was so startled that I unconsciously used her nickname in front of everyone.

"I'm fine. It's just suddenly the food smell..."

"Morning sickness, I see."

"What?"

"Unless you've eaten apple pie until your stomach burst... it's definitely morning sickness."

Granada said this very nonchalantly, then offered his congratulations to Felicia and me.

"..."

Felicia and I looked at each other without saying a word. It was something we would have to face eventually, but it came too suddenly.

"Still... it's not bad."

Felicia gently caressed her lower abdomen. As I watched her, I suddenly felt a piercing gaze and turned around.

Elena, who had approached us with Salmo, was glaring at the two of us.

"What's going on?"

...

When Felicia and I remained silent, Granada answered instead.

"It seems the princess of Marinelli is pregnant. You must have heard that sound just now, Donna Pellini?"

Salmo was about to offer his congratulations to us but stopped when he saw Elena's reaction.

"...Are you sure?"

It wasn't clear exactly who Elena was asking.

"Well?"

Felicia stroked her lower abdomen again in response to Elena's question.

"..."

There were no congratulations, but no criticism either. Instead, Elena took Salmo and returned to where the Russo Family members were gathered.

"So I got pregnant first after all."

"Congratulations, Felicia. But maybe don't provoke Elena too much..."

"Luke. That's not right. We're talking about us and our child. There's no need to bring Elena into this."

Felicia answered firmly. It was rare for her to speak so resolutely in front of me.

"...Alright."

"Though it's not certain yet."

Felicia suddenly stood up and kissed me on the cheek.

"Where are you going?"

"I'm going to visit the hospital."

"This late?"

"Don't worry. And I should share this good news with our families."

Yes, this child is mine and Felicia's, but also the grandchild of both Vito Pellini and Vito Marinelli.

I was curious about how my father-in-law would react, but first, I had something to say to Felicia.

"I'm sorry I can't go with you."

"No, it's fine. You don't need to apologize for that at all. We're close, after all."

Felicia told me to focus on my duties as underboss. Then she began to leave.

Before she completely left, I called for Giovanni.

"Giovanni."

"Yes, brother."

"Have some wolves accompany Felicia on her way back."

"Would two or three be enough?"

"A few more."

I mentioned that she was pregnant with my child. Giovanni raised no objections and followed my instructions.

"Congratulations, brother. The Godfather would have been pleased."

"...I wonder."

He'd probably throw a punch first if he found out I was having a child with someone other than Elena. Though he would understand the importance of the strategic marriage with the Marinelli Family.

"But the young lady doesn't seem to be reacting much."

"Can't you tell from her expression?"

I pointed toward where Elena was. Giovanni finally seemed to understand, letting out a small "Ah."

"She'll probably confront me after this event is over."

"Well, can't be helped."

Giovanni seemed to be dismissing it as not his problem.

"Besides, the Marinelli side must be in a festive mood too. Their eldest daughter is pregnant."

"Yes, I suppose they would be. For us, though, it feels more like a funeral than a celebration."

"...Between the young lady and Sarina's reaction, it's going to be quite a scene."

"Don't tell Sarina."

[It's better to take your beating early]

"Damn it."

Clear text appeared and disappeared above the espresso cup next to the meat pie. Come to think of it, that saying was a common proverb in the world I used to live in.

"I think she's already noticed."

"Then try to stop her. Dealing with Elena alone is challenging enough."

"It's not like I can actually stop her..."

Giovanni spoke as if it were an unstoppable force, but despite his words, he quickly moved to intercept Sarina, who seemed to have sensed something was off and was approaching us.

"What is it?"

"What? Oh, nothing."

While Giovanni was buying time, Granada, who was sitting next to me, made a comment.

"Your relationships with women are more complicated than I expected."

"It's not like I wanted things to be this way."

"Hahaha! I'm sure that's true!"

Granada seemed quite amused, though I couldn't understand what was so funny.

Meanwhile, as Giovanni was desperately trying to block Sarina, Elena, who had finished her conversation with the Russo Family, approached me.

"Luke, I need to talk to you for a moment."

"Alright."

It was good that I stood up on my own, but after that, I was dragged away by Elena as if I were some criminal.

"Elena, where are we going?"

"Just follow me."

Being on the top floor of the hotel, the restaurant apparently had outdoor seating as well.

Since we had rented the entire top floor for today, there were no other guests. As a result, all the outdoor seats were empty.

"..."

Elena stopped at the boundary between the restaurant's interior and the outdoor space.

She leaned against a marble pillar at that boundary and looked down at me.

"Elena, I know you're upset about Felicia..."

"It's fine."

"Huh?"

"I said it's fine. So what if she gets pregnant first?"

From her reactions so far, it didn't seem fine at all. But it was reassuring that she was at least saying so.

Elena folded her arms while leaning against the marble pillar. Whether it was because of her white fur coat or the alcohol she had consumed, she was sweating all over.

Was it the light reflecting off her sweat? Her healthy body looked more radiant than ever.

In that state, she looked at me with both eyes fixed solely on me.

"I really like you. You probably already know that."

"..."

I know very well. She even dyed her hair to match mine instead of keeping her natural dark hair that resembled her father's.

"But. It's not fair that only she gets pregnant, is it?"

"What?!"

I knew it! Elena suddenly began to show her true colors.

I thought she might try something here, but she only went as far as embracing me.

"When we go back to the hotel tonight, do to me what you did to her."

"No, I'm not mentally prepared for..."

"Brother, answer me."

"..."

Elena wanted an answer while embracing me more tightly. The tighter she held me, the harder it became to respond.

What a contradictory action. It seemed I had no choice in the matter anyway.

"Alright."

*

After the banquet at the Grand Havily Hotel ended, the attendees returned to their respective destinations late at night.

As soon as dawn broke, the bosses of the Five Families gathered at a restaurant in the western part of the city.

Vito Marinelli of the Marinelli Family, Mihail Dragovich of the Dragovich Family, Darius Russo of the Russo Family, and not Eddie Sanchez but the underboss Gatta Melata of the Sanchez Family.

The underboss of the Sanchez Family was a golem like the boss.

Compared to Sanchez, he was much smaller in size, but it's worth noting that Sanchez's size was exceptional even among the bosses.

"Russo, I heard about what happened to you."

"...Shut up."

Dragovich mentioned that the Russo Family was the first to kneel before the wolves, and Russo responded with a curse.

While the four bosses sat around a large table drinking coffee,

Their organization members formed a perimeter around them.

BANG!

The restaurant door opened violently.

"Here comes the youngster."

Gatta Melata made a remark about Dom Solomon, who was approaching with obvious anger.

"Little Dom, what's going on? Why did you call the bosses so early in the morning?"

"Because I can't trust any of you!"

Little Dom's finger swept from Vito Marinelli and his son Manfredi Marinelli on the right to Darius Russo on the left.

"One of you sent people to eliminate me! That's impossible without the permission of the bosses!"

As Little Dom said, there was a rule among the Five Families. If a boss needed to be eliminated for unavoidable reasons, all bosses had to agree.

"What? What are you talking about?"

"Squeak! Squeak! The little mouse has no fear."

Regardless, Russo looked confused, while Dragovich reacted with displeasure.

"I dealt with the wolves, and I overlooked your cheating! And this is how you repay my kindness?! Cancel the hit on me right now!!!"

Little Dom's shout echoed throughout the restaurant.

Gatta Melata responded as if whatever the hamster in front of him was saying was beneath contempt.

"Hey, you should have thought twice before messing with Eddie Sanchez's daughter!"

As soon as Melata finished speaking, the bosses' expressions changed instantly. Instead of confusion or displeasure, they now emanated clear hostility and killing intent.

Except for the father-son duo of Vito and Manfredi.

"...What?"

Little Dom responded with an expression of disbelief.

"So Sanchez is in a rage."

"It's not unreasonable for him to want you dead."

As Russo and Dragovich each made a comment, Little Dom quietly took his seat. All the bosses of the Five Families and their representatives were now present.

"Hey, Little Dom. Hey!"

When Melata shouted, Little Dom finally looked at him.

"You shouldn't have laid hands on just any woman!"

"..."

Little Dom had a lot to say. He touched Eddie Sanchez's daughter? That's not true.

She was the one who approached him first, and Little Dom clearly expressed his refusal. He couldn't find any feminine charm in that rock-like creature anyway.

She must have made up some story to tell her father after being rejected.

"Melata, listen carefully."

Little Dom couldn't shake off the habits from when he belonged to the Sanchez Family. His response to Melata, who was once his superior but now ranked below him, showed this.

"I never touched Eddie's daughter. I properly rejected her, and nothing happened between us!"

"Yeah, sure. Anyway, that's how things turned out."

"Look, Solomon. We have rules. But we can't help but understand a father's feelings."

Russo, who had just knelt before two wolves yesterday, explained to Solomon.

"So you're saying one boss ordered a hit on another boss, and the rest of you just stood by?"

"No, we Marinellis knew nothing about this."

"...What a useless Five Families! Bunch of worthless bastards."

Despite Manfredi's words, Little Dom unleashed a tirade against everyone.

Then he stormed out of the restaurant, kicking his chair back. The elf and hamster-human organization members who had accompanied him proudly followed their boss.

Shortly after, Little Dom and the Solomon Family made a significant decision.

They would leave the Five Families and become subordinate to the Pellini Family, just like the Russo Family.

Ch.47 - Good News, Bad News (2)
The Solomon Family made a very important decision.

Of course, this decision would become known to Heavenly's underworld in the future, not the present.

While Little Dom slept in anticipation of tomorrow, the top floor of the Lupus Carlton Hotel was bustling with activity even in the dead of night.

"Phew..."

"What? Tired already?"

Elena and I finally shed the pretense of being siblings.

Thanks to that, our room had transformed into a space of carnal desire where a man and woman shared intimacy. Needless to say, the spacious room was filled with the scent of our bodies.

Was it the elation of victory from bringing one of the Five Families to its knees?

Or was it Elena's jealousy over the fact that Felicia was pregnant?

"..."

"Brother, let's do it one more time."

Elena, though collapsed on the bed from exhaustion, soon began pestering me again.

Indeed, breaking taboos might be difficult the first time, but the second and third times came much easier.

"Elena, wait. It's already..."

"No, I won't listen."

I tried to tell her it was already 6 AM, but Elena refused to hear it.

"That woman isn't even in the hotel right now anyway."

"..."

Of course, as Elena said, Felicia wasn't currently in her room.

This evening, she had gone to the Dragon Hill Hotel where her family was staying and hadn't returned yet.

From the Marinelli Family's perspective... there couldn't be better news. The boss's eldest daughter had gotten pregnant with my child before the Pellini Family's boss could.

It was something that could significantly impact the family's succession structure.

'...That's why Elena is being so persistent.'

It was also one of the reasons I was giving in to Elena's demands.

"Or do you not like doing it with me?"

Elena, who had been overwhelming me with her imposing physique, asked me such a question as if she'd never done so.

...It seemed too unfair, if I thought about it. How could I remain still after hearing such words?

"No, that's not it."

"I thought so."

Upon hearing my affirmative response, Elena embraced me and kissed my cheek.

I'd felt it several times, but compared to Felicia, Elena was somewhat... heavier. I could manage Felicia somehow, but Elena had long since exceeded that limit.

Elena was about to make love again, but just then, the phone rang loudly.

Come to think of it, it seemed to have been ringing for a while.

"Elena, it seems urgent."

"...Can't be helped."

When I carefully suggested it, Elena got up to answer the phone.

Released from Elena, I immediately felt numbness throughout my lower body. Still, I was relieved to catch a break thanks to someone's call.

"I really thought I was going to die."

"Huh? No. I'll just listen over the phone."

Even while talking to someone, Elena kept her gaze fixed on me. Of course, I hurriedly put on my clothes.

"..."

Elena seemed quite disappointed by my actions.

But that playfulness was short-lived as Elena began to respond seriously to what the person on the other end of the line said. According to her, it was Carso who had called.

"Tell them I'll think about it for now."

With a thud as she put down the receiver, Elena sat on the edge of the bed.

"Elena, put some clothes on first. You'll catch a cold."

"Ah, okay."

I could only feel at ease after I was dressed. I quickly helped Elena get dressed too.

Of course, Elena seemed quite pleased with my concern for her, judging by her satisfied expression.

"So what did Carso say?"

"...The Solomon Family wants to withdraw from the Five Families and join us."

"Join us?"

"Yes, as a subordinate like the Russo Family."

"What happened to make them decide that?"

"Well, that's what we need to find out."

Elena then mentioned the Marinelli Family and the Russo Family.

Vito Marinelli and Manfredi probably participated in the Five Families' meeting. Not to mention Darius Russo, the boss of the Russo Family.

"I'll ask Felicia about it. After all..."

"Today is the day you're with that woman."

The satisfied expression from earlier vanished like a mirage from Elena's face as she said this.

"Yes, you're right."

I had no intention of denying that part. It was a rule we had agreed upon with both Elena and Felicia.

"More importantly, I have a good idea. Want to hear it?"

"Tell me."

After hearing the news that the Solomon Family had withdrawn from the Five Families, an idea crossed my mind.

Our Pellini Family, the Marinelli Family, the Solomon Family, the Russo Family. That's already four families. If we had one more family, couldn't we form a new Five Families?

"...You're saying we should create our own Five Families?"

"What do you think?"

"Hmm..."

Elena didn't answer immediately after hearing my suggestion. Even I thought it was both outlandish and plausible.

"I don't have any complaints about Father's methods. But there's no rule saying we can't be included in the Five Families."

"That's true. Though the other Five Families would never have allowed such a thing in the first place."

But.

But now the situation had changed. Marinelli was already our ally, and Russo was our subordinate.

And now even the Solomon Family, which had replaced the Carmen Family in the Five Families...

"We can think about how to fill the remaining spot later. The important thing is that we're creating a new Five Families."

"Alright, but I'd like to hear Salmo and Mr. Salmo's opinions too. Is that okay?"

The names of the consigliere and former consigliere were mentioned. Mr. Salmo's opinion was worth hearing, as well as Salmo's. If Mr. Salmo was okay with it, that is.

"Sure, I don't mind. By the way, how is Mr. Salmo doing?"

"He's a bit unstable... but seems to have passed the crisis."

It was a relief to hear that Mr. Salmo, who had moved important family secrets and ledgers despite his old age, was doing well.

"It's a shame, but we need to move right away."

"Yes, can't be helped."

"You don't seem disappointed at all."

"Me?"

In response to Elena's suspicion, I kissed her lips. There couldn't be a more definitive way to prove it.

"..."

Judging by Elena's silent reaction, my approach seemed to have worked.

*

Meanwhile, at the Dragon Hill Hotel located in the southeastern part of the city.

Vito Marinelli, the boss of the Marinelli Family, and his successor Manfredi Marinelli gathered their family early in the morning.

Some had learned about it just last evening, but this was the first official announcement.

"Felicia is pregnant."

"Sister! Really?!"

"..."

Vito's children congratulated their eldest sister Felicia on this joyous news.

"Is it a boy? Or a girl?"

"Really. I don't know that yet."

Manfredi and her sisters surrounded her and bombarded her with questions. Of course, Felicia had visited the hospital before returning to her family, so she could answer most questions without hesitation.

Amidst the excitement of all the siblings, Luca, the youngest of the Marinelli siblings, was unusually quiet.

"Luca, you seem quieter than usual."

"What should I do? Better than making a fuss like Father."

As Luca pointed out, Vito Marinelli was simply... laughing!

The sight of Vito laughing to the point of tears seemed quite unfamiliar to some of his children.

"He was like this half a day ago too."

"Yes, he certainly was."

Manfredi nodded at Felicia's words. But none of Vito's children could blame their father.

That laughter was like that of a man who had gained the whole world.

For Vito Marinelli, Felicia's pregnancy was a matter of great importance.

Although he might be an eternal loser who could never defeat the Godfather... his daughter was not.

It meant his eldest daughter had beaten Elena, the daughter of Vito Pellini. Of course, there was also the happiness of having a grandchild who would surely be as cute as his daughter.

"Father."

Manfredi approached Vito.

While the members of the Marinelli family were still rejoicing over the eldest daughter's pregnancy, Vito and Manfredi were isolated from that atmosphere.

"We can't just let what happened yesterday slide, can we?"

"No, we can't."

The approval of the elimination of the Solomon Family's boss, Dominico Solomon, also known as Little Dom, by the bosses.

The approval itself wasn't significant. What truly mattered was that the Marinelli Family had been excluded from the process.

"I didn't expect them to sideline us so blatantly."

Manfredi suggested that they should protest to the other Five Families, but Vito responded that it wouldn't change anything.

"..."

"Father?"

"I just had a good idea."

Vito answered his eldest son's question while scratching his head. It seemed his intelligence, which had been obscured by Blue Eyes, was beginning to shine again.

Vito explained his plan to his eldest son and checked his reaction.

"The little wolf might agree, but I doubt the Russo side will accept it."

"This will be a chance to see how well my son-in-law controls those Russo fellows."

Even Vito found it unfamiliar to call Luke Pellini his son-in-law. But following his father's instructions, Manfredi called his brother-in-law.

"Hello?"

"It's me. Manfredi."

"Ah, I was just about to ask you something."

"Really? That's fortunate. We also had something to ask of you."

What a coincidence. I decided to listen to Manfredi first.

"Father told me to tell you this specifically."

Manfredi began by telling me about a plan.

The Marinelli Family, like the Solomon Family, would withdraw from the Five Families. They wanted us to pressure our subordinate, the Russo Family, to also withdraw from the Five Families.

"Well, I'm not sure the Russo guys will accept it."

"But they're your subordinates, aren't they? Isn't it quite possible?"

"It is possible."

Come to think of it, this somewhat aligned with my idea of creating a new Five Families.

"Alright, I'll try. But in return, I'd like to know what happened at yesterday's meeting."

"Ah, yes. Of course."

From Manfredi, I was able to learn the full story of why the Solomon Family decided to withdraw from the Five Families and become our subordinate.

At the same time, I learned why the Marinelli Family suddenly wanted to withdraw from the Five Families.

It seemed the goddess of fortune was favoring Elena and me.

Ch.48 - Good News, Bad News (3)
The Pellini Family and the Five Families.

Tyrenia, located across the sea from Hevili where they compete fiercely.

A nation with territory shaped like a boot, and the motherland of all elves as it's where the World Tree took root.

Kazin and Haremo, executives of an organization supplying large quantities of drugs to Hevili, appeared on a remote island in southern Tyrenia.

"I always feel this place is so quiet."

"That's why the boss likes it."

Their car crossed vast farmlands and arrived in front of an estate arranged like a medieval manor.

"..."

Elves guarding the front gate held threatening rifles. This ironclad security, consisting of countless organization members, was operating to protect one person.

Even after entering the estate grounds through the main gate, the car could only stop after passing through three more doors.

"Sir, we received word of your arrival."

As soon as the car stopped, organization members personally opened the doors to welcome Kazin and Haremo.

"Yes."

Kazin entered the mansion while noting the strict security posture of members positioned on the second floor and high walls.

Simultaneously, Kazin removed his sunglasses, and Haremo hastily put out his cigarette.

Basic courtesy in front of the boss.

"..."

The two passed by organization members keeping watch or resting throughout the mansion as they headed to the second floor.

In a not-so-spacious room, an elderly elf with white hair and deeply wrinkled skin was enjoying wine and cheese alone.

"..."

Haremo didn't approach the old elf closely. But Kazin sat nearby without hesitation.

A behavior stemming from their difference in status.

"The Wolf and She-Wolf have taken control of central Hevili. I hear one of the Five Families has already knelt."

"Which one of the five?"

The old elf asked, opening his nearly closed eyes.

"Those vampire fellows, I believe."

"Russo, the Russo family."

"Yes, it must be them."

Kazin answered while cutting a small piece of cheese with the knife on the cutting board and putting it in his mouth.

The old elf said nothing about this action.

"How should we handle the next shipment?"

"Did they specifically request anything?"

"No, nothing. But... it seems the Wolf has seen his child."

"...That's cause for celebration."

The old elf briefly commented on the birth of a new life after Vito Pellini had passed.

"How are preparations on our side? Do you think we can load more?"

"No."

Kazin answered with a brief shake of his head. Though somewhat troublesome, this much was acceptable.

"...Then that's what we'll do."

The old elf said, his eyes suddenly flashing open. The sharp gaze hidden by his wrinkles revealed itself.

Haremo unconsciously lowered his head at the sharp impression, as if slashed by a knife.

"Load more than usual for this shipment. Show our clear support for the Pellini Family. They've always been our good friends."

"Yes, understood."

"And one more thing. When we find out who's behind Vito's death, we'll step in too."

"They probably won't want that."

"It needs to be handled properly. Whether it's the Five Families or whoever, they need to learn what happens when they mess with our people."

Vito Pellini was a man of the Tyrenia organization, and the boss of the Tyrenia organization was Vito Pellini's man. In Tyrenia, partnership and cooperation meant exactly that kind of relationship.

Moreover, the reason they could take such a strong stance was clear.

The Five Families' reaction that Kazin and Haremo had personally seen and heard was extremely disrespectful, and there was no longer any need to fear them.

That's why the old elf spoke with such a resolute attitude.

"..."

However, Kazin felt completely at a loss about how to explain this to the Wolf.

*

Meanwhile, after confirming what happened at the Five Families' meeting through Manfredi, I immediately took my next action.

I contacted Darius Russo, the boss of the Russo Family.

"...What is it?"

Russo seemed to already know it was me calling.

"I heard the Solomon Family withdrew from the Five Families."

"So what about it?"

"The Marinelli Family is thinking the same thing."

"What?"

A faint anxiety was detectable in the voice on the other end. As if he knew what I was going to say next.

"The Russo Family should withdraw from the Five Families too."

"That's impossible."

"There's not much benefit in staying anyway."

"But the symbolism..."

These were responses I wouldn't have expected from the Russo I knew. A hot-tempered guy talking about symbolism.

"I'll supply drugs to your family, Marinelli, and Solomon—the three families that were previously supplied through the Five Families. And we'll fill in the remaining spots to create a new Five Families."

"..."

Instead of the complete collapse of the existing Five Families... a new Five Families would be born.

This way, there would be no need to worry about symbolism or anything else that Russo was concerned about.

And what would remain of the original Five Families would be the Sanchez Family and the Dragovich Family.

The Carmen Family was excluded as they were already isolated from the Five Families.

"This way, the symbolism issue won't matter, right?"

"Right."

Russo readily agreed to my question.

In summary, if Russo followed my words, he would gain much and lose little. Since I had already obtained Elena's permission to implement my plan, there would be no problems.

"When exactly should this happen?"

"I'll contact you separately about that."

I ended the call with Russo. Immediately after, I called Manfredi again to inform him that the Russo Family would join in withdrawing from the Five Families.

"So when exactly are you planning to do this?"

"There's no need to sit by and watch Sanchez's pockets get fatter."

I understood very well what Manfredi's answer meant. It referred to before Kazin brought the next drug shipment from Tyrenia.

But that was an approximate answer, not the exact one I wanted.

"Can you tell me when the next drug shipment is due to arrive?"

"...Next Tuesday or Wednesday."

Usually, the schedule they provide doesn't change.

But... occasionally there might be issues with coastal guards or sea conditions. His answer took those factors into account.

"Then next Monday would be good. Can you relay that to Russo on our behalf?"

"...Sure, I'll do that."

Manfredi didn't treat me like an errand boy.

He didn't make decisions himself but asked so that I could decide, showing consideration even in these small details.

Seeing such thoughtfulness, it really felt like Felicia and Manfredi were siblings.

"Wait, one more thing I wanted to ask."

"What is it?"

"...Have you decided on a name for the baby?"

"No, not yet. We don't even know if it's a boy or girl."

"..."

Come to think of it, the concept of prenatal names seemed rare in this world. Well, it was similar in Western cultures in my previous world too.

While I was lost in these thoughts, Manfredi remained silent on the other end of the line.

"If there's nothing else, I'd like to hang up now."

"Ah, right. Sorry."

Come to think of it, Manfredi was my brother-in-law. I never would have expected that taciturn guy to become my brother-in-law.

I didn't know what he had wanted to say, but I guessed he was probably trying to congratulate me and Felicia on having a child.

Finally, I relayed the exact date Manfredi mentioned to the Russo Family. Russo also agreed.

"Are you done with the call?"

Elena asked, poking just her head out from the bathroom.

"Yes, following Solomon, Marinelli and Russo have also agreed to withdraw from the Five Families before the next drug shipment arrives."

"...Russo accepted it quite readily."

"Well, there's nothing to gain by staying on the same boat with them, but our boat is completely different."

"That may be true, but Russo has his pride too."

"Well, judging by his response, that pride doesn't seem to weigh as heavily as I thought."

While I was answering, Elena appeared in a bathrobe. Seeing that she hadn't completely dried her long hair, I thought she might have come out of the bathroom too hastily.

"Aren't you going in?"

"No, I need to wash up too."

Today was supposed to be a day with Felicia.

It was only because she hadn't returned to her room yet that I was allowed to be with Elena.

So I needed to wash up quickly before Felicia returned.

Right now, thanks to last night's lovemaking, my body smelled only of Elena's scent.

"Besides, she's quite late."

"Elena, how long are you going to keep calling her 'that woman'?"

"That bitch?"

"...Never mind."

When an even worse word came out, I gave up hope.

It only became clearer that Elena and Felicia could coexist, albeit imperfectly, only because of me as a mediator.

After Elena completely left the bathroom, I went in instead.

Since my hair wasn't that long, compared to Elena, I could finish bathing and come out in a very short time.

"..."

"What?"

"Nothing. Just that there's quite a difference even though it's the same bathrobe."

The size of the robe Elena was wearing and the one I came out in was the same. As a result, it felt small on Elena... but the hem of my robe was dragging on the floor.

"Yes, I'm small. Happy now?"

"What... are you sulking?"

Elena seemed quite fascinated, as if she wasn't used to seeing me like this.

"..."

Regardless, I didn't answer Elena's question. Instead, I turned on the radio in my bathrobe.

While checking if there was a decent channel to listen to... there was one channel with a particularly striking voice.

"Hevili was once called the 'City of Fun,' but now police and firefighters call it the 'City of Fear.'"

Elena and I looked at each other upon hearing the content from the radio and shrugged. It was probably because of people like us.

Then other voices began to be heard. Judging by what they were saying, they seemed to be witnesses who had been at the scenes.

"There was a fight on the street, and one man was shot in the head."

"There are many robbery and murder cases happening in this city."

"Seven people died with their throats cut by an 11-inch knife!"

"One of the city's abandoned railway tunnels seems to have been transformed into a grave for over 60 bodies due to organized crime."

"Twenty-seven people were injured or killed by a gang of robbers disguised as nuns."

Hearing it all at once was quite a spectacle.

Especially the exploits of the gang disguised as nuns seemed remarkable, and as luck would have it, their area of operation was the central city.

"Now all sorts of characters are running around."

"..."

I was too focused on listening to the radio to respond to Elena's comment.

Suddenly the telephone rang loudly, and Elena, who picked up the receiver before me, exchanged a few words and then handed it to me.

"Who is it?"

"The Financial King himself."

"Hagen?"

I wondered what it was about this time.
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I took the receiver that Elena handed me.

"Mr. Pellini."

"Yes, it's me."

Hagen's voice was the same as before. I remembered it clearly from when I met him in person.

"What favor are you calling about this time?"

"You're quick to catch on. But to be precise, it's not my request... I'm relaying someone else's favor."

Someone else's favor?

"Do you remember Bishop Smith?"

"Yes, I do. Isn't he the bishop you met before meeting me?"

"That's right. I'm glad you remember."

"He's not someone I could forget."

After all, I had gone to meet the Finance King only to find a high-ranking clergyman right there.

"Have you heard about the gang of robbers disguised as nuns causing trouble?"

"I've heard of them, though I don't know all the details."

"As you might expect, their activities are damaging the reputation of the clergy in this city."

"..."

I could guess why Hagen was calling me.

He probably wanted to ask me to deal with that nun robbery gang on behalf of Bishop Smith and the religious community of Heville.

"And this gang primarily operates in the central part of the city, correct?"

"That's right. I think this won't be a bad deal for you either. Now that the central district belongs to you, Mr. Pellini, having such problems increase wouldn't be good, would it?"

"Dealing with a gang of robbers shouldn't be difficult. However..."

"Is there a problem?"

"No, not really. I'm just wondering what Bishop Smith can do for us if we solve his problem."

"You don't need to worry about that. Do you know why I joined hands with Bishop Smith?"

"Well, I can't quite figure it out."

He's clearly someone who succumbed to the Finance King's money. Or perhaps their interests aligned.

"Just as not everyone can move people with money, not everyone is moved by money. From that perspective, Bishop Smith is the right person for the job."

From what Hagen was saying, it seemed closer to the former.

"I understand. But this isn't something I can decide on my own."

"Of course. You'll need Mrs. Pellini's approval."

After saying that, Hagen proposed to sponsor us once more. Assuming, of course, that we would solve Bishop Smith's problem.

"Very well. I'll contact you later."

I hung up on the Finance King first. I wondered if that was okay, but decided not to think too deeply about it.

Hagen probably wouldn't expect such formalities from me anyway.

"Elena, it seems Hagen is acting on behalf of a bishop in this city."

"A bishop? You mean the Archbishop of Heville?"

"No, not the archbishop, just a bishop. His name is Smith."

"Ah, I've heard of him. He's one of the auxiliary bishops."

I didn't know Bishop Smith's exact position, but fortunately, Elena seemed to know.

Religiously speaking, Heville belonged to the Heville Archdiocese. If a diocese is headed by a bishop, then an archdiocese is headed by an archbishop.

Of course, sometimes a cardinal might lead an archdiocese, but there was no need to complicate things.

"So what does this auxiliary bishop want from us?"

"It's related to what we heard on the radio earlier."

"Huh?"

"That nun robbery gang. The weirdos who pretend to be nuns while committing robberies."

"Ah."

If I hadn't misheard, they were criminals who had injured or killed 27 people.

That would be an impressive record even for the mafia, and considering they were just a gang of robbers, it meant they were quite formidable.

"It's been a while since we received such a request from clergy."

"Yes, it has. The last time was during Father's era."

It wasn't a particularly pleasant memory.

One of the high-ranking clergymen had approached my father to cover up his misconduct, and my father had gladly helped him. After all, there was much we could gain from his authority.

But that misconduct... it was about preventing his sordid relationship with a guard officer from being exposed.

Yes, the high-ranking clergyman was engaged in homosexuality. They apparently met like lovers through secret passages for private encounters.

"At least this request is much better than that one."

"And Hagen said he would sponsor us again if we fulfill Bishop Smith's request."

"Really?"

It seemed Bishop Smith was more important to Hagen than we thought.

"Alright, then we can't ignore this."

After hearing Elena's answer, I confirmed once more before relaying it to Hagen.

"Are you sure it's okay? We haven't finished organizing the central district sectors yet."

"It's fine. We can use this opportunity to finish organizing them as well."

The Pellini Family's territory in the central district is divided into five main sectors.

One is Elena's sector, located relatively to the east. To the northwest is Vanella's sector, and to the southwest is Lumini's sector.

Besides Lumini's sector, there are two more sectors to the south: the southwest belongs to Granada, who was brought from the Russo Family, and the southeast is Armo's sector.

In other words, this so-called nun robbery gang would be facing Elena and her wolves, as well as Armo, Vanella, Lumini, Granada, and all their subordinates.

"Understood. I'll contact Hagen right away."

When I called him back, Hagen said he hadn't expected such a quick response.

I conveyed the clear intention of the Pellini Family boss, and Hagen ended the call with satisfaction.

"Elena, I'll be heading to the room next door now."

"Already? Felicia isn't even here anyway. Stay a little longer."

Elena finally referred to Felicia by name instead of "that woman." But more importantly, she approached me while wearing only a bathrobe.

She embraced me, also in a bathrobe, and pointed to our hair, saying:

"With the same hair color, we look just like real siblings, don't we?"

"We've never been the type to care about that."

"Then we can start caring from now on. At least I will."

Sister and wife. If others heard this, they'd wonder what on earth we were talking about. Of course, we're step-siblings with no blood relation.

"So, stay a little longer. Or... do you want to do more?"

Her skin white as jade, her proud lips, her toned arms modestly covering her chest visible through the bathrobe.

And the alluring curves from her hips down to her thighs.

"..."

She was definitely a virgin until yesterday...

No matter that she was my sister, it was hard to resist when she was seducing me right in front of me.

And so, in the blink of an eye, I once again enjoyed making love with Elena several times. Though this time, we finished before I was completely exhausted.

"Elena, I need to go now."

"Why are you so eager to go to that woman's room?"

"Felicia has creatures she's raising. The ones you absolutely hate."

"...Those disgusting moths?"

"Heb is one of them."

With the owner Felicia away, I needed to feed them.

*

Elena seemed to understand somewhat after hearing my reason.

"We'll see each other again tomorrow anyway."

But I didn't stop there. I whispered in Elena's ear and then kissed her lips.

"..."

Elena just watched me leave our room with a very satisfied expression.

Meanwhile, as soon as I arrived at Felicia's room, a giant silkmoth flew toward me.

"Keeeeek!"

"Heb, you rascal."

I quickly caught Heb and gave him what he wanted.

It wasn't difficult since I had observed where Felicia usually kept his food.

I scooped out just the right amount—not too much, not too little—and placed it on a dish on the floor for him to eat easily.

"..."

Unlike usual, Heb made no sound and hurriedly went for the dish.

If Heb was like this, the others would be no different.

The number of animals Felicia keeps in her room isn't that many. At least compared to the number she kept at Dragon Hill Hotel.

I've been watching from the side for a while, but I wasn't sure if I was feeding them properly.

Of course, after much effort, I was now down to the last animal.

"Oh, thank you! Thank you!"

It was a toucan that could actually speak human language. Simply put, it was what people called a hornbill.

"You saved me. Our lady's little wolf, thank you!"

"Just eat."

As soon as I put the food dish inside the cage, the bird started chattering non-stop.

The talking hornbill had unusually green feathers. The hornbills in the world I came from usually had slightly white faces and completely black bodies.

"Did you know?"

"I said just eat."

Despite me feeding him, he kept trying to talk to me.

"Today is the day I died."

"What?"

"The me who never cared who our lady met has died, and I've been reborn as someone who supports you and our lady more than anyone. From today on, I too will be your supporter!"

"That's nice, but could you just eat first?"

"Thank you!"

Finally, the bird buried its head in the food-filled dish and shut up.

In the midst of the room filled with the sounds of strange animals eating...

Someone opened the door and entered the foyer. ...I definitely hadn't heard the elevator.

'Did I miss it?'

I thought I might not have heard it because I was focused on feeding these creatures.

"...Elena? Why are you here?"

"I just wanted to see you. Felicia isn't back yet anyway."

"Well, that's true."

"...But they're still so disgusting no matter how many times I see them."

Elena said this while keeping a good distance from Heb, who was quietly eating. Though she didn't stop approaching me.

"You're here! You damn muscle woman!"

Suddenly, someone started hurling insults at Elena. It was the hornbill who had just received food from me.

"...What?"

"Elena, just ignore him. He doesn't know anything."

"You damn bitch! Get away from our lady's little wolf right now! Get away!"

"..."

Thanks to the hornbill's words, I could clearly tell how Felicia normally thought of us.

I was Felicia's little wolf, and Elena was a damn muscle woman.

Elena strode toward the bird. The hornbill seemed to realize its mistake and closed its beak, but... it was already too late.

That damn bird-brain.

"Luke, move aside."

"Elena, wait."

I quickly stepped between Elena and the hornbill's cage. I didn't think Elena would take out her anger on such a creature.

Fortunately, or perhaps not, the elevator sound was heard in this situation.

"..."

Shortly after, with the sound of someone entering the room.

"What's this? What are you two doing here?"

The owner of this room, Felicia, had returned.

"My lady! This crazy woman is trying to kill me! She's trying to kill me!"

Not missing this opportunity, the damn hornbill started making noise again.

"...What?"

Hearing this, even Felicia seemed dumbfounded, wearing an expression of disbelief.
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"What's going on here?"

Felicia asked me, but I didn't have much to say.

"What's going on is that your crazy bird is talking nonsense."

Elena said while lightly tapping the birdcage containing the hornbill.

No, was it really just tapping? The hornbill inside was falling off its perch and going crazy from the cage being shaken around.

"Why don't you take your hands off the cage first? I don't want to ruin my good mood today because of you."

"Ha, is that so? Same here."

Elena seemed to feel there was no value in saying anything more to someone who spoke as if she were an obstacle.

I was greatly relieved to see her backing down so easily at this point.

"Luke, I'll be going now. See you in our room tomorrow."

"Alright."

While Elena moved to leave the room, Felicia approached me.

"..."

But after coming a certain distance, she frowned deeply.

"...Did you do it with Elena?"

"No, well..."

Damn it. Not being able to resist Elena's seduction and doing it once more in the afternoon had become my downfall.

I had completely cleaned up all traces of our night of passion and then forgotten about it. I must be crazy.

"Don't be too hard on my brother. Besides, we're married, so what's the problem?"

"...Elena, let me be honest. You've had plenty of opportunities to have a child with Luke. Why not just admit it now?"

"Felicia."

"What?"

I hurriedly tried to stop Felicia, but neither Elena nor Felicia paid any attention to me as they continued their conversation.

"Admit that you don't really love Luke."

"..."

Elena's expression instantly turned cold. It was less like she'd been hit in a vulnerable spot and more like she was thoroughly disgusted.

"I wondered what nonsense you were spouting, but it's just bullshit as expected. Say something like that one more time and I'll tear your mouth apart. Be careful."

"Elena."

"Luke, didn't you hear? She's the one picking a fight."

Elena reacted as if she found Felicia utterly contemptible for daring to comment on her love.

"Seems like I struck a nerve?"

"What?!"

"Felicia, stop. That's enough already."

"But it's true. You're just trying to keep me and Luke in check because our relationship threatens your power."

Despite my words, Felicia didn't stop her criticism of Elena.

It might be partially true. But I know Elena's changes better than Felicia does.

I've been by her side watching it happen.

If all the emotions and actions Elena has shown toward me were just an act... many actors in this world would starve to death and then some.

"You know what? I was Luke's wife long before someone like you came between us."

"Yes, a fake marriage. Your bad relationship was famous enough that all five Families knew about it. Fake love, fake sister. Do you like everything being fake?"

"..."

"Felicia, I said stop."

They both seemed to have chosen today as the day for this confrontation. What happened next was nothing short of chaos.

While I was trying to stop Felicia, Elena returned from the entrance and lunged at her.

There were no screams or curses to be heard. Elena used her superior physique to start choking Felicia with both hands.

"..."

But Felicia didn't just sit there. While trying to push away Elena's arms... she simultaneously wrapped her long tail roughly around Elena's neck and began to choke her.

A precarious situation with both of them choking each other.

Neither was holding back, both strangling with all their might. As a result, Elena's nails dug into Felicia's neck, and Felicia's tail wrapped roughly around Elena's neck, both their necks beginning to turn red.

"Heb!"

I did my best to separate them while calling for Heb.

"Screech!"

Heb, interrupting his meal, quickly flew over at the sight of the two women's injuries.

Elena flinched at Heb's sudden approach but didn't stop her attack on Felicia.

While Heb moved back and forth healing both their necks... I decided I had no choice but to use my last resort.

"Both of you, stop!"

As I shouted loudly, I struck Elena's jaw hard. Given our difference in build, I didn't hold back at all—it was a punch thrown with full force.

When the jaw is hit forcefully... the skull and meninges connected to the jaw withstand the impact, but the brain floating in cerebrospinal fluid receives the shock and inertia applied to the entire head, causing unconsciousness.

"Urgh!"

As Elena suddenly collapsed, Felicia was freed from being choked.

She roughly pushed Elena aside and got to her feet with my help. Heb attached himself to her, completely healing the wounds on her neck.

*

"..."

I was prepared to subdue Felicia too if necessary, but it didn't seem needed.

She was more concerned about whether the fight had affected the baby in her womb than about her own injuries.

"Felicia, I'll take Elena to her room and be right back."

"Alright."

No one spoke as I carried Elena out of Felicia's room.

Even the hornbill, which had been making noise earlier, was silent, perhaps shocked by the fight between the two women.

"Nngh..."

Moving Elena, who was much larger than me, was harder than I expected. Since she was completely unconscious, I had to bear all her weight.

"Elena, I'm sorry."

I said as I carefully laid my sister on the bed and covered her with a blanket.

Elena couldn't hear me, but I had no choice in that situation. Unlike Elena, Felicia was pregnant, and that kind of shock wouldn't be good for an expectant mother.

When I returned to Felicia's room, I checked on her condition.

"...The wounds won't leave scars. Are you hurt anywhere else besides your neck?"

"I'm fine. ...All thanks to Heb."

As I examined her neck, Felicia pointed to Heb, who was back to eating heartily.

"Luke, I'm fine now, so go take a bath first."

She apparently couldn't stand Elena's scent on my body. I did as she wished, finishing my bath before returning to her side.

"..."

Felicia silently rested her head on my shoulder, looking extremely tired.

"Luke, how many times did you do it with Elena?"

"Do you really need to ask that?"

"I didn't expect this while I was away briefly."

It was far more than brief, but I kept quiet. Even though she was absent, it was true that I had thoroughly enjoyed relations with Elena on a day meant to be with her.

"...At least you fed the animals in the meantime."

"That's how you caught me having been with Elena."

It's true that because I remembered to feed Felicia's animals, I forgot to bathe. Meanwhile, Felicia tapped me a few times as if I were hopeless, then gave up.

"Luke, what should we name our child?"

Felicia asked with an extremely tired face. Finally, the inevitable question.

"We don't know if it's a boy or girl yet, right?"

"Yes, I don't mind either way. Which do you prefer, Luke?"

"...Well, I don't think I'd care whether it's a son or daughter."

I didn't think my interest or affection would differ based on gender.

"If it's a boy, how about Vito? What do you think?"

Elena would probably be horrified if she heard. Vito was our father's name.

Of course, it was also the name of Felicia's father, Vito Marinelli.

From Felicia's perspective, it was a way to legitimately get under Elena's skin while claiming the most meaningful name.

"What if it's not a boy but a girl?"

"I haven't decided yet. Any good ideas?"

"How about your mother's name?"

"Then... Ayla Fellini."

My and Elena's mother, and Felicia's mother. Both had been deceased for a long time. Felicia seemed to like the idea I mentioned.

"Vito if it's a boy. Ayla if it's a girl. I like it."

"Really? That's good."

Despite her fatigue, Felicia seemed to want to make up for not being with me.

She stuck close to me and wouldn't separate even a little. Of course, while doing so, she checked how much I had fed the animals.

"...You did pretty well for your first time."

Felicia suddenly started writing something down.

"What are you writing?"

"I'm noting how much the animals eat. In case something like this happens again."

While she was busy writing down the animals' food portions, the telephone suddenly started ringing. I tactfully picked up the receiver, and Viola's voice came through.

"The lady isn't answering her phone."

"Ah, she's a bit busy at the moment."

I couldn't possibly say she was choking Felicia, got punched in the jaw by me, and was now unconscious. That would severely damage the boss's reputation.

"So what's going on?"

"My subordinates, with help from the Russo Family, have completed the subjugation of Englewood."

The subjugation of Englewood was supposed to be entirely handled by the Russo Family. That was the condition for returning the southern Haywoods territory we had occupied to them.

But Viola seemed to have accelerated Englewood's fall into her hands, even at the cost of mobilizing her own subordinates.

"Good work."

We needed to finish organizing the northeastern part of the city and claim it for our Family. Viola was one of the most suitable people to lead such a movement.

Besides her, the capo regimes of the northern and northeastern parts of the city were just a security chief who had disposed of his boss to become one, and the former boss of a dwarf gang who had surrendered to us.

But I couldn't decide alone without consulting Elena.

"Focus on organizing and stabilizing the area for a while."

"Yes, I was planning to do that anyway."

And so the brief call with Viola ended.

The evening of a day filled with many events.

Felicia and I headed to the hotel restaurant for dinner, and Elena appeared as if nothing had happened.

"..."

"..."

Elena and Felicia made no attempt to hide their hostility toward each other, but they didn't engage in physical confrontation at the dinner table.

"Luke, would you like to try this?"

"Ah, I'm fine."

In that awkward atmosphere, Felicia offered me some of her food, creating a warm appearance.

Elena naturally followed Felicia's actions, and I, who had only ordered a moderate amount of food, became the first among the three to get full.

"Elena, how's your neck?"

"...It's fine."

It was thanks to Heb's efforts. Elena seemed reluctant to admit that she had received help from that "disgusting moth."

Afterward, I checked with Elena again about dealing with the nun robbery gang.

"Don't worry. I'll handle them."

Elena and the capo regimes of the central city were planning to take action. Then I informed her about Viola's call while she was unconscious.

"Viola?"

I also conveyed that she had expedited the subjugation of Englewood by mobilizing not only the Russo Family but also her own forces, and had begun managing her territory.

"Since we've just redistributed territories. We should check on the capo regimes whose areas have changed."

"Yes, we should."

Elena sighed at the realization that she and I had a lot of work to do.

After a reasonable dinner time, I parted with Elena and spent a pleasant evening with Felicia.

Of course, Felicia seemed very tired. She fell asleep not long after lying down in bed with me.

Given what happened today, the usual Felicia would have had plenty of energy left for lovemaking.

"..."

Well, thanks to that, I who had been going at it non-stop with Elena could finally get some proper rest.

Tomorrow would be another day with Elena, but... it probably wouldn't be much different from today. Felicia's pregnancy news had clearly been a powerful stimulus.

This situation would likely continue until Elena became pregnant too.

The thought alone was frightening, but it was all my karma, so I couldn't blame anyone else.
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After the day with Felicia passed, the day to be with Elena returned.

I woke up early and finished preparing to head to Elena's room. Before leaving Felicia's room, I checked on the animals one last time and kissed her sleeping face.

She must have been tired, as she didn't react at all to my gesture.

At that moment.

Felicia suddenly grabbed my arm. This was clearly not a time when she would normally be awake.

"Felicia, were you awake?"

"...Luke, wait. Are you leaving already?"

Felicia asked while checking the time on the wall clock. Even as she spoke, she didn't let go of my arm.

"Yeah, I should get going now."

"Elena probably isn't even awake yet anyway."

After saying that, Felicia deliberately loosened her already disheveled nightgown.

"..."

Just then, the morning sunlight shone on her, adding vitality to her brilliant golden hair.

I remembered those moments when the sun had turned away from me, and she had suddenly come to me and shared her love.

"Luke, come here."

Felicia seemed impatient when she saw no reaction from me despite her efforts. I, who was already wavering, didn't resist as she pulled me forcefully.

How much time had passed?

It was certainly well past the time Elena would have woken up.

While I finished bathing and preparing to return to Elena's room, Felicia was still lying on the bed.

Her provocative appearance without a single thread of clothing. Moreover, she was thoroughly enjoying my gaze.

"Luke, how is it? Don't I make you feel much better than your sister?"

"Feli, let's not talk about that."

She was such a mischievous woman.

"Give me one last kiss before you go."

"...You've become even more flirtatious since getting pregnant."

"Really? ...Maybe so."

Felicia answered like that while enjoying a brief kiss with me.

"I'll be going now. If you feel anything unusual with your body, let me know right away."

"Yes, I will."

Not long after I left Felicia's room, she received a phone call.

"Hello, who is this?"

"It's me, miss."

The voice on the other end was extremely loud and crude.

The caller was a member of the Rat's Nest assigned to Felicia. Previously, the Felini Family had obtained a large amount of information from the Rat's Nest through the wolf Giovanni.

At that time, Felicia had advised her cute husband.

That the information from the Rat's Nest should only be used for reference. But it was certainly helpful for understanding the flow of events.

Above all, Felicia had been using the Rat's Nest even before the Felini Family.

And the Rat's Nest treated Felicia as a VIP, assigning her a dedicated member of their organization.

She didn't use their services frequently enough to warrant VIP treatment, but she was a power player in the Marinelli, one of the five families.

"Some information that might interest you, miss, has been reported to our Rat's Nest."

"Oh? Then could you send someone to deliver it to me?"

"Yes! Certainly, miss!"

The member tried his best to be polite, but there was nothing he could do about his loud voice. Her answer meant she was willing to pay for the information from them.

According to the member's explanation, there were two major pieces of important information.

One was related to Felicia's husband, Luke Felini, and the other was about an incident that occurred in the southern part of the city.

By the time Felicia finished her call with the Rat's Nest member,

I had already entered the room I shared with Elena.

"Luke, why are you so late?"

"Ah, I had something to take care of."

"...You didn't do anything with that woman, did you?"

Elena immediately approached me and began sniffing my body. Fortunately, since I had thoroughly bathed, there was nothing to catch me on.

"I see you've bathed."

Of course, the fact that I had bathed was enough to raise suspicion that there might have been something to hide.

"Did you really not do anything with that woman?"

"Elena, even though we did have that incident yesterday, Felicia seemed quite tired. She fell asleep quickly without any time for such things."

"...Alright."

Elena quickly dropped her suspicions after hearing my words. Of course, Felicia and I had actually indulged ourselves after waking up.

In any case, I had deceived Elena.

Feeling guilty, I gave her a gentle hug.

"Luke?"

Elena blushed and hugged me back even more tightly.

"I had a lot to talk about anyway."

"Yes, that's right."

There were things to check regarding Viola and the newly distributed territories.

"Let's start with Viola first."



Viola Carmen—her district, Englewood, was originally supposed to be subdued by the Russo Family.

However, due to her intervention, it became her territory faster than planned.

This was information Viola had directly shared with me while Elena was briefly unconscious yesterday. I shared this with Elena.

What was important was what came next.

I had a plan in mind.

We had succeeded in bringing the Russo Family to their knees, and the subjugation of Englewood was complete. But we couldn't stop there.

We needed to maintain momentum and subdue the remaining northeastern districts, and Viola seemed the most suitable person to oversee this series of movements.

I asked Elena what she thought about having Viola command Antonio Alini and Jacob Dread to handle the subjugation of the northeast.

"Just Viola?"

"We can assign someone to watch her if you prefer."

"The Russo guys might get sensitive about it... but well, we need to clean up the northeast anyway."

"Even if they react that way, we have sufficient justification."

Alini and Dread, given their territories, have both cooperative and confrontational relationships with other organizations in the northeast.

We could bring up these existing relationships, or claim that we're clearing the northeast first to prevent interference when helping the Russo Family if necessary.

The Russo Family needs our help to fight dangerous elements like the Viper.

We decided to proceed with my plan regarding Viola and the northeast. Elena chose Giovanni and his subordinate wolves as Viola's monitors.

They would serve as both monitors and firefighters, helping Viola with her work.

"Now let's talk about other areas. Starting with Granada."

"Do you have any news?"

"Yes, it seems he's expanding his territory."

With his skill in handling explosives, there shouldn't be much to worry about. The issue was the public attention drawn by such violent means.

"Then his district must be a sea of flames by now."

"No, not really. It seems he's conserving his explosives and expanding slowly."

"...Really? That's unexpected."

Elena seemed to share my surprise.

Next, Elena brought up Greenberg. Greenberg was the district taken by Gulliman, and the surrounding area was the district of Echelotti, who was originally Elena's subordinate.

The conflict between these two caporegimes was still ongoing. Elena had surely warned them about signs of conflict before.

"At least they're not clashing with the Marinelli side, which is fortunate."

"Yes, but it's not good to have disturbances in areas bordering Marinelli."

Elena seemed unwilling to let the disturbances in Greenberg and its surroundings continue.

"Should we deal with both of them?"

It would be unfortunate for Cambara, but if necessary, we had no choice.

"No, I'll just deal with Echelotti."

"...Huh?"

Elena then mentioned that Echelotti had again strongly provoked Zakaya. Previously, it had always been Echelotti who disturbed the otherwise peaceful Zakaya.

"Are you sure it's okay? He was your subordinate."

"Luke, it's precisely because he was my subordinate that I'm doing this. Doesn't Echelotti know my personality?"

In short, Echelotti had committed these acts despite knowing his boss's character well.

He had violated his boss's orders multiple times, resulting in conflicts with other caporegimes and nearly causing negative impacts on relationships with neighboring families.

'The justification is sufficient.'

"Should I go personally?"

"I'd appreciate that... but are you sure?"

"That would actually be more fitting. I'll approach under the pretense of mediating the relationship between Echelotti and Zakaya, and then handle it."

"Good, proceed that way."

The boss and under boss—the family's power players—had agreed to Echelotti's death.

"Elena, what will you do with Echelotti's district?"

"I'm thinking of handing it all over to Gulliman."

Certainly, Gulliman's members, the alligator-men and shark-men, are considerable forces.

However, Elena said she would hand it over if they succeeded in bringing more members from all over the city outskirts to Greenberg.

I had no reason to object to Elena's plan. Rather, it was good news to deliver to Cambara.

*

"I also have something to discuss about the central part of the city."

"Yes, those nun robbers."

"There's been some progress regarding them."

"Really?"

It seems there had been changes in the situation while my two wives and I were engaged in those activities yesterday. It was clear from the fact that Elena was only now mentioning these changes to me.

"First, regarding the location of the robber gang—they were in the northeastern part of Lumini's district."

"Did Lumini make the first move?"

"Yes. But they were quick and weren't completely caught."

"Do we know where they are now?"

"The southern part of Vanella's district. It's not certain, but judging by the direction they moved, they should be around there."

Learning from Lumini's failure to catch the nun robbers, it seems Vanella and Lumini are planning to cooperate this time to handle the situation perfectly.

"It doesn't seem like you need to step in."

The robbers' escape from Lumini's attack was probably just luck. But now with Vanella involved too, that luck would likely run out.

"I think so too... but just to be safe."

Elena said she planned to send her subordinates to the border between Vanella's district and her own.

The intention was to preemptively block the robbers if they tried to escape into Elena's territory.

"By the way, Hagen didn't specifically ask for them to be captured alive, did he?"

"No, he didn't. Neither Hagen nor the bishop would make such a request in the first place."

Unless there was a clear vendetta. Besides, Hagen was a businessman, and Bishop Smith was a clergyman. Such people wouldn't handle targets directly.

"Then I'll tell Vanella and Lumini to proceed as planned."

"Good."

I also had preparations to make for dealing with Echelotti.

"Are you leaving already?"

"I'm just going to the academy for a bit. I need to prepare some things to handle Echelotti."

"...Alright."

Elena saw me off with obvious reluctance, then went about her own tasks.

She informed Echelotti and Zakaya that the under boss would be visiting soon to mediate their dispute.

The two caporegimes were probably thinking the same thing.

That they would be the ones to benefit from this mediation.

Ch.52 - God... (4)
Before Etchelotti's execution, I planned to visit the Academy's union office.

And while I was heading to the Academy, two capo regimes in the central city, Richard Banella and Vincent Lumini, made their moves.

Banella was the first to act.

"Alright, boys, let's get started."

After receiving the boss's orders, Banella's subordinates began combing through the southern part of their territory like they were hunting rats.

"Boss, what should we do with those women when we catch them? Should we take them alive?"

"No, the lady said that won't be necessary. She just told us to take care of them."

"So we just kill them, right?"

"Hmm... that would be a waste."

"What?"

"Hey, no strange ideas. Let's handle this properly this time."

When Banella left an ambiguous implication, his second-in-command quickly intervened. Like Banella, his second-in-command was also human—a rarity among the mafia in this city.

His name was Hugh Dance.

Unlike Banella, who used the name Ricardo Banella instead of his real name Richard, Dance strictly maintained his human name.

"No, this case is different. And when have we ever failed to handle a job properly?"

Banella was very grateful to Lumini for letting the nun robbery gang escape.

He had been getting headaches trying to manage various aspects of the new central city territory he'd acquired. Banella's new base was still in a suitable junkyard in the district.

Anyway, thanks to Lumini, he could enjoy himself a little.

"Let's divide our men into two groups. Half will thoroughly search the south, and the other half will guard the southern borders to prevent them from escaping."

"Ah, we don't need to worry about the lady's side. Her subordinates said they'd handle it."

"Then we only need to focus on the north, west, and south, not the east."

"The south should be fine too, since Lumini's men will be coming up from there, right?"

"I don't trust those bastards."

Dance didn't trust Lumini and his subordinates, even if he trusted the boss's men. His skepticism wasn't unfounded, given their previous failure to capture the robbery gang.

"Don't be like that. Just block the north and west. Have the men we send to the east and south look for those women."

"Well, if we catch them before they escape, that's all that matters."

Dance didn't argue further with Banella's decision.

And so, with all of Ricardo Banella's subordinates and associates mobilized, the search for the robbery gang began.

The family boss, Elena Pellini, had estimated that the robbery gang was hiding in the southern part of Banella's territory. This judgment was based on the direction they had fled from Lumini's territory.

Banella also agreed with the boss's assessment.

Otherwise, he wouldn't have deployed his men on such a large scale.

The southern part of Banella's territory couldn't help but be disturbed by the sudden appearance of unwelcome visitors.

Not all mafiosi in Heavily dressed this way, but Banella's subordinates wore typical mafia attire.

Fedoras, suits, trench coats, cigarettes.

They also carried firearms and weapons, making their movements somewhat unnatural—a perfect fit. Occasionally, some had their collars undone, long hair, or used cheap cologne.

The citizens of this city knew more about the mafia than the mafiosi themselves realized.

Unaware of this fact, Banella and Dance were directing and receiving reports on everything happening in the southern district from their junkyard base.

"Boss, we have a witness who saw those women."

"Really? Where?"

"Near the Blue Angel Hotel, they say."

"...What? They've been staying at a hotel?"

"Well, to be precise, it's an inn near the hotel."

It was exactly like the saying about darkness under the lamp.

"Good, then first surround the hotel and the inn. But be careful not to attract attention."

"Yes, sir."

At Dance's instruction, Banella's subordinates began moving busily. As Dance was watching them... he saw Banella getting into a car with some of his men.

"What the hell?! Where are you going?"

"Where do you think! I'm going there myself."

Dance thought this was completely unnecessary, but it was already too late.

Banella wasn't the type to be stopped just because Dance tried to stop him.

Shortly after, more and more people began gathering near the Blue Angel Hotel and the surrounding inn. Dance had clearly ordered them to be discreet, but that order wasn't being followed at all.

"Boss, I think too many men have gathered. Should we pull some back?"

"No, it's fine. At this point, they've probably noticed us already anyway."

Banella decided not to overthink it.

"Not everyone—just a few of you come with me."

Unlike Dance, the subordinates tried to dissuade their boss. But it was futile.

And so Banella and his men headed toward the inn near the hotel where the robbery gang was supposedly staying.

"...."

As soon as they entered the inn, an unnatural atmosphere enveloped them.

The employee at the counter looked extremely tense, and young women could be seen throughout the inn.

They had definitely been described as disguised as nuns, so they couldn't be men. If men had disguised themselves as nuns, he was ready to kill them immediately for blasphemy.

"Hey, I have some business with guests staying at this inn."

"...."

"Hey, when someone talks to you, you should answer."

When the employee didn't respond, one of Banella's men cut in.

"Just answer yes or no."

"...Wait a minute. If I do that, I'll die."

Despite Banella's words, the employee gave an answer that was neither yes nor no. One of Banella's subordinates was about to use force.

But before he could, Banella grabbed the employee's jaw and responded.

"If you don't talk, you'll die by my hand. Choose."

Banella's subordinates were ready to draw their guns at any moment. There was a high probability that the people around them were the robbery gang.

The women's gazes were clearly directed at Banella and his men.

"...Is that little drama over now?"

"What?"

Banella turned his head toward the source of the voice.

"You're here to see us anyway, right? Why don't you stop tormenting that poor guy?"

...They were supposed to be the nun robbery gang.

But the woman who revealed herself looked nothing like a nun.

She seemed to be a head taller than Banella, which made her quite tall considering Banella himself wasn't short.

"...."

Banella slowly examined her appearance. She looked human on the surface, but her slightly greenish skin and the glimpse of fangs clearly indicated she was a hybrid.

Though he wasn't sure what species she was mixed with. Maybe an orc or a werewolf? Something like that, he guessed.

"Are you that famous nun robbery gang everyone's talking about?"

"Yes."

"Good, then let's talk."

"What?"

Banella advised the leader of the robbery gang to send away all the others around them.

The gang members reacted negatively to Banella's suggestion while keeping watch on their surroundings, but the leader readily accepted it.

As if Banella posed no threat to her whatsoever. So the two headed to a suitable room.

The two entered the room, but neither sat down.

"You know that this place is wolf territory, right?"

"Yeah, I know. So what? We haven't bothered any of you."

"...."

Banella began to wonder how to explain this complicated situation. At first, he had simply planned to deal with these fake nuns somehow.

"There are people who don't like those who pretend to be nuns."

"What, now you're wiping the asses of such people? You've really fallen low."

"...."

"And remember this one thing, you stupid bastard. We're not pretending to be nuns—we were originally nuns."

This was an unexpected situation.

Banella had clearly heard from the boss that they were just pretending to be nuns.

If they were real nuns who had become a robbery gang, there must be a reason, and that reason was likely related to the people who had ordered their elimination.

But now there was something more important than that.

"You're real nuns?"

"I said we were nuns."

She was irritated at having to repeat herself.

Now that Banella had finished his final confirmation... it was time to do what he had intended to do.

*

While Banella was dealing with the nun robbery gang.

I stopped by the Academy's union office and then headed to Greenberg.

The Lupus Carlton Hotel, where my two wives were staying, was on the way, but I headed straight to Greenberg without getting distracted.

My armored car and several escort vehicles appeared at the designated meeting place.

"Boss, please wait a moment."

"Sure."

The driver didn't stop the car immediately but circled around so that the rear of the armored car faced Zakaya and Etchelotti.

As soon as I got out, the driver and another wolf from the passenger seat climbed into the back seat and began preparing something.

"Don Pellini!"

"...."

On one side stood Etchelotti and his subordinates, and on the opposite side were Zakaya and the Gully Men.

Etchelotti addressed me with a respectful title, as if all his previous misdeeds had never happened. Meanwhile, Zakaya quietly maintained his position.

"Well, I assume you both heard from Elena?"

"Yes, of course I did."

"Yes."

Etchelotti had already approached me. He was looking down at me. It was inevitable due to our height difference, but it irritated me greatly.

"...."

Before making my final move.

I did a final check.

The preparations for the armored car seemed complete, and the men who had gotten out of the escort vehicles had taken their positions. The wolves who had approached the two capo regimes with me were likely ready as well.

"Etchelotti, I have something to say to you first."

"Yes?"

Etchelotti seemed to be expecting what I was about to say.

But instead, I kicked him hard below the knee and quickly made him kneel. I wasted no time and used minimal movement to accomplish this.

"...Ugh!"

Etchelotti only opened his mouth after everything had happened.

At that moment.

The machine gun installed in the back seat of my armored car spewed fire.

Immediately, sparks flew around as bullets traveled at tremendous speed, mercilessly penetrating the bodies of Etchelotti's subordinates.

Etchelotti's men at the scene couldn't properly respond to the sudden event. They just staggered and fell.

Those missed by the machine gun became prey for the other wolves.

"D-Don Pellini! What is this—"

"Elena surely warned you. Not to cause any problems."

"Wait, wait! There's some misunderstanding—"

I grabbed Etchelotti's chin with one hand. And with the gun in my other hand, I shot him in the face.

Shooting him at such close range naturally splattered blood on my face and clothes.

Shot in the face, Etchelotti didn't die instantly but trembled violently, though that was all. The wolves near me put a few more bullets into the back of his head and stomach.

Etchelotti's summary execution ended like this.

"Take care of the rest of them too."

"Yes, boss."

My wolves didn't stop there. They moved to deal with Etchelotti's subordinates who weren't present.

However, I instructed them to only eliminate those who resisted. There was no need to kill those who surrendered.

"Zakaya. Come here."

"...."

Samia Zakaya seemed shocked by what had unfolded before his eyes. Perhaps that's why he didn't respond immediately when I called him.

"Zakaya!"

"Yes, yes!"

He seemed completely terrified and intimidated.

"This is Elena's decision."

"Am I... going to be okay?"

"Yes, since Etchelotti started this problem anyway. Your response will be considered self-defense."

I also conveyed the other matters Elena had decided to Zakaya.

Etchelotti's territory would become Zakaya's territory, but there was one condition.

He needed to bring more Gully Men to Greenberg. It was necessary to fill the void created by the execution of Etchelotti and his forces. It was essential for Zakaya to have that capability.

"Can you do that?"

"Yes."

That was all of Zakaya's answer. I had nothing more to hear, so I left the scene.

I headed to Etchelotti's territory, not the Academy. I needed to check if the other wolves had handled things properly.

*

Meanwhile, in the central city, Lumini, who had moved a step behind Banella, arrived at the scene.

"What's going on? Why are you just guarding the area?"

"Our boss went inside."

"...."

Lumini and his subordinates joined Banella's men who were blockading the hotel and the nearby inn.

Afterward, Lumini confirmed that Banella had already entered the building where the robbery gang was located.

"Banella!"

Lumini and his men barged into the inn.

"Capture all those bitches!"

Their arrival ended the strange standoff between Banella's subordinates and the nun robbery gang. The subordinates of the two capo regimes began to subdue the gang members.

Lumini headed toward the room where Banella had reportedly gone with the gang's leader.

"...."

Strange sounds coming from inside.

With a suspicious thought, he knocked on the door, but there was no response.

"Boss, could this be..."

Before Lumini's subordinate could finish, Lumini kicked the door. After several attempts, the door finally gave way.

What Lumini saw when he entered the room was...

Banella engaged in an intense act with a large woman in a nun's habit.

"...."

Speechless at the sight, Lumini left the room and looked at the chaotic inn.

He wondered what on earth he was doing here.

Ch.53 - New Concept ??? (1)
Looking at the conclusion first, Vanella and Lumini succeeded in dealing with the nun robbery gang.

There was one thing that exceeded Lumini's expectations in the process, though. Lumini immediately reported this to the boss.

Of course, what happened between Vanella and the leader of the robbery gang... had to be somewhat sanitized.

"What?!"

"We've still captured all of them. Miss, what should we do now?"

"...Wait a moment."

After quickly ending Lumini's call, Elena said nothing and simply pressed her fingers against her brow.

"What's wrong? What happened?"

I was right beside Elena, having just returned from Ecelloti's territory.

Until just a moment ago, I had been reporting the results of Ecelloti's execution. We had dealt with Ecelloti and his subordinates at the scene, then headed to Ecelloti's territory to go through a sort of weeding-out process with the remaining subordinates.

Few resisted after hearing about Ecelloti's demise and that it was the boss's orders.

Most of the organization members threw down their weapons and surrendered, and those guys were lucky enough to keep their lives.

After all, the ones who did wrong in this matter weren't them, but their boss, Ecelloti.

"Vanella caused trouble again."

"What kind of trouble?"

"..."

Elena's face reddened even before she could tell me what she'd heard from Lumini.

"It seems Lumini rounded up the rest while that bastard was doing strange things with the leader of the robbery gang."

Strange things?

"Elena, the leader of the robbery gang is a woman, right?"

Since they were posing as nuns, they must be women. I'd thought about this before, but I didn't even want to imagine men pretending to be nuns.

"...Yes."

"Then I can guess what happened."

"But apparently they weren't just posing as nuns, they were real nuns."

"...Hagen and the bishop never mentioned that."

Well, I could easily guess why they hadn't mentioned it.

If it came to light that a robbery gang posing as nuns were actually former nuns, the religious community would face considerable criticism.

"Then we have something to take up with them."

I decided to take on the task of confronting Hagen and Bishop Smith about this matter.

"Elena, the robbery gang isn't dead yet, right?"

"No, Lumini says they're still alive."

It seems they captured everyone, including the leader who thoroughly enjoyed herself with Vanella.

From what Elena heard from Lumini, the leader was quite a large woman. Bedding a large nun. That was just like the madman Vanella.

"Luke, why don't you take off your clothes first?"

"Ah."

I just realized that I hadn't changed clothes because I was busy reporting to Elena as soon as I arrived at the hotel. Or maybe I'd just gotten too used to these things.

When I shot Ecelloti in the head at close range, the red blood splatter that flew everywhere looked almost like modern art.

"Go wash up first. I'll take care of your clothes."

"No, I can handle it myself..."

Come to think of it, I think I had a similar situation with Felicia. Before I could finish speaking, Elena started undressing me.

Her self-interested touches as she occasionally felt my body were just a bonus.

"...Elena."

"What's the big deal? It's not like touching will wear it out."

I wondered if this Elena was really the same Elena I'd known all my life in this world. Can people change this much?

After a quick wash in the bathroom, I came out to continue our conversation.

"Men really do wash quickly."

"Of course. For one thing, our hair length is different."

I'm also not particularly concerned about grooming myself.

"..."

"Elena, do you have something to say?"

It was obvious from the way she was rolling her eyes while clearly looking at me. When Elena acted like that, it meant she had something to say.

"While you were washing, Vanella contacted us."

"What did he say?"

Don't tell me he's already developed feelings for the nun he slept with in such a short time?

"He's asking us to hold off on killing the robbery gang members, saying he'll handle them properly."

"..."

At Vanella's request, I frowned and pressed my fingers against my brow, just as Elena had done earlier.

"We need to deal with them thoroughly to satisfy Hagen and the bishop."

"Well, they were the ones who hid things from us first."

Right, those guys didn't say a word about the nun robbery gang actually being former nuns when they assigned us this job.

It was something they could only do if they saw us as mere errand boys.

"So how does Vanella plan to handle them?"

"He wants to put those nuns in charge of the orphanages we operate."

Elena relayed more of what Vanella had said.

That what matters is stopping the nun robbery gang's activities, and that he had gotten promises from all members of the gang that they would never pose as nuns again.

And on top of that, entrusting the operation of orphanages to these real nuns.

The Fellini Family operates several orphanages in this city. There are mainly two reasons why we, as a mafia, run orphanages.

First, they can be used as tax havens for money laundering.
Second, to train promising orphans to become wolves.

Despite these purposes, the orphanages we operate are run properly.

There's no point in abusing children or doing strange things that could cause problems if we get caught.

However, given the purpose of running orphanages, there have always been staffing issues.

Former nuns who've killed a few people...

I couldn't think of better talent for running a mafia family's orphanages.

"Elena, what do you think?"

"It makes sense. The orphanages have always been an issue."

The issue Elena mentioned was likely the same one I was thinking of—staffing for operations.

"The robbery gang members would choose to live rather than die anyway."

"...It's not like those women have a choice in this situation."

Our opinions aligned. Vanella's proposal was quite reasonable, so we decided to grant his request.

Elena then called Vanella directly.

"Vanella, it's me."

I could hear the loud noise coming from the other end of the line.

Of course, I couldn't hear it clearly due to the distance, but it was obvious that Vanella was eagerly anticipating what Elena had to say.

"We'll do as you suggested. We'll let those women run the orphanages."

But there were conditions.

Although they were former nuns, they would not show any signs of being nuns.
And they would not commit any other crimes while running our family's orphanages, including robbery gang activities.

Lastly, if any problems arose, Vanella would be held responsible.

"Understood."

I could hear the loud response from the other end of the line. This time I heard it very clearly, probably because I had moved closer to Elena.

*

Elena told Vanella that the details would be communicated through the consigliere.

"I wonder how Salmo will react when he hears what Vanella did."

"He'll say he's crazy, of course."

'Madman' Vanella. He truly lived up to his nickname. Still, he had clearly presented a use for the nuns, proving once again that he wasn't stupid.

"He's really a strange one."

"He's strange even among the mafia, and strange even among humans."

The nun robbery gang issue was settled, and we had executed the caporegime who had been causing problems within the family.

Now we needed to reorganize internally due to the new territory distribution, and then resume activities.

There was also the matter of forming a new five-family organization with the Marinelli, Solomon, and Russo families.

"It's already this late."

After finishing the call with Vanella, I checked the time and saw it was when we would normally enjoy dinner.

"Elena, go to the restaurant first. I'll bring Felicia."

"...Don't take any detours, come straight there. Got it?"

"Got it."

Since we just needed to take the elevator from the top floor, her warning about not taking detours probably meant... don't make love to Felicia without her.

I answered that I understood.

While Elena headed to the elevator first, I went to Felicia's room.

As soon as I opened the door, I saw Felicia standing by the window holding Heb.

"Felicia."

"Welcome."

Judging by her expression, she seemed to have deliberately stayed still even though she knew I had entered.

"Time seems to pass so slowly. I wish our child would be born soon."

Felicia said this while caressing her lower abdomen.

"Heb, go play for a bit."

She then threw Heb from her hands. But as Heb naturally left Felicia's hands...

It naturally made a circle in the air and landed back on top of Felicia's head.

"..."

I couldn't help but laugh at the sight.

Felicia's frozen expression when Heb moved differently than she expected was too funny.

"Feli, let's leave Heb and go have dinner."

"Just a moment."

Felicia wanted to feed her pets, including Heb. By now I had gotten the hang of it, so I helped Felicia prepare food for the various animals.

It's natural that a job done by two people finishes faster than when done by one.

Heb, the hornbill, and the other animals were busy eating the food given to them.

"Alright, let's go now."

"Luke. There's some news from the rat hole that concerns you."

"...Me?"

She had clearly said that information from the rat hole was only for reference.

But seeing her serious expression, it seemed this wasn't information that could be easily dismissed, even taking that into account.

"What is it?"

"I think they found your biological sibling."

"What?"

I wondered what she was talking about.

I have a biological sibling? Well, a woman who abandoned her child once on the street... could certainly do it twice.

When I actually heard those words, I was speechless.

"...Are you sure?"

"No, it's just information from the rat hole, so it's not certain."

Felicia said this and then showed me a photograph from the bundle of information received from the rat hole. Interestingly, it wasn't a black and white photo but a color one.

Those rat hole guys. Were they advanced enough to take color photos?

"..."

A woman in the photo.

Although her face was covered with a mask, her hair color was clearly the same as mine, and... judging by the long, straight ears, she was also an elf like me.

It might be an overreach to say she's my sister just because we have the same hair color, but my hair color was rather unique.

Except for when Elena dyed her hair to match mine, I had never seen anyone with the same hair color as me.

"So who is this woman in the photo?"

"Doesn't the mask look familiar?"

Hearing Felicia's words, I wondered if this was all just a coincidence.

That I might have a biological sibling, and that this sibling happens to be a subordinate of Rita Carmen.

***

Here's Elena Fellini's rough draft!

You've already seen it?!

This is the intermediate sketch I received early this morning!

Her face has become prettier, and there have been various changes. I requested some modifications at this stage, and the revised version has been replaced.

The completion will likely be later than the scheduled date of August 3rd, but doesn't it look beautiful?!

Ch.54 - New Concept Orphanage (2)
Felicia's revelation about my sibling's whereabouts.

It was shocking and provocative, but... after calming myself down for a moment, my perspective changed. Nothing was certain yet.

"Feli, what's your intention in telling me this?"

"I can look into it further if you want."

"I appreciate the thought, but..."

"I know, it's not a significant connection for you. But still, this could be your only remaining family member."

"Elena is enough family for me."

"She seems to want to be treated as your wife, not just family."

"Feli, a wife is family too."

That wasn't what Felicia meant, but I glossed over it for now.

Of course, to be more precise about what she meant, it would be more accurate to say 'treated as a woman' rather than 'as a wife.'

"Luke, how could a wife turn away from a woman who might be her husband's sister?"

"...Fine."

Felicia knew exactly how to handle me. What husband could refuse when his lovely wife put it that way?

"I knew you'd agree."

She approached me, attempting to kiss me. I carefully held her waist and returned the kiss.

"Just don't tell Elena about this."

"Why? Afraid that fake sister of yours might get jealous?"

"Feli, don't call Elena that."

Felicia easily became emotional when it came to Elena-related matters, despite normally being calm and intellectual.

"Luke, isn't hiding it more deceptive?"

She had a point. I just wasn't sure what her intentions were in saying it.

"I should get going now."

"Right, your sister lacks patience after all."

Felicia hadn't forgotten what I'd said earlier. At least this time she didn't call Elena fake.

When we finally arrived at the restaurant, Elena greeted us with narrowed eyes.

"What took you so long?"

"Would it kill you to have some patience?"

"How about you develop some basic dining etiquette? Don't you see how late you are?"

This time, Elena's argument seemed more logical. Felicia must have realized it too, as she didn't argue further.

"We had something important to discuss."

"What was it about?"

"It's not something you'd be happy to hear..."

"Luke, what nonsense has that woman been feeding you now?"

"Calm down, Elena. Felicia was the one who said you should know about this too."

"..."

Even after hearing my words, Elena couldn't hide her suspicious glare toward Felicia.

"Feli, show Elena the photo."

"Here you go."

Elena examined the color photograph Felicia handed her.

Judging by her unwavering gaze, she didn't seem to understand what we were trying to convey.

"What's so special about this picture?"

"Elena, this is probably something you know better than I do."

"What?"

"Have you ever seen anyone with the same hair color as Luke?"

Elena gave Felicia a look that suggested the question was absurd.

"Is my hair just a decoration?"

"...Yours is dyed."

I immediately answered as Elena proudly stroked her hair. Felicia looked like she might have cursed if I hadn't spoken first.

"I was just joking."

"So have you seen anyone like that? Or not?"

"Not in my memory."

Elena answered Felicia's question seriously.

Light beige. Honestly, in the world I came from, it was a color you could achieve with bleach.

However, in this world where black and white TVs existed but color TVs didn't yet, it wasn't a hair color you'd commonly see.

"What about you, Luke?"

"My memory's a bit hazy, but... I don't think I've seen anyone."

I couldn't remember every person I'd encountered in this world. However, if I had seen someone with such unusual hair color like mine, I would certainly remember.

"Now, look at the photo again."

"..."

It seemed Elena had noticed something about the woman in the photo.

"She has the same hair color as Luke and she's also an elf of the same race. Could this be a coincidence?"

"...It must be a coincidence. But why is this woman wearing that mask?"

Elena pointed at the woman in the photo. Her reaction was identical to mine.

"Can't you tell? She belongs to the Carmen Family. She's one of Rita Carmen's subordinates."

"So... you're saying that Luke has a biological sister, and she happens to be working under that woman? Do you really think that makes sense?"

"The family of an adopted son the Godfather had her eye on. That's exactly the kind of nasty thing that woman would think of."

"..."

I couldn't deny what Felicia was suggesting.

Rita Carmen.
That woman had loved our father.

My father and Rita Carmen were the leaders of the Wolf and the Spider, tools of the Five Families. Perhaps there was a sense of kinship between them because of that.

Of course, Carmen's first love ended in heartbreak when my father married Elena's mother.

The rejected Carmen transformed overnight from my father's ally to his enemy.

After taking over the Marmala Family, she and the Spider became part of the Five Families and resisted my father, eventually submitting to him.

Given this chain of love and hatred, it wouldn't be surprising if that woman was behind those who killed my father.

"That gloomy woman is certainly capable of such a thing."

"So what? Nothing is certain yet."

Elena maintained her earlier attitude even after hearing my response. She then asked Felicia about the source of this information.

"The Rat's Nest."

"What? You're making all this fuss over information from those Rat's Nest guys?"

"Don't worry. Since Luke has given permission, I plan to continue investigating whether that woman is really Luke's sister."

"...Luke?"

"It's fine to look into it a bit more, isn't it?"

Elena quickly turned to me when she heard I had given permission. Her expression revealed deep betrayal.

I tried to gently persuade her. After all, Elena was my true family, more than some vague biological sister I never knew existed.

"...Fine."

"And there's one more thing. This is also information from the Rat's Nest, along with the photo I just showed you."

"What else is there?"

It seemed there was something more that she hadn't told me either. The three of us ordered our meals while listening to Felicia.

"It looks like black gangs are gathering in the southern part of the city."

"Now everyone and their dog is coming here."

Elena said exactly what I was thinking. While it wasn't directly related to the Pellini Family, it was different for the Marinelli Family.

*

While we were discussing the black gangs.

The leader of the Nun Robbers was listening to Vanella about what was going to happen next.

"...What are you saying?"

"You heard me clearly."

Vanella responded with a much more relaxed attitude compared to when they first met.

"The Godmother has given permission."

"Godmother?"

"The late Godfather's daughter. The boss of the Pellini Family."

The title Vanella used was an unfamiliar one, adapted to match Elena Pellini's gender.

"Our family runs orphanages. All you and your sisters need to do is help operate them."

"..."

"It's good for you because none of you die, and it's good for us because we don't have to shed blood. A win-win ending, don't you think?"

"These aren't ordinary orphanages, are they?"

"You're right. They're not ordinary orphanages. You could call them tax havens. Legal entities like orphanages are taxed less, you know."

Vanella also mentioned something famous associated with the Pellini Family—the Wolf, notorious as the executioner of the Five Families.

"What do orphanages have to do with the Wolf?"

"Orphans who show promise become the Wolf."

"...You want us to help with that?"

"It's okay to kill people, but not okay to help orphans become the Wolf?"

Vanella, who usually didn't treat his women roughly, responded with a look of disbelief.

"The people we killed were bankers. Parasites who sucked the life out of ordinary people."

"Not all children become the Wolf. Only a select few are chosen."

Most importantly, Vanella mentioned the crucial part.

"The Godmother has given you two choices: either live helping us at the orphanages, or die by our hands. Even if you're lucky enough to survive, the Finance King and the religious establishment won't leave you alone."

"..."

To convince her, Vanella clearly identified the forces behind this situation.

Finance King J.P. Hagen and the religious establishment of Heville. The Nun Robbers couldn't possibly stand against even just the Pellini Family, let alone these powers.

"Fine. We'll do it."

"Good! You've made the right decision!"

The leader of the robbers quickly made her decision, considering both her life and the lives of the sisters who followed her.

As the saying goes, 'A flea on your neck is better than flowers on a hearse.'

"But will Hagen and the religious establishment give up on us so easily?"

"Don't worry about that. The Godmother will take care of it."

Vanella didn't know exactly what justification Elena and Luke would use to confront Hagen and the religious establishment.

But what was clear was this:

He had convinced the boss about how to use the Nun Robbers, and the boss had approved. He believed the boss and under-boss would handle everything else.

"Let's move locations first."

Vanella and his subordinates began moving the Nun Robbers to orphanages located in the eastern part of the city under cover of darkness.

Lumini and his subordinates helped by controlling the scene, but left the actual transfer of the robbers entirely to Vanella's team.

The Nun Robbers, about 30 in number, were scattered among various orphanages operated by associates of the Pellini Family.

To ensure they could never pose as nuns again, all their habits and other nun-related items were disposed of.

While all this was happening elsewhere in the city.

At the Lupus Carlton Hotel, my two wives and I finished dinner and returned to our respective rooms.

Tonight was my night with Elena.

As soon as we entered the room, Elena asked me matter-of-factly:

"Luke, shall we do it tonight too?"

"...It's hard to believe you were a virgin until recently."

"So are we doing it or not?"

"Of course we are."

From the top floor of the hotel, we could see the city's night view and the endless night sky and sea.

Making love amid such magnificent scenery was extremely pleasant. However... throughout the entire time, I could sense Elena's anxiety.

"Elena, you don't need to worry so much."

"..."

I couldn't tell exactly what was bothering her.

Was it the fact that Felicia got pregnant first? Or the possibility that I might have a biological sister?

Since Elena and I had been intimate regularly, it was certain that a child would come naturally. It just needed time.

After comforting and soothing Elena, I fell asleep without realizing it. Only when the morning sunlight began tickling my eyes did I finally wake up.

I never imagined I'd be sleeping on top of Elena's body, though.
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When I woke up, I found myself on top of Elena's naked body.

Trying to make sense of the situation, I traced back through my memories of last night.

"..."

I figured I must have fallen asleep on top of her after thoroughly enjoying our time together.

I planned to quietly slip away without waking her. However...

"Elena?"

Elena was unconsciously holding me tight in her arms. She was embracing me like a child, making it difficult for me to escape.

'I guess there's no helping it.'

To be honest, being pressed against Elena's body like this wasn't exactly unpleasant.

I was hoping she would wake up soon.

Suddenly, I heard the front door of our room opening.

'Who could that be?'

It seemed strange for it to be a wolf coming to report something to me.

Most likely, it was one of my other wives.

"...Luke?"

"Feli, is that you?"

Sure enough, I heard Felicia's voice.

She wore an incredulous expression at the sight of me lying naked on the bed, held in Elena's embrace.

"What are you doing right now?"

"I'm being held captive by Elena."

"..."

Unlike me, Felicia didn't seem to care whether Elena woke up or not.

Her only concern right now was getting her husband back to where he belonged. In other words, normalizing the situation.

"Honestly."

Felicia spoke with a voice tinged with displeasure. Then she roughly unwound Elena's arms from around me.

"Feli, don't be too rough. You might wake Elena."

"I don't care."

"..."

Despite her words, Elena didn't wake up until I had escaped from her embrace.

It wasn't so much that Felicia was being considerate... Elena just seemed to be in a deep sleep. Understandable, given how intense our lovemaking had been the night before.

"Luke, let's go."

"W-wait a minute."

Felicia tried to take me away while I was still naked, but that was a bit too much.

I quickly put on some clothes before following Felicia out of the room. Of course, I didn't forget to cover Elena with a blanket so she wouldn't get cold.

"I'll take a bath first."

"Yes, having Elena's scent on you is quite unpleasant."

"Elena would probably feel the same way, you know?"

"I don't care, I just don't like it."

Felicia was so adamant that I didn't argue further.

But before I could head to the bathroom, Heb came flying from somewhere.

"Heb?"

"Keeeeek!"

He suddenly clung to my back and moved around.

"...Looks like you had some intense fun with Elena?"

The wounds that Heb was healing on my back were scratches Elena had left in the throes of pleasure last night.

Felicia, who obviously knew this, glared at me, but I quickly escaped to the bathroom.

"Heb, that's enough now."

I sent Heb out of the bathroom before washing. When I put him down outside, he stayed there instead of going elsewhere.

It was unusual behavior for him, but after a quick bath, I returned to Felicia.

Felicia immediately embraced me when I returned from my bath, as if this was how her husband should properly be.

"Nothing happened last night, right?"

"No, if anything, I was lonely without you."

Felicia said, nuzzling her face against mine. At times like this, Elena and Felicia were exactly the same.

"Feli, so what's happening with my sister?"

"Ah, I was just about to tell you."

She shared the information she had gathered with me. It was mostly about my biological sister.

"Her name is Veronica Carmen. She's an orphan just like you."

"..."

"It seems Rita Carmen raised her as an adopted daughter."

It followed the same pattern as my father adopting me. Given Carmen's obsession with my father, it made even more sense.

"But why didn't we notice this earlier?"

"There's a reason for that."

"Wait, where did you get all this information? The Rat Hole again?"

"No, the Rat Hole's information isn't reliable enough, so I asked other informants. There are rat catchers active these days too."

"What are rat catchers?"

"People who hunt the rat people from the Rat Hole."

When she mentioned hunting rat people, I thought it was just another example of Heville's deep-rooted racial discrimination. It seemed like that kind of culture existed here.

I'm not an expert on every aspect of this world. But as I listened more carefully, the situation seemed different.

The Rat Hole's characteristic way of selling information on a "take it or leave it" basis. The consequences for those unintentionally harmed by it.

Essentially, it was a group of people who had been harmed by the Rat Hole.

"Anyway, there's a reason why Veronica isn't well-known."

I listened carefully to Felicia's words. In truth, distinguishing between Carmen Family executives and regular members was quite difficult.

There weren't many of them, but they all tended to hide their faces behind strange metal masks.

"It seems she was sidelined after Carmen broke up with your father."

"What was it like before that?"

"They say she had Carmen's undivided affection. There must have been some plan in the works that suddenly went awry."

Throughout Felicia's explanation, one question kept bothering me.

Why did Veronica remain under Carmen's command? When I asked about this, it seemed Felicia hadn't been able to find out.

"Well, I'm not sure about that. There must be some reason."

"So what are you planning to do now?"

"I want to meet her in person."

"Feli, that's too dangerous. You're not alone anymore, so you shouldn't take such risks..."

"It's fine. I don't plan to go alone."

That wasn't what I meant, but Felicia looked quite pleased.

"...Alright. Just be careful. Should I assign some wolves to accompany you?"

"No, that's not necessary. Besides, the wolves are too conspicuous."

Felicia had a point, but I couldn't help worrying.

Seeing my concerned expression, Felicia reassured me that everything would be fine.

Just as I was about to respond, the telephone rang loudly.

"I'll get it."

I took the opportunity to change the mood, which was already tense. When I asked who was calling, a familiar voice answered.

"Mr. Fellini, it's me. Dom Solomon."

"Ah, what brings you to call so early?"

"I have a favor to ask."

Little Dom then made a request that could be sensitive for me. He wanted to expand the Solomon Family's territory from the central city.

The administrative name of the territory currently controlled by the Solomon Family was Heville Ridge.

The large area to the south of Heville Ridge was called Harvey City. What Little Dom wanted wasn't all of Harvey City, but just the northern part.

"You could expand in other directions besides Harvey City."

"That's true, but I think this would be beneficial for you too, Mr. Fellini."

When I asked why he thought so, Little Dom quickly answered.

"I could serve as a buffer zone between the other Five Families and the Fellini Family."

"Is that all?"

"No, of course not. My family will soon become one of the new Five Families, so wouldn't it be good to have at least the proper appearance?"

Yes, it was a somewhat reasonable opinion. But when I said that wasn't enough, Little Dom responded as if he had been waiting for it.

"I'll give you an additional 5% from my car scrapping business."

Little Dom explained that as his territory expanded, so would the scale of his scrapping business, and consequently, Elena's and my shares in it would increase as well.

"Alright, that's a decent proposal."

"I knew it! I knew you'd understand, Mr. Fellini!"

"I said it's decent. I haven't accepted it yet."

"..."

"I'll talk it over with Elena and then decide."

"Yes, of course. Naturally."

An underboss couldn't make such decisions alone without the boss's permission, even though Elena was currently sound asleep.

"Good, I'll contact you later then."

After ending the call with Little Dom, Felicia asked who had called.

"Little Dom, you know, that small hamster man."

"Luke, it's strange hearing you call someone small."

"..."

"I'm joking, just joking."

When I didn't respond, Felicia seemed to realize she had made a mistake.

*

While Felicia was attempting to contact Veronica,

I headed to the academy's union office and received more news.

"Boss, it's a call from Mr. Banella."

Cambara handed me the phone with a much more serious attitude than before.

It seemed he had undergone some changes while his brother was working to take over Echelotti's territory.

"Sigh..."

Regardless, I wondered what Banella was calling about this time.

"Luke, should I take it?"

"No, I'll handle it."

If I handed it to Sarina, I could already picture her cursing at Banella and hanging up immediately.

"Banella, what's going on?"

"There was a problem with the robber women."

Banella said he had already resolved the issue.

The problem was... some members of the nun robber gang, who had been distributed to various orphanages we operated, couldn't stand it even for a short time and tried to escape.

Of course, they were stopped by other orphanage staff.

It wasn't surprising, considering these were people who had already experienced killing and getting their hands on large sums of money.

"I have a good idea."

After Little Dom, it seemed to be the madman's turn.

However, Banella proposed sacrificing part of his income to pay salaries to the robber gang's leader and all its members.

"Do you like her that much?"

"Yes, I've never met a woman like her before."

Banella answered my question honestly, without evasion. He also pointed out that they were genuinely helpful in running the orphanages.

"Alright, do that. But if it doesn't work, we'll take other measures."

"Yes, I'll keep that in mind."

Come to think of it, I needed to meet with Hagen and Bishop Smith.

Before ending the call with Banella, I mentioned this, and just like when I first met Hagen,

I headed to Hagen's mansion, taking Sarina and Cambara with me.
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The Grand Mansion of Financial Magnate J.P. Hagen.

This is my second visit here. My direct presence must be burdensome for Hagen.

While I wear the mask of Vice Chairman of the Academy Faculty Union in public, everyone knows I belong to the Pellini Family.

Moreover, ordinary people unfamiliar with the underworld's affairs believed me to be the Family's boss until recently.

Of course, that was before our Family officially reclaimed the central district.

"This place is unnecessarily extravagant."

"..."

Sarina made a comment about Hagen's mansion, while Kambara remained silent, seemingly tense.

"What do you mean unnecessary? Just its existence alone is intimidating."

"Not at all."

Her response suggested this level of opulence wasn't impressive enough to intimidate her.

"Well, let's go in anyway."

This second visit was somewhat different from the first.

The golems at the main gate, who had blocked us last time, approached on their own.

"We need to verify you first."

Their verification wasn't about checking if we were carrying weapons. It was to confirm whether Hagen, the mansion's owner, had approved our visit.

"Boss, this is exactly like last time."

"Indeed."

I suspected there might be a communication issue between the mansion's owner and the golems at the gate.

Just as I was thinking this, the butler I had seen before hurriedly approached. The gate opened quickly, and the butler escorted us into the mansion.

Since I had requested to meet Hagen this time rather than being invited, there were no pleasantries about thanking him for accepting my invitation.

While many things had changed for this second visit, some remained exactly the same. Most notably, the interior of the mansion appeared clearly larger than it looked from outside.

After climbing the white marble staircase, we quickly reached a room where the butler spoke.

"The master and the bishop are waiting inside."

"..."

Unlike last time, the butler didn't even enter the room. Following his instructions, I entered with Sarina and Kambara.

A goblin in a suit and a high-ranking cleric wearing a round red hat.

Of the two figures visible as we entered, Hagen, the goblin, greeted me first.

"Mr. Pellini."

As Hagen welcomed me, Bishop Smith also rose to greet us.

"Bishop, please don't get up."

"No, Mr. Luke Pellini. I wanted to express my gratitude for handling this matter on behalf of the church."

The bishop's attitude was certainly more cordial than when we first met. Understandable, since I had resolved the troublesome nun bandit issue for them.

Hagen offered us seats, and we sat down in ornate red chairs.

"Mr. Pellini, may I ask why you wanted to see the bishop and me? I assume it's not merely to report the results of your work."

"Yes, of course. As it happens, I have something to discuss regarding the bandit situation."

I briefly reported the results to Hagen and the bishop.

I explained that we had subdued all members of the nun bandit group terrorizing the central district, and that they would never pose as nuns again.

"Bishop, you may not like this, but no blood was shed in the process."

"...What do you mean by that?"

Though I addressed the bishop, Hagen responded first.

"There's something you two didn't tell me and my sister."

"..."

"You said they were bandits posing as nuns. You didn't mention they were actual former nuns."

"That information was irrelevant to Mr. Pellini's task."

"..."

During my exchange with Hagen, the bishop remained silent. He was quietly trying to gauge where the conversation was heading.

I clearly remembered something Hagen had told me before.

When someone does something, there's always a plausible reason and a real reason.

"Shouldn't you have told me the real reason when assigning me the job?"

The plausible reason was that bandits posing as nuns were damaging the church's image.

But the real reason, I suspected, was that it would be problematic if people discovered the bandits were actually former nuns.

"Mr. Pellini, could you tell us what you did with the nun bandits?"

"They're now caring for orphans at various orphanages throughout the city."

Upon hearing my answer, the bishop suddenly closed his eyes. Hagen then complained that this couldn't be considered proper handling of the situation, but I had my own grievances.

"Mr. Hagen, you deceived me first, so I handled it in my own special way."

The nuns in the orphanages were living evidence that could be used to blackmail both Hagen and the bishop.

The reason I met with them today was to let them know I held this card.

"I understand. Mr. Pellini, you resolved this matter well, without bloodshed."

The bishop adapted quickly to the situation.

I wasn't sure if it was because he accepted there was nothing he could do, or if his clerical heart was genuinely moved.

Hagen, on the other hand, clearly disliked the current situation.

Yet he refrained from making threats about withdrawing his sponsorship.

His previous contributions had already greatly improved our financial situation, and honestly, even if Hagen's support ended, our Family's income streams were sufficient.

"I just want to ask one thing. You're certain the nuns will keep quiet?"

"Of course. As I mentioned earlier, they won't pose as nuns again, nor will they engage in any criminal activities."

Their personal wishes didn't matter. Staying alive and being able to care for orphans was the best opportunity they could hope for in their current situation.

"Mr. Hagen, in that case, I have no complaints."

Contrary to my expectations, the bishop seemed satisfied with how I had resolved the situation without killing anyone.

Hagen had previously mentioned that the bishop opposed using military force to suppress demonstrations. Despite the contradiction with his role in assigning this task on behalf of the religious community... his anti-violence conviction appeared genuine.

Of course, to be precise, this outcome was achieved through Vanella's madness after she had her way with the bandit leader.

"If the bishop is satisfied, then so am I."

"Mr. Hagen, in the future, I'd appreciate complete transparency when assigning tasks."

"..."

Elena and I are not tools that Hagen can easily manipulate. I hoped he had learned that lesson from this incident.

Afterward, I left Hagen's room with Sarina, Kambara, and the bishop.

The mansion was so vast that it took some time to exit completely. This gave me an opportunity to converse with the bishop as we walked.

"You're more fearless than you appear."

"And you're more reasonable than I expected, Bishop."

"I thought those nuns had crossed a point of no return. But you showed me that wasn't the case at all."

The bishop then acknowledged that I had acquired leverage to pressure both him and Hagen.

"Mr. Hagen seems reluctant to accept that fact."

"He's a proud man. A rare type among goblins."

I wondered if the bishop was implying that goblins generally lack pride. Indeed, racial discrimination was practically commonplace in this city.

"Bishop, our corporation will soon host a charity event for orphanages. Would you be interested?"

"Will I be able to meet those nuns there?"

"Not all of them, but some will be present."

After brief consideration, the bishop asked for more details about the schedule. I decided to leave that to Kambara.

"Kambara, please explain the charity event to the bishop."

"Yes, boss."

*

Several days later, the orphanage charity event I had mentioned to Bishop Smith took place.

In the meantime, Felicia had attempted to contact my sister. However, her first attempt had failed spectacularly.

It seemed Veronica's side had refused to meet her.

"Feli, you don't need to push yourself too hard."

"No, it's not that difficult."

Despite her words, Felicia was burning with determination. She seemed to be developing a stubborn streak about this.

Meanwhile, given the nature of the corporation running the orphanages, many Pellini Family associates attended the charity event.

Among them were the crazy Vanella and the nun bandit leader who had somehow become his lover.

"Who's that elf?"

"Vincent Lumini. That annoying bastard who interfered with us before."

The leader was using this event as an opportunity to familiarize herself with the Family's associates.

"And that hamster?"

"Little Dom, the boss of the Solomon Family."

"That thing is a boss?"

"Karen, don't judge by appearances. More importantly, how's the orphanage work? Is it hard to adjust?"

"It's not bad."

Karen quickly turned away from Vanella's intense gaze.

Vanella enjoyed the reactions from the woman who stood a head taller than him.

Meanwhile, with Vanella's help, Karen had essentially become the deputy manager of the corporation running the orphanages.

"Doesn't your boss give you trouble?"

"On the contrary, he barely speaks, which is almost problematic."

"Still, try not to provoke the old man's temper."

"Why?"

Vanella shared a story known only to certain people in the underworld.

The head of the corporation running the orphanages was once a legendary assassin.

"...Really?"

"Yes, from across the sea."

The country across the sea Vanella referred to was Tyrenia. Karen's boss, the corporation's representative, was named Max Hemington.

His real name was Massimo Cremona, and there was a time in Tyrenia when many people trembled at the mere mention of his name.

More importantly, he was a valued relative of the boss of the organization Kazin belonged to.

The circumstances that allowed him to live a relatively normal life in this city were quite simple.

The city's godfather, Vito Pellini, occasionally provided sanctuary to his overseas collaborators. In his case, unable to return to his homeland, he started a new life here.

"And see that person over there?"

"...I know who that is. The Little Wolf."

"Drop the 'Little.' That was originally added to distinguish him from the late godfather."

With Godfather Vito Pellini dead, Luke Pellini was now simply the Wolf.

While Vanella was teaching his lover about the other attendees and basic underworld knowledge,

Felicia, one of Luke Pellini's wives, was making her second attempt to contact her husband's sister.

For some reason, this time Veronica didn't refuse Felicia.

"Come in."

"..."

Though the thought that this might be a trap lingered, Felicia decided to take the slim chance.

After all, this was all for her beloved Little Wolf.
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Felicia's second visit was fruitful.

At least she was able to enter the secret social club for the upper class managed by Veronica.

Inside the club building, members were currently enjoying a banquet.

"..."

"This way. Please follow me."

While hurrying along, Felicia took in the appearance of the members. They were wearing masks that covered their entire faces except for their mouths.

They acted as if they were regular members of the Carmen Family.

"Is there no Holy Spirit pie today?"

"Ah. I'm disappointed too, but we have Devil's Waist, so isn't that good enough?"

The club members mentioned food names that only they understood. Whatever the names were, they had a distinctly blasphemous feel.

It was utterly immoral, but to think that the city's upper class would hide away in secret places just to do this kind of thing.

Felicia felt too disgusted to even bother cursing them. Though it might also be because she had more important matters ahead.

"The manager is waiting for you inside."

"Thank you for guiding me."

"No, it's an honor to escort you this far."

The masked Carmen Family member bowed to Felicia in respect.

She then entered the room. However, the interior of the room didn't match the overall atmosphere of the club building.

It felt more like the manager Veronica's office or study.

Meanwhile, a woman with her face hidden behind a mask with a sorrowful expression approached Felicia to greet her.

"Hello, Miss Marinelli."

"Thank you for meeting me, Manager Veronica Carmen."

"You can call me Veronica."

"Alright, Veronica. Do you know why I've come here?"

"I can guess... you're being quite reckless."

Veronica spoke while covering her face with an ornate fan.

A mask and now a fan. Felicia worried that she might not want to show her bare face.

However... meeting her in person revealed certain things. Veronica's hair color was unmistakably similar to her husband's.

"You're not alone, are you?"

"...I figured the Carmen Family would know that much."

Felicia wasn't particularly surprised that Veronica knew about her pregnancy.

Rather, Veronica tilted her head in confusion at Felicia's nonchalant reaction.

"I understand even less now. You and the other Marinelli Family executives are all marked as persons of interest."

"Why treat us as persons of interest?"

"Because our mother did what she did to your father."

If Luke's status window had been here, it would certainly have mentioned the proverb about thieves being the most suspicious of others.

"Veronica, I know this is rude, but... could you show me your face?"

"Yes. Of course."

Veronica put down her fan and removed the bizarre mask covering her entire face.

"..."

"Do I look that much like my brother?"

Felicia froze the moment she saw Veronica's bare face.

Not only the hair color but even the eye color was identical. The overall impression of her face was... not certain. In the worst case, Luke and Veronica might be half-siblings with the same mother but different fathers.

"...Veronica, it seems you know who your brother is."

"Yes, my mother told me."

Veronica answered as if it were no big deal.

"Don't you want to meet your brother?"

"No, I'm not interested at all."

When Felicia asked, Veronica quickly denied it.

"..."

Veronica consistently maintained an attitude of indifference toward her brother, trying not to show her true feelings.

But Felicia saw through her lie. Seeing Felicia's gaze, Veronica's eyes began to waver slightly, realizing her thoughts had been exposed.

In reality, Veronica had considerable interest in her brother, Luke Fellini.

The parents who raised her, though they didn't give birth to her—Rita Carmen had told her early on that a time would come for her that was connected to her brother.

That was the first time she learned she had a brother.

Not yet even 10 years old, she was being raised as a proper spider, but family bonds weren't something that could be easily dismissed.

Waiting for the time her mother had prepared was too cruel.

Eventually, Veronica went to find her brother without being detected by anyone in the Carmen Family.

"..."

When she first saw her brother, she was overwhelmed with emotion.

The same hair as hers, the same eyes as hers. He was shorter than she had imagined, but with empty eyes and tired features.

He was truly a noble wolf.

But Veronica saw more than just her brother. The wolf's daughter, Elena Fellini, who was very close to him at the time, was also there.

Seeing Luke and Elena getting along well aroused tremendous jealousy in Veronica.

The place where Elena stood should have been hers.

Luke Fellini doesn't know that his real sister came to see him multiple times.

Veronica suppressed her desire to meet her brother while waiting for the time her mother had promised.

Moreover, after Luke grew up and became the head of the wolves, she couldn't even watch him from afar anymore.

It was because of the surveillance by a female wolf whose name she didn't know and other wolves.

"Veronica, if you're willing, why not come to us?"

"...I appreciate the offer, but I have no intention of doing so."

"Luke would be very happy."

"As I said before, I don't care about my brother at all."

"Do you call someone you don't care about 'brother'?"

"..."

Veronica realized her mistake. However, Felicia seemed quite relieved to learn that Veronica wasn't indifferent to Luke.

Felicia grabbed Veronica's hand. She moved so quickly that Veronica couldn't react in time.

"We will always welcome you."

Felicia's offer was very appealing to Veronica.

But she exercised patience and rejected her offer again. There were things she needed to do to become a sister worthy of her brother.

"I appreciate your kindness."

"..."

"But you don't need to worry about me. I have my own plans."

"If you insist, I can't force you."

"Tell my brother to prepare a place for the Carmen Family among the new five families that the Fellini Family is preparing."

"...What do you mean?"

Veronica said what she needed to say and bid farewell to Felicia.

She appreciated the visit, but it was too dangerous for Felicia to come here again. Dangerous for both Veronica and her.

That's why Veronica didn't forget to warn Felicia. Never to show her face here directly again.

*

Around the time Veronica was ending her meeting with Felicia.

Elena and I were still attending the orphanage charity event run by our family's corporation.

One thing we had in common was that we were both very popular among the attendees.

It wasn't just a matter of female participants gathering around me or male participants gathering around Elena.

But even in this complex situation, there was someone who maintained his position.

It was Armo.

As the family's caporegime and the bodyguard responsible for the boss Elena's security.

It was his job to deal with those who approached Elena more than necessary.

"Mrs. Fellini, could I have a word with you?"

"This is inappropriate, sir."

A young man made a mistake that others commonly made.

He suddenly appeared without warning and got too close to Elena. Naturally, Armo stopped him, but Elena asked for his name.

"..."

Instead of mentioning his name, the man slightly pulled something out from his chest to show her.

"Is this answer enough?"

"What business do you have with me?"

Elena's gaze changed instantly. What the man showed was a bizarre iron mask—evidence that he was from the Carmen Family.

He could have been pretending to be from the Carmen Family, but no one else would approach in such an unpleasant way.

"Armo, keep watch for a moment."

"Yes."

Elena moved to a different location to speak with the man alone. To a small room in the building where the charity event was being held.

"You've got nerve showing your bare face. I thought your kind didn't have that courage."

"That's just for regular members. Executives like me don't necessarily need to wear masks."

He introduced himself to Elena. Hector Carmen.

"I'm Rita Carmen's adopted son."

"And you expect me to believe that?"

"If you can't believe me, I'll give you my mask. You have Viola anyway, so she'll recognize this mask."

"...Just state your business. I don't have time to waste on you."

"Since you're the boss of the Fellini Family. I'll keep it brief."

Hector then began to say unbelievable things.

Before the Godfather—Elena's father—was assassinated.

Rita Carmen had received a request from the Godfather. And that request was... to approach the other five families under the guise of assassinating the Godfather to gauge their reactions.

"..."

"You've probably already heard this from the Marinelli and Russo Families. My mother visited the bosses of both families and asked them to cooperate in the Godfather's assassination."

"So? What exactly are you trying to say?"

"You already know that Vito Marinelli and Darius Russo rejected my mother's proposal. Let me tell you what you don't know."

Hector then told her that Eddie Sanchez and Mikhail Dragovich had accepted Carmen's proposal.

After the Sanchez and Dragovich Families accepted the proposal, Carmen naturally didn't act. It was only meant to gauge the reactions of the five families.

But the Godfather was assassinated by someone.

"You know what happened after that. Sanchez directed the blame at us."

"What proof do you have for your claims?"

"I can't show you now, but I'll be able to show you soon."

"...What?"

"I'll make my mother kneel before you."

Elena found it hard to follow the conversation. What was this delusional person talking about?

"I doubt Carmen would fall to someone like you."

"I have more allies than you might think. Your husband's sister is one of them."

"..."

Veronica Carmen. When her existence was mentioned, Elena frowned. Hector didn't miss that reaction.

"What I'm telling you now is entirely my own initiative. My mother has no intention of telling the truth to you or your husband."

"Carmen was wise. There's no way I'd believe such a story from you anyway."

"Hmm, that's unfortunate. How about this then?"

Disappointed by Elena's reaction, Hector mentioned another proposal.

Another strategic marriage. A strategic marriage between the Fellini Family and the Carmen Family.

"You and I becoming husband and wife."

"That doesn't seem worth considering."

"Our Carmen Family would become your ally. It wouldn't be a losing proposition for you."

Hector emphasized the Carmen Family's intelligence network and their resilience that the Sanchez Family struggled against. But he failed to move Elena's heart.

"You don't seem to understand. I'm already married."

"Your husband has two wives. You could have two husbands too, couldn't you?"

"..."

"Think of it as similar to how your husband made the Marinelli Family an ally through a strategic marriage."

When Elena didn't respond, Hector decided to push further. He reached his hand toward her body.

He had thought it before, but her beauty was perfect. Too good for someone like her brother.

She was perfect in her existence, but what excited Hector most was the fact that he could gradually make someone else's wife... his own.

Just before his hand, full of impure intentions, could touch Elena.

Elena's hand touched his body first. Hector hadn't expected this, but he didn't think it was bad either.

"..."

'Guhk!'

Hector couldn't understand what suddenly happened.

Elena quickly reached out her hand, grabbed Hector's neck, and began to strangle him. The muscles hidden throughout Elena's body revealed themselves.

Hector carried weapons for emergencies and poison typically used by spiders.

But they were of no help.

"..."

Elena put her weight into it once more... and Hector's neck broke at an unnatural angle. What remained was Hector's blood splattered on Elena's face and clothes.

She wiped away the blood as if it were filth.

"Miss, are you alright?"

Armo, who had been guarding the door, quickly entered the room.

It wasn't surprising that Armo appeared after hearing the sound of a human neck breaking.

"..."

"Armo, good timing. Please take care of this trash."

"Yes, understood."

Elena also had him bring clothes for her to change into.

"Honestly..."

She hadn't originally intended to kill him. There were plenty of people in this city who talked nonsense.

But this trash who introduced himself as Hector Carmen had crossed the line. He dared to bring up her brother... and husband, Luke.

Above all, she was Luke's wife. She had no intention whatsoever of giving herself to anyone but Luke.

Afterward, Elena quickly changed her clothes and headed to Luke's side. Only Luke could help her get rid of this dirty feeling.

However, at this moment, Elena didn't realize.

That her actions had just dealt a massive blow to Veronica.

Ch.58 - A New Concept of Little Sister (6)
The orphanage fundraiser was in full swing.

Elena, who had clearly changed her outfit since arriving, suddenly approached me.

"Would you mind stepping aside for a moment?"

Elena asked the attendees surrounding Luke for their understanding.

"Elena? Did something happen?"

"Yes, something quite unpleasant happened."

"Why? What was it?"

"..."

Elena couldn't help but feel pleased by Luke's reaction, treating her concern as if it were his own.

All that nonsense about political marriages and such quickly vanished from her mind.

"Let's move somewhere else. It's not appropriate to talk about it here."

"Alright, I understand."

Elena headed to a suitable location with her brother.

The attendees watched the siblings holding hands tightly as they walked away... thinking they looked like a mother and son.

Of course, no one was foolish enough to say that thought aloud.

"Miss, everything has been taken care of."

"Ah, thank you. Oh, by the way, what about that guy's mask?"

"I've kept it separately. It's a mask belonging to the Carmen Family."

"Carmen? Why would they...?"

I wondered if Elena had been attacked by those guys while I was distracted talking with the attendees.

"No, nothing like that. Though I almost wish it had been an attack instead."

Armo finished speaking and disappeared again.

"So what happened?"

"A guy named Hector Carmen approached me. With his bare face, not even wearing a mask."

"Hector? ...I've never heard that name before."

"That's how the Carmen people are. They hide in the shadows and rarely show themselves. ...Like Veronica."

Elena mentioned Veronica Carmen, who Felicia had suggested might be my biological sister.

"Does Veronica bother you that much?"

"To be honest... yes, she bothers me terribly."

"Elena, could you lower your head for a moment?"

"Why so suddenly?"

Elena bent her head despite being suspicious of what I might do.

The height difference between us was considerable. She had to bend down for me to barely reach her head.

"..."

I silently stroked her hair, and Elena simply focused on feeling my touch.

"Elena, don't worry too much. Having another sister doesn't mean we stop being siblings."

To be honest, regarding Veronica... I didn't really have any feelings about it.

It was all too sudden, and in this world, the sister I'd spent most of my life with was Elena.

"Now, back to the main topic. What did this Hector guy do? He didn't touch you, did he?"

"How should I put it? He suddenly started saying all sorts of things."

Elena explained how Hector had proposed a political marriage between them to establish cooperation between the Fellini and Carmen Families.

He claimed the Sanchez and Dragovich Families, not the Carmen Family, had killed Don Vito Fellini.

He said Rita Carmen had merely been testing other families at the Don's request before his assassination.

He even boasted about bringing Rita Carmen to her knees along with others.

"...He just sounds insane."

Especially the part about a political marriage with Elena.

Did he think the Carmen Family had that kind of value? The leadership of this city had already returned to us.

Marinelli had joined our side, Solomon had sworn loyalty, and Russo had submitted to us.

Our Family still controlled the Academy and drug supply networks, and the central part of the city had become ours.

This man who had accomplished nothing apparently thought he was in a position to make such proposals.

"So how did you deal with him?"

"Nothing special. I just grabbed his neck and broke it."

"..."

Was Elena's strength always that impressive?

Come to think of it, since Elena took over the Academy, her body had undergone significant changes. Her muscle mass had been gradually increasing even before our father passed away.

As a result, she had become quite physically fit.

"Well, I still don't think you could beat me, Luke."

"Who knows? That remains to be seen."

Of course, in a simple test of strength, Elena might win. But in a real life-or-death situation... I would definitely triumph.

Elena was the Wolf's daughter, but she wasn't raised as a wolf.

In contrast, I grew up alongside my father as a wolf from childhood. I'd killed more than a truckload of men on our way to securing the Fellini Family's dominance in this city.

"By the way, the most concerning thing he said was that."

"Which part?"

Honestly, everything he said seemed like nonsense to me.

"That Rita Carmen was testing other families at Father's request."

Apparently, the Sanchez Family and Dragovich Family had expressed willingness to cooperate in assassinating Father.

Mikhail Dragovich wasn't surprising. Among the five family bosses, he and Vito Marinelli probably hated Father the most.

What was unexpected was Sanchez.

He pretended otherwise, acted like he mourned Father's death, but behind our backs, he was involved in such treachery.

However, there was a major flaw in Hector's claim.

"There's no evidence. He could have been talking nonsense."

"Yes, I think so too. But it seems possible."

Father might have entrusted such a task to Carmen. Although they became enemies... they were once trusted allies.

Among the five family bosses, Carmen would have been the only one Father might have asked for such a thing.

But if Father had done something like that... why didn't he tell us? Even Consigliere Salmo never mentioned anything about it.

"Miss, Luke."

"Armo, what is it?"

Suddenly Armo appeared with someone.

"Mr. Hemington would like to speak with you."

Max Hemington.

A legendary assassin in the past, and today the representative of the corporation that runs the Family-owned orphanage.

Though not an official clergyman, Hemington wore black clothes similar to what monks would wear.

I had heard from Father that when he was notorious in Tyrenia, he often wore monk's clothing.

"Miss, and Young Master."

"It's been a while since I've been called that."

"If the late Don had seen you two now, he would have been very pleased."

"...Yes, I'm sure he would have been."

I didn't know why Hemington wanted to see us.

But we had much to discuss with him. Elena asked about the corporation's operations, while I inquired about how the nuns from the robbery gang were adapting to life at the orphanage.

"By the way, Cazin wanted me to tell you both something."

After answering all our questions, Hemington suddenly mentioned Cazin.

"Cazin?"

"Yes, it seems my cousin is planning to make his move soon."

"What kind of move? Surely not..."

"Yes, the late Don was like a brother to my cousin. As you both know, we Tyrenians are the kind who must settle our grudges to find peace."

Yes, that was quite famous.

Vendetta. The concept immediately associated with Tyrenian elves.

In other countries, vendetta is simply translated as revenge, but... it's something more complex than revenge.

A more accurate definition of vendetta would be 'an important revenge that must be carried out even if it takes one's entire remaining life.'

While this concept is natural for Tyrenian mafia, occasionally even civilians fulfill this vendetta.

In such cases, even the mafia would show respect to that person.

"No, that's not necessary. Father's revenge is our..."

"Miss, it's not such a simple matter. Although it's been a long time since I've killed anyone... if it becomes clear who killed the Don, I would move immediately."

"..."

"If the Don hadn't taken me in, I would have died back then."

Cremona's eyes flashed as fiercely as his cousin's as he spoke.

"Cremona, as you said, this isn't a simple matter. If there's to be a vendetta, we will carry it out."

After all, Father's children were Elena and me.

"...You're right. But it would be an honor if we could help in that process."

Fortunately, Cremona didn't deny our rightful claim. I hoped his cousin would react the same way.

Meanwhile, Elena seemed to be contemplating the news Cremona had delivered.

"I seem to have shared too much unpleasant news. I have good news for you both as well."

"What is it?"

"My cousin plans to send more drugs than usual this time."

"...How much more?"

"I'm not sure about the details. But I'm certain you'll be pleased."

That statement made me feel even more uneasy.

"That's a bit problematic. We need to know in advance to prepare the payment."

"No, you can pay the same amount as usual."

When I expressed my concern, Cremona assured me it was fine.

It seemed the extra portion was free. Helping with revenge and providing more drugs for free.

The support from our Tyrenian friends across the sea seemed quite passionate.

*

After that, Cremona withdrew.

According to Armo, Bishop Smith had personally appeared at the fundraiser.

Elena and I met him, and I introduced Elena to the bishop and the bishop to Elena.

"It's an honor to be part of such an occasion."

"The honor is ours, Bishop."

"Honestly... it's been a while since I've been to church, so it's nice to have you here."

"..."

Little Dom, who was beside us, made an inappropriate comment.

Elena and I immediately glared at him, but the bishop actually laughed heartily at Little Dom's words.

"Mr. Fellini, is that the Sister over there?"

However, his next question touched on a sensitive topic. The bishop pointed precisely at Karen, who was standing next to Vanella.

"Yes, that's her."

"..."

The bishop didn't approach Karen to speak with her, but when their eyes met, he simply nodded his head slightly with a very humble expression.

Only the bishop himself would know exactly how he felt about her—a woman who had strayed from God's will to commit murder and now served as a mafia associate.

Afterward, the bishop left the building with his entourage. Considering his schedule, he had stayed quite long.

Elena and I returned to the Lupus Carlton Hotel ahead of Cremona and Karen, who were finishing up the fundraiser.

Immediately upon arriving at the hotel, I summoned Caporegime Viola Carmen, who was in charge of subduing the northeastern part of the city.

"Viola, come see me for a moment."

"Yes, I'll be right there."

Felicia had not yet returned.

While waiting for Viola to arrive, I went to Felicia's room to feed the animals she kept.

Elena, seemingly bored, joined me.

"Ugh..."

Though she reacted with disgust to Hebna and some of the other animals.

Ding dong—!

Hearing the elevator, Elena and I returned to our room. Naturally, Viola appeared.

"Welcome, Viola."

"Do you recognize this mask?"

While Elena greeted her, I showed her a metal mask.

"..."

Viola seemed to recognize it.

"Yes, that's one of the masks worn by my sister's children."

"So there are different types besides those for executives and regular members."

"Is the owner of this mask already dead?"

"..."

Elena looked at me before telling Viola about it.

After I nodded, Elena told Viola about Hector Carmen's demise.

"...I'm speechless. I knew he was stupid, but not that stupid."

"Right? We thought the same thing."

"By the way, did you call me here just to identify the mask's owner?"

"No, there's more. What kind of position would someone who wears this mask have in the Carmen Family?"

"It depends on the case. But Hector was significant enough that even I knew of him."

Hector Carmen was, contrary to our expectations, someone with considerable power within the Family.

Apparently, he was Rita Carmen's eldest son. More precisely, he became the eldest after his older brothers died.

"I plan to use this mask to further fuel the war between Sanchez and Carmen."

"Oh my, that sounds quite entertaining."

Viola seemed to like my proposed use for the mask.

Elena and I decided to entrust her with this task. Unlike its owner, the mask still remaining in this world had more uses.

Meanwhile, the Carmen Family remained surprisingly calm despite Hector Carmen's death.

Of course, for Hector Carmen's so-called "comrades," the situation was dire.

They had confirmed that Hector's destination had been the fundraiser for the corporation running the orphanage owned by the Fellini Family.

"...Is he insane? Why would he go there?"

"It's too early to jump to conclusions. He might not be dead yet."

"What? If he were alive, he would have called us immediately to brag about it."

Those who were trying to push out Rita Carmen and take over the Family were more confused than ever.

"..."

"Veronica, say something."

One of the comrades appealed to Veronica for help.

Among them were some older than Veronica, and since she held a minor position within the Family, her influence wasn't particularly great.

However, as she had once been called the "Little Spider" after Viola, she served as the brain among her comrades.

"Nothing is certain yet. Let's wait and see how things develop."

Of course, she didn't forget to send someone to confirm Hector Carmen's fate.

But before Veronica's subordinates could bring back any information, Hector Carmen's fate was confirmed.

A group of golems, presumed to be members of the Sanchez Family, threw Hector Carmen's mask into Carmen Family territory before disappearing.

Hector Carmen had been disposed of by the Sanchez Family.

At least, that's what Rita Carmen and the Carmen heir thought.

"..."

Veronica and her comrades felt like they'd aged ten years in an instant.

If Hector Carmen had been killed by the Fellini Family, the situation could have become very complicated.

But if he was taken out by the Sanchez Family, the matter was simple. The two families were at war, after all.

Rita Carmen was merely preparing retaliation for the death of her adopted son.

"..."

While the other comrades were relieved, Veronica felt uneasy about the situation.

Hector Carmen, who had attempted to contact the Fellini Family, was suddenly killed by the Sanchez Family.

It was possible that the Fellini Family had handed Hector over to the Sanchez Family, but that seemed unlikely.

In reality, Veronica's suspicion was correct.

Hector Carmen had been disposed of by the Fellini Family, and even his death was being used to intensify the war between the two families.

It was truly a worthless yet efficient death.

Ch.59 - New Concept Family (7)
The very next day after the orphanage fundraiser.

Coincidentally, it was Sunday, the day Elena and Felicia shared me together.

Of course, having woken up early, I was visiting a restaurant near the hotel.

I no longer manage the harbor. But since it was the territory of Giovanni and Carso, my most cherished wolves, I needed to show my face from time to time like this.

Ding!

A refreshing doorbell sound followed as I entered the restaurant.

The interior was bustling with people from early morning. They were clearly dock workers and staff from the vicinity.

It wasn't particularly strange that their gazes immediately focused on me.

"Good morning."

"Mr. Fellini, what can I get you? Coffee?"

"I didn't come for a full meal. Yes, coffee would be appropriate."

"Understood. Please wait a moment."

The restaurant owner moved with a quickness that belied his age.

While waiting for my coffee, I headed to a suitable nearby table. There happened to be a fresh morning newspaper hot off the press.

"..."

Well, look at this?

It seemed Rita Carmen had moved exactly as we wanted.

There were two Carmen Family actions against the Sanchez Family.

One was the death of a Sanchez Family caporegime at a brothel... and the other was that the family's second-in-command, Gatta Melata, had been shot.

'Being a golem, he probably didn't die.'

For a golem to die from gunshots... you'd need bullets used for hunting bears. In that sense, killing Eddie Sanchez was trickier than expected.

My desire for Granada wasn't aimed at Sanchez and his golems, but it had ultimately proven to be a helpful choice.

Ding!

Someone entered the restaurant.

I looked up at the sound that had unconsciously caught my attention and saw an elderly elf. By coincidence, it was a familiar face.

"Mr. Luke!"

"Tony, catch any fish?"

He recognized me before I did him and greeted me warmly. He seemed to have just returned from fishing, carrying a small container and a fishing rod.

"Yes, I had quite a good catch."

"That's fortunate."

"If only life were this easy. Here, take this."

"Ah, no. That's all right."

I tried to refuse the fish Tony was offering.

But he insisted they were freshly caught and presented me with fish already wrapped in paper, as if he had prepared them specifically to give to someone.

"...I clearly came just for coffee. Never expected to receive free fish."

"This is nothing. Mr. Luke, I'm still grateful for giving my grandson a job."

"That's nothing to speak of. We received help from your family, so naturally we should repay you."

Indeed. This seemingly simple old fisherman is an associate of our family.

And not just any associate... Tony was my father's fishing buddy, and Tony's son was a man who died from police torture after refusing to become an informant.

"Thank you very much, Mr. Luke."

I took his outstretched hand and exchanged a firm handshake.

"Mr. Fellini, would you like me to grill this fish?"

"Ah, I'd appreciate that."

The fish Tony gave me was promptly taken to the kitchen through the restaurant owner's hands.

Soon after, the tantalizing sound of fish grilling on the kitchen's iron plate began. Though it was largely drowned out by the noisy chatter of the restaurant patrons.

"Your coffee is ready. The fish will be grilled shortly."

"Thanks."

I decided to trust the restaurant owner with the fish. I simply enjoyed a leisurely morning while drinking my coffee.

Since Carmen had provoked Sanchez, Sanchez would surely begin to counterattack.

In fact, the war between the two families had been in a stalemate... but thanks to someone, the fight between the two families was blazing up again.

I suspected it was all thanks to the generous Hector Carmen. Of course, that didn't mean I forgave him for what he did to Elena.

I certainly regretted not being able to deal with him personally.

"Mr. Fellini, here you are."

"It looks delicious enough to eat right away."

After quickly finishing what little coffee remained, I left the restaurant with the deliciously grilled fish.

I headed back into the hotel, took the elevator to the top floor.

It was quite a sight to see Elena and Felicia approaching from different rooms. Like puppies running to greet their owner returning home.

"What's with the fish?"

"Tony gave it to me."

"Ah."

"...Who's Tony?"

"One of our family associates."

I mentioned only what was necessary. Then I took my two wives into Elena's room.

Since I had brought grilled fish for a change... Elena contacted the hotel to let them know we would have breakfast in the room today.

We apologized to the restaurant staff who would have prepared our meal.

"Elena. How does it look, delicious?"

"Yes, it does. But... I think the night before last was more delicious, don't you?"

"...Elena. Don't make me go back to bed when I just returned."

I was somewhat taken aback by Elena's sudden sexual innuendo. Of course, it would be a lie to say I wasn't excited.

"Why go back to the night before last? Last night would have been more delicious."

Felicia wasn't the type to leave me and Elena alone together in harmony.

"Ah, could you stay out of this?"

"I don't want to."

"..."

Elena wasn't one to back down either, and neither of them would yield an inch to the other.

"I'm your elder sister to begin with, you know?"

"Ha, elder sister? Please."

Elena responded to Felicia's words with disdain. Both my wives were younger than me, but... Elena was the youngest among the three of us.

While the two bickered with various exchanges.

Hotel staff arrived with breakfast to accompany our grilled fish. Though Elena had placed the order, we each chose what we wanted without being picky.

It was also what Elena had ordered, knowing my food preferences.

"Luke, is that really enough for you?"

"Luke has always eaten whatever is available."

What I had chosen was tomato spaghetti with appetizing meatballs on top. However, it seemed insufficient in Felicia's eyes.

"Yes, I eat anything. Living as a wolf, I had no choice."

If there's one thing I resent about my father... it's that he didn't allow me sufficient nutrition during my growth period.

Of course, it wasn't intentional, but rather the result of raising me strictly as a wolf.

"It's so obvious. Elena, aren't you paying too little attention to your husband?"

"Stop nitpicking and just eat."

While I was casually twirling and eating my spaghetti, Elena and Felicia were already engaged in a battle of wills.

I warned them both before they could touch the grilled fish.

"Elena, Feli. Stop it and eat your meal."

"She keeps picking fights with me."

"Don't you think you're the problem?"

"If you keep this up, I'll be alone next Sunday."

"..."

"..."

*

The effect of my words was stronger than I expected.

Elena and Felicia were unusually quiet, unlike their normal selves. In fact, they were so silent that I felt awkward.

They must really hate the idea of spending Sunday without me.

"Ah, Feli. Speaking of which, have you heard anything from Veronica?"

"...Nothing yet. It must be chaotic over there because of the bomb you and Elena dropped."

Felicia shared what happened when she met Veronica.

Elena and I had entrusted Hector Carmen's death to Viola, reigniting the war between the two families.

"Forget about that woman. She rejected you even after everything you said. There's nothing more to see."

"Sure, you can give up so easily."

"...What's that supposed to mean?"

"Ahem, ahem."

Seeing signs of another argument brewing, I cleared my throat to redirect their attention.

"Anyway, I'll let you know if anything happens."

"..."

Elena's silence was somewhat concerning.

I mentioned that Little Dom had expanded Solomon Family territory to the south.

"Ah, right. Well, we both agreed to it."

"It's fortunate to have Little Dom standing between the Sanchez Family and us."

"Feels less like a buffer zone and more like a meat shield."

"That's the same thing."

"No, it's very different."

Felicia's comment prompted Elena to object, and they started bickering again.

I couldn't keep intervening forever, but the two were truly incompatible. I wondered what chaos would ensue if Veronica joined them in this state.

Meanwhile, Veronica and her comrades were in a more serious situation than we had anticipated.

Hector Carmen.

His death was a painful loss for Veronica and her comrades, as he had been one of their more influential members.

"..."

However, in Veronica's opinion, more damaging than Hector's death was how it had begun to unsettle her comrades.

It was fortunate that Rita Carmen was focused solely on retaliation against the Sanchez Family.

Some comrades, to avoid suspicion, were following their mother's intentions and engaging more actively in the war against the Sanchez Family.

Others were even more relieved than Veronica about the war situation between the two families.

Of course, Veronica tried to maintain her composure even in this situation and show appropriate reactions as usual. Not drawing attention was most important.

"Manager, you have a visitor."

"A visitor? Who?"

Veronica was prepared to be harsh if Felicia had come looking for her again.

She was even... pregnant with the child of the brother she loved. Taking any further risks would be good for no one.

"It's Ms. Paula."

"..."

The person who came to see Veronica was someone else.

Paula Carmen.

Rita Carmen's eldest daughter and... heir to the Carmen Family.

Veronica had once been her strongest competitor, but that was unthinkable now.

Veronica had little connection with Hector Carmen. Her relationship with Paula Carmen was even more distant. Their former rivalry ceased to be an obstacle after Veronica's downfall.

"Manager?"

"Show her in."

Though she was reluctant, there was no other choice but to meet her.
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Paula Carmen came to visit Veronica.

It was an incredibly sudden visit, but Veronica decided to act as she normally would.

Acting unnaturally in this situation wouldn't be wise. Especially now, when the war between the two families had intensified following Hector Carmen's death.

She couldn't even begin to guess why the family's eldest daughter would come looking for her.

But one thing was certain—it couldn't be for anything good.

"Veronica, it's been a while."

Paula appeared alone in Veronica's office.

The subordinates Veronica had sent to escort her were nowhere to be seen.

"Sister, let's get to the point. We're both busy people."

"...The point. The point. I always knew your obsession with getting straight to the point would make you cross the line someday."

Paula said this and then embraced Veronica. It was Veronica who was taken aback by her sudden action.

'Crossed the line?'

Her confusion wasn't about Paula's embrace but rather what she had just said.

"What do you mean by that?"

"You fool. Mother already knows everything."

She spoke while still holding Veronica. Paula Carmen, like Rita Carmen, the boss of the Carmen Family, was blessed with beautiful silver hair.

Unlike Rita, who was a dark elf, Paula was just an elf... just like Veronica.

"I don't know what you're talking about."

"Of course, our family is full of secrets anyway."

When Veronica tried to deny everything to the end, Paula reacted as if she had expected this.

"But that doesn't change reality. Mother already knows. About you, about the dead Hector, and about what the others are planning to do."

Paula provided crucial information so that Veronica might finally admit the truth herself.

She revealed that one of Veronica's comrades had personally confessed.

"..."

"..."

An awkward silence followed.

"Have you already dealt with the others besides me?"

"No, even Mother couldn't move that quickly. But everyone's fate has been decided. No one will escape their predetermined end."

Paula spoke with a devastated expression.

Veronica thought she was probably right.

Many of her comrades had been careless, like thieves tripping over their own feet.

To explain... Hector Carmen's death had reignited the war between the two families. To avoid suspicion, Veronica's comrades had actively participated in this war.

But that had become their downfall.

According to Paula, they were all destined to die in the war against the Sanchez Family.

Either they would be killed in a way that framed the Sanchez Family, or they would be eliminated based on information naturally exposed to the Sanchez Family.

"But why are you telling me this?"

"..."

Paula hadn't worn any mask since she first appeared before Veronica.

Though they weren't related by blood, she didn't want her final moments with her sister to be tainted by such ugliness.

"I wanted to act like a real sister for once. Veronica, I'm sorry."

"..."

Veronica felt deeply troubled by how things had turned out. Of course, there had been mistakes.

Hector Carmen's death was unexpected even to her other comrades. For all his arrogance, no one expected him to die such a miserable death.

"..."

But there was something else troubling her.

It was Paula Carmen herself. Though she was now the family's heir... Veronica had once been a threat to her position.

Yet here she was, warning Veronica about her mother's plans.

No matter how she looked at it, Paula didn't seem to gain anything from this action.

And after apologizing for the first time, she kept repeating her apologies.

"It's okay. You... Sister, you don't need to apologize."

Veronica bid farewell to Paula.

Compared to her other comrades, Veronica's situation wasn't as dire. They were already in the mother's wide-open jaws, with little chance of survival.

In contrast, Veronica still had time. Though Paula wanted to stay longer, Veronica hurried her departure.

If Paula had visited her, and then Veronica disappeared...

Neither Mother nor the family executives would ignore such suspicious timing. It would be better for Paula if that time gap was shortened to avoid raising suspicions.

"..."

The Carmen Family.

Veronica had never truly thought of this damned organization as her real family. Yet the fact that someone had considered her family... deeply troubled her.

*

Meanwhile, I was heading to the union office at the Academy.

Originally, I had planned to spend quality time with my two wives on the top floor of a hotel.

But a problem had arisen at the Academy.

The student brokers who sold our drugs to fellow students—the elf student who led them had been found dead.

I had made a deal with him. A deal that didn't apply to the other brokers.

When Professor Kalma, a goblin who represented the Academy professors in cooperation with us, informed our collaborators at the Academy that our family would raise drug prices.

The student brokers' reaction was predictable.

They wanted to earn more money too. I offered to double this guy's share in exchange for him taking responsibility for suppressing the complaints of the other brokers.

"..."

But it seems that reached its limit. I never expected him to end up dead.

Moreover, Kambara informed me of another problem.

One of the executives of the Academy Staff Union had approached the police. It seemed they were preparing something to eliminate the influence of our family and other mafia groups from the Academy.

It wouldn't be that easy, and I could probably ignore it, but... with the student broker leader dead, a different response seemed necessary.

A firm and decisive response.

"Boss, we've arrived."

"Ah."

While I was deep in thought with a grim expression, the armored car had already reached our destination.

The wolf who had been sitting in the passenger seat had already gotten out and was holding the door open, waiting for me to exit.

As I got out, another wolf who had been stationed at the Academy approached us.

"Are Sarina and Kambara in the office?"

"Yes, boss. They're both waiting for you."

Kambara was the one who had informed me about the incidents at the Academy, and Sarina... even though she had become a caporegime with her own territory, she still frequently showed her face at the union office where I was based.

"Boss."

"Luke, you came quickly?"

"Had to. Given the situation."

As I entered the union office, specifically my office, Sarina and Kambara greeted me.

"How's the situation with the student broker leader? Any suspects?"

"Yes, it seems he met with other brokers before he was found dead."

I asked if Kambara meant the student brokers, and Kambara confirmed they were indeed the most likely suspects.

"Sarina, no. Kambara, you handle them."

Someone had to be handed over to the police since a person had died. We could choose not to, but since they had defied me, there was no need to show such mercy.

Instead, I arranged for them to be dealt with by police under our influence.

The officer would receive bribes from us and get young criminals for his record.

"Then what should we do about the union executive?"

"What was his name again?"

Sarina answered instead of Kambara. It was a name I knew well.

"We respected him. As long as he and the other executives held their ground, the union was practically ours. We were the ones who promoted him to his current position in the union."

"Luke, shall I handle it?"

"Yes. Sarina, you take care of this one."

"Understood."

Sarina was already starting to warm up. Meanwhile, Kambara said he would finish his task and arrange for the police officer accompanying him to also handle the case of the union executive who would soon be dealt with.

That way, the officer would accept our request and drag out the investigation without proper effort before eventually closing it.

*

On the day when both Veronica and I were busy with our respective matters.

In the deep darkness of late night, at a parking lot in the southern part of the city.

"Damn it! What the hell is that guy!"

There, a chase was unfolding between rat-men from the rat holes and rat catchers who were after them.

Like other rat catchers, he too had suffered greatly at the hands of the rat-men from the rat holes, falling to rock bottom with nothing left to lose.

But due to his lack of ability, he had lost track of the rat-men who were like his sworn enemies.

"..."

No sooner had the rat-men shaken off the rat catcher than they proceeded with what they needed to do. There was a reason they had appeared at this parking lot so late at night.



There were cars gathered from various cities across the country.

Atland and Bangor, Kingston. And Norfolk on the Floda Peninsula.

Not just coastal cities like Heavilly, but also inland metropolises like Gainesville, Lexington, Jonesboro, and Toledo.

Cars with license plates from many cities were showing off their engine sounds, barely turned off.

"..."

They began to chatter about their reasons for gathering here.

"Brothers!"

But the noisy conversation was interrupted when a Black man appeared, and everyone began to focus on him.

"Thank you all for coming."

The name of this Black man who had successfully captured the attention of the other Black men was Jack 'Black Jack' Walker.

Though his influence in Heavilly was modest, he was the boss of the strongest Black gang among the Black gangs in this city.

And those he called brothers were... all bosses of Black gangs operating in other cities.
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A parking lot in southern Heavily.

Those who made this ordinary place extraordinary had arrived.

A group of Black gang bosses. They were the leaders of Black gangs operating in major cities across the country, including Heavily.

The rat-men observing this historic moment moved busily.

They needed to gather useful information without being detected.

First, they identified which states the bosses came from by checking their car license plates... and consequently determined who they were.

The best option would be to take a photo of them together. However, that might make too much noise and alert them.

"..."

While the rat-men moved more frantically than ever, the man who had summoned them here began to speak.

Jack "Black Jack" Walker.

Just moments ago, he had been sitting in a car with Heavily state license plates.

"Thanks for coming, everyone!"

"..."

Most of the bosses didn't look particularly pleased. Walker immediately addressed the reason.

"Some of you brothers might be friends with each other, and some might have grudges against one another."

Their displeased expressions weren't because of Walker. Some were Walker's friends, some were his enemies, but the same rule applied to everyone else.

It created a complex web of relationships where someone could be Walker's friend but another boss's enemy.



"This is Rock Fisher from Norfolk, and this is Queen Maria Sinclair of Atland."

"Ahem."

A boss who was hostile to Sinclair cleared his throat uncomfortably. His action implied a deeper meaning, something like 'Queen, my ass.'

His name was Casper Renfol. He was known as the "King of Numbers Gambling," having amassed great wealth through number-based gambling and lottery businesses in Lexington.

Meanwhile, Sinclair specialized in the same field in the neighboring Atland, making their competition in the numbers gambling business particularly fierce.

"And Paxson, needless to say, is from Kingston."

Salvatore "Sally" Paxson.

Born to an Elven father and a Black mother who had been raped by him, he was Black but had a name closer to Elven heritage. He was a ruthless killer.

A filial yet unfilial son who had killed over 50 people alongside his father, a Kingston mafioso, and eventually killed his own father, unable to bear the persecution of his mother.

"Walker, it's an honor to be invited."

"And this is the Black Wolf of Toledo. I'm sure you've all heard the news."

The news Walker referred to was simple.

Walker of Heavily and the Black Wolf of Toledo had pushed out the mafia family of Bangor and taken over their cocaine supply chain.

Unlike diamorphine, which was called heroin in the world Luke Pellini used to live in,

Cocaine was cocaine in both worlds. Compared to diamorphine, cocaine was considered a stimulant.

Of course, drugs were drugs—it was less harmful than diamorphine and other drugs, but not harmless.

The Pellini Family imported both diamorphine and cocaine from Tyrenia, with diamorphine making up the larger portion.

The Pellini Family of Heavily was the only one with a large-scale diamorphine supply network in this country.

However, cocaine supply networks existed sporadically in other cities besides Heavily. The Callon Family of Bangor had controlled one of these networks.

Until they were attacked by these two Black gangs.

"I know our relationships are complicated. Some of us are friends, some are enemies. But that doesn't matter anymore."

"..."

"Our drug suppliers have always been those other races. For far too long!"

"Too long indeed."

The Black Wolf nodded in agreement with Walker's words.

He had a real name, but everyone preferred to call him Black Wolf rather than his birth name.

"A drug supply network completely free from other races! If we unite, we can make it happen."

Walker and the Black Wolf already controlled the cocaine supply network through Bangor. What remained was the diamorphine supply network in Heavily.

"...But the Tyrenians won't sell to anyone except wolves."

Sinclair spoke as if to say it was impossible.

While the cocaine suppliers of Bangor might be manageable, Tyrenia was a different story.

"True, they created this drug market and set the prices. But now it's time for us to make our voices heard."

Walker addressed Sinclair and the other bosses who shared her thinking.

He was saying that even if they couldn't take over the diamorphine supply network, they could still negotiate with the Pellini Family who controlled it.

"To make them listen to us, we need to control this city. We should start with the south."

"The mafia guys won't just sit back."

"Who controls southern Heavily now?"

"Marinelli, Dragovich."

As soon as Walker finished speaking, the bosses chimed in with their answers.

"To be precise, Marinelli controls the southeast, Dragovich the southwest. The south is Walker's world."

The Black Wolf, who was closer to Walker than the other bosses, added.

"There's a reason we've always lagged behind them. They killed anyone who didn't listen to them. And they divided us."

Some of the bosses wanted to stop listening to this inciting speech as soon as possible.

But despite that, what Walker was saying was true. More importantly, it was what he would say next.

"Now the situation is reversed. Since the Wolf's death, they've been divided among themselves. The fall of the Callon family in Bangor to us is proof of that."

"We all need to unite."

"...And you're our king?"

After Walker and the Black Wolf each finished their statements, Sally Paxson asked.

"Yes."

Walker admitted it honestly.

It was he who had seized the opportunity that came with the Black Wolf, raided the Callon Family of Bangor,

And as a result, took over Bangor's cocaine supply network and called all these bosses to this place today.

"Paxson, you could be the joker."

Even as he said this, Walker compared Paxson, who had asked the question, to a joker. Comparing him to a card that could beat even a king carried multiple meanings.

"If you promise to join me..."

Walker turned to his subordinates, who brought out a truck's worth of something they had taken from the car.

White powder packages wrapped in various ways—cocaine.

"I'll give it to you 60% cheaper than the average price for 2 pounds."

Showing the goods directly and mentioning the dramatic discount, the bosses' expressions noticeably brightened.

"Truly beautiful."

Even the usually quiet Renfol took the lead in praising the cocaine.

"So, do we all agree?"

"..."

The bosses' deliberation was very brief.

*

The next morning.

I headed to the Academy's union office and did not return to the Lupus Carlton Hotel.

"Luke, when are you coming back?"

"It looks like it might take a while."

Of course, Elena and Felicia couldn't wait for me to return to the hotel and contacted me separately.

Naturally, my office wasn't a good environment for sleeping.

I spent the evening in one of the empty Academy staff quarters. Sarina and Kambara occasionally visited to report on the progress of their work.

"..."

After waking up early alone, I made phone calls to many people in the family.



"Boss."

"Ah, Giovanni. What's up?"

"Carso and I have finished all preparations for the delivery."

I almost said "already?" It suddenly occurred to me that it was already Monday.

Kazin and Haremo were scheduled to visit the city with the drugs this Tuesday or Wednesday.

And today was an important day. The Marinelli Family and the Russo Family were set to announce their withdrawal from the original five families.

"Good job."

I considered heightening our security measures, but decided to leave it to Giovanni and Carso.

Even after finishing my conversation with Giovanni about the drug delivery, I couldn't put down the receiver.

I discussed the annexation of areas around Greenberg with Samia Zakaya, Kambara's brother, and the takeover of the northeastern part of the city with Viola.

And I talked with Sarina and Kambara about the Academy staff union issues.

"Boss, have you eaten yet?"

"No, not yet."

When Kambara mentioned breakfast, I unconsciously swallowed.

"Luke, let's meet at the cafeteria then."

Sarina, who had snatched the receiver from Kambara, said as if she could see right through me. I was indeed hungry, having eaten nothing since waking up.

When I headed to the Academy's student cafeteria, it was crowded despite being breakfast time.

Thanks to that, our trio—a short elf, a beautiful human, and an alligator man—didn't stand out too much.

"Boss, are you really going to eat all that?"

"Why?"

Kambara was shocked at the amount of food I brought to the table.

"A man should eat at least this much. If anything, aren't you eating too little?"

"That amount is normal for a man, isn't it?"

Although Sarina defended me, Kambara still seemed amazed at my portion size.

"Am I the weird one?"

"...No, it just seems like you and sis and the wolves generally eat a lot."

"Well, you have to eat when you can."

Sarina nodded vigorously at my words.

It might be that we wolves are strange, but when you train to become a wolf, this is what happens to a person.

I had things to discuss with the two of them, but decided to fill my stomach first.

A long sandwich filled harmoniously with red tomatoes, thinly sliced salsicha ham, green vegetables, and white cheese.

Tomato spaghetti generously loaded with tomatoes and shrimp.

A sandwich made by cutting a moist croissant in half and filling it with salmon and cheese.

Chicken steak with gravy sauce, mashed potatoes, and roasted green beans.

Ambrosia salad with oranges, pineapples, cherries, and marshmallows mixed with mayonnaise.

"...Is it a bit much?"

"It is a lot."

"Nonsense, it's normal."

"It looks like a lot when you count everything, but I just took small portions of many different dishes."

"...Is that so?"

Kambara clearly couldn't understand. Regardless of his reaction, the ambrosia salad was my favorite.

It felt like eating the mayonnaise-drenched fruit salad I used to have in school lunches.

No, it wasn't exactly that it matched my taste, but rather it was a food that evoked memories.

After filling my stomach somewhat, I checked on the progress of Kambara's work.

"So, how's it going on your end?"

"I've handed over all the brokers who met the dead student to the inspector."

"No problems?"

"No, they're not from particularly powerful families, and the inspector will handle it."

The student brokers who had killed the student broker representative were dealt with very smoothly.

According to Kambara, not all student brokers had participated in this incident. About half of them were involved, he said.

"So now the remaining ones are the problem."

Suddenly having a vacancy of half the brokers was an issue that needed addressing. We also needed to appease the remaining ones.

Next was the turn of the union executive who had tried to stab us in the back. Actually, I didn't need to ask Sarina about it.

"Luke, I'll take care of it right after eating this."

"Sis, your voice is too loud."

"It's fine. No one pays attention to this level of conversation. Besides, they can't even understand the context."

Kambara was alarmed by Sarina's words, but neither Sarina nor I was particularly concerned.

"Just make sure no one sees you when you handle it."

"Yes."

That was the end of our conversation about dealing with the union executive.

After finishing a plentiful breakfast, I returned to the union office. Before I could enter my office, a subordinate informed me that Vincent Lumini had called while I was away.

"Lumini? What's it about?"

"It's... Veronica. He says that woman has fled to Lumini's territory."

"What?!"

It was unexpected news. I felt a sense of déjà vu.

Come to think of it, Lumini seemed to have some kind of connection with being the first to secure my siblings.
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All preparations were complete.

"..."

An orc with dark brown skin muttered to himself.

He had just finished changing in the academy staff locker room and was preparing to leave work.

The preparations mentioned earlier were not about leaving work. While the value of daily life is important... sometimes there were more important things.

"..."

The orc looked at the other staff members filling the locker room.

They continued without pause, busily changing or chatting with colleagues.

'Little lackeys.'

As he thought. Some of the staff in the locker room were loyal collaborators of the mafia. More precisely, they were closer to being lackeys of the Fellini Family.

Everyone serves as the mafia's underlings because the money they provide is more than their salary.

They even bow and scrape to ordinary members, calling them "boss" and "chief."

After changing, the orc hurriedly left. He wanted to escape that filthy place as quickly as possible.

How did it come to this?

While working as staff at the academy, he discovered something. About half of the staff were in cahoots with the mafia.

At one point, he too had been one of them.

To explain why so many staff members fell under the mafia's influence, one must first mention their strategy.

However, he didn't know exactly how their strategy was implemented with other staff members.

But according to what he heard from the police he'd been in contact with recently:

First, a proposal comes from the mafia.

A very simple proposal to work under them.

They don't just talk. If you don't answer or refuse their proposal, they immediately push bribes on you.

If they consider you important to their business, they keep slipping you hundreds or thousands in cash.

And if you keep refusing that money... you eventually end up with a bullet in your head.

Given the situation, the other staff members probably had no choice either.

But he couldn't stand by anymore. He couldn't bear to see this beautiful place of education being defiled any longer.

As he exited the building with the locker room, the sun was already setting, casting a red glow across the sky.

"..."

It should have been the same sunset as always, but somehow it felt ominous, even chilling.

At that moment.

In the crowd of people leaving work, he spotted a familiar figure.

"...!"

That crazy woman! It was definitely that madwoman who always stayed by the Little Wolf's side.

He was certain he saw that woman among the students and staff. Thinking this, he began to run frantically.

To where he had parked his car! There!

Powerfully, hurriedly. Desperately and urgently.

The strength in his two legs, which had been moving tirelessly, suddenly gave out.

"..."

His car was surrounded by the crazy woman's subordinates.

It seemed like his only option was to shout loudly for help right here.

"Stop."

But even that wasn't easy.

The crazy woman, who had somehow approached from behind, subdued him in an instant.

A few minutes later, he was moved somewhere with his eyes and mouth covered.

"Mmph! Mmmmph!"

In a situation where he couldn't see anything, when whatever was covering his mouth disappeared, he tried desperately to make a sound.

"Please! Please! No! Ple—"

Something was pushed into his mouth again.

It was different from what had been covering his mouth earlier. This time, it felt more like it was forcibly opening his mouth.

"Drink."

With a chilling voice, an unidentified liquid began pouring down his throat.

"Gaaack! Kuhack!"

The liquid, which didn't stop for a moment, seemed to pour half down his throat and half onto the floor.

He thought there might be a chance somehow. At least something for him...

"Sister, it's done."

"Good, then dispose of him properly."

Sarina, who had been watching the scene nearby, left the final disposal to her subordinates.

To be precise, they weren't her subordinates but Luke Fellini's.

He should have died right after finishing breakfast, but the disposal was delayed due to some business.

*

The reason Sarina was late in dealing with the union official who betrayed the Fellini Family.

It was because of the news that Veronica Carmen had fled to Lumini's territory.

"The young lady and the madam have headed to Mr. Lumini's territory."

"...Both of them?"

"Yes, it seems they left immediately upon hearing this news."

Elena, Felicia, and Veronica.

It was bound to be a tense atmosphere.

"Prepare the car."

"Yes, boss. Are you going too?"

"No, I'm going to the hotel."

I planned to wait for the three of them there.

While it wasn't absolutely certain that Elena would bring Veronica there.

I decided to trust her. My precious sister who has now become one of the people who loves me most in this world.

So as I headed straight to the hotel in my bulletproof car, Elena and Felicia were heading to Lumini's territory in separate cars.

"Tsk."

"Young lady, should we lose that car?"

"...No, there's no need."

Elena calmly replied to the wolf subordinate riding with her.

She didn't like that woman being part of this meeting, even though she was the one who discovered Veronica's existence.

From the beginning, it wasn't even certain that this woman Veronica Carmen was Luke's real sister.

Felicia seemed convinced, but Elena couldn't believe it until she saw with her own eyes.

"Then we'll increase our speed to arrive before them."

"Yes."

She wished she could crash into Felicia's car.

What she feared was Luke getting angry if Felicia got hurt, not Felicia herself.

Besides, Felicia was currently pregnant with Luke's child. As much as she disliked that woman, she wouldn't go that far...

She decided to stop thinking about it altogether.

"So what happened?"

"Pardon?"

"You must have heard from Lumini. How did she—Veronica—appear?"

Come to think of it, Lumini was the first capo regime to get his hands on her after her father's death.

And now he was also the first to secure this woman who might be Luke's real sister.

"Ah, she was apparently discovered in Granada's territory, and then Granada's people handed her over to Mr. Lumini."

The wolf showed a subtle difference when mentioning Lumini and Granada.

Lumini had been a capo regime of the Fellini Family even before the family's temporary downfall. In contrast, Belcastro Granada was originally a member of the Russo Family.

Though both were capo regimes, they couldn't be treated the same.

"That dwarf is smarter than he looks."

"Yes, indeed. On the surface, he just seems like a bomb-obsessed madman."

Elena thought she understood why Granada had handed Veronica over to Lumini. He was acknowledging the authority of his neighboring Lumini while passing on a complicated problem.

Regardless of Granada's intentions, Elena and Felicia safely entered Lumini's territory.

"..."

Elena became increasingly quiet as the moment to meet Veronica approached. She needed to compose herself in advance to control her emotions.

The two cars stopped competitively in front of Lumini's base.

"..."

Lumini, the owner of the base and territory, and all his subordinates were waiting outside for them.

"Lumini, where is she?"

"She's inside, young lady."

"Isn't it too harsh to call her 'she'?"

"Shut up."

Lumini was very concerned about the two women. Of course, Elena and Felicia were only concerned about each other, regardless.

"Young lady, there are other Carmen Family executives besides Veronica Carmen."

"I'll meet them later. First, that woman."

"Yes."

Elena still refused to change how she referred to Veronica.

Felicia was about to say something but decided to let it go. More than anything, she wanted to meet Veronica soon.

At least on this point, both of Luke's wives shared the same thought.

Veronica was being detained with her comrades or subordinates—whatever their relationship was—who had managed to escape with her.

But when Elena and Felicia arrived, she was moved somewhere alone.

The others could do nothing for Veronica.

"..."

"Was it really necessary to blindfold her?"

"I thought it better to be cautious."

Lumini quickly answered Elena's question. Of course, he explained that he hadn't mistreated her.

"It's true."

Veronica answered before anyone could remove the cloth covering her eyes.

"...Are you Veronica Carmen?"

"Yes, Donna Fellini."

Veronica seemed to know who was questioning her.

"Well? She looks just like Luke, even the eye color, don't you think?"

"..."

The same hair color and eye color as her beloved brother.

Plus those long, pointed ears showed she was an elf, just like him. Of course, Elena herself was also an elf.

"..."

Meanwhile, Veronica couldn't look directly at Felicia.

"Veronica?"

"I made such bold claims last time... but I failed."

Veronica had met Felicia directly when she visited her for the second time.

During that meeting, she had told Felicia to tell her brother that she had her own plans.

Given the circumstances, it was an embarrassing moment for Veronica.

"That's alright. What matters is that you made it here safely."

Felicia took both of Veronica's hands as if she didn't mind at all.

"Right, Elena?"

"..."

Despite Felicia's question, Elena still looked uncomfortable.

If she was Luke's sister... in a way, she was her sister too.

She had wanted a sister before. A younger sister. Though she never wished to gain one in this manner.

"Veronica, let me ask you something."

"Yes."

"Besides your appearance, do you have any proof that you and Luke are siblings?"

"My mother told me so, and I've lived believing it."

"..."

"Come on."

As Elena seemed at a loss for words again, Felicia interjected, as if Elena had committed a great discourtesy.

"So Rita Carmen, that woman, could have simply brought in a child who resembled Luke and lied about you being siblings?"

"..."

Veronica said nothing.

Finding a child with the same parents as a wolf-raised orphan, or finding a child with matching physical characteristics just to maintain appearances and lying about them being siblings.

Coincidentally, both were actions Rita Carmen was more than capable of doing.

"Yes, that's possible."

It was a supposition Veronica hated to imagine.

However, Veronica couldn't deny Elena's suspicion. She had no evidence to refute it.

But her detached response made Elena and Felicia flinch.

It was just for a brief moment, but Veronica's behavior was too similar to Luke's.

"Elena, are you going to keep being so difficult even now?"

"...Fine. Veronica, come with me."

Elena decided she would take Veronica.

There was a necessary procedure to accept her as a member of the Fellini Family.

The family's initiation ceremony.

"Ah, you don't come along."

"What?!"

Of course, she didn't forget to exclude Felicia, who was merely an outsider.
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Luke's Two Wives and His Blood Sister.

The three women moved toward the same destination: the Lupus Carlton Hotel.

Veronica rode in Elena's car, while Felicia drove her own.

"..."

Though in separate vehicles, Elena and Felicia were thinking the same thing.

It was Veronica's composed demeanor from earlier. That expression resembled their husband's so perfectly.

Especially from Elena's perspective, that image was impossible to forget.

When her father was alive... when he tried to make her the new successor instead of Luke, who had been the designated heir.

He naturally gave Elena the district that included the Academy and its surrounding areas.

The Academy's highly profitable businesses.
Gambling and betting services.
Illegal black market trade of weapons and certain goods.
Investment scams and blackmail targeting parents and students.
Even human trafficking and forced labor.

Luke Pellini was the one who first established and nurtured all these businesses at the Academy.

Everything he had built was taken away overnight by his sister, who had become his competitor. She still remembered their conversation from that time clearly.

"What?"

"From now on, Elena will manage the Academy instead of you."

Her father's announcement, completely disregarding Luke's sudden shock.

"...Yes, I understand."

Luke didn't oppose her father's will in the slightest.

He simply answered with composure, his gaze fixed on the ground. That expression...

It was remarkably similar to what Veronica had just shown earlier.

"..."

And although she wasn't in the same space as Veronica, Felicia had experienced something similar to Elena.

The Little Wolf Luke Pellini, adopted son of the wolf who brought down the Five Families.
Felicia Marinelli, eldest daughter of the Vito Marinelli family, one of the Five Families.

Their meeting wasn't coincidental but intentional. And by one side in particular.

After being pushed from the Academy to the harbor by his newly appointed successor sister, Luke Pellini had become quite dejected.

Felicia approached him while he was lamenting his situation.

At first, it was simple curiosity.

During the sudden succession change in the Pellini Family.

The Five Families had expected a fierce succession dispute within the Pellini Family.

They judged that the Little Wolf, Luke Pellini, wouldn't just be pushed aside. Felicia, her father, and her younger brother all thought the same.

But what actually happened was different.

The Little Wolf was pushed to the harbor without any resistance.

There were no signs of unrest either. This sparked Felicia's interest in the Little Wolf.

She was curious about how foolish he might be, and also saw a potential opportunity. If he couldn't raise the flag of rebellion himself... perhaps she could fan the flames from beside him.

Eventually, she approached Luke, who was alone at a restaurant near the docks.

She considered it the perfect opportunity, as the wolves who usually surrounded him were nowhere to be seen.

"Are you alone?"

"..."

Felicia spoke first, but he didn't respond.

Still, she persistently tried to engage him in conversation and get his attention.

In the process... she remembers saying something confidently about how he should be grateful to be talking with a beauty like herself.

"...Yes, you are pretty."

Luke answered with an expression that was beyond composed—it looked almost sorrowful.

That was the moment. The moment she began to feel for him, regardless of all the reasons and circumstances.

'He really is the spitting image of him.'

Felicia was reminiscing about the past she missed.

At the same time, she was thinking about Elena's reasonable suspicion. That perhaps they had brought in a child who merely resembled Luke and even deceived Veronica herself.

Rita Carmen was certainly capable of such a thing.

However, Vito Pellini wasn't foolish enough to fall for such a trick. In the end, since the two never connected, all of her plans became useless.

Elena's words had merit, but so did Veronica's response.

That she had lived believing it all this time.

Veronica Carmen was already, in her heart, as good as Luke Pellini's sister.

Of course, what mattered most wasn't Elena and Felicia's opinions... but the opinion of Luke Pellini himself.

Whether her husband would acknowledge Veronica as his sister.

Even Felicia, who knew Luke well, couldn't guarantee that with certainty.

While Felicia was lost in these thoughts.

Inside the car carrying Elena and Veronica, a conversation broke the long silence between the two.

Veronica was the first to speak. Elena had been deep in thought about the one man who was both her husband and brother.

"Donna Pellini, what do you plan to do with me?"

"...Huh? What did you say?"

Veronica repeated what she had said. Elena responded as if the question was obvious.

"Why? Afraid I might kill you?"

"I've heard rumors that you're more hot-tempered than my brother."

"...Who's your brother?"

Although Elena was already considering the possibility that she might be Luke's blood sister, she found herself instinctively denying it the moment she heard Veronica refer to Luke that way.

"The man who is also your brother."

It wasn't as if she didn't know that. Elena was starting to get irritated by Veronica's calm demeanor.

No, in a way, even that attitude resembled Luke's.

"First, we'll hold your induction ceremony. But whether you're really Luke's blood sister isn't for you to decide."

"..."

"It's for Luke to decide."

There was no one more qualified than him. But Veronica began to worry internally at Elena's words.

What if the man she believed to be her brother—the one she had never doubted—rejected her? What if he gave the same reasons as Elena Pellini standing before her?

The thought made her tense up unconsciously, and cold sweat began to form.

Seeing Veronica's reaction, Elena couldn't help but let out a scoff. So she was capable of fear after all.

"Your hair... it's not dyed, is it?"

"...No. It's unusual, but it's been this color since birth."

"..."

Although Elena had asked first, Veronica's answer made her feel somehow defeated.

After all, Elena had dyed her hair to look like Luke's blood sister.

In contrast, Veronica had no need to do so.

The fake sister and the real sister. It was the kind of thing that annoying Felicia would say, but Elena was already conscious of words that hadn't even been spoken.

"..."

That was the end of their conversation.

Elena had nothing more to say, and Veronica held no good feelings toward her either.

Rather, she was a woman who had enjoyed what should have been rightfully hers as the true sister, without any qualification. Above all, Veronica was fully aware of the emotional wounds her brother had suffered because of her.

*

How much time had passed?

The three arrived at the Lupus Carlton Hotel. Elena knew her husband was waiting for her at the top floor, but she didn't head there immediately.

Instead, she headed to a building at the docks where regular organization members' induction ceremonies were often held.

The building was used for various purposes, not just induction ceremonies, but today it would serve for Veronica's induction.

The Pellini Family, as well as the Heavilies and other mafia families in this country, adhered to strict rules.

These strict rules were perhaps what allowed the mafia to establish deep roots in this country for over a hundred years.

The mafia induction ceremony, also known as the blood oath, was conducted in a solemn atmosphere.

Elena Pellini, as the boss, not only attended personally.

She also summoned all available caporegimes. As a result, six caporegimes gathered in a short time.

Among them was Sarina, who had been planning to deal with a union official who had betrayed the family under Luke Pellini's orders.

In the large space of the building, there was a U-shaped table resembling a horseshoe.

Elena Pellini, the second boss of the Pellini Family, was positioned in the center, with the other caporegimes arranged around her.

"..."

This was Veronica's first experience with such an induction ceremony. But she had been briefed on the general procedure by Elena.

Veronica extended one hand to Elena, palm facing up.

Then Elena, who was about to become Veronica's boss, cut Veronica's hand with a sharp knife.

A swift and precise movement.

As Veronica's hand was instantly colored with red liquid, another caporegime placed a picture of a saint on her hand and lit it with a lighter.

"Tonight, Veronica Carmen is reborn into a new life."

Elena spoke with the solemnity of a baptism.

"If you betray the Family, you will burn to death in hell like the saint on your hand."

It might seem like a mere formality, but it was an undeniable fact. The wolves of the Family would send Veronica to hell whether they liked her or not.

"..."

"Veronica, from now on, your name is not Veronica Carmen, but Veronica."

It was too early to give her the Pellini surname.

That could wait until Luke acknowledged her as his blood sister.

"Do you accept?"

"...Yes."

After a brief moment of consideration, Veronica answered.

Once again, her composed attitude reminded Elena of Luke, who wasn't present.

All mafia members fear their boss and fear breaking the rules. Perhaps Veronica did too.

What was certain was that through this induction ceremony, Veronica had officially become a member of the Pellini Family.

The reason Elena held her induction ceremony first was to ensure that no one in the Family could raise objections.

It was by no means for her benefit.

The caporegimes positioned alongside Elena were witnesses to this fact.

After the brief induction ceremony, Elena left the building with Veronica.

"Veronica, now you're officially a member of the Pellini Family."

Felicia, who had been waiting for them outside, took Veronica's hand and spoke.

"...Yes."

Veronica's current mood was extremely conflicted.

Even if she were to reunite with her brother, she had planned to do so after ousting her mother... and meeting him proudly as the representative of the Carmen Family.

She hadn't wanted to meet him like this, having fled to the Pellini Family, looking like a drowned rat.

"Good, now let's go meet Luke."

"..."

Despite everything, when Elena mentioned her brother's name, life returned to Veronica's eyes.

The brilliance in those eyes made Felicia wonder if she had made a mistake.

Whether she had brought in her own competitor with her own hands. Of course, it was already too late to realize that.

And so the three headed to the top floor of the hotel.

Meanwhile, at the same time.

Important events were unfolding elsewhere as well.

"...What?!"

Gata Melata. The underboss of the Sanchez Family.

The second-in-command to Eddie Sanchez delivered one piece of news to his boss.

No, to be precise, it was two pieces of news. The news that the Marinelli and Russo families were withdrawing from the Five Families.

"What the hell are you talking about?!"

"It's as I said, sir."

Despite Sanchez's anger, Melata had nothing more to add.

After the Solomon Family of Little Dom withdrew from the Five Families, that vacancy hadn't even been filled. But now... only the Sanchez and Dragovich families remained in the Five Families.

It had become a situation where they were called the "Five Families" but were really just two.

On top of that, the Pellini Family had made a unilateral announcement.

They would stop supplying drugs to the Sanchez and Dragovich families.

"Those bastards!"

Sanchez raged furiously, but that was all he could do.

The goddess of victory was already showing him her middle finger.
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# The Unilateral Announcement of the Marinelli and Russo Families

With this, the original five families had been reduced to two. Meanwhile, on the Pellini family's side, four families had gathered.

Pellini, Marinelli, Russo, and Solomon.

Of course, the power of the Solomon family led by Little Dom couldn't compare to the other five families, but it wasn't insufficient to constitute part of the new five families.

Recently, they had even expanded their influence southward with the Pellini family's consent.

Meanwhile, before the aftermath of this incident could spread throughout the city.

Ding dong—!

The elevator carrying Elena, Felicia, and Veronica arrived at the top floor of the hotel.

"..."

"What are you doing? Get out already."

"Ah, yes."

Unlike Elena and Felicia, Veronica didn't immediately exit the elevator.

When Elena urged her, Veronica moved hastily. Her nervousness was evident in her quick movements.

"Veronica, you don't need to be so nervous."

"What? You're coming too?"

Felicia was showing concern for Veronica as she tried to enter Luke and Elena's room, prompting Elena to ask.

"There's no reason I shouldn't, right?"

She might not attend the induction ceremony, but there was no reason to miss the reunion of the siblings. At least, that's what Felicia thought.

"Remember, today is Monday."

"Don't worry."

Elena reminded her that today was Monday. Monday was the day Luke Pellini spent with Elena.

Meanwhile, Veronica could only infer fragments from their conversation.

The three entered the room.

From the entrance, Veronica could see traces of Luke Pellini throughout the suite.

"..."

"Luke, we're here."

Despite Elena's voice, there was no response.

Elena thought her husband might be sleeping, but Felicia headed to the living room before her.

Before they could see Luke Pellini, they heard the sound of a radio.

"At around 7 PM today, the body of an Academy faculty union official was discovered."

The radio was covering the death of a union official.

The body reportedly reeked of alcohol, and the Heville police were attributing his death to excessive drinking.

There was nothing problematic about it since he died from acute alcohol poisoning rather than murder or suicide.

"What? If it was at 7, it wasn't handled that long ago?"

"Sarina did it."

I answered Elena's question as I sat quietly nearby, listening to the radio.

Perhaps it's because I've been killing people since childhood after coming to this world.

Confirming someone's death through radio or newspaper had become a sort of routine, whether I handled it personally or directed someone else to do it.

"Luke, this is Veronica."

"..."

"..."

After Felicia introduced Veronica, I quietly stood up. Veronica remained still as I approached her.

"Hmm."

'I suppose there is some resemblance?'

I could somewhat understand why Felicia was so certain.

Not only was Veronica's hair color identical to mine, but even the color of her eyes was exactly the same. Not to mention that she was also an elf.

"Luke. Sorry I'm late. We did the induction ceremony first."

"The induction ceremony first?"

I was surprised that Elena had conducted the induction ceremony already. It seemed too hasty a decision for her.

In response to my question, Elena nodded and mentioned that her name was now just Veronica, not Veronica Carmen.

Meanwhile, Veronica continued to simply stare at me.

"Would you mind giving us some privacy?"

"...Alright."

I asked Elena and Felicia. Elena complied more readily than I expected. Felicia actually showed more resistance.

"Aren't you coming over here?"

"Ah, just a moment!"

My two wives left the room completely. They probably headed to Felicia's room.

"..."

Veronica's expression became deeply emotional when left alone with me.

"Why don't you say something?"

"Brother, I've wanted to meet you for so long."

"..."

Being called "brother" by Veronica felt extremely awkward. Judging by her reaction, Veronica had been eagerly anticipating this moment.

However... I was incredibly uncomfortable.

This was a reunion with a blood sister whose existence I hadn't even known about. I felt no nostalgia, no tenderness.

Of course, I could sense Veronica's emotions directed at me, but that was all.

"Is this our first time meeting?"

"...Yes."

Veronica hesitated to answer. I wondered if this was a question that required hesitation.

"This is the first time we've met face to face this close."

"...What? What does that mean?"

She said it meant exactly what it sounded like. Apparently, she had been watching me from afar since childhood.

"There's something I want to ask."

"Yes, ask me anything."

"...Besides our appearance. Is there any proof that you and I are blood siblings?"

"..."

Felicia's obsession with Veronica, and Elena's decision to accept Veronica as a family member through the induction ceremony.

There must have been compelling evidence for both of them to accept this.

"Yes, there are records related to our mother."

"Mother?"

"Not Rita Carmen, but the mother who gave birth to us."

"..."

Is it even appropriate to call a woman who abandoned her own children twice a "mother"? I couldn't help but feel aversion to Veronica's choice of words.

"Go on."

Hearing my words, Veronica began telling a story she hadn't shared with Elena and Felicia. Of course, I couldn't have known this since I wasn't present.

"This is what I heard from my mother."

The mother she referred to this time was Rita Carmen.

After Vito Pellini, my father, fortunately found me abandoned at one of the mafia's meeting spots.

He apparently investigated the woman who abandoned me.

However, there had been no results for a long time. Fortunately, no one had seen the woman who abandoned her child and left.

But luckily, they discovered an orphan who looked similar to me. That was Veronica.

"Were you also abandoned in an alley?"

"No, I grew up in an orphanage."

"..."

It seemed she couldn't abandon her child in an alley twice.

So Veronica, who had been abandoned at an orphanage, somehow caught Carmen's eye, and Carmen used Veronica to track down the birth mother of both of us.

"And then?"

"My mother—our birth mother—had records of giving birth to another child a few years before me and immediately abandoning it."

Veronica said she could show me the related records. Not immediately, but eventually.

"...And that was me?"

"It's not certain, but..."

At least Carmen thought so. And Veronica, who heard this story from Carmen, believed it too.

"..."

That damn woman. Abandoning her children not once, but twice.

Without realizing it, my hand moved toward my cigarettes. I quickly lit one with my lighter and exhaled the smoke forcefully.

"Is that enough?"

"Yes, Elena must have had her reasons for accepting you into the family."

"..."

Veronica seemed to have something to say when I mentioned Elena. But I had something to say as well.

"Veronica, let me be honest about how I feel."

"Yes."

She seemed to be anticipating what I was about to say.

"Whether or not we're blood siblings... it doesn't change the fact that my father and Elena have been the pillars of my life and my reason for living."

"..."

"Even if we're not connected by blood. In fact, that makes it even more meaningful."

Whatever Veronica expected me to say, my response probably didn't meet her expectations.

I was essentially saying that the adopted siblings I'd lived with as real family were more important to me than my blood sister.

*

"..."

Veronica wanted to cry right then and there, but she tried not to show it.

No matter how hard she tried, she couldn't change the fact her brother had mentioned.

It was only natural that the woman who had spent over 20 years building memories with him would be more important than someone who was merely connected by blood but had no interaction with him.

But still...

'It's unfair.'

She didn't want to hear it directly from her brother. Had there ever been a more miserable moment in her life?

She hung her head low and stared at the floor. Or rather, she couldn't meet Luke's eyes.

"Of course, the fact that we're blood siblings doesn't change either."

"..."

Veronica raised her head again at Luke's words. Luke looked at her and asked what she planned to do now.

"..."

Well, Veronica couldn't answer right away.

The original plan was to eliminate or neutralize her mother along with Hector and other comrades, seize control of the Carmen family.

And then meet her brother proudly as one of the pillars of the new five families led by the Pellini family.

Although much had changed, she had achieved the result of meeting her brother.

"Brother, do you really think of Elena Pellini more as a sister than me?"

"...Yes, I do."

"Isn't that a bit strange?"

"What is?"

"Marrying your sister is strange, isn't it?"

"..."

Luke couldn't answer immediately. There were complicated reasons, but the fact remained that they had grown up as siblings, even if they weren't related by blood.

"What are you trying to say?"

"I'm wondering if you can see your sister as a woman."

"...I don't know what you're thinking, but I don't have that kind of preference."

Luke Pellini answered with a deeply furrowed brow.

His emotional response triggered an equally emotional reaction from Veronica. Her body moved before her words could.

She grabbed the arms of her brother, who was much smaller than her. The brother she had wanted to face like this for so long.

"What? Why are you suddenly acting like this?!"

"Shut up and listen to the end, brother."

"What?!"

"You might not have that preference, but I do."

"What are you—"

"...I like you, brother."

Veronica's sudden confession ended there.

Despite the difference in physique, Luke Pellini was undeniably a wolf.

And not just any wolf—a small wolf who had been taught by a legendary wolf and designated as his successor.

Subduing an excited sister who was rambling was no challenge at all. Veronica was instantly knocked unconscious by Luke's fist striking her chin.

"..."

After knocking out his blood sister whom he had just met, Luke Pellini was now wondering how to explain this situation to his two wives.
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Veronica, knocked out cold after taking a hit to her chin.

In the room, with just the two of us remaining, only groaning sounds filled the air.

"Phew..."

Those sounds were, of course, me struggling to move the unconscious Veronica onto the sofa.

'She's heavier than she looks.'

From the outside, Veronica appeared quite frail, so I thought she'd be light.

But actually moving her changed my mind. She was lighter than Elena but heavier than Felicia.

"..."

But that wasn't the real problem.

Who would have thought my sister—likely my blood sister—would turn out to be incestuous? If Elena and Felicia found out about this...

No, I decided not to think negatively.

Right now, I needed to focus on my two wives who were probably waiting for me in the next room.

I couldn't wait for Veronica to regain consciousness. I had no idea how long that would take, and both of them would certainly find it suspicious.

But telling them the truth would create absolute chaos.

Of course, I didn't want to lie to Elena and Felicia.

Amid these complicated thoughts, the conclusion I reached was simple.

"Hey, you can come back over here now."

I called the adjacent room to have Elena and Felicia return.

"What were you talking about that took so long?"

"..."

"Luke, what did you say... What the?"

Elena, who entered the room first, stopped mid-sentence in shock.

After all, there was Veronica, unconscious on the sofa after I had hit her.

"Something did happen, didn't it?"

"Yeah, something happened."

Felicia seemed to have sensed something suspicious even before I said anything.

"Both of you, sit down first."

My two wives followed my instruction without a moment's hesitation.

"So why is she like this?"

"Yeah, don't you think that's too harsh for a sister you just met?"

Felicia spoke as if she already knew I had knocked Veronica out. Elena only realized it after hearing her words.

"I'm pretty sure she is my blood sister."

I started by mentioning the evidence Veronica herself had provided.

"What? What are you talking about?"

Elena's reaction was perfectly natural. She hadn't heard about the compelling evidence yet.

But she seemed to somewhat accept the new evidence I told her about.

"We'll need to see the orphanage records ourselves to be sure."

"Yes, I agree."

"Surely she didn't forge those too?"

"Elena, there's no end to suspicion if you keep doubting everything."

"Sometimes suspicion is necessary. This is our family matter."

Elena emphasized the importance of the issue, using "our" before "family" as if to suggest it wasn't Felicia's concern.

Of course, Felicia didn't seem bothered by this at all.

"There's one more thing. Veronica tried to come onto me."

"What?!"

Elena exclaimed in disbelief. Then she directed intense hostility toward the unconscious Veronica.

"Are you sure about that?"

"I'm sure. She said it herself."

"...What were you talking about before that?"

"What does that matter? The problem is that this crazy woman tried to come onto Luke!"

I decided to go along with Felicia's lead.

I told them what I had said to Veronica that made me send them to the other room. In hindsight, I probably didn't need to ask them to leave.

"I told her my real family is my father and Elena."

I didn't recount every detail of our conversation. I just summarized the key points.

That seemed sufficient for Elena.

"Luke, Veronica was wrong, but you provoked her first. That's the problem."

"Well, yes, but..."

"It's fine. It's enough that we know her true nature now."

"..."

It was none other than Elena who summarized the situation.

Felicia seemed dumbfounded that Elena, who had been so agitated about Veronica's actions just moments ago, had calmed down so quickly.

Elena wore an expression brimming with confidence.

After all, my sister had just been told in no uncertain terms that Elena was more important to me than a blood sister I'd just met.

"So what do you plan to do now?"

Felicia wasn't just asking me. She was asking both of us—me and Elena.

"With Veronica?"

"We'll have to wait and see. But I won't let her stay near Luke."

Elena seemed unwilling to lower her guard against Veronica, despite her good mood.

"How about letting her stay in the room next to ours?"

"...That's too close."

"No, I think it's just right."

Elena opposed while Felicia agreed.

Since we were using two rooms on the top floor, there was no harm in using one more.

"Elena, isn't it easier to keep her close and watch her than to move her elsewhere and assign someone to monitor her?"

Felicia made a convincing argument, but she still seemed to be on Veronica's side.

"Well, I don't mind if she tries to come onto me again."

"What?!"

"..."

Elena was horrified, and Felicia seemed to reserve judgment for a moment, though her face already showed shock.

This is why you should always listen to someone's complete thought.

"No, I mean I can subdue her anytime, just like I did this time."

"...Still, don't be too careless. She is a spider, after all."

That's true. Just as I was raised as a wolf, Veronica was raised as a spider.

But there are always exceptions.

Like how Hector Carmen, Veronica's stepbrother, underestimated Elena—who's only half a wolf—and ended up dead.

"Alright. I won't be careless."

I promised not to let my guard down in case Veronica showed her incestuous tendencies again.

"Luke, and try to avoid provoking her first."

"I understand. I'll do that."

I gave Felicia the same answer I gave Elena.

"Then I'll take Veronica to the next room."

"Need help?"

"Luke, just sit there. I'll handle it."

"You're so clueless sometimes."

"Shut up. Just get moving."

Elena completely prevented any situation where Felicia and I might be alone while moving Veronica.

She responded nonchalantly to Felicia's reproachful words.

While my two wives took my sister to the adjacent room, I went to the balcony to look at the city's night view.

Tomorrow, Kazin was scheduled to arrive across that vast sea.

Come to think of it, we had established a new Five Families structure, but... one seat was still vacant.

I was pondering who should fill that last position when I decided to wait for my two wives and discuss it with Elena.

"..."

Not long after, I heard sounds from the entrance.

"Did you leave Veronica settled?"

"Yes."

"Where's Felicia?"

"She went back to her room. Why? Did you have something to say to her?"

"No. Just asking."

It was clear that Elena had pushed her away. They had that kind of relationship.

Our triangle relationship was already complicated. Now with an incestuous sister added to make it a square... only God knew how our relationships would evolve.

*

Setting aside negative thoughts.

I shared my thoughts about the night view with Elena.

"Well, I think we should look for suitable candidates as the situation develops."

"Let's exclude Sanchez and Dragovich for now."

"Of course. They might be the ones who killed Father."

When Rita Carmen sounded out the Five Families' intentions at Father's request, those two families agreed to Father's assassination and were willing to cooperate with Carmen.

This was according to Carmen and her daughter Veronica, of course.

But it was also true that Marinelli and Russo received such proposals from her and rejected them, so we couldn't completely dismiss it.

"We should exclude Carmen too."

"Yes."

Both Elena and I had unpleasant expressions when mentioning the Carmen Family. We had a complicated relationship with that woman.

"Ah, the Vipers might be possible."

"I think that would be difficult."

"Why?"

"Even if we're okay with it, Felicia won't allow it. She's Marinelli's eldest daughter."

"...Then we have no choice."

As much as I hated to think about it, there was a real possibility that the Vipers might target Felicia and the child in her womb. Of course, if that happened, Manfredi and I wouldn't stand idle.

However, I'd heard recently that the Vipers were launching offensives against Russo Family territories.

They weren't foolish enough to make an enemy of our family when they already had their hands full with Russo.

The vacant seat in the new Five Families.

Elena and I put our heads together, but we couldn't come up with a good solution.

So we changed the subject and began checking on situations around the city.

"Elena, it seems things are going smoothly with Viola."

"Then we can have them finish up and help the Russo side."

"Those Viper guys seem more persistent than we thought."

It would be better to handle them in Russo's territory before war broke out in our area.

Meanwhile, changes were happening not just in the northeast but also in the central part of the city. Our family's territory had expanded significantly, but so had Marinelli's and Solomon's.

"I should tell Little Dom to stop."

"The Marinelli side too. We need to tell them that what they have now in the central city is all they can take."

Before Elena could bring it up, I mentioned the territorial issue with the Marinelli Family.

"Will that be okay?"

"Of course it will."

Elena asked if it was alright for me to take a hard line with the Marinelli side.

I might need to be considerate of Felicia's feelings, but I was the Under Boss of our family. I couldn't let personal matters interfere with business.

"Besides, the Marinelli side has plenty of other areas to expand into besides the central city. It's different from Solomon."

"Yes, that's true."

Finally, there were the relatively new forces that had emerged recently.

The Black gangs.

They had appeared in the southern part of the city and were expanding rapidly.

They hadn't touched either Dragovich or Marinelli yet, but there was no telling what might happen.

If they touched Marinelli even slightly, we would have to act.

"Luke, tomorrow is when Kazin arrives, right?"

"It could be tomorrow, or it could be the day after."

"We don't need to worry about security, right?"

"Don't worry. Giovanni and Carso finished preparations early, so it should be fine."

"That's good then."

And so the conversation between the Boss and Under Boss ended.

Afterward, we decided to spend the remaining time as husband and wife.

Especially Elena—since Felicia became pregnant, there hadn't been a night with me when she didn't get demanding.

Ch.66 - Incestuous Sister (3)
The midnight hours spent with Elena were incredibly passionate.

A series of scenes that were so intimate they could hardly be described as sibling-like. On top of that, Elena's attitude was different from usual.

"Elena, is something wrong? You seem unusually persistent today."

"..."

Elena didn't answer my question, focusing instead on the moment of love we were sharing.

'Is it because of Veronica?'

That's probably the main reason. Felicia's recent pregnancy might be another factor.

If Elena didn't want to answer, there was nothing I could do.

The best I could offer was to return her affection twofold by adding my own to hers.

It was already 2 AM.

Though I was tired too, Elena collapsed first. Unlike me who still had some energy left, Elena was breathing heavily on the bed.

"Luke."

"Yes?"

I expected her to warn me about being careful with Kazin's drug delivery scheduled for tomorrow... no, since it was past midnight, I should say today.

"It seems like Veronica sees you as a man, not just as her brother. What do you think?"

"...Do you trust me that little?"

"No, that's not it."

When I questioned her back, Elena quickly sat up with a look of realization.

She approached me completely naked. I began to feel strong pressure as her breasts pressed against my back.

"I'm sorry. ...I just said that because I felt a bit anxious."

This was hard to imagine from the usual Elena.

I caressed one of her cheeks. The moment my hand touched her face, she grabbed it with her own.

"Let me be clear. Not at all."

Even though we share blood, we'd only met a day ago after coming to this world.

Far from growing close, things were still awkward between us.

Or perhaps she thought that was precisely why I might see Veronica as a woman?

"...Alright. I'll believe you."

"I didn't realize you were so concerned about this."

"..."

In some ways, Elena seemed like someone with a tough exterior but a soft interior.

I stroked her cheek comfortingly, and she didn't reject my touch.

How much time passed like that?

When I opened my eyes again, it was morning.

'Strange that I woke up before Felicia arrived.'

Checking the time, I realized it was well past when Felicia would normally have come.

"Take care, Elena."

I covered Elena, who was still sound asleep, with a blanket. She wasn't wearing anything, so she could easily catch a cold.

Moving away from the bed, I headed straight for the bathroom.

I tried to be careful not to wake Elena with the sound of my bathing, but it was harder than I expected.

"..."

Even by the time I finished bathing, Felicia hadn't shown up. Growing concerned, I decided to change locations.

I left my room... and headed to Felicia's room.

As I stepped into the hallway, I couldn't help but glance toward the room where Veronica was staying. Considering I had knocked her unconscious, she should have been awake by now.

Of course, even if she was awake, it might have been an awkward time to do anything.

Beep.

As I entered Felicia's room, a small mass flew toward me quickly.

"..."

It was Heb, the giant silkworm moth that could heal other living beings' wounds.

The creature greeted me happily and landed on my head, as it often did with its owner.

"Hey you. Stop moving."

It would have been fine if it just stayed still after landing on my head. But for some reason, it was wiggling around on top of my head like it was dancing, and I couldn't leave it be any longer.

"Keeeeek!"

When I grabbed it, it struggled desperately to escape my grasp, but I wasn't planning to hold onto it for long anyway.

After I put it down, Heb attached itself to my body again, climbing up my leg and thigh toward my back. It was clearly checking if I had any injuries.

As important as Heb was, Felicia was more important.

'This is unusual.'

For some reason, she was still sound asleep. It was rare for her to sleep this late.

"Brother."

"...What?"

Why is Veronica here?!

Veronica suddenly appeared from my blind spot.

"..."

I wondered what was going on. Was there some connection between Felicia still sleeping and Veronica's presence?

"Why are you here?"

"Don't misunderstand. Big sister brought me here."

Big sister... Had they already become close enough to use such terms? Though I couldn't deny that from Veronica's perspective, it was a very appropriate way to address Felicia.

"It's rare for Felicia to sleep this long. Did you two stay up talking all night?"

"...Yes. She told me about you, brother."

Veronica said that Felicia had told her about me, and she had shared her own story with Felicia.

"..."

While I was making love with Elena, Felicia had spent the night with my blood sister.

As I gazed at Felicia with sympathetic eyes, Veronica slowly approached me.

I reacted instinctively, moving away from her advance.

"Brother, I'm sorry about yesterday."

"It's fine. Nothing happened anyway."

That was obviously true. Whatever Veronica had intended to do, I had knocked her unconscious.

"...But what I said then was sincere."

"No, that's a bit..."

Veronica seemed unable to understand why her feelings toward me weren't being properly accepted.

Despite her outwardly stoic impression, she looked like she might cry if I pushed her any further.

"..."

In this situation, I remembered what Felicia had said yesterday.

That while Veronica wasn't blameless, my provoking her was also a problem.

"Veronica, let's talk about this later. Go back to your room now."

"...Yes, brother."

Today was Tuesday, the day I spend with Felicia.

It was also the day Kazin would bring a large quantity of drugs from Tyrenia, but from a personal perspective, spending the day with Felicia held more significance.

*

Veronica obediently followed my words.

"..."

Or at least, that's how it appeared.

When Veronica suddenly stopped at the entrance, I flinched involuntarily.

"What? Do you have something else to say?"

"I heard from big sister. That she's pregnant with your child."

"Yes, though we don't know the gender yet."

"Congratulations."

Veronica offered congratulations for the child Felicia and I were having. Even as she congratulated us, her expression looked extremely pained.

[The face is the mirror of the heart]

The suddenly appearing text made my feelings even more complicated.

As always, it only shows up to mess with my mood.

"Veronica."

"Yes?"

"The fact that you're my sister won't change. We'll be having breakfast soon, so let's meet at the restaurant downstairs."

"..."

Veronica nodded in response.

My words weren't enough to completely eliminate the emotional pain she was feeling, but they seemed sufficient to give her something to look forward to.

What she wanted wasn't to be treated as a sister, but as a woman.

For now, promising to spend time with her was the best I could do.

"Lady's little wolf! Little wolf!"

"Shh. Be quiet."

As soon as Veronica disappeared, the toucan in the cage—also known as the king-billed bird—started chattering.

Of course, it was speaking at a volume that showed no consideration for the sleeping Felicia, so I told it to lower its voice.

"Ah, ah. I'm sorry."

"Be quieter. What if Felicia wakes up?"

"I understand. I understand."

The toucan said it understood, but it was hard to tell if it was lowering or raising its voice.

Seeing it constantly flapping its beak, it seemed like it wanted something.

"Did Felicia feed you?"

"No!"

It seemed that Felicia had been too busy talking with Veronica overnight to pay attention to her animals. Usually, she was very attentive, calling them "my children."

If they were Felicia's children, they were also my children as her husband.

With that thought, I began giving appropriate amounts of food to her children on behalf of their owner.

"Here, eat up."

First, I silenced the toucan by filling its beak with food. Judging by how it focused on the food rather than expressing gratitude, it must have been very hungry.

Of course, the other creatures were hungry too. Especially Heb, who rushed at me before I could even place food in its bowl.

"Heb, stay still."

"Keeeeek!"

It clearly meant "enough talk, just give me food."

This wasn't my first time feeding them, but I'd only done it once or twice before. Compared to Felicia, I was relatively clumsy and it took much longer.

"Phew... Is that everything?"

Thirty minutes. That's how long it took just to feed all the animals.

After finishing everything, I looked around the room filled with animals.

"...Luke?"

"Feli, you're awake?"

When Felicia called me, I used her nickname too. The gaze we exchanged was as passionate as the one I had shared with Elena yesterday.

"Where's Veronica?"

"She went back to her room."

"...Not by herself, I assume?"

She's always so perceptive.

"I didn't know you were keeping Veronica company while I was with Elena."

"...She's my sister-in-law now, so it's only natural."

"Thank you. I've already fed the animals, so don't worry."

"Ah."

Felicia seemed to have just realized that fact. When I pointed to the animals around the room, she couldn't hide her apologetic feelings.

"Thank you, Luke."

"No need for thanks. I should be thanking you. You must have lost sleep because of my blood sister."

"...It wasn't a meaningless conversation though."

Felicia got up, fussing with her hair that had become disheveled from sleep.

"Luke, could you come over here for a moment?"

"Sure."

It seemed she had something to tell me.

Ch.67 - Incestuous Little Sister (4)
I followed Felicia's words and headed to the bed.

No sooner had I sat down than she embraced me, wrapping her arms around me.

She looked like a Venus flytrap that had found its prey... but I wisely kept that comparison to myself.

"..."

"Feli?"

The first thing she did after embracing me was to check my scent.

I was briefly glad I'd taken a bath before coming here.

"I see you're still using that soap?"

"Well, yeah. Elena doesn't particularly care about that sort of thing."

"Yes, I can tell. She's not exactly the detail-oriented type."

The sudden talk about soap might seem random.

When Felicia and I used to meet secretly behind Elena's back, one of the things she did was make me use items that suited her preferences.

To borrow her description, an expensive soap with a "fresh and cozy" scent was one of them.

Making the person you love smell like something you enjoy.

It was such a Felicia-like idea. Something that might happen between ordinary couples too.

"Feli, there's no need to put Elena down like that."

"...That means I'm more attractive, right? I'll take that as a compliment."

"..."

[The interpretation is better than the dream]

I didn't mean it that way, but just then letters appeared outside the window of the room. It seemed the status window agreed with my thoughts.

"So what did you talk about with Veronica? Judging by how late you woke up, it wasn't a short conversation."

"Yeah, we found we have more in common than I expected."

"Hating Elena?"

"That was part of it."

Felicia answered very honestly. It was a potentially sensitive topic, but her answer was true to her character—she never lied in front of me.

"Veronica mentioned something to me too."

"What was it?"

"She congratulated me on being pregnant with your child."

"...I wish you two had met earlier."

Felicia seemed sincere. I could tell that much just by looking at her expression.

"So what did you tell Veronica?"

"Aren't you more curious about what she told me?"

"That's true. Let's hear both then."

Felicia unconsciously hugged her husband tighter at his cute response.

She wasn't normally someone with a strong libido, but... her husband was just too attractive.

Though he might appear quite stoic on the outside, even his smallest actions showed consideration for others.

A change appeared in Felicia's pupils.

Normally, her pupils were no different from a regular human's, but occasionally when her emotions ran high, they would become vertical slits.

Just like a dragon's.

It made sense, as she was a distant descendant of the golden dragon.

Luke lifted his head to see her looking down at him with dangerous eyes.

"..."

Beautiful purple eyes that shimmered like the Milky Way, with vertically elongated black pupils.

"Feli?"

'I'm definitely going to devour him!'

Felicia thought to herself while continuing the conversation.

Luke thought the dangerous moment had passed when she refocused on their conversation, but that was an excellent misjudgment.

"Luke, I hope you won't hate Veronica too much."

"...I don't hate her."

"That's not enough. You didn't know before, but now you know she's your real sister."

Felicia couldn't tell her husband everything Veronica had told her.

After all, she had poured out stories for over three hours. Even for someone as patient as Felicia, it was quite exhausting.

Of course, since the stories were about her husband, she found herself understanding much of it.

"She finally met the brother she's wanted to meet and have all her life."

"Feli, I understand that, but seeing me as a man is completely different from—"

"Don't worry."

Felicia cut Luke off abruptly. This was something she would never normally do.

Luke looked up again just to be sure.

"Felicia, your expression is making me worried about things I wasn't even concerned about before."

She was staring at him with wide eyes that seemed almost manic, her eyes gleaming.

"I'm sure I can control her well."

"..."

Different letters appeared in the window again. Unlike before, these words carried a profound meaning.

[There is always a price to pay for trying to fix someone]

It seemed to foretell Felicia's failure, but I decided to focus on my conversation with her.

"And I have something to show you."

"What is it?"

"Just a moment."

Felicia seemed quite reluctant to let me go from her embrace.

"Here you go."

"What's this?"

I asked while examining a document in a yellow envelope.

It contained information about a woman. The format made it look like an official document...

"Is this..."

"Yes, she's your and Veronica's birth mother."

Felicia told me the source of this document. It was from Veronica. I remembered her saying she could prove we were biological siblings.

At the top of the document was a name and surname that meant nothing to me.

There were also records of multiple births and children abandoned each time.

Looking at the records carefully, there were entries that seemed related to me and Veronica. Considering my age, it matched perfectly.

"..."

"Luke, I'm sorry."

After I quickly put the document away after confirming the necessary information, Felicia apologized to me. Even though she had no reason to apologize.

"It's okay. Anyway, this confirms that Veronica and I are biological siblings."

"Yes, that's right."

Felicia carefully stored the document after I had examined it. Knowing her personality, she would likely show it to Elena as well.

"Luke, by the way, I heard so many stories about you from Veronica."

"Really? I didn't know her at all."

"It seems Carmen didn't allow Veronica to approach you. But Veronica wanted to see you so badly that she would often come to watch you."

"..."

This was something I had no idea about.

Well, there were times when I felt like someone was watching me. Of course, it couldn't all have been Veronica... right?

"Being raised by Rita Carmen, and living only for you—I can understand why she turned out that way."

"That's true."

"And she seems to have watched you and Elena playing together from a distance."

"..."

It might have been a miracle that Veronica didn't harm Elena.

"She still vividly remembers how you looked back then."

"How did I look?"

"Small in stature, with eyes half-closed from fatigue, she said."

"..."

"But even looking like that, you were trying so hard to play with Elena."

Felicia explained that things probably weren't much different now.

"Seems like you enjoyed hearing about me?"

"Yes, because it was about you that I didn't know. And Veronica looked so happy when she talked about you."

Felicia's expression also looked genuinely happy as she said this.

"..."

"Luke, make a promise with me."

"I promise."

"Without even hearing what it is?"

It was obvious without hearing it.

"I've been playing the role of someone's brother well so far. That much should be easy."

"True. Elena wasn't exactly the best sister."

"Feli."

"No, I'm not trying to badmouth Elena... but it's the truth."

Felicia apparently didn't understand the concept of defamation through stating facts. It was a common concept in the world I used to live in.

We continued our various conversations.

Being held in Felicia's arms while talking was so comfortable that I found my eyes closing without realizing it.

"Luke."

"Hmm?"

"I heard the drugs are coming in today. Why don't you get some rest?"

"...I guess I will."

*

That was the last of my memory. When I opened my eyes again, it was already evening.

"Huh?!"

I checked the clock with shaking pupils while trying to remain calm. Meanwhile, Felicia was still holding me in her arms as she slept.

"..."

I had no idea the aftermath of Veronica keeping Felicia occupied with her stories would be this significant.

Still, the drugs weren't coming in until late evening. There was still plenty of time.

"Phew..."

After skillfully extracting myself from Felicia's embrace, I immediately prepared to go out.

Sarina and Kambara might find it suspicious that I hadn't shown up at the union office. It was also strange that there had been no contact from Giovanni and Carso regarding today's drug shipment.

As soon as I left the room... another door opened.

"Elena?"

"You just woke up?"

"Well... it just happened that way."

"I was wondering if something was wrong, so I went to check on you myself."

"Ah,"

I immediately understood why there had been no contact.

Elena had been considerate enough to make sure Felicia and I weren't disturbed.

"Giovanni asked me to tell you. Everything seems to be going as planned."

"That's good."

"But apparently there are some Black people lurking around."

"Black people? Is it those guys who appeared in the south?"

"No, we don't know that yet. There are plenty of Black people in this city anyway."

"That's true."

Havili's racial diversity was more varied than one might expect.

Like how endangered species such as water deer and finless porpoises are abundant on the Korean peninsula.

In a way, Havili seemed to be a good environment for unusual characters to gather, much like the Korean peninsula.

"Luke."

"Yes?"

"How about having a meal before going out?"

"...Without Felicia?"

"Yes, exactly that."

I said it just in case, but Elena seemed serious.

"No, I think we should wake her up."

"Come on, follow me."

Before I could return to the room I had just left, I was pulled by Elena into the elevator.

"..."

Before the elevator doors closed, I caught sight of Veronica's room. Maybe we should have brought her along too.

Of course, Elena would strongly object, but after hearing so much about Veronica from Felicia...

I felt the distance between us had narrowed.

Ding!

We arrived at the floor with the restaurant. But before we could enter, a figure quickly approached us from a corner.

"What? Why are you here..."

"I thought both of you might come."

It was Veronica.

"...Well, that works out. Let's have a meal together."

"Yes, brother."

Veronica responded as if my invitation was a great honor to her. I recalled the stories Felicia had told me.

It couldn't be called a normal sibling relationship, but I couldn't change the life she had built up overnight.

"..."

Elena seemed to be the only one who didn't like this situation. Our dinner was more ordinary than expected.

"...Aren't you ordering too much food?"

"Really? Luke and I usually eat this much."

"To be precise, I'm the one who eats it."

Veronica seemed to think my appetite was larger than she expected.

Indeed, the restaurant staff seemed to know about my eating habits, as the portions of food I ordered were different from what others got.

It felt like they automatically gave me double portions.

"You have such a small frame though."

"..."

As Veronica hit a sore spot, Elena silently observed my reaction.

"I know. I wish I could grow a bit taller."

"Luke, I like you just the way you are."

"Of course you do. You and Felicia can handle me like a doll."

"..."

"Besides, you're cute."

Being perceived as cute was a major disadvantage for a mafioso.

There's nothing you can do if your species itself is cute. A good example was Little Dom, the boss of the Solomon Family.

No matter how angry he got or how loudly he shouted, seeing a large hamster walking on two legs would make anyone laugh.

"Veronica, don't worry about money. Order whatever you want."

"...Yes."

Our conversation continued while waiting for the food to arrive, and even after it came.

While it's nice to focus solely on the food while eating...

As boss and under-boss, Elena and I usually discussed Family business during meals.

"Elena, what are you going to do with Veronica's friends?"

"I'm not sure."

When Veronica fled to Lumini's territory, she wasn't alone but with her friends and subordinates.

"I'll think about it slowly and decide."

"..."

Veronica didn't express any particular opinion on the matter.

It was ambiguous in many ways to appoint her as a caporegime managing a territory. Perhaps it would be good to give her a suitable position at the academy, keeping her close to me.

Of course, Elena seemed to want to keep her close to herself.

"What? Do you have something to say?"

"Is Donna Felini not yet...?"

"Not what?"

"Pregnant?"

"Pfft!"

I was the one who exploded at the bomb Veronica suddenly dropped.

I had just twirled some tomato spaghetti and was about to put it in my mouth with a meatball.

"Veronica."

"I heard that Felicia is pregnant."

"...Not yet, but I'm not far off either."

"..."

Elena said that she and I were already putting in a lot of effort. At her words, this time Veronica's face hardened.

"What does it feel like to be married to my brother?"

"..."

Damn it. I couldn't eat at all.

The destructive power of Veronica's questions had been quite strong from the beginning.

"Why? Curious?"

"Yes. I wouldn't have asked if I wasn't curious."

"It's not bad, actually. Above all, I'm not Luke's biological sister."

Being able to enjoy everything that comes with being a sister, and on top of that, being able to marry him.

From Veronica's perspective, there couldn't be a more enviable situation.

Fortunately, that was the last of Veronica's explosive remarks. Elena, perhaps because the conversation ended in her complete victory, didn't provoke Veronica further.

After all, Veronica had already proven that she would act immediately if provoked.

After the terrifying dinner ended, I headed straight for the docks.

Kazin and Haremo were expected to arrive soon with a large shipment of drugs.

Ch.68 - Drug War (1)
When dining at the restaurant, there was something I failed to notice.

I was so focused on Elena and Veronica that I didn't even glance out the window.

But when I got off the elevator on the first floor of the hotel, it was pouring rain outside.

"Boss, please wear this."

The wolves waiting at the hotel entrance approached me and handed over a light blue coat-style raincoat.

"Thanks."

They were wearing the same raincoats as mine.

Of course, the colors varied greatly. There were light blue ones like mine, and easily identifiable yellow ones as well.

"Which pier are we disembarking at this time?"

"Pier 6, sir."

"Pier 6? Not Pier 8?"

"The two bosses thought it would be better to change locations. Pier 8 is too far south anyway."

"Hmm. I see."

Drugs brought from Tyrenia are usually received either at Pier 1, the northernmost location, or Pier 8, the southernmost one.

But with those black guys lurking around the harbor recently and the city's atmosphere not being particularly good...

It seems they decided to make some changes.

"Has this been agreed upon with the Tyrenian side?"

"Yes, that's what I understand."

What you understand? When I glared at him briefly, another wolf beside him quickly corrected the statement.

"Boss, we asked via ship communication when their vessel entered our waters, and they agreed."

"Then there's no problem."

"No, sir."

After that, the gaze of the wolf who answered clearly and the other wolves turned toward the one who had made the mistake.

"What's the arrival time?"

"It should take about 20 minutes."

"Good, let's head there then."

"Yes, sir."

The wolves waiting for me on the first floor of the hotel. I left the hotel with them in tow.

The rain was heavier than I thought. But considering it wasn't raining until just a little while ago... it was probably just a passing shower.

"Of all times, it has to rain when we're unloading the goods."

"Indeed, sir."

What's more, the shipment coming in this time was larger than usual.

With the rain suddenly pouring like this, there was a risk of slipping on the ship and pier, which would inevitably slow down the operation.

The harbor security was firmly in our grip, so that wasn't a major concern. The real problem was other competitors targeting our drugs.

The Sanchez and Dragovich families, reduced from five families to two after Marinelli and Russo's departure.

The black guys lurking around the harbor.

Or if not them, then brainless fools like the previous Gullyman who were waiting for opportunities on the outskirts of the city.

"Tell Giovanni and Carso to gather everyone they can mobilize immediately, just in case."

"Yes, boss."

"Should we contact the lady as well?"

"No, there's no need to pull away those guarding the hotel..."

My two wives and my younger sister. Plus my child in Felicia's womb. I didn't want the defenses of the Lupus Carlton Hotel to be weakened even slightly.

After all, my father, who was the city's godfather, died because of a momentary mistake.

"Contact Sarina. Tell her to bring everyone she can."

"Yes, sir."

Two wolves quickly moved to relay my instructions. Given the circumstances, it was unavoidable that they moved together.

Anyway, the other wolves and I approached Pier 6 through the rain.

Near the pier's dock, many people were gathered in a spot sheltered from the rain.

And the doors of the warehouse near the dock were wide open.

The drug transport route was quite simple. From the ship that came from Tyrenia to the dock, from the dock to the warehouse.

Finally, from the warehouse to specific locations where the packaged drugs would be unpacked and repackaged.

"Boss!"

I heard a voice calling me from the direction of the wide-open warehouse door. When I turned my head, I saw two silhouettes that were very familiar to me.

"Giovanni, Carso."

After entering the warehouse, I quickly removed the hood of my raincoat.

Thanks to the raincoat, I wasn't soaked by the rain, but there was no escaping the clammy, humid feeling.

"Boss, did you get enough sleep?"

"Yes, too much actually."

No sooner had I answered Carso than Giovanni followed with another question.

"And your meal?"

"I ate as usual."

"Then you must have eaten too much."

"No, there were some... matters to attend to."

My meal with Elena and Veronica was quite intense. It might sound strange to describe a meal as intense, but there's no better expression for it.

"How are the preparations?"

"We've done everything we can do right now. And as you instructed, we've mobilized everyone available from the northern and southern harbor."

"It seems a bit short-staffed for that."

"We've dispersed them around the harbor perimeter just in case."

Giovanni answered instead of Carso.

The northern harbor was Giovanni's territory, and the southern was Carso's. It seemed they had positioned forces along Carso's territory boundary.

"Even if those black guys are after the drugs, they'll be stopped there first."

"Let's hope so."

I doubt things will go that smoothly.

Meanwhile, it seemed Carso had also prepared for the possibility that the defensive line set up by Giovanni might be breached. Carso's wolves were guarding the area around Pier 6, armed with submachine guns.

Like Carso himself, most of his subordinate wolves were golems.

As I was getting updates on the situation from the two caporegimes...

The ship carrying Cajin was steadily approaching Havily.

*

But there was one thing I didn't know.

Those desperate black men were also approaching us.

At the southern harbor boundary of Carso's territory. Not far from the defensive line set up by Giovanni and Carso.

"John, are we really doing this?"

"..."

"I heard you nearly died recently?"

"Yeah, I was at death's door. That's why I'm going all out this time."

The black man called John.

Before committing to this act, he took in the night view of this godforsaken city with his own eyes.

Truly. The only thought he had was wanting to have a drink with friends who were no longer in this world.

As the other black man said, he had been through a lot recently.

He had come close to death, and to exaggerate a bit, he had lost those more precious to him than his own life.

Although he was alive now thanks to someone's help... it was merely a brief extension of his life.

Was there ever a time in my life when I didn't have regrets?

Why don't my words carry meaning like others'?

'I just want to end it all.'

This is the last one. That was his true feeling.

Of course, the black men joining him for this job didn't think it would fail.

They were just a motley crew drawn by the prospect of immense wealth and fame.

But... John and these idiots were necessary pieces in someone's bigger picture.

Shortly after, more than ten vehicles began moving simultaneously. They tried to pass through the boundary to enter the southern harbor.

"What the hell?"

The regular members of the Fellini family positioned by Giovanni and Carso naturally didn't let them pass unchallenged.

They had set up barriers at key points to block vehicle entry and directly turned their cars to warn them to leave immediately.

"..."

"Can't you hear me, you bastard?!"

"Floor it."

Despite the menacing warnings from the family members, the lead car chose to drive straight ahead.

The first car rammed into the family members and barriers blocking its path, and the cars behind swarmed through the gap like a nest of hornets.

"Stop them! Stop those bastards!"

"Take care of that one first!"

The lead car that had breached the defensive line.

John and the other black men inside were riddled with bullets from all directions, turning their bodies into sieves.

The situation unfolded quite differently from what the black men had planned.

But those who successfully breached the defensive line and entered the southern harbor immediately dispersed and began moving toward their destination.

As a result, the family members had to split their forces to pursue the scattered black men.

Although more than half of the black men died in the process... the remaining half was still heading toward the harbor.

"..."

This fact was immediately reported to me on site.

"So how many got away?"

"Roughly thirty, I'd estimate. Assuming they packed as many as possible into the cars."

"How many have we dealt with so far?"

"...At least thirty."

In total, it was close to 60 people. In the underworld, even a few dozen people can constitute a family.

Of course, considering these guys are black, it might not be such an impressive number.

"Have we identified who's behind them?"

"No, not yet."

In the current situation, dealing with them decisively was more important than talking.

"Could it be those guys who appeared in the south?"

"Maybe. Carso, strengthen the perimeter around here first. It's clear they're coming here."

"Yes, boss."

"Giovanni, Sarina should be arriving soon, so position her as soon as she gets here."

"Sarina?"

"I didn't expect things to turn out like this, but I called her."

"Ah, understood."

As Giovanni and Carso moved, their subordinates also began to bustle about.

In this situation, I could see what looked like searchlights in the distance over the sea. Cajin had arrived.

"Alright! Everyone move!"

As the ship came into view, the stevedores and our family associates waiting at the pier dock also began to get busy.

Just in case, I had the security guards stay away from the scene. Since we needed to handle the black men our way... they would honestly just be in the way.

The downpour that had been battering the harbor was finally weakening.

The first ship began to fully dock at the pier. The second ship docked right beside it.

There seemed to be five ships in total. Usually, there were only two or three, so the amount of drugs being brought in this time was definitely larger.

"Luke!"

"Cajin."

It wasn't just drugs disembarking from the ship.

Cajin and Haremo appeared, and naturally, they were wearing raincoats like mine.

"Cajin, follow our guys and go to the hotel for now."

"What?"

"Wait a minute. We just arrived, what's this about?"

"No, it's fine."

"...Pardon?"

Although Haremo reacted somewhat sensitively, Cajin dismissed it casually and agreed to follow my instructions.

"There are some bastards who've come to target our deal."

"Yeah, I figured as much."

When I briefly mentioned the key point, Cajin reacted as if he was really tired of it. This wasn't the first time such things had happened, so it was understandable.

"...What kind of bastards are they?"

"Black men. Bastards without a shred of manners."

Haremo seemed to have many questions, but I had the nearby wolves escort Cajin and Haremo to the hotel.

I remained at the scene to watch the drugs being moved from the dock to the warehouse.

"Boss, it's a call from the lady."

"Elena?"

It seemed Elena had been informed of the current situation. I took the receiver handed to me by one of my wolves.

"Yes, Elena."

"Luke, how's the situation?"

"...We're moving the drugs smoothly."

"That's not what I'm asking about."

"Don't worry about the black men. They won't pose any danger to our deal."

"...That's good to hear, but have you identified who they are?"

"No, but they seem to be from Marinelli's side."

They came up from the south, not the north. If that's the case, then as per the information Felicia recently obtained from the rat's nest, it's likely the work of black gangs from all over the country gathered in the southern part of the city.

"We've already dealt with over thirty of them."

"How many are left?"

"Thirty."

"..."

Elena didn't immediately respond to the news that we had killed over thirty, yet thirty more remained.

"I've called Sarina, so she'll be here soon."

"Should I contact Armo and the other caporegimes?"

"No, it's fine. But be careful, just in case."

The hotel's defenses are solid. I didn't pull any personnel from there.

But regardless, I hoped Elena, Felicia, and Veronica wouldn't leave the hotel.

"Luke..."

Elena's voice was filled with concern for me. But before she could finish...

BANG—!

An ominous gunshot echoed near the dock.

"Elena, I have to go!"

I put down the receiver and immediately left the warehouse with the wolves on standby.

More gunshots began to ring out. Carso's wolves had already drawn their submachine guns and were shooting at something moving in the darkness.

Those damn black bastards.

Taking advantage of their dark skin color to launch a surprise attack at night. They were truly cunning.

Ch.69 - Drug War (2)
Not long after Kazin and Haremo headed toward the hotel, gunshots rang out.

After the first shot, gunfire erupted from all directions.

Carso's men, who had been standing guard around the warehouse, began unleashing our Family's impressive firepower against the unwelcome visitors.

"Damn it! This wasn't part of the deal!"

The cry of a black man who had no idea what was happening.

The black trash who uttered those words became nothing but a lump of meat collapsed on the ground in less than a few seconds.

"Boss, let's get inside the warehouse for now."

"Forget it! I'm fine, so go help the others."

"Yes, sir!"

I ordered the wolves who were with me in the warehouse to join the fight as well.

"Everything will be fine here, so get back to work! Hurry!"

I shouted at the dockworkers and staff who were frightened by the sudden gunfire. The workload was already higher than usual because Kazin had brought more drugs than normal.

Only after my shout did the men at the dock pier start moving their hands and feet again.

"..."

But with a gunfight happening right next to them, it was inevitable that their work pace would slow down.

"Wipe them out now!"

Giovanni's loud shout. I could see him rushing forward with his men.

His approach was a stark contrast to Carso, who was commanding from further back.

Carso's men were already performing like walking turrets, and with Giovanni joining in, the black men completely lost their momentum.

Bang! Baang—!

The tide had already turned.

Suddenly, a car blared its horn loudly and charged toward Carso's men.

It seemed there was someone with guts among the black men.

"Fire!"

"That bastard! Take him out first!"

But our Family members and wolves weren't about to let such a large target go unscathed.

There were some casualties on our side, but this finished off all the black trash who had been moving stealthily in the darkness, targeting our drugs.

"Keep any that are still breathing separate!"

Giovanni was handling things perfectly even without my instructions.

Unlike before, now we needed to sort out and find those who were still alive.

"Boss, we've taken care of all of them."

"You're sure you got everyone who came here?"

"Yes, but we're not sure about those who scattered elsewhere yet."

I was told that our men stationed at the southern border of the harbor were pursuing them. It seemed the results hadn't been reported to Carso yet.

The intensity of the downpour was gradually diminishing.

"At least the rain will make cleaning up the blood easier."

"We'll take care of it right away."

"Good, and keep the guards posted just in case. I think we've moved about 20% of the drugs, though I'm not certain."

"Yes, understood."

The sudden incident ended just as abruptly as it had begun.

I left the cleanup to Giovanni and Carso and returned to the Lupus Carlton Hotel.

"Wolf!"

As soon as I reached the hotel entrance, I heard someone calling me.

Having left Haremo somewhere, Kazin greeted me near the entrance. Naturally, our Family members were around.

It would have been troublesome if Kazin had gotten hurt.

"I told you to stay inside the hotel."

"Well, technically this is still inside the hotel."

Kazin responded with a lame joke. I took him to the lobby on the first floor.

"So? Is the situation over?"

"For now. I'm not completely certain, but we've dealt with everyone who made it to the dock."

"Black men, you said? These guys nowadays have no fear."

"What can we do? The world is changing. The problem is it's changing for the worse."

It was true that the situation for our Family, and indeed all Five Families, wasn't good at all.

That's probably why these punks dared to target our drugs and infiltrate the dock.

"Do you have any idea who's behind this?"

"No, not yet."

"No suspects?"

"There are plenty. Too many, that's the problem."

The most likely culprits were the black gangs gathered in the southern part of the city.

If not them, then it would be Sanchez or Dragovich's doing.

Considering that black people mainly lived in Harlem in the southern part of the city... it was more likely Mikhail Dragovich's work than Eddie Sanchez, who was based in the western part of the city.

"By the way, just how much drugs did you bring?"

"Didn't you hear from Uncle?"

"From Hemington?"

The uncle Kazin was referring to was Max Hemington, or rather Massimo Cremona.

"I did hear something. He just said it would be enough to please us. Didn't get the specifics."

"About 1.5 times the usual amount of cocaine, and twice the usual diamorphine (heroin)."

It was much more than Elena and I had anticipated.

It was quite impressive that there was more diamorphine than cocaine, befitting our status as the sole diamorphine supply chain.

Only the Tyrrhenia guys could manage such a supply.

"Oh my."

Kazin said, looking somewhere.

I turned to see Elena appearing on the first floor, wearing a white fur coat. Next to her was Felicia, dressed even more extravagantly.

"Kazin."

"Donna Pellini. Beautiful as always."

"Thank you. But... could you give us a moment?"

"Of course. Mrs. Pellini, you look beautiful as well."

"..."

Kazin was busy greeting Elena and Felicia.

Calling Elena "Donna Pellini" and Felicia "Mrs. Pellini" – numerous thoughts must have crossed Kazin's mind to arrive at those forms of address.

"Luke!"

As soon as Kazin stepped aside, Elena immediately shed the dignified appearance she had been maintaining in front of him.

"Are you hurt anywhere?"

Felicia was the same.

"Don't worry, both of you. I'm fine."

I deliberately raised both arms to show them I hadn't been shot or injured, trying to reassure them.

"Elena, Kazin told me they brought 1.5 times the usual cocaine and twice the diamorphine."

"...That's more than I expected. No wonder there seemed to be more ships than usual."

Normally, there would be two or three ships bringing drugs from Tyrrhenia. But this time, there were five.

There was a reason for such a large convoy.

*

Meanwhile, I was concerned about the black men coming up from the southern harbor.

It was clear they had passed through Marinelli Family territory.

"Feli, your side didn't know about this?"

"...No."

Felicia answered in a somewhat dejected voice, as if she was ashamed to face me.

It wasn't Felicia's fault, but... it would have been better if Manfredi or her family had informed us of any suspicious signs.

"I'm just glad you weren't hurt."

Felicia's trembling hands grasping mine looked... quite pitiful even to my eyes.

"Let's move somewhere else first. There's no point staying here."

"Right."

My two wives and I took the elevator straight to the top floor. I felt a slight hunger pang.

Perhaps it was because I hadn't eaten properly, distracted by the intense conversation between Elena and Veronica.

"We've taken care of all the intruders."

"It doesn't seem like Sarina has arrived yet."

"She must be on her way. They were just faster."

I told Elena that I planned to assign Sarina to pursue the men who might have scattered throughout the harbor.

"Yes, that's a good idea."

Elena immediately agreed with my opinion instead of arguing. It seemed both Elena and Felicia had softened considerably compared to usual.

They must have been worried that I might get hurt.

"What about Veronica? Is she in her room?"

"Yes. Probably."

"..."

Elena seemed displeased with Veronica's indifferent response, not even coming to greet me.

Well, it's not like I was shot or anything, so I headed to my and Elena's room with my two wives.

I used the telephone to relay my instructions to Giovanni and Carso through one of the wolves at the warehouse.

"Yes, boss. We'll do that."

I assigned Sarina, who would arrive soon, to track the black men.

I instructed Giovanni to strengthen security around the warehouse, and Carso to supervise the unloading and repackaging of the drugs.

After the brief call, I returned to my two wives.

"..."

For a while, Elena and Felicia silently felt my touch or caressed me with their own hands.

But that didn't last long. I mentioned to them about who might be behind this incident.

"The black men gathered in the southern part of the city. Or it could be Dragovich's doing."

"Why?"

There was no need for a lengthy explanation about why I suspected the black men.

They had recently attacked another mafia family in a different city.

The Callon Family, based in the city of Bangor, southwest of Heville.

It was a relatively recent incident, but two black gangs had cooperated to push them out of the city and take over their cocaine supply chain.

It was hard to believe that the organization supplying cocaine had adapted to such a change. Selling drugs directly to black men?

But our Family, which hadn't even fully subdued Heville yet, couldn't do anything about it.

"Dragovich's men have easier access to the black community than Sanchez's do."

"And they have influence in Harlem."

Felicia added an appropriate comment.

It wouldn't be strange for the Sanchez Family or the Dragovich Family to do this to us.

We had reduced the Five Families to two. If I were in their position, I would have retaliated in a similar way.

"...Both possibilities make sense."

Elena said, adding that she would contact our informants.

"I'll contact the Rat's Nest too."

"The Rat's Nest? They won't have any reliable information anyway. Why waste money unnecessarily?"

"It's just for reference."

The two seemed to have calmed down somewhat and started bickering with each other.

"Oh, Luke. Viola called while you were out."

"Viola?"

I wondered if it was news related to the subjugation of the northeastern part of the city.

"She wants to meet Veronica. What do you think?"

"...Veronica?"

Viola is Carmen's younger sister, and Veronica is Carmen's daughter. Although they're not blood-related.

In other words, Viola is Veronica's aunt.

It's an aunt wanting to meet her niece, but since Viola had long parted ways with Rita Carmen, it was quite awkward.

"Well, I think it should be fine."

"Alright."

Elena seemed willing to allow Viola to meet Veronica based on my opinion.

Later, as we were talking about various things, we received a report that Sarina had arrived at the scene.

The situation had been completely resolved, and they had captured those who were still alive.

Additionally, the drugs Kazin had brought were being smoothly transferred from the dock pier to the warehouse.

"Good, then we'll be going now."

"What?"

"Elena, today is my day with Luke. Don't forget that."

"..."

Elena couldn't argue with Felicia, but she wasn't about to concede completely.

"Fine, have it your way. He'll be back in my arms in a few hours anyway."

"Don't worry. I'll return him in one piece when the time comes. I'm not like you."

"What?"

No one could match Felicia when it came to getting under Elena's skin.

"Elena, calm down."

It was my job to soothe her. Of course, Elena seemed satisfied with the physical contact with me, thanks to Felicia's provocation.

"Luke, let's go."

"Alright."

I followed Felicia to her room.

"Luke, I'll make sure to convey this to Manfredi."

As soon as we reached her room, she promised that something like this would never happen again.

"Thank you. We appreciate that."

It might be obvious, but expressing gratitude to Felicia was the right thing to do.

"I'm so glad you're safe."

"..."

I thought she had calmed down somewhat, but apparently not.

Unlike Elena, who is tough on the outside but soft on the inside, Felicia is soft on the outside but tough on the inside. I didn't expect her to react this strongly.

"Feli, it's all over now. Don't worry."

Checking the clock, I saw it was quite late.

I continued to monitor the situation using the good vantage point from the top floor while comforting Felicia.

Even after carefully moving Felicia, who had fallen asleep in my arms, to the bed, I couldn't sleep.

This kind of situation would have been perfect for an underboss to handle, not the boss.
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A blessing in disguise, perhaps.

There was no further commotion during the process of moving the drugs brought from Tyrenia.

Just in case, I kept watch on the docks from Felicia's room on the top floor of the hotel, but it seemed there was no need.

"Luke, it looks fine now, so why don't you come over here?"

"...Yeah, okay."

I was a bit startled when I heard Felicia's voice. She must have woken up from the sound of me moving around.

Without any hesitation, I lay down on the bed.

Like a snake coiling around its prey, Felicia wrapped her tail around my waist and let out a mischievous laugh.

"Do you like me that much?"

"Yes, my little honey."

From "little wolf" to "little honey."

It was already a rather insignificant-sounding nickname, but now it had become completely unthreatening.

Of course, considering that Felicia and I were married, it wasn't strange.

"Feli."

"...Yes?"

"It's not that I'm small, it's that you're big."

I don't remember how Felicia reacted to my words.

What's clear is that I fell asleep not long after saying that.

"...."

Although I went to bed late, my eyes opened early in the morning.

'Is Elena not here yet?'

My two wives usually visit each other's rooms at 6 AM to retrieve me.

Of course, sometimes there's resistance, but usually it ends with my ownership being transferred.

After all, these are all matters that my two wives and I agreed upon. Well, more accurately, my two wives agreed, and I had no choice.

That's as far as my thoughts went.

For now, I decided to wash up first, thinking Elena might come. As I took a quick shower, various thoughts came to mind.

From wondering if Sarina had safely captured the fleeing Black men, or if she had killed them all as usual with her temperament.

To wondering what Veronica was doing now, and if the repackaging of the drugs that had been moved to various parts of the port last night was complete.

For the latter, I thought it would be better to call Giovanni and Carso directly.

"Phew...."

After drying myself completely with a towel, I stepped out of the bathroom naked.

The current time was 6:27 AM. More than enough time for Elena to come looking for me.

"She's doing it again."

Meanwhile, I noticed Felicia had kicked off the blanket with her tail. Like Elena, Felicia also had terrible sleeping habits.

How is it that my wives are so similar in these aspects?

Just in case she caught a cold... I carefully covered her with the blanket.

Only after making sure she couldn't kick it off no matter how she moved—creating something like a kimbap roll—could I feel at ease.

"I'll be back, honey."

After kissing her face one last time, I left the room.

Just before entering Elena's and my room, the door of the room located in the left corridor slowly opened.

It goes without saying that it was Veronica's room.

"...."

"Veronica."

"Good morning, Brother."

Veronica approached only after I spoke first.

"It was a bit noisy last night, wasn't it?"

I deliberately mentioned what had happened yesterday. Elena was displeased with Veronica's indifference, as she hadn't come out of her room despite me being caught in a shootout.

I wasn't that bothered, but I was at least curious about what Veronica had been doing.

"Yes, I heard the Black men did something beyond their station."

"Right, I was there at the scene."

This should be enough. I hoped Veronica would understand that I was implying whether she had been worried about me.

"...I wasn't worried about you, Brother."

"Oh, really?"

Her answer was completely different from what I expected.

Come to think of it, I had drawn the line with Veronica several times, telling her she was just my sister. Maybe that was why.

"Because there's no way you would lose to such men. I believe in you more than anyone."

"...."

Should I be happy about this? Veronica didn't stop there.

She carefully approached me and slightly bowed her head.

Her hair, the same color as mine, touched my head. It was hard to tell where my hair ended and hers began.

"Brother, can I see your hand?"

"My hand? Why?"

"I've always wanted to touch it."

Veronica didn't elaborate further, but looking at her eyes full of expectation, I couldn't bring myself to refuse.

"Here."

She fiddled with my hand for a while.

The calluses formed during training to become a wolf, and the various scars from handling weapons.

All of this must be unfamiliar to Veronica. After all, her hands were very clean.

Spiders probably receive training too, but physical training would be less important for them.

"Veronica, isn't that enough now?"

"Ah, I'm sorry."

"No, it's fine."

I decided to go on my way. Of course, I didn't forget to tell Veronica to meet me at the restaurant later as I entered my room.

Having breakfast together wouldn't hurt.

Elena might find it uncomfortable to dine with Veronica, but at least Felicia and I don't.

"Elena, I'm back."

I said it just in case... but as expected, there was no answer. I only saw Elena sprawled out on the bed.

'I should take a picture of this.'

It was a sight worth capturing, if only I had a camera.

I thought about lying down next to Elena and going back to sleep, but then I remembered what I had been thinking about in the shower.

I took the phone as far away from Elena and the bed as possible, then called the docks.

"Hey, it's me."

"Yes, Boss."

The one who answered was one of my wolves. I asked him to put Giovanni, Carso, or Sarina on the line.

He could report to me, but I wanted to hear from someone who was definitely monitoring the situation.

"Yes, Boss. Did you sleep well last night?"

Giovanni's voice came through the receiver.

"Thanks to you all. How's the situation?"

"Everything has been handled."

The word "handled" implied multiple meanings.

It meant they had discussed how to align stories with the stevedores and related parties and had silenced them, and also that they had properly disposed of the bodies of the dead Black men.

"Did you capture any of them alive? Surely you didn't kill them all."

"Yes, Sarina caught some too. About seven in total."

"The rest are all dead?"

"Well, from what we can tell, some seem to have escaped completely, but basically, yes."

Seven survivors and a few escapees out of more than 60 men.

"So what did the captured ones say?"

"Unfortunately, they're all small fry. They don't know anything, and when we ask questions, they all mention just one guy... who's already dead."

"Who is that?"

"A guy named John Amaldo. It seems he was the one who planned this."

"...I've never heard of him."

"Yes, apparently he usually operates on the outskirts of Havily."

"He doesn't seem like someone who could pull off something like this. There must be someone behind him."

"Carso thinks so too."

Suspicion alone wasn't enough. We needed solid evidence.

"Giovanni, who's with the captured men now?"

"Sarina is personally interrogating them."

"Is that so?"

Then there was no need for me to mention anything. She would surely extract any useful information from them before they died.

Afterward, I confirmed the exact amount of drugs through Giovanni.

Next, we needed to decide what to do with the excess drugs that had come in more than usual.

"For now, process the usual amount as always. I'll discuss the surplus with Elena and let you know."

"Yes, Boss."

Giovanni quickly hung up. I looked again at Elena, who was magnificently sprawled out on the bed.

"A real sleeping beauty."

Of course, there probably isn't a princess with such muscles, but just in case, I made brief notes of what I had heard from Giovanni.

After recording only the essential information, I lay down next to Elena.

Due to our considerable size difference, though unintended, Elena naturally became like a large body pillow.

And so we fell asleep together, if only for a while.

*

"...Huh?"

"Luke, wake up."

"What? When did you wake up?"

I was too surprised. I was definitely sleeping on the bed, but...

Somehow Elena, already dressed to go out, was holding me in her arms. In that embarrassing princess carry position.

To think that my thoughts of Elena as a sleeping princess before falling asleep would come back to me like this.

"Hurry up and get ready."

Elena put me back down on the bed.

"Ready for what?"

"What do you mean? Breakfast, of course."

Elena said, pointing at my stomach. As if on cue, a growling sound was heard.

"It's been like that for a while. That's what woke me up."

"Was it that bad?"

I thought Elena was exaggerating again.

"I'm telling you, it's true."

"No, no matter what, that's a bit..."

"Anyway, hurry up and get ready."

"Alright."

It was true that I was hungry. Since I had already showered earlier, I just needed to get dressed.

When Elena and I left our room, Felicia and Veronica joined us as if by appointment.

"...."

"Elena, why the face?"

"That's right. It's such a waste to make such an expression on your beautiful face."

"If you can't say anything useful..."

Elena responded to Felicia and Veronica's comments with disbelief.

"Yawn. Are we starting already?"

I said with a yawn.

We hadn't even reached the restaurant yet, and the three of them were about to start arguing.

Ding!

When the elevator arrived at our destination, we quickly got out.

Originally, our regular table was for three, but with Veronica's addition, it naturally became a table for four.

"Oh right. Veronica, I have something to tell you."

"Yes?"

"Viola seems to want to see you."

"Yes, that's right. Veronica, remember that Viola is a caporegime of our family. She's much higher in rank than you."

I wondered if Veronica would feel pressured by Elena's words.

"Of course, if you don't want to..."

"No, it's fine."

Contrary to my expectation, Veronica easily accepted meeting Viola. Or maybe she just didn't want to show weakness in front of me.

I then ordered various foods for myself.

"I noticed this before, but you really do eat a lot."

"Luke always eats this much."

"...."

Elena spoke as if it was natural, but Felicia held her tongue.

She might have complaints about me eating without considering nutrition or being picky, but she didn't seem inclined to point it out.

The first dish to appear on the table was Tyrenian salmon.

It was a dish where a large piece of salmon harmonized with cream containing spinach and cherry tomatoes. The broth wasn't too much, and its moderate thickness was just right for my taste.

Just as I felt it was a perfect first choice for breakfast...

"I just can't understand. How can you see your own brother as a man?"

"I'm the one who doesn't understand. How can you love someone who isn't blood-related?"

"What?"

"...."

"Life is only lived once, you know. I simply don't want to be with a man who has little connection to me."

The conversation between the three, excluding me, was quite a spectacle.

Felicia, who had boasted to me about correcting Veronica, couldn't say a word in this situation.

"Being blood-related makes someone an irreplaceable, precious family member, worthy of more love. Isn't that why you married my brother too?"

"Are you implying that I..."

Veronica's logic was enough to make my head spin just from listening. On top of that, Elena closed her eyes tightly at the suggestion that she too was into incest.

"Veronica, enough of that. Let's eat first."

"Yes, Brother."

Fortunately, Veronica listened to me very well.

Meanwhile, the drugs that had been repackaged at various workplaces around the port began to be distributed throughout the city. Heading towards our Pellini Family's territories and our collaborators who would form the new Five Families.

These drugs, like the incident at the port last night... would signal the beginning of various conflicts.

Ch.71 - Drug War (4)
While the repackaged drugs were being distributed to various parts of Heavily, our breakfast continued.

"Ah, Elena."

"Yes?"

"Take this."

I handed Elena a notebook.

Inside were my organized notes from what Giovanni had told me over the phone.

Though it was a trivial gesture, Felicia and Veronica's eyes lit up immediately.

"Luke, what's that?"

"...Just notes from what I heard from Giovanni this morning."

"What's in it exactly?"

"..."

"Brother?"

When I didn't answer Felicia right away, Veronica asked again. Since when did these two become so in sync?

"Felicia, do you know this name written here?"

"..."

Elena skipped any unnecessary explanations and asked Felicia directly.

After checking the notebook's contents briefly, Felicia answered.

"I don't know much, but I've seen the name in newspapers."

"Look into him for me."

"What?"

"It would be simple if we leave it to your Family."

"Alright. I'll talk to my siblings about it."

The conversation between my two wives flowed more smoothly than expected. However, Veronica, who hadn't been able to see the notebook's contents, didn't look pleased.

It might sound cold, but this wasn't information Veronica particularly needed to know.

"Veronica, is that all you're going to eat?"

"Isn't Brother eating too much?"

"I always eat this much."

"I've watched you eat from afar before, but... I didn't know you ate this much."

"Well, we're getting to know each other gradually."

"..."

Veronica's expression brightened instantly.

She clearly liked my comment about getting to know each other gradually.

"Luke, well done."

"Hmm?"

"Thank you."

It's nothing special. Above all, it was only natural for an underboss to report directly to the boss what they heard from a capo regime in the field.

"But we have a problem with so much drugs coming in this time."

"Not having to give any to Sanchez and Dragovich makes a big difference."

"Marinelli, Russo, Solomon. One-tenth to each of the three families. That leaves two-tenths from our existing supply."

"The amount we send to Marinelli isn't exactly one-tenth anyway."

Following Elena's comment about having too many drugs being a problem, our conversation continued.

"Felicia, while we're at it, let me make something clear."

"What?"

Felicia was skillfully cutting her steak even as she answered Elena.

While she was cutting her steak, Elena was eating caprese made with mushroom cream soup, mozzarella cheese, tomato, and basil.

Judging by their builds, you'd expect them to eat the opposite meals, but the reality was different.

"I'm going to redefine the quantities we sell to the five families."

"Since we're now one of the five families, technically we're selling to four families."

"Yes."

Elena responded to my explanation as if it were obvious.

"We'll directly sell half of it like we do now, and sell the remaining half to other families."

"Elena, then that half..."

"Until the unfilled family position is determined, we'll keep that family's one-tenth for ourselves."

"But that still leaves four-tenths?"

"Yes, and from that, I'll give two-tenths to Marinelli."

It was blatant favoritism.

Of course, our connection with the Marinelli Family was also tied to my marriage with Felicia, and they were clearly our most reliable allies.

"..."

Felicia looked like she hadn't expected Elena to make such a decision.

"Thank you. Father will be pleased when he hears this news."

"..."

"..."

After Felicia expressed her gratitude for Elena's decision, Elena and I exchanged meaningful glances.

My look toward Elena obviously meant "thank you for being considerate of Felicia," and Elena's look meant "I understand."

"Elena, what will you do with the surplus?"

"How much extra cocaine and diamorphine do we have?"

"Cocaine is half of our usual amount, and diamorphine is the same as usual."

"Then for the usual amount, we'll take four-tenths. The remaining six-tenths will be divided equally among the three families, two-tenths each."

"Little Dom will be dancing with joy when he hears this."

"The Russo guys will be the same."

While our conversation continued, Veronica quietly focused on her meal. There wasn't really a place for her to join in.

"Same goes for your capo regimes."

At least Felicia had something to contribute.

Just to be safe, I paused my meal and quickly wrote down what had been decided.

"Luke, you can do that later."

"No, these things should be written down right away."

"And there's one more thing."

"Hmm?"

"Let's decide on Veronica's treatment now too."

"..."

Elena was so straightforward in these matters, which was very like her. Meanwhile, Veronica stopped eating and looked at Elena and me.

"We'll split the Carmen guys Veronica brought in half—one half to the city center and the other to the academy."

In simple terms, she was saying we'd split them in two and absorb them into my and Elena's operations.

"You want to keep Veronica by your side?"

"Yes."

"..."

Veronica looked quite disappointed at Elena's answer. She couldn't hide that expression.

"That was my plan. But sending her to the academy side wouldn't be bad either."

"Are you sure that's okay?"

"Don't worry. It's not that I trust Veronica—I trust you and Sarina."

"Ah."

"..."

Veronica's expression brightened and then darkened again. Even she recognized how formidable Elena's trust in us was.

Though neither I nor my two wives knew it, Sarina was the biggest obstacle to Veronica's approach to me.

"That woman seems to dislike you too."

"Felicia, she doesn't just dislike me. She'll dislike you plenty too."

When Sarina was mentioned, my two wives exchanged what they considered obvious facts.

Yes, Sarina would clearly dislike all three women having breakfast with me now.

Meanwhile, I ordered additional dishes.

"Buffalo wings with lemon, and chicken breast over mashed potatoes."

"Yes, sir."

As soon as I finished ordering with the waiter who rushed over, Veronica also ordered beef stew and croque monsieur.

"Veronica, it doesn't seem like you have anything to say to Luke."

"We're siblings after all."

"..."

"Veronica, don't be like that to Elena. She's your sister-in-law now."

"...Yes, Brother."

"You're my sister in name only. What kind of sister tries to marry her sister's husband?"

"What kind of sister marries the man her sister loves?"

"..."

I understood why Felicia couldn't join their conversation. Even I, listening from the side, felt emotions that were difficult to articulate.

Is this really the reality of us three siblings?

But that moment passed quickly. When Felicia ordered another steak, Elena scolded her for eating too much meat.

"Sorry. My species needs to eat plenty of meat or it's not good."

"Anyone would think you don't normally eat meat."

"I think Feli eats more meat than I do."

"..."

I said it just in case, but my two wives reacted as if that was a bit much.

*

As our breakfast for four was coming to an end.

There were several changes made according to what was decided in our meeting disguised as breakfast. The core points were quite simple.

First was the sales ratio of the existing and surplus drugs Kazin had brought.

Second was the treatment of Carmen Family members who had defected to our family following Veronica.

These two points were immediately conveyed to our consiglieri—Salmo, Giovanni, and Carso.

Through them, the news would soon reach each family cooperating with us and the capo regimes of the Fellini Family.

And each capo regime would share this information with their subordinates. This was generally how information flowed in the organization.

"Ah, Luke, look over there."

"Hmm?"

Following Elena's words, I turned my head to see Kazin and Haremo entering the restaurant.

They seemed to be here for breakfast too, and with the consent of my two wives and sister, I joined them.

"Donna Fellini."

Kazin and Haremo didn't forget to greet Elena and the other two before sitting down.

"I'm sorry about this."

"About what?"

"We're interrupting your meal with the ladies."

"No, that's not the case. We've had plenty to eat."

"That's good then. By the way, I have something to tell you."

While Kazin and I were talking, Haremo ordered food for himself and Kazin. Kazin didn't particularly object to this.

"..."

I didn't plan to eat again, but it would be rude to the two of them if I didn't order anything.

So I ordered something modest.

The reactions from my two wives and sister at the other table were quite a sight. There was no need for them to be so surprised.

"So what did you want to tell me?"

"Have you found out who was behind the Godfather's death?"

"...There are some suspects."

"It must be someone from the five families."

"Carmen—at first I thought it was that woman. But now Sanchez and Dragovich are the most likely."

"That big golem guy?"

"Yes, that's Sanchez."

Haremo reacted as if pleased after hearing my words.

From what Kazin said, it seemed Sanchez was the most outrageous one when they visited the five families.

"Anyway, the point is that you're not certain?"

"Right. It's not certain."

The boss of the Tyrenia organization and Max Hemington's cousin.

According to Hemington, he was biding his time, waiting for an opportunity to avenge his father.

It was likely that Kazin's question about who killed my father was related to this.

Meanwhile, as my conversation with Kazin continued at the other table, the existing drugs were being delivered to our collaborators and capo regimes throughout the city.

As they began distributing and selling the drugs they purchased from our family in their own ways, various reactions followed.

For example:

In the northern part of the city, the Vipers were moving to target the Russo Family's drugs, while in the central part, the Sanchez Family was moving against the Solomon Family's drugs.

The Marinelli side was relatively peaceful.

The only force that might target them was the coalition of Black gangs that had recently gathered in the southern part of the city, but they were actually attacking the Dragovich Family.

In this situation...

Another problem was about to begin at the academy.

Ch.72 - Dwarf VS Dwarf (1)
After breakfast with the beauties.

I began my meal with the dull colleagues who had come from across the sea.

While we engaged in various conversations, the food we had ordered earlier appeared one by one.

Kazin was an elf like me, and Haremo was a werewolf. Regardless of their race, both had larger builds than mine.

Among the three of us, Haremo was the largest, but he ordered the least amount of food.

"What's this? Aren't you eating too little for your size?"

"It's my first time trying this country's food."

In response to Haremo's excuse that wasn't really an excuse, Kazin laughed heartily and replied.

"There's nothing wrong with being cautious."

"It's just food, though?"

"Precisely because it's food."

Just like a true Tyrenian. Kazin and I had somewhat different values when it came to food.

"But you eat quite a lot, I see."

"Didn't you already have a meal before us?"

"I always eat this much."

Kazin accepted it easily, but Haremo looked at me with curiosity.

I could tell from his gaze that he was wondering how all this food could fit into my small frame.

Haremo had ordered chicken roulade, which was chicken breast rolled with cheese, spinach, and mushrooms like gimbap, and Scotch eggs, which were boiled eggs wrapped in meat and then fried.

Kazin had thick crab meat with olive oil and fried mushrooms.

My portion consisted of coq au vin served on mashed potatoes with carrots, fresh oysters, and a dish of chicken and shrimp stir-fried in a sweet orange sauce.

Taking into account Felicia's comment that I would eat anything, I had composed a rather impressive menu.

"..."

"Why that face?"

"No, it's just that the meat tastes unusual."

"That's turkey."

The ground meat wrapping the boiled egg in the Scotch egg was turkey. Normally, turkey isn't used, but this hotel's restaurant was special.

"..."

"Are you going to eat it or not?"

"Then I'll eat it with gratitude."

Meanwhile, noticing that Kazin seemed to be eyeing my oysters, I spoke up, and he immediately reached for them.

"I told you the food in this country is good."

"Still not as good as Tyrenian cuisine, though."

Of course, there are many Tyrenian immigrants—that is, elves—in this country. In a way, Tyrenian cuisine could be considered part of this country's food as well.

Though the locals would vehemently deny it.

"Mr. Felini, may I ask you something?"

"What is it?"

"When do you plan to avenge your godfather?"

"Haremo."

"...I apologize. But you seem more composed than I expected."

He quickly apologized upon seeing Kazin's grim expression. It was true that Haremo had been disrespectful to me, an underboss of a Family.

[Revenge is like a dish best served cold]

It seems Haremo doesn't know what even this wretched fellow knows.

"No, it's fine."

Given the substantial amount of drugs Kazin had brought, I decided not to make an issue of it.

But Haremo still seemed unable to understand.

"Elena and I were shocked when our father passed away. We wanted to kill everyone."

"And now you don't?"

"Of course I still do. But I have to be realistic."

"Haremo, that's enough."

"Yes."

With Kazin's intervention, Haremo's curiosity remained unsatisfied.

Perhaps this was a cultural difference. Tyrenian elves are obsessed with revenge. They even have a specific concept called "vendetta," so no further explanation is needed.

Although Elena and I are elves, we weren't quite like that.

Of course, we would never forget the grudge of losing our precious family.

But Elena and I are the boss and underboss of the Felini Family. We can't act emotionally and show our deceased father the spectacle of our organization collapsing along with our members.

"Luke, let me know if you ever need help. Our boss is already quite eager."

"..."

Would the Tyrenian mafia really just help us with our revenge and then quietly withdraw?

I didn't think so at all. Of course, with our father—their collaborator—dead, they would take some kind of action.

Rita Carmen, Eddie Sanchez, Mikhail Dragovich.

I planned to kill all three of these suspicious individuals. But facing all three at once would be reckless.

I needed to deal with them one by one... and make sure it was done properly.

*

While I was deep in serious thought during the meal, a wolf approached my table.

"Boss, I apologize for the interruption."

"Hm?"

His appearance caught the attention of my two wives and sister who were still present.

"What is it?"

"There's been an incident at the Academy."

"...I see. Kazin, I'll finish our meal later."

"It's urgent, right? Go ahead."

Kazin said he was fine with it, but once again apologized for Haremo's rudeness.

Haremo didn't miss the opportunity and bowed his head to me in apology.

"It's fine. Don't worry about it too much."

"Boss, the car is waiting."

"Alright. Veronica!"

"Yes?"

Before heading to the car, I called for Veronica. She approached happily, pleased to be the only one called.

"Wait for me in the car first."

I instructed the wolf who had informed me about the Academy incident to take her along.

"..."

Watching the two of them head toward the elevator, I turned to my two wives.

"Luke, you haven't forgotten that today is our day together, right?"

"Of course not. Elena, but it seems something's happened at the Academy."

"...I understand. Then it can't be helped."

Elena gave up quickly after hearing the reason. There was only one reason she would concede so easily.

She was a boss who knew how to separate personal matters from business.

Of course, I expressed my gratitude for her consideration and kissed Elena on the forehead.

"I'll be back soon."

"Be careful, Luke."

Felicia responded to my promise to return quickly, as if reminding me not to forget her.

I kissed her on the forehead as well.

Only then did Felicia soften her expression and caress her lower abdomen.

"Can't you tone it down a bit?"

"Tone what down?"

"Both of you, stop it. Don't fight while I'm gone."

Both wives agreed for now, but I knew they had inwardly given up. As long as I existed, the competition between my two wives would never cease.

Anyway, I arrived at the hotel's first floor with the two people waiting for me.

"Brother, is your stomach alright?"

"Hm? Oh, it's fine. If anything, I'm disappointed I couldn't eat more."

"..."

Veronica was speechless after hearing my answer. The fellow seemed to eat quite a bit himself, but apparently not enough to compare with me.

"Boss, shall we go?"

"Yes."

I got into the back seat of the armored car through the door the wolf held open for me. Veronica sat in the back seat with me.

"So? What exactly happened?"

In this changed environment, when I asked again, the wolf immediately answered.

"A bomb exploded in the union office."

"...What?"

"Fortunately, it happened when no one was there, so there were no injuries."

"Isn't the fact that a bomb went off the problem itself?"

"Yes, that's correct."

The wolf readily agreed with Veronica's point. Although Veronica wasn't an official member of our Family and was in a rather ambiguous position.

She was my sister.

From the wolves' perspective, there could be no stronger authority than that. She was the leader's sister, after all.

"...Any suspects?"

"Nothing certain yet, but there's a witness who saw dwarves leaving the union office."

"It doesn't seem like Russo's doing."

"Could it be those guys from the northeast?"

"Yes, that's probably the most likely possibility."

"..."

Veronica seemed not to understand the wolf's words.

The northeastern guys the wolf mentioned were simple.

Currently, our Family has entrusted Caporegime Viola Carmen with the task of taking control of the northeastern part of the city.

The Alini Family from southern Beverly and the dwarf gang from southern Hayden Park are advancing northward under her command.

The biggest obstacle in this process is... the Palmas Family, composed of dwarves.

Northern Beverly and northern Hayden Park weren't entirely their territory, but they had some stake in it.

The Russo Family also had a high proportion of dwarves among its members, but they didn't have the luxury to do something like this to us.

They were too busy dealing with the Viper.

While maintaining relations with us, they could even buy drugs imported from Tyrenia, so the disadvantages outweighed the advantages.

"So it's the work of the Palmas Family?"

"Well, that's the most likely possibility, but it's not certain."

As the car headed toward the Academy, I decided to tell Veronica what I needed to say.

"Veronica, as I mentioned during our meal, you'll now be helping me with work at the Academy."

"Yes, brother."

She immediately responded and thanked me for giving her a role.

"You should thank your sister for that. Elena was the one who permitted it."

"...Yes."

"And don't fight too much with Elena."

"Isn't it natural for sisters to grow up fighting?"

"That's true, but..."

Veronica had a point, but it wasn't the answer I wanted.

"My official title at the Academy is Vice-Chairman of the Faculty Union."

"Who's the Chairman?"

Who the Chairman was didn't matter. What mattered was who controlled the Chairman.

"That's irrelevant. And now you'll be taking over that job."

"...I don't have much experience managing unions, but I'll do my best."

"There's someone who will help you, so don't worry too much."

I mentioned Cambara, who was in charge of the Academy faculty union's accounting.

Officially, I planned to transfer my title to Cambara. But the real power would be with Veronica.

She would be controlling the Vice-Chairman who controlled the Union Chairman.

Of course, behind Veronica was me, and behind me was Elena, but that went without saying.

'It's like Russian nesting dolls.'

While I was explaining to Veronica about her future duties.

Our armored car entered the Academy grounds.

Upon arriving at the office, union members and my subordinates moved to escort Veronica and me.

"..."

Even without entering the office, I could tell the building was in shambles.

Of course, the bomb hadn't been powerful enough to collapse the building. I instructed the others to clean up the aftermath of the explosion.

"Boss."

"Cambara, this is Veronica. My sister."

I introduced Veronica to Cambara who had just appeared, and also introduced Cambara to her.

"It's fortunate no one was hurt. By the way, where is Sarina now?"

"Ah, she's at the harbor area."

"I see."

I could guess the reason. She was probably busy torturing the Black men who had recklessly rushed to the harbor yesterday.

Thanks to that, she had been safe from the explosion—a blessing in disguise, I supposed.

"It seems like the work of those dwarf bastards."

"Yes, according to witnesses."

From what Cambara said, there were quite a few witnesses. If that was the case, it was highly likely to be the work of the Palmas Family.

"Contact Granada. Tell him we need his bombs."

"Yes."

"And as of today, you're the Vice-Chairman of the union."

"What? That's too sudden."

"Don't worry. You're just a figurehead; Veronica will be doing the actual work."

Cambara seemed to be wondering whether he should be happy about this after hearing my words. Of course, it was clear he understood my intentions.

"Contact Granada and show Veronica the ropes."

"Yes."

After leaving Veronica and Cambara, I got back into the armored car and headed north.

Several cars carrying my wolves and organization members surrounded the armored car.

I was planning to meet Viola Carmen.

Ch.73 - Dwarf VS Dwarf (2)
While I was heading north to meet Viola Carmen.

Elena and Felicia were, unusually, having a conversation in her husband's room.

"This room is always messy."

"What?"

Since it was a conversation between just the two of them, the atmosphere was more hostile than casual.

"Luke isn't the type to keep his room messy, is he? You... well, looking at this room, it's obvious."

"...Can't be helped. What can I do if Luke makes a mess every time he's with me? I guess he doesn't do that with you?"

"Well, I'm pregnant, so we're refraining from anything too intense."

Elena paused at Felicia's words.

If Luke had been present, the atmosphere would have become hostile enough to make him flee immediately.

"Fine. Pregnancy is just an excuse, isn't it?"

"What are you saying?"

"Anyway, you're just my substitute to Luke. I'm sure someone as perceptive as you must know that."

"Yes, that's true."

"...?"

Elena thought this wasn't like Felicia to admit such a thing.

"Still, I've been with Luke longer than you have."

"I don't care. And it wasn't dating, it was adultery. You seduced a man who clearly had a wife, and you're bragging about it?"

"Could you really have called yourself Luke's wife back then? I don't think so at all."

One step back for two steps forward.

Of course, Elena didn't back down either and continued making her point.

At that moment, the room's telephone rang loudly. Elena had more to say, but she got up from her seat.

It could be something important.

Above all, Luke had long since headed to the Academy with Veronica. They might have found something out.

"Yes, you'd better run away like that."

"Will you shut up?"

"Boss, this is Kambara."

Just as Elena was about to respond to Felicia's provocation, a gentle voice came through the receiver.

"Kambara, Luke should have gone there. What exactly happened?"

"Well, a bomb exploded at the union office. But it happened when no one was there, so there were no casualties."

"...Have you figured out who did it?"

"Witnesses say it was dwarves. The boss seems to think it was the Palmas family's doing."

"I guess there's no other option besides the Palmas guys. So what is Luke doing now?"

"He went to meet Viola Carmen. I think he might be planning to give some kind of warning to the Palmas people."

"...What about Veronica?"

Elena didn't ask anything more about Luke.

She had absolute faith that Luke would handle the retaliation against the Palmas family, who were presumed to be behind this incident.

"She's right beside me now."

"Is that so? I thought he would have taken her along since he went to meet Viola."

"Ah, and the boss has made some changes to the union organization."

"Changes? What changes?"

Kambara reported to his boss about Luke Pellini's decisions without omitting anything.

Instead of Luke Pellini stepping down from his position as vice-chairman of the Academy Staff Union.

Kambara Zakaya would become the new vice-chairman.

To put it in the Financial King Hagen's style, the ostensible reason was to take responsibility for various incidents related to the Academy union, including the recent explosion at the office, thus creating a positive image.

The real reason was for Luke to distance himself further from public attention while still controlling the Academy union from behind the scenes.

Kambara added that he would continue his existing duties such as the union's accounting, while Veronica would handle the actual vice-chairman duties.

"Veronica?"

"Yes, the boss instructed it that way."

"What do you think about it?"

"She doesn't have experience managing a union, but she has experience managing her own organization. If I or the others give her a little guidance, I think she'll quickly pull her weight."

As Kambara spoke without hesitation, Elena decided to let it go this time.

"Alright, if any problems arise, let me know immediately."

"Yes."

Elena hung up the receiver after hearing Kambara's response.

"...."

Felicia was curious about the conversation but wouldn't ask Elena first.

"There was a bomb explosion at the Academy's union office."

"...What?"

Elena spoke before Felicia could ask.

Felicia had been confident that nothing would surprise her, but this was different.

"It seems like the Palmas people did it."

"Those dwarves?"

"Yes, if not them, it would be the Russo guys. But they're not that stupid."

"...."

"What? Do you have something to say?"

"What about Luke?"

"Luke will handle this. Don't worry and leave it to him."

"I'm not worried."

The commonality between the two women. Besides both being Luke's wives, they both trusted Luke Pellini equally.

*

Meanwhile, at that time, I, who was receiving excessive trust and love from my two wives, had arrived at my destination.

"Boss, here you go."

"Thanks."

Michael, the wolf in the passenger seat, handed me a hot dog bought nearby.

Michael was one of the wolves under my command and the reason our family started various businesses at the Academy.

His girlfriend was a professor at the Academy.

"What, no ketchup here either?"

"Boss, I don't know about other cities, but in this city, no one puts ketchup on hot dogs."

The Heavilyian hot dog.
For whatever reason, hot dogs in this city never have ketchup.

And there are seven essential ingredients that must be included.

Sport peppers, which are pickled peppers, and relish, which is minced vegetables in a sweet pickle sauce. Yellow mustard sauce, tomato, pickle, onion, and finally, celery salt.

Taking a bite of the hot dog, I could taste the pickle, cut long and large enough to cover both the sausage and all the other ingredients.

The three of us—me, Michael, and the driver wolf—devoured two or three hot dogs each before entering Viola's base.

"Boss, didn't you eat already?"

"I did."

"Why are you asking that? If the boss wants to eat, he eats."

Michael responded to the other wolf's question as if it was unnecessary.

The other guy simply replied that he asked because I was devouring the hot dogs faster than usual.

"Alright, now that we've filled our stomachs, let's go."

I got out of the car as soon as Michael opened the door for me.

Even though I hadn't announced my arrival, the front of her base was filled with organization members gathered to welcome me.

"Looks like they already knew."

"Of course. Where would Viola be otherwise?"

As Michael said, someone as meticulous as Viola would have already known about my arrival.

She would have known about my armored car in the first place.

"Under Boss."

As Michael and I got close enough to the base, Viola's organization members greeted me.

"Alright, I hate standing out, so disperse now."

"Yes."

At my words, the organization members quickly returned to their positions.

No one remained except those who would guide me to Viola.

"The boss is waiting for you."

"Good, let's go right away."

I followed Viola's subordinates into the base.

Meanwhile, they asked me about Veronica. It seemed it wasn't just Viola who was interested in her.

I had nothing to say about that part. Except that she was at the Academy.

Viola's base, which covers the entire Englewood area, is a social club. Choosing a social club as a base was a very Carmen-sister-like choice.

Even though she was no longer part of the Carmen family.

"Welcome."

"Viola, it's been a while."

As soon as I entered her office, she greeted me and Michael.

Since Kambara had called to inform her of my visit, it wouldn't have been a surprise.

"Have you heard the news?"

"Yes, I heard the Palmas guys messed with the Academy."

Viola said that and readily admitted it was her mistake.

"It's okay. Even I didn't expect them to be bold enough to come to the Academy. How's the situation?"

According to Viola, it was mixed.

The Alini family side was struggling, but the dwarf gang side was pushing back against the Palmas family.

The situation was unfolding contrary to my expectations. I wouldn't have thought the Alini family would be worse off than the dwarf gang.

"The Alini side is being pushed back? Is that guy more incompetent than I thought?"

"No, he was the Mad Hatter's bodyguard, so that's unlikely."

Viola said that was precisely the problem.

"What do you mean?"

"When a bodyguard suddenly becomes the boss, resistance is natural. Opposition is gathering around Cario's children, seeking revenge."

"Revenge for their parent..."

"Yes, I suppose so."

Albert Cario, the former boss of the Alini family. Sarina and I dealt with him personally.

It was possible because of the betrayal of his bodyguard, Alini.

"For now, tell them and the Palmas guys. Cario's execution and Antonio Alini becoming the family boss was a decision of the five families. Make them understand exactly who they're up against."

They needed to be reminded that they were defying the big shots of this city.

"Yes, I'll send my subordinates."

Viola called her subordinates to relay my message.

While the Palmas side might not, the Alini opposition could immediately kill Viola's subordinates. Nevertheless, Viola didn't mind at all.

Viola and I discussed various things. Veronica was among the topics.

To Viola, who asked about Veronica, I told her that the girl was currently at the Academy.

I added that I would have liked to bring Veronica this time, but couldn't because of other matters.

"That's unfortunate."

"Yes, but even if she's your niece, she's not your blood niece. What would you talk about if you met?"

"Besides talking... I'm interested in the information that child might have."

Just as I thought.

"Michael, take everyone and go to the Alini family's side."

"Yes."

Regardless of how they responded to me, I intended to deal with Alini's opposition decisively.

I thought Michael and my wolves would be sufficient.

Later, while I was in the middle of a conversation with Viola, her subordinate informed us of Granada's arrival.

"Granada?"

"I called him. We need to pay back the Palmas guys, even if not Alini's opposition."

"I didn't expect Granada to come personally."

Viola focused on Granada, but I was different. Granada was important, but so were the explosives and bombs he would have brought.

I planned to detonate all of them in the Palmas family's territory.

Meanwhile, before Granada could reach Viola's office, her telephone rang loudly.

"Yes, I understand. Come back for now."

"...."

"The Palmas guys say they'll acknowledge Alini as the new boss of the family."

"Really?"

"Yes, and they said they want to talk directly with the young lady or the Under Boss."

"What about Alini's opposition?"

"They weren't killed, but they were turned away at the door."

No choice then. If they insist on getting beaten, I'll grant their wish. Through Viola, I gave instructions to Michael and the wolves who would be in the Alini family's territory.

Children seeking revenge for their parents. Since Elena and I were in the same situation, I understood.

That such people shouldn't be left alive.

"Wipe out all of Alini's opposition."

That was the order I gave to the wolves.

The wolf's command, and now also the command of the five families.

Ch.74 - Dwarf VS Dwarf (3)
Michael and my subordinate wolves headed to southern Beverly to carry out the orders of the Five Families.

I planned to stay alone at Viola's social club to pass the time.

"Let me escort you to your room, Godfather."

"Viola, that's all well and good, but I'm not a godfather."

"Since the lady is the Godmother, it's only right to call her husband the Godfather. Besides, no matter what anyone says, you're the Godfather's son."

"..."

Well, if you put it that way, she's not wrong.

Still, I told her not to use the title of godfather as it could cause problems. If we weren't careful, it might give the impression that I was the boss of the Family.

"Yes, I understand."

Viola readily complied once I clearly expressed my wishes.

Afterward, I followed Viola's subordinates to the guest room and immediately turned on the radio.

"Hey, can I ask you for something?"

"Yes, just say the word."

"Bring me a newspaper."

Not just any newspaper would do.

There's a morning paper that has traditionally been hostile to the mafia, and that's exactly the one I wanted.

Viola's subordinate said he would bring it as quickly as possible, his expression unchanged. Though he said that, I wondered if he might have been a bit perplexed inside.

Thud.

While they were fetching what I wanted, I decided to listen to the radio.

Of course, I wasn't planning to listen to just any channel. I focused on channels covering important news, especially incidents and accidents occurring in the city.

"A special police investigation team will be looking into the series of shootings and murders that occurred at the harbor and the Academy."

As luck would have it, they were discussing recent events.

"..."

I couldn't help but smile.

The police officer in charge of the special investigation team was someone who was on our payroll.

That police chief, really. I figured Salmo, the consigliere, had probably already taken care of it.

"Hevilly Police have revealed that the dwarf mafia was involved in the explosion at the Academy faculty union office."

What happened at the Academy was already being reported on the radio.

Compared to the world I used to live in, it was still far behind, but things had improved quite a bit.

"The Academy faculty union announced that Deputy Chairman Luke Pellini has resigned in connection with this incident, and they will elect a new deputy chairman."

It seemed that the changes to the union organization I had mentioned to Cambara were progressing well.

While I was catching up on various news via the radio, Viola's subordinates brought me the newspaper I had requested.

"That was quite fast."

I continued listening to the radio even as I read the newspaper they handed me.

Sometimes this can be confusing, but it was a good way to make time pass quickly.

This particular newspaper covered incidents and accidents throughout the city in a very scathing manner.

There was a satirical cartoon about the shooting by Black people at the harbor a few days ago and their mysterious disappearance.

It depicted a black skull poking its head out of the sea and screaming at a stupid-looking police officer who was asking about the whereabouts of the Black people.

'But does a skull need to be black just because they're Black people?'

Anyway, it's clear that the people in this city have racial and ethnic discrimination ingrained in them.

As I was carefully reading the newspaper, the radio mentioned something I couldn't ignore.

"...Julian Cario, son of notorious mafia boss Albert Cario, was brutally murdered after being shot multiple times in Beverly just moments ago. Cario, who had been under police surveillance for a long time..."

This probably wasn't the news the radio had intended to report.

But one thing was clear: Michael and the other wolves were carrying out the Five Families' orders well.

Thanks to them, the Beverly police were going to be working overtime for a while.

"Hmm."

With this, Alini's problem was essentially solved. Michael and the wolves would systematically eliminate Alini's opposition after Julian Cario.

I left the guest room and headed to Viola's office.

"Viola, it's me."

"Come in. Is there something you need?"

"No, just relay this to Alini for me. Tell him we've taken care of Julian, so he shouldn't worry and should focus on dealing with the Palmas guys properly."

"Yes, I'll convey that message."

Viola didn't seem surprised that Julian had been dealt with so quickly.

Although she's Rita Carmen's sister, she's closely connected to our Family, so she must be well aware of the wolves' capabilities and standards.

"And one more thing. Do you know anything about the Palmas guys?"

"I know what I know. What would you like to know?"

"...Let's start with their boss."

Johnny Palmas. That was the name of the Palmas Family boss.

"He's a cautious and conservative man."

"Is there a dwarf who isn't?"

"Granada is a good example, isn't he?"

"Ah."

Viola provided an apt example that completely contradicted the typical dwarf image.

Right, that bomb expert is a bit un-dwarf-like.

"He doesn't indulge in lavish luxuries and keeps a low profile."

"But he's the boss."

Viola nodded at my words. The most important thing was that Johnny was the boss.

Viola's account of Johnny Palmas continued.

He had originally been a low-ranking member who gradually worked his way up from soldier to caporegime, and from caporegime to boss.

"A self-made man."

"Well, what's certain is that he had enough ability to beat the other competitors."

"Alright, so how were you planning to deal with the Palmas guys?"

"I was thinking of cutting off their money supply first."

Viola explained that the Palmas Family's main source of income was the garbage collection business in the northeastern part of the city.

Like other mafia families, they exerted significant influence in that field and industry.

Then she brought up another individual.

"Do you know about Salido?"

"No, I don't think so."

I answered Viola that way, but I wondered if I might be missing something.

After all, there must be a reason why Viola would ask me about this.

"He's one of the members of the Palmas Family."

"Just a member? Not even an executive?"

Viola made a somewhat ambiguous expression at my question. Then she continued her story.

"He's not a caporegime, but he's treated somewhat like an executive."

"A member treated like an executive. What, is he Johnny's right-hand man or something?"

"Yes, and there's one more important reason."

"What is it?"

"This Salido is a former wolf."

"...What?"

I should have noticed when she mentioned Salido without giving his last name.

But something seemed off. I didn't know any wolf with that name.

"He quit during the previous Godfather's time."

"When exactly was that?"

According to Viola's answer, it was before Elena was even born. Ah, then it's not strange that I wouldn't know him.

A right-hand man of wolf origin and a boss who rose from the bottom to the top.

Johnny Palmas's story was quite interesting.

"So? Why did you tell me about Salido?"

"Salido is the one who manages the garbage industry that the Palmas Family is involved in."

"A former wolf doing such work, how interesting."

"Yes, and he also seems to be Johnny Palmas's driver."

This right-hand man was more than just a right-hand man. Core industry expert + driver + former wolf.

By this point, I could guess what Viola was going to say next.

"So now you're targeting Salido?"

"Yes, since the wolves have apparently resolved the issue with Alini."

Viola said she planned to wage an all-out war against the Palmas Family, mobilizing not only her own subordinates but also the Alini Family and dwarf gangs.

Before that, she planned to kidnap Salido.

"The guys I brought will help you."

"It's very reassuring to have the wolves' help. Could we also get some assistance from the wolves in kidnapping Salido?"

Viola said it would be perfect if a few wolves joined the guys who were already preparing for the job.

I readily agreed to her request.

I had decided to entrust her with the task of controlling the northeastern part of the city.

"Alright, let's end our discussion here."

"Are you going back to the hotel?"

"Yes, I should. Our Godmother is waiting."

Viola nodded at my words.

Fortunately, I hadn't eaten or drunk anything at Viola's social club.

Even I thought I had eaten quite a lot today.

*

While Michael and the wolves were wiping out Alini's opposition and preparing to kidnap Salido, the key figure in the Palmas Family,

I was riding in an armored car, heading to the Lupus Carlton Hotel near the harbor.

I felt sorry for Veronica, whom I had left at the Academy, but reporting what I had newly learned to Elena at the hotel took priority.

On the way back, I looked at the outside scenery through the rear window.

Unlike on the way there, it was quiet without Michael, but this wasn't bad either.

Sometimes it's good to have time like this, alone with no thoughts.

"Sir, we've arrived."

"Right."

But such time wasn't as long as I had thought.

Without needing someone to open the car door for me, I opened it myself and headed to the hotel lobby.

The wolves and organization members guarding the hotel entrance showed me respect, and I responded as always.

"Which floor would you like to go to?"

"The top."

When the elevator arrived, the bellboy inside asked me which floor I wanted.

I noticed he was someone I hadn't seen before. If he were the original bellboy working at this hotel, he wouldn't be unfamiliar with me, nor would he be unaware of where I was heading.

Ding!

After arriving at the top floor, I immediately headed to Elena's room.

Unlike usual, neither Felicia nor Veronica was in the corridor. Veronica was at the Academy, but seeing that Felicia wasn't around either, she must have stepped out.

"Luke?"

"Yeah, it's me."

As soon as I entered the room, I heard a voice different from usual.

Light and natural, without concern for the dignity or decorum of a boss. Probably few people get to hear Elena's voice like this.

"I heard you met with Viola."

"Yeah, since the Palmas guys messed with us, I thought we should respond. But I have something to tell you."

"Really? Me too."

She has something to tell me?

What I had to tell Elena was important, but I was more curious about what Elena had to tell me.

"You go first then."

"..."

Now that I'd given her the opportunity, Elena started to stall.

I wondered what could be so important that she needed to take her time like this.

Ch.75 - Normalization of the Family (1)
I had a mountain of things to tell Elena.

About eliminating Julian Cario, the son of Albert Cario who was the focal point of the opposition, for Antonio Alini, one of the Family's caporegimes.

And that Michael and the other wolves were planning to wipe out Alini's opposition, starting with Julian Cario.

Plus information about the boss of the Palmas Family, Johnny Palmas, and his right-hand man Salido, who came from the wolves.

'What else was there?'

Ah, there was also news that the person in charge of the special investigation team looking into the incidents at the port and the Academy was our friend.

And finally, the changes to the organizational chart of the Academy's faculty union.

"Elena, so what did you want to tell me?"

I was itching to speak, so I urged Elena. It wasn't like me.

Even as I spoke, I couldn't keep my hands and feet still, taking off my hat and coat.

"...I think I'm pregnant."

"What?"

"..."

Elena looked at me as if she didn't need to repeat herself.

The way she slowly caressed her lower abdomen was exactly like what Felicia had often done after becoming pregnant.

"Really?!"

"Of course. Do I look like someone who would lie about something like this?"

"How did you find out?"

I grabbed both her hands and led her to the sofa. My sister... no, my wife being pregnant was wonderful news, but I was curious if it was really certain.

"Did you have morning sickness?"

"Yes. But since that's not definitive, I went to the hospital too."

"..."

It seemed Elena had been busy while I was briefly away at the Academy and Viola's social club.

I always forget that in this world, where various species live together, magic also exists.

Thanks to that, although it gives off a distinctly modern feel at first glance...

Some aspects are more advanced. Like being able to definitively determine pregnancy.

Of course, some species can be tested and others can't, but humans and elves fall into the former category.

"They don't know the gender yet, but they're sure I'm pregnant."

"Elena."

As soon as she finished speaking, I embraced her.

"Are you that happy?"

"Yes. You've been having a hard time since only Felicia was pregnant. You've been through a lot."

"...It wasn't that difficult."

While congratulating Elena, I subtly suggested that perhaps we should refrain from making love for a while.

Even though my intimate encounters with Felicia had greatly decreased since her pregnancy, Elena had been in a position where she needed to get pregnant, so we invariably ended up doing it whenever we were together.

"Hmm? It's still fine for now."

"..."

The problem was that unlike Felicia, Elena didn't seem to have any intention of stopping.

"Anyway, I'm counting on you from now on. Daddy."

Being called "honey" by Felicia and now "daddy" by Elena gave me a strange feeling.

In my previous world, I hadn't even dated, let alone gotten married.

It was surprising enough that I had become a mafioso who killed people as easily as eating meals, but becoming the father of two children was even more astonishing.

"Elena, what are you going to name the baby?"

"If it's a boy, Vito for now."

"..."

It was a name taken directly from our father.

The problem was that Felicia also planned to name her child Vito if it was a boy, after her father, Vito Marinelli.

"And if it's a girl?"

I naturally changed the subject to clear the air.

"...Maybe after my mother?"

If we went with Elena's suggestion, the child's name would be Rachel.

Rachel Pellini.
A woman who once bore that name was the object of hatred from the five Families, including Rita Carmen.

To Rita Carmen, she was the one who stole her man, and to the five Families, she was the one who made their most powerful executioner change his mind.

Contrary to popular belief... she was an ordinary person with nothing to do with the mafia.

Unreliable tabloids talked about strategic marriages with ancient mafia families, but that wasn't the case.

From the beginning, my parents' marriage was closer to a love match than a strategic one.

And it was my mother who approached my father first, not the other way around.

"..."

To be honest, she was a woman too precious for mafiosi like my father and me.

She was incredibly kind even to me, who was only an adopted son, and she was the reason, along with Elena, that my father decided to no longer be a tool of the five Families.

There was no way they would allow a wolf to try to escape his fate and live a normal life.

Especially since my father was the leader of the wolves.

Many wolves followed my father not only because he was their boss but also because they wanted to become ordinary... to gain their own happiness and freedom by following him.

The sad thing is that not long after my father completely brought the five Families to their knees—

Less than a year later, my mother passed away.

It wasn't Rita Carmen and the five Families who had done something. If it had been them, they probably wouldn't be alive now.

She had always been somewhat frail, but the emotional strain from the many life-and-death situations after my father and I rebelled against the five Families was the cause.

The war we waged for my mother ended up hastening her death.

Could there be a more paradoxical situation?

"Luke?"

Elena seemed worried when I remained silent with a serious expression.

"Ah, it's nothing."

I quickly changed the subject and agreed with Elena's suggestion.

If our child was a boy, Vito; if a girl, Rachel. Either way, they were names that brought back memories.

"Elena, by the way..."

"I know. Felicia is also planning to name her child Vito, right?"

"Only if it's a boy."

"I don't mind."

She said that, but her expression suggested she minded quite a bit.

It seemed Elena had no intention of giving up on naming our child Vito after our father, Vito Pellini, separate from Felicia's Vito, named after her father, Vito Marinelli.

In a way, she really didn't mind.

"Elena, it's good news, but I also have a lot to tell you."

"What is it?"

It wasn't just one or two things. There were more than five topics even when roughly categorized.

First, I mentioned the changes that had occurred at the Academy.

"...Luke, I understand your intention, but isn't it too early to give Veronica the deputy union leader position?"

"Cambara and the others will help her."

"No, that's not the issue. Can you trust Veronica?"

"...I can't trust her completely. But she definitely seems to like me."

"...?"

"Not as a man, but as family."

"That's not how it looked to me."

Elena narrowed her eyes.

Considering Veronica's behavior in front of Elena, it's not unreasonable for her to think that way.

*

Before more could be said about Veronica.

I went on to talk about the subjugation of the northeast. The death of Julian Cario, Albert Cario's son, and the plan to deal with Alini's opposition soon.

And Johnny Palmas and his right-hand man Salido, who came from the wolves.

Elena's position on this matter remained the same as before.

She trusted and left it to Viola Carmen, but praised me and my wolves for our involvement and achievements.

"I didn't know there would be a wolf who left the organization during Father's time."

"Yeah. I didn't know who he was at first either."

I only learned he was from the wolves after Viola told me.

Regarding the special investigation team that would investigate the incidents at the port and the Academy, Elena confirmed the name of the person in charge and then contacted Salmo to handle it.

By "handle," Elena meant perfect co-option, not elimination of the person in charge.

The person in charge was already taking bribes from us, and with the Family's consigliere Salmo stepping in, there was nothing to worry about.

Elena finished a brief call and returned to my side.

"Ah, and one more thing."

"You have more to talk about?"

"It's not a long story. It's about what happened when I went to see Viola."

"What happened?"

Elena showed interest in my story while still being mindful of her lower abdomen.

It was a very simple story.

Viola Carmen had called me godfather, and I had asked her not to use that title since Elena was already the godmother. That was the whole story.

"..."

"Elena?"

Elena's face suddenly turned serious.

Did I say something wrong? I didn't expect Elena to react so sensitively to Viola's slip of the tongue...

"Luke, come here."

"Suddenly?"

I said that, but I did as Elena wanted.

Of course, Elena wasn't satisfied with me just sitting next to her. She lifted me up at once and placed me on her lap, holding me like a doll.

"I've been thinking about this."

"About what?"

I became more worried when Elena suddenly said that.

"Now that we're having a child together. How about this?"

Elena then abruptly proposed a joint boss system with me.

"What?"

"Father originally wanted to make you the boss, not me."

"That's ancient history."

"..."

Elena didn't say that her father's decision was wrong or that she became the heir because she was his biological child.

"Besides, if I become boss, the underboss position will be vacant. Who will fill it?"

"We can think about that together over time."

"Elena, you."

"Our child would find it strange if their father was subordinate to their mother, wouldn't they?"

"..."

She was making a plausible argument, but I doubted that was her only reason.

She might not have thought about it then, but looking back now, maybe she felt sorry for me.

"You'll do as I say, right?"

"Alright."

I decided not to waste Elena's thoughtfulness.

But siblings and spouses as joint bosses? Had such a system ever existed in mafia history?

While Elena was announcing her pregnancy and promoting me from underboss to boss,

Felicia was leaving Dragon Hill Hotel, the headquarters of her family, the Marinelli Family.

In her hands were two carefully wrapped boxes.

The contents were golden dragon horns voluntarily provided by her siblings.

One was for her beloved husband, Luke Pellini, and the other was prepared for her adorable child.

Ch.76 - Family Normalization (2)
Felicia Marinelli.

She, who considered Luke Fellini her own little wolf, had returned to the Lupus Carlton Hotel.

Today was the day her husband was... with Elena.

Frankly, it was difficult to accept the current arrangement where she and Elena took turns being with Luke, who should be entirely her husband.

And she didn't like how Elena had only now started treating Luke with care.

'....'

Felicia realized she might be thinking too negatively whenever Elena was involved.

She had plenty of reasons, but it wasn't as if Elena had only flaws.

Just look at the distribution of drug supplies from Tyrenia. The benefits, bordering on favoritism, were a great help to the Marinelli Family.

Still, sharing her man with another woman—and his stepsister at that—wasn't exactly pleasant.

Ding dong―!

As soon as the elevator arrived at her destination, she headed straight for Luke and Elena's room.

The door opened immediately after she rang the doorbell.

"Felicia? Where have you been?"

"Just went to see my family for a bit."

"What's in this box?"

"Don't be impatient, darling. I'll explain everything slowly."

"What?"

As soon as Felicia called me "darling," Elena approached.

"Today is supposed to be my day with Luke. What are you doing here?"

"Oh, Elena. You sometimes come to see Luke on my days too."

Saying that, Felicia walked into the room uninvited, grabbed my hand, and led me to the living room.

"And what's in that box?"

"That's none of your business. It's for Luke and our child."

"Oh, is that so?"

Despite their bickering, I was curious about what was in the box.

"That's some meticulous packaging."

"Yes, because it's that important."

Saying that, Felicia placed the large box on the living room table. She kept the smaller box beside her.

"Here, Luke."

"...A horn?"

I didn't say anything. Instead, Elena reacted.

That was because after unwrapping the package, Felicia slowly pulled out what appeared to be a horn.

It was black like obsidian and so smooth that it felt like looking at a work of art rather than just an object.

"This must be about a foot long, right?"

"About that, yes."

"Felicia, whose horn is this? It's not yours, I assume."

"...."

When I mentioned her horn, Elena naturally looked at Felicia's head.

Come to think of it, from Elena's perspective, she might have just now noticed the subtle change in Felicia.

The Marinelli Family.
They were one of the five families at the pinnacle of the Hevili underworld and descendants of the Golden Dragon.

Vito Marinelli and all his children possessed horns.

So-called dragonkin, if you will.

I only knew this because Felicia told me, but even among her siblings who shared the same bloodline, the physical dragon traits manifested differently in each of them.

Some had larger horns, while others had smaller ones. And this applied not just to horns but also to scales and tails that grew on their bodies.

"No, it's not mine. Mine are much larger than this."

"...Is that so?"

I didn't know much about Felicia's horns either.

"You have horns?"

"I still do. I'm just hiding them."

I don't know the exact principle behind it, but according to Felicia, that's how it works.

The descendants of the Golden Dragon can reveal their horns whenever they want, but they usually keep them hidden.

That's because since ancient times, their horns have been coveted by many.

"Feli, so whose horn is this? Surely not Manfredi's?"

"No, Manfredi's is here."

Felicia pointed to the smaller box as she spoke.

"This is a horn Laia gave me. I received it for our child."

"Laia... the third child, right?"

Felicia nodded slightly at my words.

Eldest daughter Felicia.
Eldest son Manfredi.
Second daughter Laia.

I was surprised that Felicia's younger siblings had willingly given up their horns.

"Why use your siblings' horns instead of your own?"

"...I already used my horns for my father."

Elena, who couldn't have known the circumstances, pressed the issue. Is this what they call a faux pas? Probably not.

Anyway, after Felicia and her siblings break off and use their horns, it takes several years for them to fully regrow.

"It was when Vito Marinelli was addicted to Blue Eyes, I believe."

"Yes."

The reason Vito Marinelli could slowly recover despite being addicted to that powerful drug was thanks to Felicia's two horns.

As she answered me, Felicia touched her head once to reveal her horns.

They looked similar to the ones in the box she was showing us, but they were smaller as they were still growing.

"So what exactly do you do with these horns?"

"You grind one horn completely into powder and have someone drink it."

"Then it's not for the baby yet."

"Right. So I'll grind Manfredi's horn first and give it to Luke."

"That's all well and good, but why not do that tomorrow when it's your day with him?"

"Luke is your husband too. Aren't you being a bit too petty?"

"...."

Elena looked like she had something to say to her.

"Come to think of it, there's something I haven't told you yet."

"What is it?"

When Felicia showed a bit of interest, Elena came up behind me. Then, placing both hands on my shoulders, she proudly declared:

"I'm pregnant too."

"...."

*

"Feli, it's true."

"Really?"

Felicia clearly didn't seem to believe Elena's words.

So I informed her that Elena had confirmed her pregnancy directly at the hospital.

"Well, congratulations."

Her response was uncharacteristically halfhearted. Elena seemed a bit angry at her attitude but acted as if she had one more thing to say.

"One more thing. Luke is no longer the Under Boss."

"What?"

"That's just how things turned out."

"So you're the Under Boss now, Elena?"

"No!"

Elena quickly responded to Felicia's words. Her expression suggested Felicia should talk sense, but...

When you think about it, having siblings who are also spouses serve as co-bosses made even less sense.

"We're both bosses."

"...Do you think that makes any sense?"

Felicia looked like she had a lot to say.

That was understandable since she had been the de facto boss managing the family in her father's stead. She wasn't lacking in organizational management experience.

"Why not? What we decide becomes law."

"...."

Felicia closed her eyes tightly, as if thinking there was no point in arguing. Meanwhile, her hands placed Laia's horn back in the box.

"Anyway, you're always up to something strange."

"Why? Feeling anxious because we're getting closer?"

"Hardly. Do you think anything changes just because you're pretending to care about Luke now?"

"What? Are you done talking?"

As expected of Felicia. She had the unparalleled ability to make Elena angry faster than anyone else in this world.

Elena's hands began to rise, and Felicia's tail started moving in response. It was making me anxious just watching.

"Elena, Feli. That's enough. The babies in your wombs can hear you."

"...."

"...."

The good thing is that both my wives listen to me very well. Probably because I brought up the children.

In this situation, the room's telephone rang loudly.

I answered it just in case, and the voice on the other end was...

"Luke, who is it?"

"Salmo."

I answered while handing the receiver to Elena.

Our family's consigliere seemed to be reporting on the task we had assigned him earlier.

We had tasked him with recruiting a handler from the Special Investigation Unit, but I didn't expect him to call so soon.

"Okay, got it."

Before hanging up, Elena didn't forget to thank Salmo for his hard work.

"What did Salmo say?"

"He said he successfully completed the recruitment. We don't need to worry about that at all."

"...That's good. But isn't it too quick?"

"He probably just called someone who was already taking bribes from us."

If that was the case, there was a high probability that Salmo hadn't met the handler directly. That was a bit disappointing, but if the job could be done without meeting, it couldn't be helped.

"By the way, have you decided on a name for the baby?"

"Yes, if it's a boy, Vito. If it's a girl, Rachel."

"...."

Elena immediately answered Felicia's question. I had just managed to stop them from fighting, but another dangerous situation was developing.

Elena's answer was a clear provocation to Felicia.

"Yes, that would be nice."

"Huh?"

For a moment, I was confused. She's letting it slide? Felicia?

"It's not like your child will be a boy anyway."

Her final words pierced Elena like thorns.

"...."

Elena's expression visibly darkened. I quickly grabbed her hand before she could do anything.

It was killing two birds with one stone—improving her mood and preventing her from resorting to violence.

"Elena, shouldn't we announce to the entire family that I've become a co-boss with you?"

"Ah, I forgot to tell Salmo about that."

While Elena called Salmo again...

"Luke, I'll be going now. See you tomorrow."

"Alright, Feli."

"I'll grind Manfredi's horn so you can take it right away tomorrow."

Saying that, Felicia gently brushed my chin with the tip of her tail.

Though she had angered Elena and claimed victory with her words... the look in her eyes as she left me behind was incredibly sorrowful.

"Yes, we all thought about it and made that decision. So make sure to inform all the caporegimes as well."

Elena had to focus on her call despite seeing me and Felicia.

From what I could hear, it seemed they planned to immediately inform our new five families—our collaborators and subordinate forces—of this fact.

Shortly after the call ended, the phone rang again.

I answered it this time... thinking it might be Salmo who had forgotten something, but the voice on the other end was Viola Carmen's.

"Godfather."

"...."

I had clearly told her not to use that title.

But the fact that she was using it meant she must have heard from Salmo that I had become co-boss with Elena.

"Yes, what is it?"

"We've successfully kidnapped Salido."

"Really? Good job. What's your next plan?"

"While we extract information from Salido, we plan to continue attacking the Palmas Family."

The situation was certainly favorable for us now. Subjugating the Palmas Family was essential for controlling the northeastern part of the city.

I still didn't object to Viola Carmen taking charge of the northeastern takeover.

"Luke, who's calling?"

"It's Viola. She says they've kidnapped Salido, the one we talked about earlier."

"That's good news."

At least the situation in the northeast was progressing very smoothly.

However, it was now time to turn our attention to the southern and western parts of the city.

Ch.77 - Normalization of the Family (3)
News of the successful kidnapping of Salido.

After ending my call with Viola, I immediately shared this news.

"What did Viola say she's going to do now?"

"She says the attack will continue. Finding out if Salido has any useful information is a separate matter."

"Wasn't Salido Johnny Palmas's driver?"

"Yeah, but he's not just an ordinary driver."

"I figured as much. He used to be a wolf, after all."

"That's true, but he's also the guy who manages the Palmas Family's waste management business."

"...He probably knows quite a lot then."

We decided to leave the task of making Salido talk to Viola.

Whether through torture or threats, Viola was a member of the Carmen Family, so I figured she'd handle it well enough on her own.

"Did Viola say anything else?"

"She did. She called me Godfather again."

"Looks like Salmo delivered the message properly."

I had told her not to call me Godfather just today. It felt strange to be taking back those words before the day was even over.

"Elena."

"Yes?"

I returned to her side.

"Now that I've become a boss, there's something we need to address."

"What is it?"

"We need to appoint a new Underboss."

"Ah, right. That's true."

Elena's expression turned thoughtful at my words.

"Well, we don't have to decide by ourselves."

It wouldn't be a bad idea to hear the opinions of Salmo, the Consigliere, and Mr. Salmo, the former Consigliere.

"How about we narrow down the candidates first?"

"Giovanni, Sarina, Carso."

"Those three?"

Elena looked puzzled. I watched her reaction and asked:

"Why? Not good choices?"

Though I had become a Caporegime, it was complicated since these three had led wolves before.

"No, it's not that. Giovanni and Carso would certainly be suitable, but..."

"You think Sarina is the problem?"

"...She's not quite right for the Underboss position."

So we decided to exclude Sarina for now. In truth, Sarina herself probably wouldn't want such a position.

She was already full of complaints about having to manage her own territory and subordinates as a Caporegime.

"But isn't two candidates too few?"

"What about Vanella and Lumini?"

"Vanella and Lumini..."

Were there really so few people in our Family?

Not that they were incompetent or stupid, but they seemed too eccentric to be Underbosses.

Vanella was nicknamed "the Madman," and Lumini was known as "Lumini's Wolf" for his cunning.

The only good thing was that despite their flaws, neither of them was stupid.

"What about those two, then what about Viola?"

Elena now suggested Viola Carmen as a new candidate.

She hadn't performed badly while commanding the takeover of the northeastern part of the city. However, we needed to consider that things went smoothly largely thanks to Michael and his wolves.

"So we have five candidates in total?"

"Giovanni, Carso, Vanella, Lumini, and Viola. That's right."

"Oh, wait. What about Armo?"

"...Alright. So six then."

We didn't discuss the Underboss position any further between ourselves.

It seemed better to meet with Salmo and Mr. Salmo and decide together.

"Luke, come here."

"I feel like you're going to move me anyway."

"That's true."

Above all, Elena seemed unwilling to have our time together interrupted any further.

Sure enough, as soon as I mentioned it, she picked me up and placed me on her lap.

Well, since I was essentially still acting as Underboss until a new one was appointed, I decided to let it slide.

Later, Veronica returned to the hotel from the Academy, and we had dinner together with my two wives and Veronica.

"Veronica, how's your work as the Vice Guild Master?"

"I still have a lot to learn."

"Cambara told me otherwise."

"Perhaps he just wanted to flatter my brother?"

Is that so? But Cambara didn't seem like the type to flatter people.

"By the way, you're eating a lot again today."

"I keep telling you, this is normal for Luke."

"Elena, stop putting your food on Luke's plate while saying that."

When Veronica pointed out the obvious, Elena responded.

And when Elena discreetly added some of her food to my plate, Felicia didn't miss the chance to call her out.

"I'm giving it to him because he likes it. Mind your own business if you don't know."

"If Luke wanted it, he would have ordered it himself."

While my two wives bickered over trivial matters, I focused on my meal.

Elena was right, actually. I did like the food, so I didn't mind.

But Felicia probably knew that. She just wanted to find fault with Elena's actions.

She seemed more sensitive today, perhaps because it wasn't her day to be with me.

"Both of you, stop it and eat. What are you doing with such delicious food in front of you?"

"Luke, is there any food you don't find delicious?"

"Probably not."

Excluding obvious inedible garbage, that is.

I started eating a dish of large-cut meat mixed with ground pineapple.

Honestly, I wasn't particularly fond of pineapple paired with other ingredients, especially meat.

If I hadn't come to this world and had continued living in my original world, that fact probably wouldn't have changed.

But after undergoing training to become a wolf...

After becoming grateful just to be able to eat food, such preferences stopped mattering much.

'Besides, pineapple acts as a natural meat tenderizer.'

Apples, pears, and pineapples can all be considered natural meat tenderizers. Plus, the slight sweetness combined with the saltiness from the meat's seasoning wasn't bad at all.

"You two are still the same."

Meanwhile, Veronica commented that Elena and Felicia seemed to argue whenever they met.

"Oh, right. There's something I haven't told you, Veronica."

"..."

Though Veronica didn't explicitly ask, she kept her eyes fixed on Elena, indicating she was listening attentively.

"I'm pregnant."

"...What?"

"You're going to have a niece or nephew."

Right, since Veronica was my blood sister, my child with Elena would be her niece or nephew.

However, Elena's sudden pregnancy announcement left Veronica looking as if she'd been hit with a pregnancy attack herself.

"Veronica?"

Felicia asked, noticing her expression.

"Yes?"

"Shouldn't you at least congratulate her?"

"..."

Veronica seemed particularly unable to stand up to Felicia.

Of course, she couldn't act freely with Elena either, who had accepted her into the Family and treated her like a sister.

Come to think of it, Felicia had once said she would make sure Veronica didn't do anything strange to me.

Perhaps she had given her some advice or admonishment since then?

For Veronica, Felicia was the benefactor who had connected her with me, so it would be difficult for her to act disrespectfully.

"...Congratulations."

"Thanks."

This must be what they call bowing down to receive blessings.

I wondered if Elena and Felicia were being too hard on Veronica.

"Both of you, that's enough."

"..."

Of course, the looks I received from both of them were terrifying.

It seemed they both felt the need to keep Veronica in check.

In summary, tonight's dinner was, as always, far from ordinary.

*

Elena and I returned to our room.

Except for occasional phone calls from Cambara or Viola about matters requiring our confirmation, it was time for just the two of us.

"Elena."

"Yes? What is it?"

"You seem to be gaining more muscle lately."

"Ah, I have been exercising a lot recently."

"Now that you're pregnant, you should avoid intense exercise."

"Yes, I understand."

Elena readily agreed to my words.

She wasn't foolish enough to engage in intense exercise knowing it could harm the baby.

"Shall we go to sleep now?"

"Already? Seems too early."

"I'm just feeling a bit tired today."

Though every day was busy, today felt particularly eventful.

After I insisted a few times, Elena finally gave in.

After exchanging some conversation in bed, I fell asleep almost instantly.

"..."

When I opened my eyes again, it was still dawn.

For a while after waking, I stared at the ceiling as if in a daze.

Maybe it was because we had decided to name our child after Elena's mother if it was a girl, but...

Rachel Pellini, Elena's mother, appeared in my dream.

It was a bit ambiguous whether to call it a dream, since it was something that had actually happened.

"Nngh!"

"..."

In the dream, I was arm wrestling with her mother.

She was trying her hardest to beat me, who wasn't even ten years old yet.

"Go Mom! Go Brother!"

Beside us, a young Elena was doing an adorable little dance while cheering for both of us.

"..."

I think I must have thought something like this at the time:

It wouldn't hurt to let her win. But I also knew that making it obvious would hurt her pride.

So I had to put in a real effort to stage a convincing defeat.

"I won!"

Though I wasn't her biological child, she was genuinely happy about beating her young adopted son.

Was it because of her poor health?

"Yay! Mom won!"

It might be a bit rough to call it a memory... but it was certainly a time I missed.

"...Brother lost?"

Elena, who had been celebrating her mother's victory just moments before, didn't forget to come comfort me after my defeat, even though it was just an act.

As I embraced the adorably cute Elena, I woke up from the dream.

"..."

The Elena I saw in my dream was worlds apart from the Elena sleeping beside me now.

'She was really cute back then.'

At some point, she had started growing rapidly, and now she had become a beautiful woman with a much larger frame than mine.

Beep.

At that moment, I heard the sound of the front door opening.

Felicia?! She was earlier than usual.

Ch.78 - Family (1)
The sound of someone entering through the front door early in the morning.

I slowly got up from bed. While being careful not to wake Elena, I checked the clock in the room.

It was still dark outside, making it hard to tell, but it seemed to be around 5 AM.

Thump, thump.

The footsteps began to draw closer. I completely lifted myself from the bed to identify who it was.

"...?"

Someone approaching from the hallway. At first, I thought it was Felicia.

But... it couldn't be her. For one thing, this person was taller than her, and I immediately noticed they had the same hair color as me.

"You..."

"Shh. Be quiet."

Veronica.

I wondered why she had come here at this hour. I almost raised my voice without thinking, but Veronica covered my mouth.

"Brother, follow me."

"...Wait. This is too sudden."

I was still drowsy. Nevertheless, I could tell something strange was happening.

"Hurry up."

"...!"

When I hesitated, Veronica embraced me and then hoisted me onto her shoulder. Unable to make a loud noise, I couldn't subdue her in time.

And now it was too late to resist.

In the end, I was carried out of the room on my sister's shoulder, still in my pajamas.

"...What? Where are we going?"

But the direction was odd. Veronica didn't turn right toward her own room, but instead turned left.

"Sister Felicia asked me to bring you."

"If that's the case... you could have just said so from the beginning."

"There was no time to explain all that."

Was she saying she couldn't risk waking Elena?

Anyway, now that I knew our destination, I hoped she would put me down, but Veronica didn't seem inclined to let me go.

Veronica naturally entered Felicia's room while still carrying me on her shoulder.

A strange smell greeted us.

"...What's that smell?"

"I don't know either."

It wasn't exactly unpleasant, but it was quite peculiar. Like some kind of medicinal herbs being boiled?

"Veronica, did you bring Luke?"

"Yes."

As soon as Felicia spoke, Veronica put me down.

As I moved from the entrance toward the inside of the room... I saw Felicia in the living room, busy grinding a horn.

Since Felicia was focused on grinding the horn, Heb greeted us before she did.

"..."

Actually, can this be called a greeting? Heb simply flew over and landed on my head. While doing so, he seemed to be contemplating whether to move over to Veronica's head.

He didn't seem to care what his owner was doing.

"Felicia, is that the horn you showed me yesterday?"

"Yes. I've almost finished grinding it."

So this is why Felicia sent Veronica instead of coming herself.

One bag of finely ground horn. And another half bag of horn still being ground.

Besides the powdered horn, there were plenty of other things like milk and syrup.

"Feli, let me grind that."

"...Thanks."

Felicia hesitated for a brief moment, but it seemed to be too much for her.

While I ground the horn, I let Felicia handle other tasks. Without either of us saying anything, Veronica moved to help us.

"I just need to grind this finely, right?"

"Yes, make it as fine as possible. That way it absorbs better."

I never thought there would come a day in my life when I'd be grinding a golden dragon's horn. The grinding machine had a very unique appearance.

It secured the horn in place, and every time I turned the lever on the side, the horn would be ground.

"Vera, can you hold this for me?"

"Yes, just a moment."

"You two are already close?"

Hearing Felicia call my sister by a nickname struck me as refreshing. Common nicknames for Veronica include Vera, Becca, Roni, Rani, and so on.

"Of course."

Felicia said this while sweating profusely from grinding the horn.

Somehow, seeing her like that, not even wiping away all her sweat... seemed more attractive than usual.

"Brother?"

"Ah, it's nothing."

Veronica seemed to have noticed something in the way I was looking at Felicia.

"Luke, which do you prefer? Should I mix it with milk? Or coffee?"

"...Is that the normal way to consume horn? In drinks?"

"It's not something people would have thought of in the old days. But, well... these days have their own methods, right?"

Felicia spoke as if it was perfectly fine.

Still, it seemed odd to mix something as grand as dragon horn with milk or coffee.

"I don't care either way. It's not like I'll taste much of it anyway."

"...What?"

Oops. That was something I didn't need to mention.

"Alright. Then I'll mix it with milk. You like a lot of syrup, right?"

"Yes."

"Brother, what did you mean by what you just said?"

Felicia and I continued our conversation as if nothing had happened. But Veronica didn't seem willing to let it go.

"It's exactly what it sounds like. Luke has taste impairment."

"..."

"Feli, when you say it like that, it sounds like I've completely lost my sense of taste."

I quickly clarified, seeing Veronica's expression becoming too serious.

There are several types of taste impairment.

If taste isn't completely lost but is reduced from normal levels, it's called hypogeusia.
If taste isn't lost but is perceived differently from normal, like sweetness tasting bitter, it's called dysgeusia.
If taste isn't lost at all but becomes much more sensitive than normal, it's called hypergeusia.

"Then Brother is..."

"I have hypogeusia."

Veronica's expression clearly showed pity toward me.

How this happened was simple.

*

It was before Vito Pellini, my and Elena's father, became the Godfather.

When the wolf leader and wolves bared their fangs at their masters.

My father and I were essentially public enemies to the five families. Needless to say, there was an enormous bounty on our heads.

As a result, there were numerous attempts targeting us.

Among them, someone once tried to poison my father and me by mixing a toxic substance into coffee.

Fortunately, if I can call it that, my father didn't drink that coffee. He didn't because I drank it first and showed a severe reaction.

No matter how potent a poison is, there's no substance that can kill a person instantly.

Luckily, I didn't die and was fortunate enough to survive.

I still clearly remember that it was Giovanni and Armo who took me to the hospital then.

"...You don't know who did it?"

"How could I? Anyway, my tongue still gives me trouble because of that incident."

I stuck out my tongue as I spoke to Veronica.

The doctor bastard said there was a high chance of recovery, but my sense of taste still hasn't fully returned.

"...Is that why you eat so much?"

"Ah."

No, that's not really it. My sense of taste is weaker than others, but I can still taste things.

Besides, I can still feel differences in food texture and the sensation of chewing.

But in Veronica's mind, I had already become a pitiful brother who couldn't properly taste food.

"Veronica, I don't know what you're thinking, but you've got it wrong."

"Here, Luke."

"Thanks."

Meanwhile, Felicia handed me the dragon horn juice? that matched my requirements.

"Veronica, which one would you like?"

"I get to drink it too?"

"Of course. You're my husband's sister, after all."

"Feli, aren't you overdoing it?"

There were clearly two horns. She probably didn't give me one whole horn... I wondered if she was giving half each to me and Veronica.

"It's fine. Luke, the horn you finished grinding, Laia's horn, is the bigger one."

So it seemed that the horn I was grinding now, Manfredi's horn, would be for Felicia and our child.

"Thank you, Sister."

"It's nothing, really."

While the two of them were showing this heartwarming scene, I downed the horn juice in one go.

It tasted like milk with sweet syrup, with tiny, barely perceptible granules.

"Feli, I finished drinking. Is that it?"

"Yes. That's all there is to it."

It was a bit different from what I had expected. No light shooting from my eyes or transforming into something dragon-like.

"..."

Meanwhile, Veronica also started drinking her portion of the juice. Unlike me, though, she was struggling to drink it.

"Good, just a little more grinding and it'll be done."

"Already? That's faster than I thought."

"Well, I am stronger than you."

"..."

"Of course, it's also thanks to you grinding so much of it."

"Yeah, I guess so."

I took the opportunity to ask about the exact effects of the horn. It felt like asking what part of the body this herbal medicine was good for.

"First, it makes your body stronger. Poisons don't affect you as much."

"Is that all?"

In a sense, could drugs also be considered poisons?

If so, that might explain why Vito Marinelli remained relatively functional despite being addicted to Blue Eyes.

"No, there's more, but I just mentioned the most important part."

Other effects Felicia mentioned included... life extension, anti-aging, disease prevention, memory improvement, fatigue recovery, virility enhancement.

And rarely, but with frequent consumption, one might even develop physical traits similar to a dragon.

'This really feels like some kind of tonic.'

"But Feli, aren't you going to drink any?"

"I'll pass. If possible, I'd rather give it to the baby than myself."

"Veronica."

"Yes."

"W-wait a minute!"

Veronica and I didn't stay silent at Felicia's words.

I understood her concern for the child, but... the health of the mother carrying the baby was also important.

While Veronica held onto Felicia, I finished grinding the horn completely.

"Is this about half?"

"Wait. That's too much."

"Then this much."

It was about 30 to 40 percent. The amount for the baby was clearly more.

"Feli, milk or coffee?"

"..."

Considering Felicia's taste, we decided on coffee.

"Vera, can you hold this now?"

"Just a moment."

"Here you go."

"I'll hold her, so I think it would be better if you feed her, Brother."

"Should I?"

Anyone watching might think we siblings were forcing some kind of truth serum on Felicia.

Felicia said she could drink it herself, but out of concern for her, I fed her directly.

"Feli, don't spill any and swallow it properly."

Even as I said it, I realized the tone sounded a bit strange.

"...That's enough now."

"Yes."

Only then did Veronica release Felicia.

"Really. I was planning to give it all to our baby."

"That would be different if there were more horns, but otherwise it's not right. You're important too, Felicia."

If the horn really had all the various effects she mentioned.

"...It's okay. Actually, I have one more horn."

"What?"

Felicia mentioned the existence of another horn she had received earlier, just in case.

"I guess it can't be helped. Should I give the remaining one to Elena?"

Somehow Elena's treatment seemed odd, but the fact that Felicia was willing to share this horn with her was no small matter.

Considering the not-so-good relationship between the two.

Meanwhile, a strange figure approached the Lupus Carlton Hotel.

An elderly-looking fox person.

The dock workers and Pellini Family members and associates spread throughout the port were wary of the stranger's appearance.

But he simply sat in a spot where the morning sunlight shone down nicely.

As he spent time basking in the warm morning sunlight... the wariness of those around him naturally began to fade.

But he was one of the Palmas Family members.

After Salido's whereabouts became unknown, he had volunteered to assassinate Luke Pellini and come all this way.

To be precise, his targets were Elena Pellini and Luke Pellini...

But if those two proved difficult, even a Pellini Family executive would do.

Ch.79 - Family (2)
Before the old fox-man came to the vicinity of the Lupus Hotel.

Johnny Palmas, the boss of the Palmas Family, was holding a meeting with his executives in a very serious atmosphere.

"Everything's been a mess since Salido disappeared."

"What do you mean?"

"Everything. All the guys who used to pay us along with Salido have locked themselves in their homes and won't come out."

"The cops are the same. They're acting like they never had any connection with us."

"..."

"More importantly, finding out what happened to Salido is our top priority."

"Isn't it obvious? It must be those wolf bastards!"

"No, there's still no definitive evidence..."

"It has to be the wolves. It's clearly not the work of those stupid gang members."

The executives continued with dismissive remarks about Jacob Dread's dwarf gang.

They concluded that the Fellini Family was behind Salido's disappearance, connecting it to their own lack of capability.

While this was a clear fact, their conclusion was underpinned by their dismissal of the dwarf gang.

This made sense since Dread's gang was originally under their control.

However, after the gang's defeat by the wolves, the dwarf gang had fallen from being a tool of the Palmas Family to becoming the vanguard of the Fellini Family pressuring them.

Their serious discussion traversed various topics before reaching one conclusion.

All-out war wasn't the answer; they needed to target the head. The question was who would step up.

"I'll do it."

Among those listening to Johnny Palmas and his executives were regular members and high-ranking associates who, while not capos, wielded comparable power and influence.

"Doba, you mean?"

Alexander Doba.
An old fox-man in his 90s volunteered for the role.

"Old man Doba, this is dangerous. Let the younger ones handle it."

"Besides, isn't it about time you retired?"

The executives weren't underestimating Doba but showing concern.

With an average build and short stature, Doba looked like an ordinary neighborhood grandfather to most people.

But the reality was different.

He had lived for 90 years, since before the Godfather, Vito Fellini, was even born. Jokingly, he was like a living witness to Heavenly's underworld.

Because of this.

Many didn't want Doba to get involved in such matters in his twilight years.

Furthermore, suggesting retirement was... based on the judgment that if he severed ties with the Palmas Family, the nonagenarian might survive.

"There's no retirement until I die. So drop that nonsense. I'd commit murder for the family right now if needed."

But Doba dismissed such opinions about himself.

In his younger days, he was the epitome of a hot-tempered mafioso. If one were to pick someone most similar to him in the Fellini Family, it would probably be Richard Banella.

With his persistent demands, Johnny Palmas reluctantly agreed.

"...Alright."

"..."

Doba rose from his seat, and Palmas offered to assign people to accompany him for this task.

"No, that's not necessary. I'm enough on my own."

In Doba's mind, this task was simple.

It was enough for him, with not many days left to live, to die.

The young ones should preserve their precious bodies for the upcoming decisive battle.

Back to the present.

A man approached the suspicious-looking but seemingly harmless old fox-man.

"Hey, you. What are you doing here?"

"..."

It was clear to anyone that he had approached to pick a fight.

Doba, without realizing it himself, just glared at the youngster before him without saying a word.

The Heavenly police had once described Alexander Doba in a report as a rough and dangerous figure despite his age.

Doba's expression grew increasingly menacing, and the man apologized to Doba who was glaring at him.

"..."

Then he quickly left the scene.

If Doba had been just ten years younger, he would have split the guy's head open on the spot.

But that man was a member of the Fellini Family. He immediately shared information about the old fox-man with the piercing gaze with his colleagues.

Without Doba noticing, he became the subject of persistent surveillance by a group.

Regardless, he was simply enjoying the warm sunshine.

Meanwhile, unaware of the assassin near the hotel, I was busy with other matters.

After forcibly feeding Manfredi's horn to Felicia with Veronica's help, the rest was left to Elena.

"Feli, can you transform for a bit?"

"Why? To go to Elena?"

"Yes. It's better to feed her now rather than later."

Rather than taking everything out again and mixing the horn powder with something else later.

Felicia didn't seem pleased with the idea of me being with Elena on her day.

"Feli, please do this for me."

"...Alright."

After I pleaded once more, Felicia finally gave in.

"Sister, you're weak against our brother."

"Vera, wouldn't you be the same?"

"..."

Veronica was caught by her own words.

Regardless, I mixed the horn powder with sweet syrup in milk and headed to Elena's room.

Coffee wouldn't have been bad, but I thought it might keep her awake, so I went with milk. Besides, milk before bed has... quite a nice feel to it.

"Elena, wake up for a moment."

"...Hmm?"

"Elena."

I kept trying to wake her, but Elena was reluctant to get up.

Seeing her gradual responses, it seemed she wasn't completely unwilling to wake up.

Taking a deep breath, I patted Elena's buttocks and thighs with my palm.

"..."

The responses Elena had been showing disappeared.

But soon, realizing what had happened to her, Elena began to glare at me.

"Luke?"

"W-wait a moment."

I quickly handed her the horn juice I had placed on a nearby table.

"...What is this?"

Though clearly angry, Elena was still in a drowsy state.

"It's good for you, so just drink it down."

Although I didn't have Veronica to help hold her like with Felicia.

Elena trusted my words and drank the juice without suspicion.

"So what exactly is this?"

"It's dragon horn ground and mixed with milk."

"...What?"

An expression that suggested sleep had completely fled.

Since I was planning to put Elena back to sleep anyway, I summarized the key points.

"So just thank Felicia later."

"..."

"Elena."

"I got it."

She clearly said she understood.

Before informing Felicia about this, I laid Elena back on the bed to sleep. I thought it was a good decision to mix it with milk rather than coffee.

Afterward, I returned to Felicia's room and relayed Elena's response.

"...That's unexpected. I thought Elena wouldn't say such things."

"Well, we won't know for sure until she comes and says it herself."

"Brother, don't you need breakfast?"

"...Yes, I do."

Since I had put Elena back to sleep, we decided to leave her be.

I did think that maybe I shouldn't have put her back to sleep if this was going to happen, but it was too late.

"I wasn't even planning to drink it in the first place."

"There you go again. The baby is important, but so are you, Felicia."

"..."

Felicia seemed quite upset about being made to drink the horn juice by Veronica and me.

Of course, considering she had planned to grind the entire horn for the baby, that wasn't the only reason.

"Salmon gravlax, and salmon carpaccio."

"Brother, are you planning to have only salmon for breakfast?"

"Also one each of buffalina pizza and quattro formaggi pizza."

"..."

When Veronica made that comment, I generously added two pizzas. Veronica couldn't say anything in response.

*

The dishes I ordered were quite unique.

The first to arrive were the gravlax and carpaccio. Both were salmon dishes, and gravlax, simply put.

Is fresh salmon cured in salt and sugar. In this restaurant's case, they dyed it with something like beetroot, giving the surface an impressive purple color.

Carpaccio is a dish where thinly sliced ingredients are drizzled with olive oil, vinegar, and lemon juice, accompanied by various vegetables.

The pizzas were equally unique.

Buffalina pizza contains tomato sauce, cheese, and basil. At first glance, it looks similar to a margherita pizza, but there's one crucial difference.

The cheese used in this pizza is called bufala.

Interestingly, it's not cheese made from cow's milk but from buffalo milk. In fact, the word "buffalina" refers to buffalo.

Lastly, the quattro formaggi pizza.

Simply put, it was the pizza version of the quattro cheese burger I often ate in my previous world.

It's a pizza with four different types of cheese, and in this restaurant, the types of cheese change periodically, making it a nice menu item to have occasionally.

When all the food arrived, Veronica commented on the quantity.

"Are you going to eat all of this?"

"It's fine. Felicia and you are here too."

"I'm okay with it. I quite like pizza."

At Felicia's words, I handed her a slice of pizza.

"What about you, Veronica? Not interested?"

"If you're offering, I'll eat."

A typical response from my sister.

Although Elena wasn't there, having Veronica meant I was still having a meal with one wife and one sister.

After breakfast, Veronica and I had to head to the academy.

"...Be careful."

"I will. Feli, don't overexert yourself either."

"Okay."

Felicia looked sad about parting with me but quickly smiled at my concern for the baby.

"Veronica."

"Yes?"

"By the way, how was it with Sarina?"

"Nothing happened."

"Really?"

I thought Sarina might have been hostile towards Veronica.

My prediction was completely off.

Of course, Veronica might have lied to me, so I decided to ask Sarina or Cambara as well.

While I was thinking about this, the elevator carrying Veronica and me arrived at the first floor.

"Boss."

"Is the car ready?"

"Yes, I'll bring it right away."

A brief wait.

Just as my wolf subordinates parked the armored car for Veronica and me in front of the hotel, we stepped outside.

"..."

Unaware that an old assassin was waiting for this moment.

Bang―!

A bullet fired at someone.

Followed by a barrage of gunshots.
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The old fox-human pulled out a Lupara from his chest.

Across the sea in Tyrenia, that's what they call a sawed-off shotgun. More precisely, that's what the Tyrenian mafia calls it.

In the Tyrenian language, "lupo" means wolf, and "lupara" means "for the wolf."

It was a gun commonly used by Tyrenians when hunting wolves... There couldn't be a more suitable gun for catching a new wolf.

"You bloody brat!!!"

With that shout, the assassin intruded into my daily life with Veronica.

It happened just after we left the hotel to get into the armored car waiting for us out front.

The wolves hadn't noticed the assassin drawing his gun. It was understandable since the fox-human had hidden it within his thick fur.

Anyway, to get to the point.

The assassin pulled the trigger at me, and several bullets instantly struck my body.

"..."

I collapsed without making a sound.

When the assassin pointed the gun at me, I instinctively tried to duck to avoid it, but I wasn't quick enough.

As if knowing I was short, or perhaps accounting for the strong recoil of the sawed-off shotgun, his aim was directed at my torso rather than my head.

"Brother!"

I could see Veronica rushing toward me as I fell.

Then came the sound of numerous gunshots. Despite me being completely incapacitated, the assassin wasn't targeting me anymore.

No, he probably couldn't.

I managed to get up with Veronica's support. I could see the fox-human, already riddled with bullets from all directions.

The sudden gunfire greatly startled people at the hotel entrance and those nearby.

"Boss!"

The wolves and organization members were understandably alarmed. There might have been more of the assassin's colleagues around.

"..."

Meanwhile, Veronica and I were quickly ushered into the armored car.

I was still unable to speak due to the pain from the Lupara shot.

"Ugh..."

As the car started moving, I felt intense pain in my abdomen. It seemed I had taken the full brunt of the assassin's sawed-off shotgun.

"At least this saved me."

I said, touching the bulletproof vest around my torso.

This wasn't just any bulletproof vest. It was made of a very rare material. An ordinary bulletproof vest wouldn't have withstood a sawed-off shotgun at such close range.

It was fortunate that the shotgun pellets hadn't hit any areas not covered by the vest.

"Veronica, help me out."

"...Yes."

Veronica still seemed shaken by the assassination attempt.

With her help, I removed the bulletproof vest I was wearing under my clothes and immediately checked the condition of my abdomen.

"..."

My bare abdomen seemed too much for Veronica to handle.

Of course, her expression quickly turned to shock due to the bruises all over my abdomen.

"Anyone would think I'd been beaten to a pulp."

"Brother, how can you joke at a time like this?"

"...No, I'm actually in so much pain I could die."

I was just expressing my honest feelings. But to Veronica, it sounded like a tasteless joke.

"It'll be fine when we get to the Academy. Treatment can wait until we arrive... ugh."

"Are you alright?"

"No."

My abdomen was visibly covered in dark blue bruises. The size and shape of each bruise varied, of course.

After removing the bulletproof vest with Veronica's help, I put my clothes back on and relaxed my body.

"..."

"Brother, who do you think is behind this?"

"Too many suspects."

Considering the assassin was a fox-human, the most likely culprit was the Dragovich Family.

They were one of the two families reduced to scraps among the former five families because of me, and they had quite a few werewolves and beastkin among their members.

Of course, it could also be Rita Carmen's doing, hoping it would be attributed to the Dragovich Family.

"We'll only know for sure after the assassin's identity is confirmed."

"..."

*

While Luke Pellini was heading to the Academy with his sister,

News of Alexander Doba's failed assassination attempt began to spread throughout Heavily.

The Palmas Family's morale was greatly damaged by this news.

Sixty years. That's how long Alexander Doba had served and worked for the Palmas Family.

And now he had lost his life in such a futile manner.

His death was a great shock to the organization members who had believed until now that they wouldn't die like that, even as defeat loomed.

"...Damn it."

It was also a great shock to Johnny Palmas, the family's boss.

Salido's disappearance and Alexander Doba's failed assassination. The family's two pillars had vanished. Yet the momentum of enemies advancing from the south remained strong.

His worries only deepened in a situation where no solution seemed apparent.

But Johnny Palmas had nothing to worry about.

Because Elena Pellini was the first to confirm the identity of Alexander Doba, the assassin, through the harbor police.

"...Miss, is Mr. Luke alright?"

"Salmo. Listen to me first."

"Yes, Miss."

"Send Giovanni, Sarina, and Carso to the northeast of Heavily."

"Are you planning to wipe out the Palmas Family?"

"Of course. They targeted my husband."

"...Understood. I'll contact them right away."

"And tell Viola too. Tell her not to waste time with this level of force, but to push through immediately."

"...Yes, understood."

Anthony Salmo, the family's consigliere, could say nothing but that he understood.

Even just hearing through the receiver, the boss's anger was palpable.

"..."

After ending the call, Elena told Felicia, who had visited her room,

That she had taken all necessary measures.

"...At least Luke wasn't seriously injured."

"You call getting shot 'not serious'?"

Elena said with an expression of utter incomprehension.

According to the wolves and organization members, the bulletproof vest had clearly saved Luke Pellini's life.

But she was so worried about her brother, her husband, who had headed to the Academy in that condition, that she wanted to rush to his side immediately.

"..."

Of course, Felicia felt the same way.

Her little wolf had only just started being called a wolf, and he had nearly followed the same path as the previous wolf.

She didn't want to become a widow, and she didn't want her child to be born fatherless.

Above all, she didn't want her beloved husband to die.

Meanwhile, when I arrived at the Academy, a group of cars was leaving.

"...Is that Sarina?"

"Yes, I think so."

Veronica answered, sticking close to my side. She had pressed herself against me quite naturally.

"Boss, we've arrived."

"...Alright."

Veronica had no choice but to move away.

From my perspective, I wanted to get out of the car as quickly as possible. Every vibration from the car body made my abdomen throb with pain.

"Boss."

As soon as Veronica helped me out of the car, Cambara approached with my subordinate wolves from the Academy.

The wolves surrounded me as if they were guarding a president.

"Let's go to the office first."

"Yes."

It was good that they were concerned about my safety, but this felt too conspicuous.

"Cambara, was that Sarina who just left the Academy?"

"Yes, the Miss contacted her."

"...Elena did? What did she say?"

Come to think of it, I became anxious realizing that Elena and Felicia must have heard about what happened to me.

They would know I wasn't dead.

"It seems she told the other two bosses and the lady to take their wolves and help Viola Carmen."

"So it was the Palmas Family's doing."

"..."

It wasn't the Dragovich Family, it seemed. Honestly, that was a bit unexpected.

I didn't know they had the guts for it.

Given Elena's judgment, there must be solid evidence linking the assassin to the Palmas Family.

"Boss, let me check your condition for a moment."

"Sure."

I slightly removed my top again to show the state of my abdomen.

Veronica blushed again, but regardless, Cambara's expression was very serious.

"Boss, what exactly hit you?"

"Lupara."

And I was hit at close range.

"Then you were extremely lucky."

"Cambara, is that something you say to someone who's been shot?"

"Ah, that's not what I meant..."

Cambara quickly pointed to the bruises on my abdomen in response to Veronica's reaction.

"It's fortunate that the bruising doesn't exceed 20-30% of your total skin surface."

"..."

I understood what Cambara was talking about. People can die from extensive bruising.

When muscles suffer severe trauma, they release myoglobin, which can impair kidney function. The larger and more numerous the bruises, the greater the amount of myoglobin released.

This can lead to death from kidney failure, commonly known as acute renal failure.

"I've already contacted the infirmary. Someone will be here soon."

"...That's good."

"Brother, please stay still."

I stopped showing my abdomen. Veronica didn't show it, but she seemed a little disappointed.

"Cambara, how did Sarina react?"

"She was absolutely furious. Said she'd kill them all. I tried to calm her down and got hit myself."

She must have been extremely angry.

Following the enraged Sarina were Giovanni and Carso.

Come to think of it, we could have sought help from other families too. For instance, our subordinate forces like the Russo Family or the Solomon Family.

Of course, the Russo Family was already overwhelmed dealing with the Viper, and the Solomon Family was busy holding back the Sanchez Family.

Before long, as Cambara had said, people from the infirmary arrived.

A doctor, a pharmacist, and even a nurse. It seemed the entire infirmary staff had come personally for me.

"..."

I said nothing.

To be honest, even speaking caused me pain.

Veronica and Cambara were sufficient to explain my condition to the infirmary staff.

The best treatment for bruises was massage, but there was something more important.

Diagnosing my overall condition beyond the visible bruises.

While I was receiving treatment from the infirmary staff, someone came to the Academy Faculty Union office.

"...Feli?"

Felicia Marinelli. My beloved wife.

"Yes, I was worried so I came."

What she was holding was a giant silkworm moth, Heb.

Yes, in some ways, that creature Heb might be more effective than the infirmary staff.

I had Veronica and Cambara dismiss the infirmary staff. According to them, several of my ribs might be broken.

No wonder they kept pressing on my waist to check my reaction.
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"How is it? Feeling a bit better?"

"..."

I couldn't answer Felicia, but I felt like I might survive now.

It's not that the infirmary staff were useless... but Heb clinging to my stomach helped more than their diagnosis and treatment.

"Keeek!"

Heb was busy rubbing my abdomen all over.

From the looks of it, he seemed to be scolding me for letting myself get into this state.

"..."

Meanwhile, Veronica was keeping her distance from Felicia and me. Her gaze was fixed on Heb.

"Veronica, you don't need to be so afraid."

"No, brother. It's not fear—it's disgust."

"Vera, you shouldn't say that about such a cute little one."

"..."

Just as Felicia warned her, Heb suddenly lifted his head.

Turning toward Veronica, not me or Felicia.

Instinctively, Veronica began backing away. I couldn't blame her for her reaction.

I was terrified when I first saw Heb too.

The Tinkerbell I saw in the military was nothing in comparison. If Felicia hadn't stopped me in time, Heb would have died by my hand.

In the midst of this, Heb suddenly flapped his wings while staying in place. His head remained pointed at Veronica.

This clearly meant, "I'm coming for you next."

"Heb, stay put."

Tap.

Felicia tried to restrain Heb, but I was faster.

"Feli, thank you. Thanks to Heb, the immediate crisis is over."

"It's nothing. This much is only natural for my husband. But don't forget what's important."

"What's that?"

"Heb can only heal the surface. He can't do anything about broken ribs, so be careful."

Felicia then asked if I was experiencing any sudden shortness of breath or chest pain.

"No, not at all."

Heb, still in my grasp, was busy treating the bruises on my abdomen. Thanks to him, the pain was rapidly subsiding.

"Don't worry so much. If my condition had been serious, the infirmary staff wouldn't have backed off so easily."

"Even so..."

Felicia always worried too much when it came to me.

"Veronica, take Felicia to my car."

"Yes."

"Wait. I can stay a bit longer."

Veronica followed my not-quite-order.

She immediately arranged for the wolves stationed at the union office and academy to escort Felicia.

I was truly grateful that she came all this way out of concern for me. But if something went wrong, it could have endangered Felicia and our child.

"Feli, I'll return to the hotel earlier than usual today. So don't worry and go ahead. You're not alone anymore, after all."

"...I love you, darling."

"Ah, and take Heb with you."

"Okay."

Before leaving my office... well, technically Kambara's office now since I stepped down, Felicia kissed my forehead.

Her soft lips felt incredibly pleasant.

"Brother, I'll go with her just in case."

"Yes, I'd appreciate that."

After Felicia and Veronica left the office, Kambara spoke first.

"It's always amazing to see."

"What is?"

"The way you and Miss Felicia love each other."

And here I thought he was going to talk about Heb.

"I find it amazing myself."

A fated encounter? Probably not.

Felicia approached me knowing who I was, and I allowed her to get close knowing who she was.

From this perspective, it wasn't enough to call it fate.

Of course, what came after was different.

We didn't need many conversations to deepen our relationship. It truly felt like finding a destined partner.

Even if Elena would be extremely displeased to know my thoughts, that's definitely how I felt at the time.

"And it's also amazing how the two of them coexist with you in the middle."

"..."

I completely agreed with Kambara's statement.

"We were going through difficult times then. We needed allies like the Marinelli Family."

"Even if your head understands that, accepting it emotionally is another matter."

"True, Elena is good at separating business from personal matters."

Elena takes after her father in that regard. If her father had seen her as a boss, he would have been very proud.

As I was reminiscing about my father, my phone suddenly rang.

"Hello, Academy Faculty Union Vice Chairman, Kambara Zakaya speaking."

Kambara seemed very comfortable with his new position.

Although Veronica handled the practical work, his confident voice gave no impression that he was anyone's puppet.

"Ah, brother."

It seemed to be a call from Kambara's brother.

Samia Zakaya. The caporegime of the Pellini Family and boss of the Gullymen.

Click! Kambara ended the call without much conversation.

"Zakaya?"

"Yes, sir. It seems the young lady plans to mobilize my brother and the Gullymen as well."

....

The existing forces led by Viola Carmen.

The wolves led by Giovanni, Sarina, and Carso.

And now Samia Zakaya's Gullymen.

Considering that Carmen's forces included the Alini Family, the Dwarf gang, and the explosives expert Granada with his subordinates...

It seemed like excessive force deployment.

I was a bit taken aback, especially after just mentioning how Elena was good at separating business from personal matters.

"She seems quite angry."

"Yes, Elena isn't one to sit still in situations like this. But this seems excessive right now."

"Sir, quickly subduing the northeast can't be a bad thing, can it?"

"Deploying forces on such a large scale is fine. The problem is that the northeast is their home ground. The local police and residents will all be on their side."

"..."

Kambara couldn't say anything.

"Pushing through all at once is good, but if we're not careful, our casualties could increase."

"But with the other brothers and sister there, I think it will be fine."

"..."

This time I was at a loss for words.

If it had been just Giovanni or Sarina, I might have been worried.

But Carso was there too, along with Viola.

Looking further, there were also the Alini Family and the Dwarf gang to act as shields, and the Gullymen to break through the enemy's defensive line.

Perhaps my concerns were excessive. Of course, the results would soon prove whose judgment was correct.

*

A few days after Elena ordered thorough retaliation for the assassination attempt against me.

The Palmas Family's stronghold maintained an iron-tight security state.

Alexander Doba's wolf assassination had failed spectacularly, and now they had to face the wrath of the enraged Alpha Wolf.

The Palmas Family maintained a defensive posture, unable to mount even the slightest offense.

This was despite having the cooperation of local police and residents, as Luke Pellini had mentioned.

"Boss, here are the pistols my cousin sent."

"We still have many rifles bought from those black guys."

"...Weapons don't matter. The problem is we don't have people to use them."

Johnny Palmas was right.

Morale had decreased due to successive bad news, but over these past few days, the wolves had persistently attacked the Palmas Family's core.

The Palmas Family had a total of 9 caporegimes.

Half of them were already dead and replaced with new ones. Naturally, they lacked experience.

Moreover, bombs were even dropped on police and residents who were friendly to or openly sided with the Palmas Family.

"..."

"Boss, don't worry too much. We'll have a chance to pay them back soon."

"Well, I'm not so sure."

Johnny Palmas didn't agree with his subordinate's opinion. Rather, he and his family were slowly withering away.

Right now, they were holed up in a safe place, breathing... but they didn't know when their last breath would come.

"This won't do. Let's go to the hideout."

Johnny Palmas had several hideouts in his territory for situations like this.

He planned to lure enemies using his stronghold and hideouts, gradually wearing down the enemy's forces.

"Everyone move! Hurry!"

"Ah, finally some fresh air."

"Check for any suspicious people on the street first. Hurry!"

As Palmas moved, his subordinates willingly followed. They were wary of assassins who might be waiting nearby.

"The corner is safe!"

"No one's here!"

"This road is clear too, Boss!"

The sight of several dwarves surrounding one dwarf was both serious and comical.

"Wait here for a moment. I'll bring the car right away."

While the driver headed toward the boss's car, the members spread out, occupying the area between the stronghold and the street where the car was parked.

"How many have we lost this week?"

"31 men, sir."

"No, wasn't it 30?"

"I thought it was 35."

Meanwhile, Palmas was having a conversation with his subordinates, their answers not matching up.

Just then, the driver started the car.

KWAAANG—!

Suddenly, the car shook violently, the windows shattered, and the body of the car lifted as if it were a toy.

The impact of the explosion from the car immediately affected those nearby.

The two members who were heading toward the car first collapsed, smashing their heads and backs on the pavement.

Palmas wasn't as badly affected, but he was disoriented by the sudden intense heat and deafening sound near his face.

The driver in the car died instantly.

"Get him inside! Hurry, inside..."

"Damn it! I can't hear! My ears!"

"Boss!"

"I said get him inside!!!"

The members were thrown into confusion by the sudden incident.

In the midst of this, some members forcibly dragged Palmas back into the stronghold.

Palmas looked dejectedly at the driver who had been reduced to ashes along with the car. As shocking as the explosion itself was, it wasn't as shocking as the driver's demise.

"...Let's surrender."

Granada's work, under Viola's orders, which were under Elena's orders, was exquisite.

Enough to completely break Johnny Palmas's will to resist.

Some caporegimes and members opposed the boss's decision, but Palmas had already made up his mind.

Thus, the family's consigliere personally visited the Pellini Family to convey their surrender.

The one who received the consigliere was... Viola Carmen, a caporegime of the Pellini Family.

*

At the moment when one war in the city was about to end.

A politician based in this city was extremely excited.

His name was David C. Faraoni. He was a three-term congressman from the 4th district of Hevilly.

Unlike the Senate, where each state elects 2 senators regardless of population, the House of Representatives is greatly influenced by population ratios.

As a result, Hevilly elects as many as 7 representatives, excluding the state to which this city belongs.

In front of him, one of the 7 representatives, were two people.

One was his aide, an elf like himself, and the other was an aide to this country's esteemed Black president.

The reason for Faraoni's anger was clear.

The president of this country... had avoided direct contact with him and instead sent his young aide.

"Again? How many times is this now?"

"The fifth time, Congressman."

Faraoni's aide immediately answered his question.

"Dave, calm down."

The president's aide tried to calm David Faraoni by using his nickname.

THWACK—!

Instead of getting angry directly, Faraoni threw his glasses far away.

"How is what I just did any different from what the president did?"

"Mr. King, I don't need to remind you of the congressman's achievement in passing the first laws for elves and other races, do I?"

Faraoni and his aide pressured the president's aide from both sides.

"My voters elected me!"

"Dave, that's..."

Faraoni stood up before the aide could finish speaking.

"I should have supported a white president wearing a white hood instead of a Black president! Then I wouldn't have been backstabbed like this! Isn't that right?!"

Higher Education Act.
Harbor Workers Minimum Wage Law.
Fair Employment Practices Committee Establishment Act.

After saying that, Faraoni listed the major bills he had helped pass.

"If your president wants my support now, he'd better show me more respect. Understand?!"

"..."

"It would have been nice if that darkie had paid as much attention to me as he does to staring at actresses' crotches."

"Ha, the pot calling the kettle black."

Of course, the president's aide had something to say as well.

There was a clear reason why the president had to avoid Faraoni.

"You people think of me as some kind of non-human problem solver! You only cling to my pant leg when you're in trouble!"

"...Dave, calm down. The president and our party respect you. I support you more than anyone."

"Then can you explain why I'm being left out in the cold?"

"Well, the situation is complicated, isn't it? Just this morning, there was that incident."

"What incident? What are you talking about?!"

"My goodness... Haven't either of you read this morning's newspaper?"

The president's aide showed them the newspaper he had brought.

"..."

Faraoni was speechless when he saw the headline.

"This, this column. Look here."

<Faraoni Engages in Orgy with Young White Women!>

"Holy shit."

The president's aide carefully folded the newspaper again and handed it to the aide beside him.

"Faraoni was found spending intimate time with a young white woman known as 'Miss Hevilly'."

The aide began reading the newspaper handed to him by the president's aide.

"Now, what were you thinking?"

"The same thing every man thinks about Miss Hevilly."

"They headed to a luxury hotel and didn't leave until before morning. There's also a possibility that another woman was present."

As Faraoni's aide read that part, the president's aide looked at Faraoni as if urging him to explain.

"What's the big deal! Half the congressmen take beautiful secretaries to expensive restaurants on public funds and whisper sweet nothings!"

"But they don't get caught."

"We could sue this newspaper."

The aide mentioned a possible course of action, and Faraoni was about to agree, but the president's aide was quicker.

"Only if it's not true."

"Of course it's not true."

"..."

The aide answered with a confident tone, but Faraoni couldn't meet the president's aide's eyes.

"Sure, I had some fun with the three of us. It was a long-standing wish of mine."

"Haha! That's exactly it. That's what the president fears."

"What? That I sleep with white women?"

"No, that you speak without any filter, like you're doing now. It doesn't help your image or ours at all."

"You don't understand. My voters love me for this. I can do what other elves can't, and my people are thrilled that I sleep with beautiful white women."

"Dave, even such obvious facts can change. Yes, you can do what whites and blacks do. Other non-humans can live vicariously through you. But white folks will see your playboy image as your weakness."

"..."

Faraoni's aide tried to find a rebuttal but couldn't.

"King, you and the president shouldn't treat us like this. Blacks were treated like non-humans just a century ago."

"Which is why we can ultimately form sufficient common ground to understand each other. We've experienced the same wounds, the same pain."

"..."

"Congressman, are you going to lose everything you've built up over a mere woman issue?"

"Damn it, I get it."

"Are you sure you understand?"

"I said I get it. I'll do my best to manage my image. Satisfied?"

Faraoni reluctantly decided to back down.

Fortunately, he knew just the right fixer to solve this problem.
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The port of East Heavily.

On the top floor of the Lupus Carlton Hotel located there.

Elena Pellini, the boss of the most powerful family in this city, was on the phone with someone.

"..."

"Miss?"

"Yes, Tony. I'm listening."

Tony is a nickname for Anthony. The person she was speaking with was the family's consigliere, Anthony Salmo.

Salmo was relaying information that had been passed on by Viola, one of the family's caporegimes.

"They seem to understand how angry you are, Miss. What should I tell them in response?"

"Tell them we accept."

"...Are you serious?"

"It would be better to discuss the details in person."

"Yes, understood. But regarding the underboss..."

"That too, include it."

The consigliere acknowledged the boss's words and ended the call.

"..."

Elena poured whiskey into the on-the-rocks glass beside the phone and took a sip.

The Palmas Family and Johnny Palmas deciding to surrender was something beyond her expectations.

"So what are you going to do?"

"What else? Kill them all."

Elena answered Felicia's question from the living room as if it were obvious.

"..."

"What, is there a problem?"

In Felicia's personal opinion...

Eliminating everyone who voluntarily surrendered was a double-edged sword. It would certainly earn them a reputation for unnecessary cruelty.

Their notoriety would rise accordingly. Notoriety was an important element in the underworld. Problems could sometimes be solved through fear and intimidation alone.

"No, I agree. They targeted Luke, so there's no other choice."

"Right, it can't be helped."

While the two wives were having this grim conversation...

I was on the phone with Salmo.

"...What did Elena say?"

"She said it would be better to discuss the details in person."

"Good, let's do that. Come to the hotel after I get off work."

"Yes, understood."

"Can the old man come?"

"That might be difficult. I'd like to bring him as you both wish... but his condition has been fluctuating."

The former consigliere, Bier Salmo.

Elena and I had planned to discuss the next underboss with Uncle Bier and his son Anthony.

But if the uncle's condition wasn't good, there was nothing we could do.

"Can't be helped. If he pushes himself for our sake and something happens to him, Father would be devastated."

"I'll at least ask what he thinks about the candidates."

"Alright."

After the brief call ended, Veronica and Cambara asked me who had called.

"It was Salmo."

"Ah, I see."

"You mean the consigliere?"

Unlike Cambara who simply acknowledged my answer, Veronica asked another question.

"Yes, the son of the former consigliere."

"I didn't know the consigliere position was hereditary."

"It just happened that way. They're both trustworthy people."

"If that's what you think, brother, then it must be so."

Veronica spoke as if my belief was all that mattered, but it seemed like she was saying something indirectly.

Meanwhile, Cambara answered a phone that rang loudly.

"Yes. This is the vice-chairman speaking."

"Cambara has completely gotten used to it now."

"It's different from how it looks."

"What kind of person did you think he was?"

"I thought he'd be more distant from this kind of work."

She meant that the alligator-man didn't seem like someone who would handle administrative matters.

Well, looking at the appearance of the Gullimen, it wasn't hard to understand.

"Cambara is rather unusual."

While other Gullimen tend to rely on their natural physique and act aggressively, Cambara was different.

Should I say he's a bit more cautious for an alligator-man?

"Boss."

"What is it? Who was on the phone?"

"It was from Mr. Hagen's side. They say there's a congressman who needs our help."

"A congressman? What's his name?"

"Congressman Faraoni, they said."

"David C. Faraoni. Representative of Heavily's 4th District."

"Veronica, I know that too. Faraoni is an elf, so he's not completely unconnected to us."

Come to think of it, there hadn't been any contact from the financial king Hagen for a while. It was probably because I had upset Hagen last time over the nun robbery incident.

I had warned him that our family wasn't simply a tool for the rich.

Despite that incident, the fact that he was asking me for a favor meant it must be urgent.

"It wouldn't hurt to have Hagen owe us a favor. Tell him I'll meet with the congressman."

"Yes."

Though it was sudden, I decided to meet with Faraoni.

Somewhere other than inside the academy. It would be too conspicuous for a congressman to come to the academy to meet me.

Cambara gathered information about the meeting place through Hagen's people.

"Brother, shall I accompany you?"

"No, it's fine. I don't want to leak information about you unnecessarily."

"Yes, I understand."

"Boss, you're not planning to go alone, are you?"

"Of course not. Do you think I've forgotten that I was covered in bruises just a few days ago?"

Cambara said he would provide me with sufficient protection.

As a result, five wolves and six of my organization members accompanied me. It seemed excessive, but better too many than too few.

"..."

The Palmas Family that tried to kill me is now asking for surrender.

In this situation, it didn't seem likely that someone else would come after me so soon.

But considering the repercussions if something were to happen to me, I didn't think the security was excessive at all.

"Alright, bring the car."

"Yes, boss."

I got into the armored car and headed straight for the meeting place.

To the west, the far west.

The congressman's office was located in the central part of the city, not in the eastern part where the Lupus Carlton Hotel and the academy were situated.

In terms of our family's territory divisions... it was exactly in Elena's area.

Of course, I had no intention of going into the congressman's office. We just needed to meet at a suitable restaurant near the office.

"Boss, we've arrived."

"This is the restaurant you mentioned."

"Yes, looks right."

After getting out through the door opened by my subordinate, I instructed the accompanying personnel to act as naturally as possible.

I told them not to gather in one place but to spread out and keep watch over the surroundings.

"Yes."

Then I headed into the restaurant with about two wolves.

At the meeting place confirmed by Cambara through Hagen's side, even the table position was predetermined.

"..."

There was no need to explain to the restaurant waiter who I was.

A table isolated from other customers... a more private one. It was perfect for sensitive or important conversations.

Since I was already here, I decided to have a simple meal.

By others' standards it might not seem so, but by my standards, it was a perfectly normal meal.

However, before I could finish eating, one of the wolves who had been outside approached.

"Boss, the congressman has arrived."

"That was quick."

I wasn't being sarcastic. Since the conversation with the congressman would clearly be important...

I regretfully stopped eating and went to greet the congressman.

David C. Faraoni.

He appeared with his elven aide.

*

"Mr. Pellini. It's been a while."

"It's an honor to meet you, Mr. Luke Pellini."

No sooner had I responded to Faraoni and his aide's greetings than Faraoni said he would get straight to the point.

Most politicians like to drag things out, but Faraoni was as direct as ever.

"Congressman, was it necessary to have the financial king arrange this meeting?"

"It was more certain that way."

"Currently, the congressman has a political issue that requires Mr. Pellini's assistance."

The aide said this and handed me a newspaper. Is the congressman selling newspapers now?

Of course not.

"Have you seen this morning's newspaper?"

"Depends on which newspaper you're talking about."

Coincidentally, the newspaper the aide handed me wasn't one I usually read.

"..."

But I could guess what the congressman was trying to say.

Just looking at the headline made it very clear what kind of trouble the congressman had gotten himself into.

"A sex scandal, I see."

"Ahem! Ahem."

The congressman cleared his throat at my direct expression.

"So what exactly do you want? I hope you're not asking me to take care of the women mentioned here?"

The aide silently looked at the congressman.

"This newspaper. I want you to help intimidate this newspaper into publishing a correction."

"..."

"Can't you help me?"

I said nothing.

Intimidating a newspaper into publishing a correction. Easier said than done.

It might not work so easily with a newspaper of significant size.

Above all, I wondered if our family needed to take such a risk for Faraoni.

"Well, I'm not sure."

"Mr. Pellini, you shouldn't be like this with me. Have you forgotten that your late father and I were friends?"

"You lying bastard. Nothing changes just because you were my father's friend."

"Congressman, what is he—"

"Shh, you be quiet."

As soon as the aide reacted to my language, a nearby wolf warned him.

"When my father passed away. You went around saying that a devil had left this city, didn't you? Did you think I wouldn't know?"

Faraoni flinched but brazenly responded right away.

"Surely you understand that public statements and actual reality don't always align."

"..."

The aide couldn't hide his anxiety as the situation developed. But the congressman continued regardless.

"I could throw you to the country's judicial authorities."

"I have no quarrel with the government."

"Do you really think so? Even if that's true now, it might not be for long."

"..."

Well, well. I didn't expect him to be so ignorant of his own limitations.

It would be more difficult than dealing with the newspaper, but since he was baring his fangs like this, I had no choice.

I gave a signal to the wolves around me, and they quickly surrounded the congressman and his aide.

"What is the meaning of..."

"I think the problem isn't with the newspaper but with you."

"..."

"Congressman. This is too dangerous."

The aide stated the obvious.

"Vito Pellini, I'll retract my public statements about your father. I'll have it published in the newspaper too."

Faraoni changed his attitude as if he had never said those things.

"Good. After I see that article published, I'll consider helping with the correction of your sex scandal."

"..."

Faraoni and his aide had to leave without much gain.

Instead, they received an opportunity to make amends for the disrespect shown to me and my father. If he properly took this opportunity, I was willing to help him with his issue.

The financial king and a congressman.
It was a chance to have both of them owe me a favor at once.

Since there were many things to discuss, I headed straight to the hotel instead of returning to the academy.
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David C. Faraoni, Representative of the 4th District of Heavily.

For all the trouble of personally visiting a restaurant near his office to talk, it wasn't particularly worthwhile.

Faraoni not only failed to get what he wanted from me, but ended up with a mark against him.

I immediately got into my armored car and headed to the Lupus Carlton Hotel, where my wives were waiting.

"Brother, do you think that congressman will really retract his statement?"

"Well, no one knows what he'll do until we see it ourselves. It wouldn't look good for him to take back what he said."

Don Vito Pellini.

My father who raised me despite us not sharing blood.

Faraoni, being a congressman, probably couldn't openly mourn my father's death. But that didn't mean he had to thrust a dagger so blatantly.

To pretend he's clean in the face of my father's death after benefiting so much from him.

And then to even mention the devil.

If I had my way, I would have killed him along with his aide and let their bodies sink into the vast ocean.

But he is a congressman after all. Killing him would benefit neither the Family nor the underworld of this city.

The situation earlier was merely staged to intimidate Faraoni and his aide.

"Brother, who should we assign to threaten the newspaper?"

"Let's give it to someone suitable. But not the wolves or our organization members."

"Then there's only one option left."

Contract killers.

The underworld of Heavily, the city's shadow, rivals the legitimate world in scale.

Because of this, there's an abundance of contract killers who either belong to specific organizations or operate independently.

Just as we have reliable informants separate from the rat holes.

The same goes for contract killers. It would be nice if wolves and Family members could handle everything, but reality isn't so accommodating.

"Should we contact Ant?"

"Ant is good, but let's call one more. It never hurts to be certain."

The Ant that I and the other wolf mentioned isn't a real ant.

His real name is George Skella. There's a unique story behind his nickname.

Despite not being an ant-human, he soaks all the bullets he uses for his work in hydrogen cyanide.

When hydrogen cyanide dissolves in water, it becomes prussic acid.

Yes, the same prussic acid in potassium cyanide.

He's called "Ant" because he uses bullets coated in acid as if he were a real ant.

"And it would be good to call McClun too."

McClun is a deer-human with impressive red antlers.

I don't know the details, but I understand he made quite a name for himself in his country before crossing the sea to come here.

He might have been simply a criminal, or perhaps a former police officer who didn't hesitate to use violence.

Unlike Ant, he moves in a group. And with other deer-humans at that.

They're called deer, but among them are elk and moose too.

From my perspective as someone who collects various non-human races as a hobby, they're truly fascinating.

Well, now that I have a gorilla-man who's no less impressive, it doesn't matter much.

"Ant and Deer. Isn't that overkill for dealing with a newspaper?"

"Nothing wrong with going overboard. As long as it's not too much."

Despite our various discussions, the most important thing was whether Faraoni would apologize for his verbal slip about my father.

"..."

Before I knew it, my car had arrived at the port. There was no need to head to a restaurant near the dock or hotel.

As soon as I got out in front of the hotel, wolves and organization members who had been at the entrance approached the car.

Considering the assassination attempt just a few days ago, this level of security was necessary. In fact, even if I said it was fine, Elena and Felicia would insist on it.

"Is Elena inside?"

"Yes, Brother."

Fortunately, it seemed that both Elena and Felicia hadn't left their posts.

Of course. Both were pregnant with my children, and after the assassination attempt on me, their security had been further strengthened.

It was a perfectly natural development.

"..."

"Are you going to the top floor again today?"

"Yes."

When the elevator arrived at the first floor, a relatively new bellboy asked.

Usually, new faces like this were likely to be spies planted by someone. Not always, but often.

If he was a spy, he could be from Carmen, Sanchez, Dragovich. Or perhaps sent by the Black people.

Of course, suspicion is just suspicion.

There was also the possibility that he was just a new bellboy.

Assuming my instructions to keep an eye on the suspicious new bellboy were being followed properly.

"Top floor."

Though several people boarded the elevator, I was the only one to get off at the top floor.

"Luke?"

"Feli."

Veronica was at the union office in the academy. The only people who would come to greet me on the top floor were my two wives.

However, Felicia came out of Elena's room, not her own.

Today was also the day I was supposed to be with Elena.

"Were you with Elena?"

"Yes. We were just talking a bit."

I hoped they hadn't gotten into a physical fight.

Both wives were pregnant, and intense physical confrontation would do no good for the babies.

"Come on, let's go inside."

Felicia led me into the room as if wondering how long I was going to stay outside.

In the process, she naturally linked arms with me, and Elena, who had turned her head toward us, witnessed our friendly appearance.

"Luke, you're here? You're earlier than usual today."

"Yes. I have something to talk about."

"Is it about the Under Boss and the Palmas guys?"

"No. By the way, where's Salmo?"

"He's having a quick meal at the restaurant."

We were supposed to meet after I got off work. Somehow my work ended early, and he was already in the hotel.

However, it seemed the consigliere couldn't even eat properly. I would have liked to join him, but decided to talk about Faraoni first.

"I'll start with my story then. Is that okay?"

"Yes, of course."

Elena and Felicia were ready to listen to my story.

"Financial king Hagen contacted me to resolve the David C. Faraoni issue."

"Hagen?"

Elena focused more on financial king Hagen than Faraoni. That made sense since we hadn't heard from him for a while.

"Faraoni... that philandering elf?"

Felicia asked.

"Yes, it would be fortunate if he were just a philanderer."

Blabbermouth, con artist, narcissist. These would be the most appropriate words to summarize Faraoni in a single term.

*

"That guy's district coincides with our Family's territory anyway."

"Yes, specifically your area, Elena. Anyway, as Hagen said, I met with him first."

It had become an after-the-fact report, but Elena didn't mind at all. After all, I was now a boss of the same Family as her.

"He seems to be in trouble because of this newspaper."

I showed the newspaper that Faraoni and his aide had given me to my two wives.

"..."

"Elves are known for their lewdness, I tell you."

The two wives had different reactions to the article suggesting Faraoni might have had relations with two white women.

Elena seemed speechless with disbelief, while Felicia took issue with Faraoni's race.

"What? You know your husband is an elf too, right?"

"Yes. And I know your brother is an elf too, right?"

No sooner had Felicia finished speaking than Elena grabbed her by the hair.

"Ah, wait! Let go!"

Felicia resisted Elena's sudden action, but there was no way she could physically overpower her.

I had to intervene to make Elena release her grip.

"My hair is a mess now. Really..."

"You should be grateful that's all it is."

Though the conversation had been interrupted by Elena, I started again.

What Faraoni wanted from me was to intimidate the newspaper that published his sex scandal article... to issue a correction.

Although we hadn't decided what to get in return, before agreeing to his request, I set a condition.

"...Yes, he did say that."

When I mentioned Faraoni's past comments about our father's death, saying something about a devil disappearing from the city, Elena looked very displeased.

"He does lack respect for the deceased. Well, I suppose it can't be helped since he's a politician."

Felicia expressed herself somewhat neutrally, but she was clearly watching for reactions from me and Elena.

"So? What are you planning to do now?"

"I'm going to wait and see if he fulfills my condition before deciding. Elena, what do you think?"

"...I don't mind if he takes back what he said."

"And I'm planning to assign this job to others, not our guys."

I mentioned the contract killers, Ant and Deer, as we had discussed in the car.

"Luke, I'll leave the Faraoni matter to you. You've been dealing with Hagen anyway."

"Understood. But what about the Palmas guys?"

"We're going to kill them all."

Elena repeated the same answer she had given to Felicia earlier, though I wasn't aware of that.

"Even those who want to surrender?"

"Luke, I feel the same way. You could have been seriously hurt."

Felicia seemed to share Elena's opinion on this matter.

And it appeared that Elena had already made thorough preparations to wipe out the Palmas guys all at once.

"Alright. It can't be helped."

The Palmas Family wasn't one of the Five Families like the Russo Family. Well, I thought it would be fine.

However, I urged Elena to handle it carefully.

Approaching it emotionally could ruin everything.

Having discussed both Faraoni and the Palmas Family, it was now time to decide on the Under Boss.

Elena called the restaurant to summon Salmo. It seemed he had just finished his meal.

While Anthony Salmo was making his way to the top floor, we started discussing the Under Boss position.

"But should I really be part of this conversation?"

"If you understand, you can go back to your room."

"No, I think I'd better stay here."

Felicia was subtly provoking again, but this time Elena didn't immediately reach for her.

"Well, I don't think it would hurt to hear Felicia's opinion too."

"Luke."

But when I took Felicia's side, Elena immediately reacted.

Apparently, that was more than she could tolerate.
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Elena didn't hide her discomfort when I took Felicia's side in front of her.

"Elena, calm down."

"Then come over here."

I reluctantly surrendered myself.

I headed toward the sofa where she was sitting in the living room that resembled a hotel lounge.

When I got close enough, Elena embraced me. As if I were some kind of doll.

"You two aren't planning to greet the Consigliere looking like that, are you?"

"Why don't you mind your own business? It's rather ugly to be jealous just because Luke is in my arms."

"..."

Whether she was speechless from disbelief or because Elena had hit the mark, Felicia couldn't say a word.

That's when we heard the elevator sound announcing someone had arrived at the top floor.

"I'll get it."

"Luke, wait!"

Elena tried to grab me, but I was faster than her.

One of the benefits of having a small frame and height—I could slip away before others could catch me.

"How frustrating for you."

"Will you be quiet?"

While my two wives continued their battle of nerves, I opened the front door.

Anthony Salmo strode through the open doorway.

"Sorry I'm late."

"No, it's fine."

Salmo hadn't arrived late at the hotel. He was just delayed by having a quick meal.

"Is the young lady inside as well?"

"Yes. And one more person."

"Pardon?"

"Felicia, I mean."

"..."

I could tell what Salmo was thinking without even looking.

The expression of someone seriously contemplating what he should and shouldn't say.

"Don't worry. Felicia won't tell anyone else about what we discuss today."

"Yes, I understand."

He didn't add unnecessary comments or try to flatter me.

It felt like seeing a younger version of old man Salmo. How fortunate that the Salmo family was on our side.

"Young lady, and Miss Marinelli. You must have been waiting a while."

"No, not that long, Tony."

"I'd prefer to be called Mrs. Fellini rather than Miss Marinelli."

"..."

Salmo looked at Elena's and my reactions to Felicia's words.

I nodded while Elena shook her head. Our simultaneous but opposite responses left Salmo caught in the middle, looking miserable.

"What would you like to drink? We have whiskey, gin, and stout beer."

"I'll have the beer, then."

Stout beer is his favorite drink.

Come to think of it, back when we weren't close, I once made the mistake of using the term "stout beer" in front of him and suffered for it.

Apparently, "stout beer" is a term only used by people who don't know much about beer, or something like that.

Salmo received the glass I handed him with both hands. Thankfully, he didn't make a show of standing up from his seat.

"..."

I sat next to Elena, just as I had when I'd escaped to open the front door.

The difference now was that Felicia had moved her seat, so I ended up completely sandwiched between my two wives.

"Since you both must be busy, I'll get straight to the point."

"I'd like to hear your and Mr. Salmo's opinions first."

"Yes."

Salmo rummaged through his briefcase and carefully placed something on the table in front of us.

"This is the background information I've gathered on the Under Boss candidates."

"You didn't need to include the wolves."

"Yes, that's true... but their recent activities are also documented."

From the wolves: Giovanni, Carso, and Armo.
From the non-wolves: Banella, Lumini, and Viola.
Six candidates in total.

"Is Viola a candidate too?"

"She's been our person since my father's time."

"But she's that woman's sister..."

"Felicia, we're gathered here to discuss that aspect as well."

"Fine."

When Elena spoke seriously, unlike her usual self, Felicia stopped arguing.

Of course, Felicia wasn't one to back down so easily.

She pressed her body closer to mine, and Elena kept getting distracted by how Felicia and I were pressed together.

"I'll start with my father's opinion. Richard Banella and Viola Carmen. He believes these two are most suitable for Under Boss, while Vincent Lumini is the least suitable."

"..."

"Why?"

"Excluding the wolves, all three were Caporegimes. They're all skilled at managing and handling their own organizations."

To be honest, all three had already proven their abilities.

"But why is Lumini the least suitable while the others are appropriate?"

"My father said it's because of their personality differences. While Banella and Carmen both have distinct personalities, they share the common trait of being proactive."

"...And Lumini is passive?"

"Yes, and he's gained considerable power simply by riding the current trends."

Salmo answered me directly. His points weren't without merit.

He also pointed out that Lumini's current territory was one he had been managing for a long time.

"Carmen goes without saying, and Banella also has to manage newly acquired territory and establish a new foundation. But Lumini is different."

A stable foundation, well-preserved power, and he's cautious with good instincts too.

"So the point is that there's no need to give the Under Boss position to someone like Lumini who already has all this."

"Yes, my father thought the best scenario would be to use either Banella or Carmen to keep Lumini in check."

I've heard the opinion of Bier Salmo, the former Consigliere.

"Tony, what do you think?"

"I agree with my father that Lumini is the most threatening. However, I don't think Banella and Carmen are the best choices."

Anthony began sharing his opinion in response to Elena's question.

"Banella is reckless and unpredictable. As for Carmen, her recent performance hasn't been entirely satisfactory."

It was fascinating to hear his opinion, which was both similar to and different from his father's.

Interestingly, the flaw Salmo mentioned about Banella could also be considered a strength. As for Carmen... since significant results only came after my intervention, I could understand his perspective.

But it was she who didn't miss the opportunity and continued to pressure the Palmas Family.

And although it failed, the plan to plant a bomb in Johnny Palmas's car was also her idea.

"Then who do you think is the best choice?"

"Carso."

"Isn't Giovanni good too?"

"Among the three wolves, I believe Carso is the most suitable."

When I mentioned Giovanni, Salmo showed me what he had investigated about him.

Along with Sarina and Carso, Giovanni was attacking the Palmas Family, but... it seemed he couldn't control his male instincts in the meantime.

There was evidence he had frequented various brothels in Havilly even before that.

"So what? A man can visit those places."

"Giovanni's case is extreme. There's probably not a single prostitute who doesn't know his face."

"That's how all wolves are. They have money but don't know how to spend it, so it can't be helped."

It wasn't just Giovanni.

After my father subjugated the Five Families with the wolves, their treatment improved significantly.

They could now own private property, something unimaginable when they were merely tools of the Five Families, and they received compensation worthy of their loyalty.

The problem was that even with money, they didn't know how to spend it properly.

In that situation, women, gambling, alcohol—all sorts of temptations unfolded before their eyes.

Giovanni was a case of someone obsessed with women. I myself was once obsessed with collecting different species.

"Why do you think Carso is the best?"

"Among the three, he has the fewest flaws, and he's cautious with good insight."

"I think Armo is also good at leading and managing people."

I spoke up just as Salmo was about to answer Elena.

"Armo isn't bad either... but he's already a Caporegime, and he's more skilled at protecting the young lady."

*

Bier Salmo and Anthony Salmo.

The opinions of these two were definitely interesting.

Salmo didn't ask for Felicia's or my opinion. It would be against protocol to ask before the boss speaks.

And their opinions were merely for reference; there was no obligation to follow them.

"Elena, what do you think?"

"..."

She seemed to still be organizing her thoughts.

"Banella, Viola, Carso. I think one of these three would be good."

Even after weighing various factors, it was difficult to decide who would be the best choice.

So I decided to narrow down the options.

"Luke, I think we should exclude Viola. We already have enough dragons and spiders in our family."

"That's a bit hurtful to hear."

The dragon would be Felicia, and as for spiders, we actually had two small ones. Viola and Veronica.

Viola was responsible for controlling the northeastern part of the city, while Veronica had taken control of the Academy's union.

Two people who until recently were outsiders to the family had achieved such success, which could cause discontent among existing members.

Elena was indeed more thoughtful than me in these matters.

"So it's between Banella and Carso."

"Salmo, your opinion hasn't changed?"

"No, I still think Carso is the most suitable."

"..."

Salmo's answer made me start to reconsider. Honestly, both Banella and Carso were well-suited for the Under Boss position.

"Elena."

By now, I thought she would have organized her thoughts, so I asked again.

"Carso. Between the two, I think Carso would be better."

Both Elena and Salmo judged Carso to be the right person for the job. Unless I strongly recommended Banella, it was clear that Carso would become the Under Boss.

Considering Elena's and my personalities... despite our caution, we both had exceptional drive for action.

As the former Under Boss, I would directly solve problems, and Elena was ready to wipe out the Palmas Family.

We were truly the children of the Godfather.

"Alright, Carso it is."

Carso seemed appropriate to put the brakes on Elena and me when needed.

On the other hand, if Banella became Under Boss, it was obvious he wouldn't restrain us but would race alongside us.

"After all that talk about dragons and spiders, we end up with a golem as Under Boss?"

"Haha, now that you mention it, that's true."

"Tony, inform Carso and the other Caporegimes right away."

"Yes, I will."

Elena deliberately ignored Felicia's comment. Salmo also left to announce the decision about the new Under Boss.

One week later.

The Palmas Family, who thought their surrender would be accepted, was completely and brutally annihilated.

Ch.85 - High Connection (4)
Before the Palmas Family's Annihilation.

In a newspaper company in the central part of the city, Heavily World.

Heavily World was a subsidiary established by the capital's famous newspaper company, World Tribune.

Although Heavily wasn't the capital of this country, it was only natural for World Tribune to expand into this city with the largest population.

Masked intruders suddenly stormed into the Heavily World headquarters.

The intruders quickly headed toward the political department within the vast building. They had checked the internal structure of the building several times before carrying out this operation.

"The point I want to make is that corruption and sex are—"

"Editor-in-chief!"

"Damn it, Oz! Can't you see we're in a meeting?"

"Editor-in-chief, that's not it..."

While the editor-in-chief and the reporter who had suddenly burst in were arguing, the corridor suddenly became noisy.

"Hey! Stop!"

"You can't go any further!"

"Get lost!"

A loud gunshot rang out.

The reporters didn't seem to understand the situation. This place was far removed from gunfire, and it was somewhere gunshots should never be heard.

"Close, close the door!"

The editor-in-chief shouted urgently, but the intruder reached the political department faster.

"..."

The body of the reporter who had been alerting the editor-in-chief and other reporters seemed to freeze like ice.

The intruder's build was clearly not what one would consider human.

In the brief moment when the reporter and the intruder stared at each other, the intruder didn't hesitate at all before driving his fist straight into the reporter's face.

As soon as the reporter let out a painful scream, the intruder picked him up and threw him into the political department.

Immediately after, another intruder who appeared from behind fired his gun at the other reporters.

Three reporters were injured by two gunshots, and the editor-in-chief and other reporters were startled by the sight and began to flee in panic.

"Good, let's go now!"

"..."

The two intruders disappeared as suddenly as they had appeared.

While they leisurely got into a car waiting outside the building, the Heavily police were nowhere to be seen.

Heavily World provided all the information they knew to the police who belatedly arrived after the incident.

At the same time, they were preparing an article about the police's delayed response.

In this state, after experiencing an unexpected situation, the political department's editor-in-chief, who was trying to calm his surprised mind, received a phone call.

"Who is this?"

When the editor-in-chief asked about whoever was on the other end of the line, an answer came immediately.

"Heavily World political department editor-in-chief, Charlie Knowles?"

"...Yes, that's me."

"There's a package in front of your house."

"What?!"

"If you don't want to experience something like today again, do as it says."

"..."

The other party waited for the editor-in-chief's response, but couldn't keep the call going for long.

The editor-in-chief asked for understanding from the company and hurried to his home.

When he opened a crude package, there was a letter among the miscellaneous cushioning materials.

The editor-in-chief urgently checked the contents of the letter. The letter had various letters cut out from different newspapers, and the content was very simple.

A demand for corrections to several articles covered by Heavily World's political department.

It was so rude that there was no trace of politeness, but that wasn't important. Who would care about such things when armed intruders had stormed the headquarters?

The editor-in-chief took this letter and had an emergency meeting with Heavily World's leadership.

They wanted to find out who was behind this incident.

It would certainly be the subjects of the articles related to the correction demands... but coincidentally, they were all quite powerful figures.

Of course, it could be a solo operation by one of them to avoid being identified.

In the worst case, there was a possibility that all of them had joined hands to threaten Heavily World.

"...Let's issue the corrections."

"Understood."

And so, David C. Pharaoni, a congressman from Heavily's 4th District, became deeply indebted to our Family.

The hitmen George Skella and McClain, who successfully completed this job, received appropriate compensation.

In particular, Skella didn't use bullets coated with his trademark cyanide this time.

Because he could have been identified if something went wrong.

Lastly, we didn't forget to receive thanks from the financial king Hagen.

"Then I will pay the next funds soon."

Some of the individuals who became subjects of the correction along with Pharaoni were at Hagen's request.

Of course, some had nothing to do with this incident and were just sacrificial lambs of Heavily World who luckily got included in the correction targets.

Back to the present.

The Palmas Family has been annihilated.

They had already requested unconditional surrender to us through Caporegime Viola Carmen.

The disappearance of Salido, an organization member from the wolves, and the failed assassination of Alexander Doba, the most senior organization member.

Plus the bomb that exploded in Johnny Palmas's car.

All these events were enough to break their morale. In fact, it was a miracle that the other caporegimes and members of the Palmas Family didn't kill Johnny Palmas.

In a way, Johnny Palmas had made the first move.

"...Damn it."

But Palmas and his subordinates were deceived.

Following Viola's words, they arrived at a hotel located in the Alini Family's territory.

According to Viola, they were supposed to meet the two bosses of the Pellini Family there.

Two bosses? Johnny Palmas couldn't understand the Pellini Family when he heard there were two bosses.

It meant there were two commanders leading the Family when they should be united as one.

"..."

But it was an excessive worry for him.

Numerous wolves were already hiding inside the hotel. It wasn't enough that they had entered the hotel.

The wolves revealed their true colors only after they had taken the elevator and gone deeper inside.

"I have nothing personal against you."

"Are you determined to see blood?"

Viola didn't say anything, but the other caporegimes of wolf origin couldn't just listen to their barking.

"If you were prepared to kill, you should have been prepared to die. You bastards!"

As soon as Giovanni shouted, Sarina and the wolves under her command opened fire.

Unlike Giovanni, Sarina thought there was no need to mix words with them. There was no meaning in talking to those who were about to die.

The first gunshot became the signal, and a hail of bullets rained from all directions.

Johnny Palmas and all the Palmas Family members who accompanied the boss died without exception.

"Take care of all those who are still alive too!"

"Yes!"

The hotel staff, who obviously had no idea this would happen, were very perplexed.

Of course, the disposal of the bodies and the cleanup of the scene were the responsibility of the wolves and Pellini Family members.

*

Viola immediately reported the results to the new underboss.

To Carso.

Unlike Giovanni and Sarina, Carso wasn't at the scene.

"I understand. I'll tell the lady and the brother right away."

"Yes."

After their brief call ended, this news was immediately conveyed to me and Elena.

"That's the end of the Palmas Family too."

Elena responded as if she felt very relieved, but my thoughts were a bit different.

"No, not yet. There are still some left."

"More than 20 organization members died with Johnny Palmas. That's as good as incapacitated."

"...That's true, but we never know how things might turn out."

Elena said not to worry about that part.

Through Carso, she ordered Viola and the caporegimes at the scene to clean up the remnants of the Palmas Family as well.

"Try not to deploy the wolves, and have the Alini Family and the dwarf guys do it."

"Yes, miss. I'll contact them right away."

The Alini Family and the dwarf gang weren't mobilized to the scene where the Palmas Family was annihilated.

To be honest, their level wasn't enough to help in this matter... they would have been more of a hindrance.

But even such guys had their uses.

It was inefficient to deploy the wolves that the Family boasted of, and there were no better candidates than those guys to deploy to relatively less important battlefields.

"Once we finish cleaning up those guys, we'll have practically subdued the northeast completely."

"Yeah. Now we can finally focus on the others."

Even while having an important conversation with Elena, I couldn't keep my mouth still.

I was eating sandwiches stacked like a tower, the epitome of finger food.

"Elena, do you want some too?"

"...I don't want to steal your food."

"What? Do you think I can eat all this by myself?"

It was food ordered to eat together. But in Elena's eyes, it seemed like an amount I would eat alone.

"Sometimes this isn't so bad."

"This? You used to not be able to live without sandwiches when you were young."

"...When was that?"

"When you were still smaller than me?"

"Ah..."

Elena reacted as if it was too long ago. Well, it is.

"Should we call Felicia too?"

"Luke."

"No, it's better than not eating it and throwing it away, right?"

Elena narrowed her eyes. As if asking if that was really the reason.

"Elena, stop looking at me like that and just eat this."

Blocking the mouth with food is a classic method... but it was quite effective.

While Elena was eating the sandwich, I called Felicia who was in the next room.

Then Felicia, who had been waiting for tomorrow to come in her room, came running.

It was hard to imagine given her usual appearance, but it seemed she was that eager to see me.

"...It's not a special day today, is it?"

"It's not, so just eat with us."

Elena said so, but she didn't let go of her suspicion toward me.

She seemed to believe that I had planned this situation and ordered so many sandwiches for this purpose.

Regardless, spending time eating tower-like stacked sandwiches with my two wives was a very happy time.

...Until Pharaoni delivered one piece of news.

A mafia hearing.

I don't know which bastard volunteered to be the clown of such an occasion.

But it seemed that such a hearing was scheduled to be held on a large scale.

Ch.86 - Borges Hearing (1)
# The Mafia Hearing

I'd heard of congressional hearings on various topics, but a mafia hearing? This seemed absurd.

Of course, regardless of my opinion, the black and white TV screen was busy with activity.

Before focusing on what was happening on screen, let me explain the situation according to David C. Faraoni.

The Senate Committee on Governmental Operations, one of the highest oversight committees in Congress—or more precisely, the Senate Homeland Security and Governmental Affairs Committee—had been making troubling moves.

Among its subcommittees was the Permanent Subcommittee on Investigations (PSI).

The PSI's job was simple: to investigate government inefficiency, mismanagement, and corruption.

Currently, the PSI chairman was a senator from Heavily State, just like Faraoni.

Unlike the House of Representatives, where members are elected proportionally to population, the Senate elects two senators from each state. The least populous state gets two senators, as does the most populous.

According to Faraoni, the PSI chairman, a sitting senator, had secured a crucial witness.

And today, they planned to expose everything about the mafia to the world through TV and radio broadcasts.

By the time we could act, the situation had already grown too large to contain.

I refocused on the TV screen.

Though many people were visible, I could see a golem sitting at a table in front of the committee members, accompanied by his lawyer.

His name was Martin Borges.

Being a golem, he was clearly a member of the Sanchez Family.

"Order! Order in the chamber, please!"

The voice of John L. Porter, the PSI chairman presiding over the hearing, echoed throughout the room through the microphone.

"Would the witness please state his name?"

"Martin Borges. My name is Martin Borges."

The golem stated his name very slowly and clearly.

"Where and when were you born?"

"I was born in Heavily, on August 19, 1882."

"Mr. Borges, are you affiliated with any particular organization that exists for criminal purposes or protects or eliminates members who have committed crimes?"

"Yes, that's correct."

While Porter and Borges exchanged questions and answers, the room remained in constant motion.

Stenographers recorded their conversation, while photographers with large beach cameras periodically took pictures.

Behind Borges and his lawyer sat numerous reporters from various news outlets, their eyes gleaming with interest.

"What is the name of the organization to which Mr. Borges belongs?"

"Onorata Societa."

The moment those words left Borges's mouth, the reporters immediately reacted.

Many people started talking at once, and the large cameras behind them continuously photographed Borges and the committee members.

"Is that Tyrrhenian?"

"Yes, it means 'honorable society.'"

No one laughed or sneered at Borges's answer, even though the term "honorable society" seemed completely unsuitable for criminals who controlled the city's underworld.

"I want to remind the citizens watching this hearing that Mr. Borges is officially the first witness to break the code of silence of the Onorata Societa and speak the truth."

Omerta.

That's what the mafia called their code of silence. Or, quite intuitively, the law of silence.

"The information Mr. Borges provides here today will expose the ugly face of organized crime in this country. These criminal organizations earn billions of pounds annually—all money stolen from and corrupted from the rightful share of this nation's good citizens."

Senator Porter concluded by praising Borges, saying that although he had been one of them, at least at this moment, he was making a tremendous contribution to the country.

"...Disgusting bastard."

A small hamster-man chittered.

"Are you talking about the senator or the snitch?"

"They're both sons of bitches, all the same."

The large vampire and dragonkin beside him spoke up next.

"..."

Elena and I felt similar emotions, but we kept quiet.

We were at the Dragon Hill Hotel in the southeastern part of the city, the headquarters of the Marinelli Family.

The bosses of the new Five Families—Pellini, Marinelli, Russo, Solomon—had gathered to watch this hearing.

"Mr. Borges, please tell us why you decided to cooperate fully with the Department of Justice and this committee."

Another congressman sitting right next to Senator Porter spoke up.

A very familiar face—David C. Faraoni. That very man.

The reason he could inform us about the hearing was... because he too was a member of the PSI.

"For their downfall."

"Who exactly are 'they'?"

"The bosses of each organization that makes up the Onorata Societa."

Borges spoke in a very resolute tone.

Well, when a man decides to do something, he should at least be that determined.

"...His mouth sure runs freely."

"Didn't bring your helmet today?"

Darius Russo's head began to burn more intensely.

Vito Marinelli expressed his displeasure and mentioned a helmet, but Russo simply replied that he hadn't brought it.

"Are they trying to kill you?"

"Yes, they are."

"Bullshit. Why drag all of us into this?"

Elena reacted as if she couldn't bear to listen anymore to what was coming from the TV.

I too felt stressed listening to such nonsense. The best way to relieve stress was to consume something.

I poured some nearby whiskey into a crystal on-the-rocks glass and downed it in one go.

I doubted the Marinelli Family would tamper with drinks meant for the bosses.

"Why do you think they want to kill you?"

"Because I refused to be their pawn. The bosses cruelly exploit their subordinates. Subordinates like me kill for the boss, steal valuable items, and sacrifice precious things in life. And what do we get in return?"

Faraoni shrugged his shoulders pretentiously.

"Nothing but despair and pain."

It was an exaggerated expression. Members of the Five Families typically give 20 percent of their income to their direct superiors.

Our family required 30 percent, and the other bosses' families gathered here each had different rates.

"A Sanchez Family member becoming an informant. It must be internal family business."

Meanwhile, Vito Marinelli chuckled as he spoke, finding his own thoughts amusing.

The Casio Family, led by Eddie Sanchez. Today it's called the Sanchez Family, but other families prefer the name Casio Family.

This emphasizes that Sanchez is merely a usurper who eliminated the previous boss.

It's the same context as calling Rita Carmen's family the Marmala Family.

*

"Mr. Borges. Do you think the bosses will be quite upset by your testimony here today?"

"What I'm telling the chairman, all the press here, and all the citizens watching this broadcast is a matter of my life."

That was true.

Not only the five bosses gathered here, but also Sanchez, Carmen, and Dragovich—the bosses of the other three families—would certainly want Borges dead.

Immediately after, Faraoni briefly mentioned how Borges came to be here.

"Are you saying that after being indicted for murder and drug trafficking, you feared the Sanchez Family would eliminate you?"

"Yes, I—"

Just as Borges began to answer, Chairman Porter declared a recess.

It was necessary to follow the scheduled agenda.

So we took our eyes off the TV screen and reconfirmed why we had gathered here.

"It's not certain yet, but the fallout from this will affect us too."

"The most certain solution would be to eliminate that Borges fellow."

No sooner had Elena finished speaking than Little Dom made his statement.

Immediately, the fire that had been blazing on Russo extinguished.

"You're joking, right? Eliminate him in his current state? That's insane."

Russo was expressing with his entire body how unrealistic Little Dom's suggestion was.

"It's true that unnecessarily drawing media attention wouldn't do us any good."

"But if we do nothing, won't the press find us anyway?"

When Vito Marinelli spoke, Little Dom countered by asking if he was suggesting we just sit and take it.

Elena gave me a look. It was time for me to step in.

"No, that's not it."

"Then what do you have in mind?"

To Russo's question, I answered simply.

"If we can't touch Borges, we need to deal with the senators."

More than half of the PSI members were from Heavily State.

"Faraoni is already in our pocket."

"You mean that elf sitting next to the chairman."

When Elena explained, Vito Marinelli identified him precisely.

Little Dom questioned how effective this would be. But it would clearly be more effective than expected.

Because... John L. Porter, the chairman presiding over the hearing, was quite an amusing character.

He was very consistent.

He had consistently opposed organized crime to this day. Not only that, but he was also an expert who had investigated various government corruption cases.

At the same time, he was a terrible discriminator.

He was the most vicious racial segregationist in Heavily State and had been at the forefront of opposing policies aimed at resolving racial conflicts proposed by the Black president.

Simply put, he was a strange fellow who believed organized crime was bad, but discrimination wasn't.

Naturally, he had many enemies.

"..."

When I mentioned this, Little Dom asked with a bewildered expression if I had a detailed plan.

"Yes, there are already civil rights groups preparing lawsuits against the chairman."

It was a simple matter of us funding their lawsuits.

Then, through Faraoni, we could stop this ridiculous hearing on the condition that the lawsuits be dropped.

The other bosses agreed with the method Elena and I proposed, rather than directly eliminating Borges.

After our solution was decided...

The black and white TV screen showed that the hearing had resumed.

But this bastard Borges... as soon as the hearing resumed, he exposed who the boss of the Sanchez Family was.

Edward "Eddie" Sanchez.

If Sanchez had been watching this broadcast, he would probably have been furious.

Ch.87 - Borges Hearing (2)
## Before the Resumption of the Hearing

While the five new Family bosses were watching the hearing together at the Dragon Hill Hotel.

A group of people was also watching the hearing in a luxury suite lounge at the Lupus Carlton Hotel.

"Damn it, that bastard Pharaoni is just asking useless questions."

"..."

Unlike Giovanni, who was visibly outraged watching the TV screen, Carso remained silent.

"Under Boss, don't we need to step in?"

"Hey, the bosses haven't said anything yet. Why should we make a move?"

Sarina retorted to Fabio Carini, one of the caporegimes.

Indeed.

Everyone gathered in the lounge were executives of the Fellini Family.

Consigliere Anthony Salmo and Caporegime Armo had gone to the Dragon Hill Hotel with the two bosses.

Viola Carmen and the northeastern caporegimes couldn't join as they were focused on hunting down the remnants of the Palmas Family.

Of course, there were also those like Lumini and Granada who simply chose not to participate without any special reason.

"Shouldn't we at least kill that committee chairman first?"

While Carini was too intimidated by Sarina to speak up.

Vanella suddenly spoke. It was exactly what one would expect from someone known as the family's madman.

"No, targeting a senator is a bit much."

Giovanni, who had been fuming at the screen moments ago, answered.

It wasn't clear if Vanella didn't know that Chairman Porter was a senator from the state of Heavily, but his comment was enough to temper Giovanni's anger.

"Then let's just make him half-paralyzed or a vegetable. We can disguise it as an accident, can't we?"

"...That's not impossible, but the timing would be too suspicious. It would be troublesome if the government catches wind of it."

Carso spoke definitively about Vanella's proposed compromise.

He made sure Giovanni and Sarina wouldn't need to help him explain.

"What about assigning it to our Gullyman? They're still known as outsiders from the city outskirts, so it would take some time before they're suspected."

"But they'd still get caught eventually. What difference does that make?"

"At least we could take some measures in the meantime."

Samia Zakaya, Cambara's older brother, offered what he thought was a decent suggestion.

Sarina felt oddly irritated not by Zakaya's opinion but by how his face resembled Cambara's.

It was natural since they were brothers, but still.

"Ah, it's starting again."

Right after Carini spoke, the hearing resumed.

The TV screen once again showed the room filled with people.

"Mr. Borges, you stated that there are five independent criminal organizations—or 'families' as you call them—operating in Heavily City."

"Yes, that's correct."

After the hearing resumed, the questioning role shifted from Pharaoni to Committee Chairman Senator Porter.

"Then which family were you affiliated with, Mr. Borges?"

"The Sanchez Family."

"I heard it was an organization created by once-notorious criminal Santino Casio."

"..."

Carso raised his thick eyebrows as he watched the conversation on screen.

Many might be surprised, but golems do have eyebrows.

"That bastard Borges..."

"I can't tell if he's pretending not to know or deliberately leaving us out of the conversation."

Giovanni and Carini each made a comment.

The others also seemed to have plenty to say, but for now, they were focused on the hearing.

Borges on screen was already pouring out a stream of words.

"He's already dead. He has no influence over the family anymore. There's another boss leading the family now. Not Casio—he's the one who matters. He tried to have me killed when I was arrested on murder and drug charges. ...That's why I'm testifying here today."

At both the Lupus Carlton Hotel and the Dragon Hill Hotel.

Everyone watching the hearing knew exactly who Borges was referring to.

"Then who became the boss after Santino Casio?"

Pharaoni and another senator beside Senator Porter looked at him. They seemed quite displeased with his behavior.

"..."

At this point, Borges suddenly appeared to be at a loss for words.

His face revealed doubt and fear about whether he should actually name the boss.

"Mr. Borges, I hope you haven't forgotten your oath to the state before this hearing?"

"..."

The journalists in the room began to stir.

But Borges opened his mouth as if he had been waiting for precisely this reaction.

"The new boss... started as a street fighter."

Borges began telling the story of the man he was about to name.

"At some point, he took over a small gang called the Minutemen."

The Minutemen.
A gang that conducted raids and looting in the suburbs of Heavily City, named for their ability to escape within one minute.

"Then he gained fame and became a member of the Casio Family. He was one of the drivers, loyal to Casio."

Not just the hearing room but the entire city—no, the whole country—was focused on Borges's words.

"He wasn't the type to be satisfied as just a driver. As you might guess, he was just another disposable pawn to Casio."

Borges smiled as if finding his own thoughts amusing.

"But that was a miscalculation. That guy was smarter and stronger than Casio."

"..."

"His name is..."

Borges looked around at everyone waiting for his answer.

"His name is Edward 'Eddie' Sanchez."

As soon as he finished speaking, the voices of journalists engulfed the hearing room.

Senator Porter and the other senators checked each other's faces and announced the end of the hearing.

"Son of a bitch!"

At Eddie Sanchez's mansion.

Sanchez, the mansion's owner, shouted in rage when his name was mentioned on the TV screen.

Beside him was Gata Melata, the under boss of the Sanchez Family.

It wasn't hard to tell them apart. Besides Sanchez's massive build, Melata was a dark brown golem, unlike the grayish-white Sanchez.

"Boss, please calm—"

Melata tried to calm his boss, who seemed to have lost his mind with anger.

But his efforts were in vain... as the boss grabbed him and threw him in a parabolic arc.

"Mr. Melata!"

Organization members who happened to be nearby rushed to support him, but Melata had already taken too much impact to stand properly.

"Bring me that bastard Borges right now! Now!"

"..."

Despite the boss's furious command, the members couldn't respond.

"Understood."

But knowing he would get angrier if no one answered, Melata, still recovering from the impact, responded.

To kill a key witness under government protection.

And one who was currently the center of public attention due to the ongoing hearing... it was impossible and foolish.

Of course, Melata knew the boss's order wasn't serious.

It was just anger making him speak rashly. The normally cunning boss wouldn't genuinely give such an absurd order. At least, that's what Melata thought.

It was just a matter of waiting for the boss's anger to subside.

*

After Eddie Sanchez's name was revealed, the hearing broadcast ended.

The TV screen switched to other programming as if nothing had happened.

"Sanchez, serves him right. He got exactly what he deserved."

"So what happens now?"

Little Dom asked in response to my father-in-law Vito Marinelli's comment.

"What do you think? The BOI guys will go after Sanchez."

Russo answered Little Dom.

BOI.
The Bureau of Investigation—what was called the FBI in the world I came from.

Federal cases that crossed state lines all fell under BOI jurisdiction.

And Russo was right. BOI investigators would visit Sanchez's mansion, arrest him, and summon him to the congressional hearing.

The BOI has full authority to carry out its duties under this country's criminal law.

While the Sanchez Family was reckless enough to wage all-out war with the Heavily police... the BOI was just as ruthless.

"Let's adjourn for today."

Elena announced the end of the meeting between the five Family heads.

But Vito Marinelli and Little Dom remained seated. Darius Russo, regardless, stood up and was the first to leave.

"Then I'll be going now."

Elena and I said goodbye to Russo, who promised to send his share of the funds soon.

What funds, you ask? Money for citizen groups preparing lawsuits against John L. Porter, the orchestrator of this ridiculous performance.

As soon as he left, another conversation began.

"Son-in-law, what are you planning to do now?"

"We'll start right away. I've already made contact with citizen groups, so it won't take long."

"...Already? That's faster than I expected."

"I started investigating and moving as soon as Pharaoni told us about the hearing."

Unlike me, who still used formal speech with my father-in-law Vito Marinelli, Elena spoke casually without hesitation.

Vito Marinelli didn't react negatively to this.

After all, Elena was the Donna of the Fellini Family, no matter what anyone said. The issue was me. I was the Don, equal in rank to Elena.

"Don, Donna, shouldn't we prepare other measures just in case?"

Little Dom still wouldn't back down from his opinion.

The smallest hamster had more tenacity and spirit than anyone.

"No. The discussion is over, Solomon."

Elena dealt firmly with Little Dom.

"It might work on other senators, if not Borges."

"Then..."

"As long as you're not targeting Borges or the chairman, you can proceed."

"Understood!"

Of course, I had said that intimidation was the limit. No matter what, they were still senators, even House representatives.

Nothing good would come from killing them.

"Naturally, Pharaoni is excluded too."

As soon as Little Dom answered, Elena mentioned this obvious fact.

She made sure to exclude Pharaoni, who could be considered on our side, from Little Dom's intimidation targets.

"Then I'll be going now!"

With that, Little Dom left the hotel faster than anyone.

"Luke, let's go too."

"Take care, son-in-law."

I greeted Vito Marinelli, who naturally referred to me as his son-in-law.

"Since when did he start calling you his son-in-law?"

"Well, what does it matter? It's fortunate enough that he gave up on killing us."

I couldn't believe his attitude despite what our father had done to him.

Was this the face only a father could show, choosing his daughter's happiness over his hatred for the Fellini Family?

It seemed the love for one's children was the same whether it was my father or Felicia's father, Vito Marinelli.

"Luke, where's Felicia?"

"She's probably talking with her sisters on the floor below."

"...I guess we have to pay for receiving the horns."

Elena said this as she agreed to meet Felicia's sisters with me.

After all, both Elena herself and the child in her womb were due to receive the blessing of the horns given by Felicia's sisters.

While I was meeting with Elena, Felicia, and her sisters.

Senator Porter, having finished the hearing in Heavily City, visited a restaurant near Congress with his aide a few hours later.

Although notorious as a racial separatist, he was incredibly down-to-earth in his personal life.

While other senators might be fondling their pretty secretaries in fancy restaurants, he enjoyed dining in ordinary establishments like this.

"Hey, why the long face? Don't worry about anything."

"Senator, it's not about the hearing. There are already three class action lawsuits filed by citizen groups."

"Ah, you worry too much."

"It's not just simple slander—there's defamation too. Publicly humiliating them on TV wasn't a good idea."

Senator Porter didn't regret his decision regardless of what his aide said.

Racial separation was absolutely necessary.

The senator recalled hearing a speaker when he was young.

"Black people are worse than communists!"

If someone made such a statement now, they would be beaten severely.

After all, the current president of this country was Black.

"..."

Someday, there might even be a president from a non-human race, beyond just a Black president.

But one thing was certain.

As long as he stood firm, whites and blacks, blacks and other races would remain separate and not mix with each other.

The separation of all races was God's providence.

"Senator?"

"Ah, I was just lost in thought."

The senator's aide boldly pulled him from the sea of memories and made him face his current reality.

"If you lose this lawsuit, you'll be bankrupt, Senator. You need to officially apologize to the citizen groups and meet their conditions."

"...Damn it. I'm sure the mafia is behind this. They're using these citizen groups to retaliate against the hearing."

"If that's true, all the more reason to back down."

"I have no choice. I need to meet with the new Don."

Senator Porter was well aware that the five Families that had ruled Heavily's underworld had collapsed.

His exclusion of the Fellini Family during the hearing was in preparation for this moment.

And so, Senator Porter attempted to contact me, somehow knowing I was staying on the top floor of the hotel.

Ch.88 - Borges Hearing (3)
I didn't know it was his call until I heard Congressman Porter's voice.

I was just having a simple salsa fusilli salad with Elena in our room.

"..."

"Luke, who is it?"

"The Chairman."

I moved the receiver away from me and answered in a low voice.

"That Senator?!"

Despite my efforts, I worried that Elena's loud voice might have been heard by Congressman Porter on the other end of the line.

"Senator John L. Porter."

"Mr. Pellini, thank you for taking my call. Coincidentally, it seems your wife and I are members of the same social club."

"No, that club no longer accepts non-human members. My wife was also expelled."

"...What did you say?"

I focused more on Elena's brightening expression at being called my wife than on Porter's confused voice.

"Come to think of it, I've heard that anti-non-human sentiment has emerged because of this Borges hearing. Let me be clear: the majority of non-human citizens are good, honest people with no connection to the mafia."

Was I going to have to keep listening to this white clown's nonsense? That fundamental thought began to cross my mind.

His voice was irritating enough just hearing it at the hearings.

"So what's your business calling me in the middle of the night?"

"...Several civic groups have filed a class action lawsuit against me. I've been told that those who are dissatisfied with the policies and bills I'm pushing in Heavily State have funded this lawsuit substantially."

"Is that so?"

"I think only of the citizens."

"No. You're the type who only thinks about your own popularity. That's why you're so desperate to take down Borges, isn't it?"

"'Desperate to take down' is a somewhat inaccurate expression!"

"Do you want to make these civic groups abandon their lawsuit against you?"

"Yes, that's right."

Ha, he was quite an honest fellow.

Well, who would enjoy going bankrupt?

"Then go easy on Borges."

"Go easy?"

Congressman Porter asked as if wanting me to clarify the meaning of "go easy."

"Stop demanding names and such. Then the civic groups will back off too."

Click. I quickly put the receiver back on the phone.

Congressman Porter on the other end must have been taken aback that I said what I needed to say and hung up.

But further conversation would have been neither beneficial nor necessary. I had already told him everything he needed to know.

"..."

[Humans are lonely because they build walls, not bridges.]

At that moment, the fusilli pasta in the salad I had been eating until just now moved bizarrely, forming into letters.

I wasn't sure if this message was directed at me or Congressman Porter. Of course, it was fitting for Porter, who advocated for racial separatism.

Perhaps this thing had now become capable of showing contextually appropriate messages.

"Luke, so what did the Senator say?"

"That bastard was talking about the social club you were expelled from."

"...It's unfortunate, but can't be helped. Since Borges is a golem, all non-humans like us are being lumped together and suffering."

"Yeah, that's true."

Honestly, I didn't really care.

I never attended such gatherings anyway, and only socialized with my wolf subordinates and family associates.

But Elena was different. It was incredibly painful to watch her lose what little normalcy she had been enjoying.

"Luke, I'm fine."

As my face grew serious, Elena had already moved to my side and caressed my empty hand.

"I'm actually happier spending time with you, Luke, than being surrounded by lots of people."

"What's this? Such sweet words?"

Ha, who was comforting whom?

Given the hour, Elena and I were already in our pajamas.

Not that Elena isn't attractive normally, but she looked absolutely beautiful in her pajamas too.

Unlike her tight-fitting clothes, these had some looseness to them, so they didn't accentuate the healthy muscles that were one of her charms.

"Did the Senator say anything else?"

"He did. He seems pretty scared about the class action lawsuit. I don't know how he got our contact information, but the fact that he called like this is evidence of that."

"Well, he is a Senator, so he probably has that level of intelligence gathering. I would have been disappointed if he didn't."

That was true.

"I warned him to go easy on Borges... if he doesn't want to go bankrupt, he'll comply."

"Yes, but we can't let our guard down. I also told Faraoni to approach Congressman Porter and persuade him."

Separate from my warning to Porter.

It seemed Faraoni was planning to whisper sweet temptations to his colleague at tomorrow's hearing.

"Then there's nothing to worry about."

"As long as nothing happens to Borges."

"...I think it'll be fine since we're not going to make any moves."

"You never know. Sanchez and his subordinates must be furious by now. And the other five families are the same. They must be secretly afraid, wondering when their names will come up after Sanchez."

"That's the same for us."

"No, we and the wolves were never mentioned in the hearings. Faraoni aside, the Senator likely would have asked something related to us."

Thinking about it, that was true.

I wondered if he had left room for maneuver so he could ask for help with his current problem, like now.

"If he's been giving us a pass, he won't reject my proposal."

"Well, that might be a separate issue."

Elena and I continued our conversation while resuming our salsa fusilli salad.

In the midst of this, we heard someone entering through the front door.

"Ah."

Elena reacted as if someone was interrupting our precious moment.

"Feli?"

"Yes, it's me."

I asked just to be sure. But Felicia quickly appeared in the living room where Elena and I were as soon as I called her nickname.

She was also in pajamas like us, but as a dragon-person, hers were structured to allow free movement of her tail in the back.

"What? It's not even midnight yet, why are you here?"

"Elena, I wouldn't come without a reason. And I do have one."

"Say it quickly and leave quickly."

"I'll think about that."

"Feli, want some of this?"

"Just a moment."

I offered her the still plentiful salsa fusilli salad.

Felicia didn't refuse my offer but answered as if she had something to say.

"I got news from Manfredi."

"What news?"

"About Borges."

"Hey, what's that in your hand?"

Elena pointed at something Felicia was holding in one hand and slightly covering with the other.

"Oh, this is for Luke. You've had enough, so why don't you mind your own business?"

"...Don't tell me you ground up another horn?"

When the five family bosses were watching the Borges hearing at Dragon Hill Hotel.

Felicia had tried to get another horn from her siblings and finally succeeded.

When Elena and I joined Felicia after all the bosses had left, she already had a horn in her hand.

"Here, drink it all while you listen."

"..."

I didn't know how much of the dragon horn she had ground up.

According to what Felicia told me before, it was very potent. There was no way I could refuse such a thing, especially since I enjoyed eating.

"So whose horn is this?"

"Obviously one of her sisters."

"No, it's Luca's."

"...Him?"

Contrary to Elena's expectation, the horn I consumed was from Luca Marinelli, the youngest of the Marinelli siblings.

Unlike Manfredi and Felicia's sisters, Luca harbors resentment toward me.

Well, it would be stranger if he didn't resent me, considering he once fainted after taking a punch from me.

"Come on, get to the point."

"Elena, I was just about to."

Felicia muttered that she thought Elena was really impatient. But I, Elena's brother, was just as impatient.



"After the hearing ends, Borges will be under the protection of federal marshals in Jonesboro."

"...What? I thought he was in Heavily."

"You think he travels daily from Jonesboro to Heavily while the hearings are going on?"

"After finishing the hearing schedule in Heavily, he takes a plane to Jonesboro. He spends the night there."

"So he's flying on our tax money?"

"Well, something like that."

Damn snitch. Living the high life.

*

What Felicia told me wasn't immediately useful, but it would be more than helpful in case of emergency.

If Congressman Porter rejected my proposal and was determined to face bankruptcy.

The only option left would be to target Borges directly.

Afterward, Felicia returned to her room, promising to see me in a few hours. Elena jeered at her, but Felicia ignored her as if finding Elena's behavior amusing.

"Elena, isn't it about time you got along with Felicia?"

"No, not until there's dirt in my eyes."

As much as I wanted to put dirt in her eyes myself, I didn't actually do it.

Elena was my precious wife and sister, after all.

Meanwhile, as dawn broke and the next day arrived.

For me, it meant a day to spend with Felicia, and for others, it was the day of the Borges hearing.

From early morning, the senators participating in the hearing were busy attending to their appearances.

"Mr. Chairman. Good morning."

Congressman Faraoni said as he approached Congressman Porter.

"Ah, could you do something about the wrinkles under my eyes?"

"Yes, Congressman."

Before the hearing broadcast, Faraoni was concerned about his appearance on TV.

"So what's your business?"

"I think you're overly fixated on this hearing, Mr. Chairman."

"...This hearing has millions of viewers."

"Yes, that's right. That's why I'm saying this. Don't you think it's going too far?"

"Too far for whom?"

"Borges. That golem friend."

"Ha, Congressman. There are over ten murder cases in Heavily that Borges is implicated in. This is not something to be handled gently."

"Then how about this? My colleagues and I will contribute to the initiatives you're pushing."

"...What do you want in return?"

"I'd like to see a bigger picture rather than pressuring him to name names."

"..."

Congressman Porter's resolve began to waver with today's new proposal following yesterday's warning.

In the midst of this... that moment was approaching again.

A new phase of the Borges hearing.

Ch.89 - Borges Hearing (4)
The Borges hearing resumed.

Congressman Porter, the chairman of the hearing, followed Luke Pellini's warning and Congressman Faraoni's suggestion.

Avoiding asking for names... he made small talk instead.

He asked Borges, who appeared as a witness, if he had ever traveled in this country. Whether he had committed any crimes in the places he visited.

Then he mentioned cities in this country and asked about them.

Borges joked that he had never even heard of some cities.

The reporters nearby responded to Borges' jokes.

...But their eyes seemed to be waiting for some decisive questions and answers.

Hoping for an end to this boring conversation that lacked any substance.

Meanwhile, Congressman Faraoni looked quite pleased, apparently satisfied with Congressman Porter's questions.

"Unlike yesterday, he's not asking useless questions today."

"..."

Elena, Felicia, and I had been watching the hearing since morning.

We didn't bother waking Veronica since she was sleeping soundly. It's best to let her sleep when she needs it.

"But this seems too lenient."

Unlike Elena, Felicia said Congressman Porter's questions were too obvious. That his intention to completely miss the point was too clear.

"That's true, but I wish that Faraoni guy would manage his expressions better."

In my opinion, the House Representative beside the Senator was more problematic than the Senator himself.

With such poor control over his facial expressions.

Back to the screen.

"..."

The reporters and Faraoni said nothing, just staring at Congressman Porter, who remained silent.

Congressman Porter seemed deep in thought.

"Mr. Borges, yesterday you mentioned Edward Sanchez. The BOI served a subpoena to that criminal to attend this hearing, but due to circumstances that prevented him from complying, it's impossible for him to testify here today."

Congressman Porter was telling the truth.

BOI special investigators had gone to Eddie Sanchez's mansion and showed him the subpoena.

But they couldn't bring Sanchez in.

His enormous size, incomparable to ordinary golems, was the problem.

Regular vehicles were out of the question, and the specially magically modified vehicle that Sanchez normally used couldn't be found anywhere.

Borges seemed dumbfounded hearing this.

Naming the boss of the Casio Family, or more precisely, the Sanchez Family, was a life-risking act.

And now the government's handling of the matter was this sloppy.

"Mr. Borges, is there anyone else who could provide more detailed testimony about the Five Families?"

"..."

"The bosses of the other families would seem appropriate."

Faraoni's expression turned grim.

Seeing that, my impression was that Faraoni had no middle ground.

"Mr. Chairman. T-that's..."

This was an unexpected situation for Borges. He was so flustered that he stammered.

"Let me repeat, if Mr. Borges cannot name another suitable witness for this hearing, the immunity granted for your testimony so far will be revoked."

"..."

Borges couldn't keep his mouth shut and brought his hands together.

"Mr. Borges, please answer."

"Mr. Borges! Please answer."

Congressman Porter was increasing the pressure. My two wives and I couldn't help but feel tense.

I wondered if he was really going to ignore my warning and Faraoni's suggestion and escalate the situation.

Could a Senator really be that stupid?

"As you said, there is someone else."

Borges answered Congressman Porter.

"...Then who is the current boss of the Dragovich Family?"

"Unlike Sanchez, who was my boss... he inherited the family from the previous boss. He has been ruling the Dragovich Family for over 10 years."

"What is his name?"

"...Before I answer, I'd like to consult with my lawyer."

"..."

Congressman Porter had been outmaneuvered by Borges.

Everyone expected the name of the Dragovich Family boss to come out, but Borges wasn't making it easy.

You could say he knew when to push and when to pull.

And at just the right moment, another congressman intervened.

"I inform the audience and fellow congressmen! We will take a 20-minute recess."

"..."

Faraoni glared at Congressman Porter, who averted his eyes from Faraoni's gaze.

But he had a plan.

While following Luke Pellini's warning and Congressman Faraoni's suggestion... there was still a way to achieve justice through this hearing.

And so passed the longest 20 minutes of Congressman Porter's life.

"Mr. Borges, have you finished consulting with your lawyer?"

"Yes, Mr. Chairman."

Congressman Porter asked for the name again. The name of the Dragovich Family boss.

"The name of the Dragovich Family boss is... Mihail Dragovich. Mihail Dragovich."

Borges repeated the long name twice.

I wondered if he was being considerate in case someone hadn't heard properly.

Regardless, the hearing room erupted in commotion.

Following Eddie Sanchez, now Mihail Dragovich's name was exposed. Two of the Five Families' bosses had been revealed.

And it was clear that Dragovich, like Sanchez, would receive a summons from BOI special investigators.

"Mr. Borges, regarding Mihail Dragovich whom you just mentioned. We plan to issue a subpoena for him today as well."

"Yes, Mr. Chairman."

"But the same thing that happened yesterday could happen again. So please give us one more name."

"..."

Borges' expression was quite a sight to behold.

If this wasn't being recorded for TV, he would have jumped up and beaten Congressman Porter on the spot.

At that moment, the phone in Felicia's room where my two wives and I were staying rang loudly.

"Luke, I'll get it."

"Yeah, thanks."

Felicia, who was closest to the phone among the three of us, went to answer it.

"Father?"

It seemed Vito Marinelli was calling. Felicia tried to explain the situation unfolding at the hearing.

But while she was on the phone with Marinelli, it seemed other bosses were calling too. Darius Russo, Little Dom, and Dominico Solomon as well.

*

"...They're all panicking about their names being revealed."

"Can't blame them."

After answering Elena, I took the receiver from Felicia. The conversation with Vito Marinelli had long ended.

"Solomon, it's me."

"Godfather! What's happening with the situation? Are all our names going to be exposed too?!"

"No, that won't happen. Don't worry and wait."

So far, only Sanchez and Dragovich's names had been mentioned. It seemed unlikely that all the bosses' names would be exposed today.

Above all... it was already too late to intervene now.

[When you think it's too late, that's when it's really too late.]

Both Solomon on the other end of the phone and I were in a very serious situation.

But this status window couldn't read the room and showed strange text again. The letters on the newspaper next to the phone moved quickly and then disappeared.

"I'm hanging up now. Don't worry too much."

"...Yes."

Solomon reluctantly agreed.

I returned to my seat and continued watching the hearing with my two wives.

"Who is the boss of the Marmala Family?"

"Carmen. These days they're called the Carmen Family."

Borges answered as if Congressman Porter's terminology was outdated.

"The boss of the Carmen Family is a very unusual woman."

Just like with Sanchez, he began with the history of the Carmen Family boss.

How she took over the Marmala Family.

How cruelly she disposed of her predecessor.

"Her name is. Rita Carmen."

The reporters' reaction was more intense than ever before.

The camera shutters capturing Borges and the congressmen were similar to when Sanchez and Dragovich's names were revealed.

In this situation, Faraoni whispered something to Congressman Porter and began talking with other congressmen as well.

Their conversation was being captured on the TV screen, but we couldn't hear what they were saying.

Eventually, the chairman announced the end of the hearing. The hearing wasn't completely over. It was simply the end of today's session.

After exposing two bosses' names, they cleanly ended the hearing.

This time, there were no calls from other bosses.

Everyone seemed to have grasped the situation to some extent.

Eddie Sanchez of the Sanchez Family.
Rita Carmen of the Carmen Family.
Mihail Dragovich of the Dragovich Family.

These three bosses had something in common.

They were the ones who hadn't joined the new Five Families led by Elena and me.

Congressman Porter had violated my warning not to name names... but in a way, he had produced the best possible outcome.

"..."

To be honest, all three of those bosses were the type who would have no qualms about killing Congressman Porter.

Among the three, Dragovich was somewhat rational, but the other two weren't the type to sit quietly after such humiliation.

"Luke, this wasn't what you intended, right?"

"Of course not. The Senator orchestrated this on his own."

I made it clear that there had been no consultation whatsoever.

"This won't do. Elena, Feli. I'm going out for a bit."

"Where are you going? You're not thinking of meeting the Senator, are you?"

"..."

Felicia held her tongue, but Elena was different. She seemed to think I might deal with Congressman Porter.

"No, nothing like that. I just want to meet Faraoni."

I was curious about what they had discussed at the end of the hearing.

And as someone who was present, he would likely know Congressman Porter's intentions.

That was the most important part for me.

Whether targeting only my and Elena's enemies was intentional or merely coincidental.

"Alright, Luke. Just come back quickly."

"Yes, of course."

Before leaving the room, I had my underboss Carso relay my intentions to Faraoni's side.

There was no need to wait for an answer.

Faraoni had no choice but to meet me. I immediately took the elevator down to the first floor and got into the armored car.

This time, Carso was specially accompanying me.

"..."

"Boss, is there a problem?"

"No, it's just that the car seems to sag a bit with you in it."

"Pardon?"

Carso was still a golem after all.

The car was already heavy with its bulletproof specifications, and now with Carso in it too.

I had no choice but to have the wolf in the passenger seat get out. The wolves in the other cars providing escort would be sufficient.

"Alright, let's go."

"Yes, Godfather."

With the driver's response, the armored car and several other vehicles began heading toward the House Representative's office.

Ch.90 - Life is a Fucking Comedy When Viewed from Afar (1)
A convoy of cars escorting an armored vehicle from front and back.

The procession arrived at its destination. As they did, someone who had arrived earlier and was waiting revealed himself.

David C. Pharaoni, who had just been active in the hearing alongside the Chairman on the TV screen.

He was one of the House Representatives whose district included this city.

"Brother, let's go in with the Congressman first."

Carso, who had exited the car before me, suggested.

While Carso and the other subordinates surveyed the surroundings, I headed into the restaurant with Congressman Pharaoni.

"I've been waiting for your arrival."

"..."

From the moment Pharaoni entered the restaurant with me, he couldn't keep his mouth shut.

"What happened with the Chairman? Our warning doesn't seem to have worked properly."

"...Well, I'm not quite..."

When I posed the important question, Pharaoni acted as if he was at a loss.

"Did you properly make the proposal to the Chairman?"

"Yes, of course. I thought he understood it perfectly."

"..."

Pharaoni and I continued moving toward an isolated table, separate from others.

Conversations here were less likely to be overheard compared to other tables.

"But isn't this actually better for Mr. Pellini? Sanchez, Carmen, Dragovich—they're all your enemies, after all."

"It's not just about enemies; our names could come up next. Right now."

"..."

Pharaoni's point had some merit.

But what was concerning was that there had been no particular reaction from the Chairman after those names were revealed.

"Then I'll approach him again from my end."

"Good. Meet with him directly and see if he's willing to accept my warning and your proposal."

During our conversation, Carso finally appeared.

He sat at a nearby table rather than joining us. Even so, he never stopped his vigilant surveillance of the surroundings.

"By the way, have you eaten yet?"

"...Not yet."

"That's fortunate! I haven't had a chance to eat either because of the hearing."

After saying that, Pharaoni told me about the most delicious dish at this restaurant.

"The restaurant owner's wife makes a stuffed pepper that you'll find extremely satisfying."

Stuffed pepper.
Simply put, it's a dish where peppers are filled with ingredients like meat.

It's neither a food I particularly dislike nor one I especially favor.

But... having come all this way, filling my hungry stomach didn't seem like a bad idea.

"Carso, how about you?"

"I'm fine, sir."

Though I felt sorry for Carso, Pharaoni and I ordered stuffed peppers and some other suitable dishes.

While waiting for the food to arrive, Pharaoni continued to praise the stuffed peppers.

"You'll really love it, Mr. Pellini. You have to see what they put inside. It's absolutely amazing."

'It better not taste bad.'

I didn't mind if my taste was imperfect.

If I didn't find it even slightly delicious, I was planning to give Pharaoni a hard time.

Especially since Pharaoni owed me for getting a correction published on his sex scandal article, so he couldn't say anything back to me.

"..."

Despite my firm resolve...

"Your order, sir."

The appearance and aroma of the food brought by the restaurant owner were quite remarkable.

Though from the outside, it looked like an ordinary stuffed pepper.

"Carso, are you sure you don't want any?"

"Yes, brother. I'm fine."

"Mr. Pellini, please try it."

"..."

Between Carso's stubborn refusal and Pharaoni's continued encouragement.

Amid these two currents, I took my first suspicious spoonful.

"Is it to your liking?"

"..."

Despite Pharaoni's question, I quietly savored the taste of the food.

The flavor of properly roasted red peppers, and simultaneously, multiple tastes from the filling inside the pepper. They had clearly used spices like cumin or oregano.

The balanced taste of minced meat, rice, various spices, and tomato sauce. Plus cheese that added yet another dimension.

The meat seemed to be beef, but it was so tender it didn't quite feel like beef.

The unnecessary sweetness from the peppers was perfectly balanced by the spices.

"...You seem to like it."

I could somewhat understand why Pharaoni had described it as amazing.

I called the owner and ordered the same dish for Carso. Although Carso insisted he was fine, I made him at least try the stuffed pepper.

The other dishes were ordinary or decent, but this one was different.

Meanwhile, I decided not to focus too much on the food. Since I had met Pharaoni, who was directly involved in the hearing, I asked the questions I needed to ask.

"How is Sanchez's summons proceeding?"

"You'll probably see him at tomorrow's hearing."

"Have they arranged a vehicle to transport him?"

"According to the BOI, yes. They've taken special measures to accommodate that fellow in the vehicle."

Probably magic. Magic that makes the inside size different from what appears on the outside.

Since Sanchez's regular vehicle has such measures in place, it's not strange at all for the BOI to use the same method.

"Any news about the other bosses?"

"Rita Carmen. That woman seems to have fled, they say. They visited her residence, but she wasn't there."

"What about Dragovich?"

"That one... I think he'll be summoned after Sanchez."

Sanchez and Dragovich. At least two out of the three bosses seemed to be caught.

For us, this was not a bad outcome at all. Especially Sanchez and Dragovich. They and their subordinates were troublesome opponents to deal with directly.

Even for wolves like us, they were formidable enemies that would require accepting significant casualties.

According to recent news, Dragovich had apparently clashed heavily with the Black gangs from the South. The result was, of course, Dragovich's victory.

Though the information was from the rat's nest and not entirely accurate, it was said that during the process, one of the Black gang bosses, the Black Wolf, was brutally murdered.

"Overall, it's not a bad development."

I told Pharaoni that after this meal, I wanted him to meet with the Chairman immediately and get his answer. Pharaoni, recognizing the seriousness of the situation, was cooperative with me.

"Then I'll take my leave first."

After Pharaoni left, Carso's food arrived.

"Brother, shouldn't we be going now?"

"I'm fine, just eat."

*

While Carso tasted the stuffed pepper, I ate the other dishes I had ordered.

As expected, the other dishes weren't as delicious as the pepper.

After finishing the meal, I stopped by the Academy before returning to the hotel.

At the Academy, I met with Veronica and Cambara and heard various stories. It seemed that even our people within the Academy were being stirred up because of the hearing.

Of course, before that, I instructed both of them to take appropriate measures.

"I'm worried if Veronica will handle it well."

"I'm sure she'll manage just fine."

Today was a day to spend with Felicia.

When I told her about what happened at the Academy, Felicia expressed concern.

"...Have you already developed sibling trust?"

"Feli, you're not jealous, are you?"

"No, it's not like that."

Though she said that, her expression clearly looked jealous.

"Feli, even without Veronica, I said that because Sarina and Cambara were there."

"That's true. Sarina, that woman's skills are quite good."

I wouldn't have expected Felicia to think well of Sarina. Surprisingly, she seemed to acknowledge her abilities.

"Luke, do you know something?"

"What is it?"

"It seems Elena has changed who she's monitoring."

"What? What do you mean?"

"These days, it seems Sarina isn't monitoring me but Veronica instead. You know the reason without me saying it, right?"

"...Maybe Sarina is just monitoring on her own?"

"That could be. But it seems like Sarina reports to Elena regularly."

"..."

Felicia told me this fact while saying she understood Elena's actions to some extent.

"But just in case, could you tell Elena to stop the surveillance?"

"..."

"Sarina is fine otherwise, but she's really bad at hiding her killing intent."

"No, I think that's because you were the surveillance target."

"What? So she doesn't do that to Veronica?"

"Well, she doesn't seem to openly dislike her, at least."

That's not to say she doesn't dislike her. It's more like various complex emotions seem to be mixed together.

Basically, Sarina dislikes all women who, in her opinion, don't suit me.

Elena and Felicia fall into this category. Of course, since Elena was the daughter of the former Don and the current Donna, she didn't express her dissatisfaction with her outwardly.

Veronica doesn't fall into this category, but... she probably thinks that only those wolves who have grown up together with me, shedding blood together, are true siblings.

Moreover, since Veronica has romantic feelings for me, all the more so.

My thoughts about Veronica and Sarina suddenly ended. The hotel room phone started ringing loudly.

When I picked up the receiver, I heard Pharaoni's voice.

"Congressman, so did you meet with the Chairman?"

"Yes, Mr. Pellini. My prediction was correct. He has no intention of revealing the names of the other five family bosses."

"..."

I inwardly felt relieved.

After telling Pharaoni I understood, I relayed this news to Felicia.

"That's a relief. Father and Manfredi seemed to be trembling with fear."

"That's unavoidable. I would have been the same in their position."

This isn't the first hearing targeting Heavenly's underworld. There have been several hearings targeting the Five Families before.

What makes this hearing special is that a rat informant named Martin Borges fearlessly exposed internal information of the organization to the public.

"Feli, I'm going to visit Elena for a bit."

"Should I come with you?"

"It won't take long, so don't worry."

"...Alright."

While going to Elena, I decided to convey what Felicia had asked me to.

After leaving Felicia's room, I headed to the room I shared with Elena.

"...Luke?"

"Elena, you're still up."

"Of course. It's still too early to sleep."

Elena greeted me, though her tone was gruff. Looking at her like this, she really is an honest and cute sister.

"I got a call from Pharaoni. It seems the Chairman has decided to follow our warning."

"Really?"

"Yes, there won't be any more names revealed."

"...I see. I should inform the other bosses right away."

"Wait, one more thing before that."

"...?"

I advised my cute sister to stop her not-so-cute behavior.

To stop using Sarina to monitor Veronica.

"How did you know about that?"

"Felicia told me. She said the surveillance seems to have shifted from her to Veronica."

"..."

"According to Felicia, Sarina's killing intent is so strong that it's harder not to notice it."

Elena seemed to have not considered that aspect.

"Alright, but I'll continue monitoring Veronica for the time being."

"Elena."

"It's all necessary. Tell Felicia thanks for pointing out what needs improvement."

Her tone wasn't sarcastic.

However, Elena argued for the necessity of monitoring Veronica. The former Carmen Family members she brought with her.

She said that minimal surveillance was necessary to ensure that Veronica and her people weren't engaging in suspicious activities within our family.

Or to check if they were in communication with the Carmen Family.

"Fine. If that's the reason, it can't be helped."

But in my opinion, one of the reasons for the surveillance was probably that Elena saw Veronica as her rival in love.

However, I didn't bother mentioning that to Elena.

Afterward, I returned to Felicia's room and spent a pleasant evening with her.

The next morning, Elena very naturally came to fetch me from Felicia's room.

As a result, though I had fallen asleep in Felicia's room, when I woke up and opened my eyes, I found myself in the strange situation of being in Elena's room.

"Luke, aren't you sleeping too much?"

"The hearing has already started."

Elena and Felicia had turned on the TV early in the morning and each had something to say to me.

"You two seem to be getting along very well."

After quickly finishing my bath, I returned to my two wives' side.

Today's hearing finally featured a witness other than Borges.

It was Edward "Eddie" Sanchez. The boss of the Sanchez Family revealed his enormous figure at the hearing.

However... peculiarly, his face was covered. According to the Chairman, this was at Sanchez's own request.

As a result, while his huge frame could be seen on the TV screen, his face could not be identified.

Only his massive hands, moving busily here and there, were visible.
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'Eddie' Edward Sanchez.

The congressional hearing where that massive golem was summoned as a witness felt completely different from the previous ones.

For one thing, the main witness, Martin Borges, was nowhere to be seen.

This was because he didn't want to be in the same room as his former boss.

The committee was disappointed to miss such a good photo opportunity, but they had no choice if they wanted Borges's cooperation.

"..."

Additionally, Sanchez refused to have his face broadcast nationwide on TV.

More precisely, he requested that the committee conceal his face.

Naturally, Committee Chairman Senator John L. Porter strongly objected. He had every intention of denying the criminal's request.

"Mr. Chairman, what about granting the witness's request?"

"What are you talking about?"

But other committee members, especially House Representatives whose districts included Hevily, had different ideas.

Representative David C. Faraoni sided with them.

Porter had no choice when all committee members except himself approved Sanchez's request.

The chairman had the authority to force the issue, but that could lead to negative consequences like non-cooperation and defection from fellow representatives.

Thanks to this, Sanchez thought he could minimize damage to his dignity and face.

However, Sanchez's request had the opposite effect. The TV screen showed his entire body except for his face.

News cameras broadcast nationwide how Sanchez squirmed and made nervous gestures since the beginning of the hearing.

"Mr. Sanchez."

Porter maintained a different attitude than he had with Borges.

This made sense, as unlike Borges who voluntarily chose to become a key government witness, Sanchez had been summoned by the government.

The first day of Sanchez's hearing was filled with hours of arguments between the representatives and Sanchez.

Other bosses wouldn't have behaved like Sanchez. Thanks to this, many viewers could see Sanchez's irritable reactions and extremely defensive, evasive attitude on their TV screens.

Surprisingly, it had been a close match so far.

"..."

But Chairman Porter had no intention of wasting this precious time. He immediately threw out a very sensitive question.

"Mr. Sanchez, what is your net worth?"

"..."

"Mr. Sanchez! I asked what your net worth is."

"I refuse to answer."

Sanchez's voice was filled with extreme displeasure.

But such a reaction from Sanchez only served as good fuel to ignite Porter's fighting spirit.

"Mr. Sanchez, if you continue to refuse to answer, you will go to prison for contempt of the Senate of this country."

Porter said this and asked Sanchez again.

About the size of his net worth.

"..."

But what followed was Sanchez's silence.

When things reached this point, Porter wouldn't sit still either.

"If you're going to be like this, we have no choice but to do our job."

The contempt charge that Porter mentioned—more precisely, it could be called contempt of Congress.

The committee ended today's hearing schedule after Porter's statement.

It was unusual that Rita Carmen wasn't summoned... but the hearing seemed to end earlier than scheduled due to Sanchez's non-cooperation and the response to it.

Today was my day with Elena.

So after the hearing ended early, the phone in my and Elena's room started ringing loudly.

"Mr. Pellini."

"Congressman. I watched the hearing."

It was Faraoni calling. Sanchez's appearance on the TV screen was quite satisfying.

According to Rita Carmen and Veronica, Sanchez was one of the two bosses who assassinated my father.

Seeing him humiliated was a very good thing for me and my two wives.

"So what happens to Sanchez now?"

"There was actually some disagreement among the representatives."

"Just tell me the conclusion."

Who said what and who argued with whom—none of that mattered.

What mattered most was what would happen to Sanchez going forward.

"Yes, since Sanchez refused to answer questions, we can charge him with contempt of the Senate that led this committee."

"Are you saying that's what will happen?"

"According to Representative Porter, yes. If we can secure a guilty verdict... he'll face at least 18 months in prison."

Faraoni added his own opinion that a guilty verdict was highly likely.

Thanks to the hearing being broadcast live nationwide on TV, he said.

"However... Porter wants to take a stronger approach."

"Stronger? What exactly does that mean?"

"He wants to initiate procedures to revoke his citizenship."

"...Is that possible?"

"If he doesn't answer questions about his net worth, we can conduct a separate investigation. It's only a matter of time before we discover tax evasion or avoidance during a personal tax audit."

It seemed Porter had a plan all along.

But it would be problematic if Sanchez received such justice. Though him going to prison and losing control of his family would be good news.

"I understand."

"What would you like us to do, Mr. Pellini?"

"Let me think about it and get back to you."

Faraoni ended the call after hearing my answer.

"Who was that?"

"Representative Faraoni."

"Calling right after the hearing ends. Seems he's been well-trained."

Felicia spoke as soon as I answered Elena.

"Well, we did help cover up his sex scandal, so I guess he has no choice."

"Still, be careful. You can never let your guard down with those politician bastards."

"Yes, I know that well, so don't worry too much."

After I responded to Felicia, Elena warned me not to trust Faraoni too much. ...Though I've never particularly trusted or had faith in him.

After finishing the call with Faraoni, I barely had time to talk with my two wives before the phone kept ringing again.

Vito Marinelli, Darius Russo, Dominico Solomon. Calls came in order from the bosses of the three families.

The common thread among the three was how much they enjoyed Sanchez's humiliation.

However, Russo didn't stop there and invited me and my two wives to his party.

"Elena, what should we do?"

"Well, I don't see why not?"

"..."

I asked Elena, but Felicia answered.

*

Both Felicia and I were in favor of attending the party.

It's not that we couldn't refuse since the boss of the Russo Family invited us. Though we're all part of the Five Families, the Russo Family is clearly under us.

Rather, I thought it was an opportunity to directly observe the internal situation of the Russo Family.

"Then maybe we should send Salmona Carso instead...."

"Elena, Russo invited us. If you're that worried, I can go with those two."

Me and my two wives.

More precisely, he invited the two bosses of the Pellini Family. Elena probably wanted both of us to skip it, but that wouldn't look good.

At least one boss should respond to the invitation.

"Elena, since you don't want to go, I have no choice. I'll go with Luke, just the two of us."

"Felicia. You think I don't know what you're thinking?"

Whether Felicia's provocation was sincere or not, it was enough to stimulate Elena.

"If you're really worried, we can take Armo and the wolves with us."

"...That would be good. Just in case."

"I doubt it. Russo can't be that stupid. The Pellini Family supplies him with drugs, and that's how he's barely holding out against the Vipers."

"That's true."

Even if they succeeded in eliminating us, their prospects wouldn't be very bright.

Would the Pellini Family suddenly collapse if the three of us disappeared? No, absolutely not.

Of course, they would lose their central figures, but from the perspective of the remaining Pellini Family members, the Russo Family would become their mortal enemy.

"Luke, what kind of party is it exactly?"

"Darius Russo celebrating Eddie Sanchez's public humiliation with people from the film industry."

"...What? Really?"

"I'm not making this up. That's what he said."

"It's true that Russo has a tight grip on the film industry."

Felicia spoke as if she didn't like that fact at all.

"I wonder if Zelava will be there too."

"Zelava? Who's that?"

Elena reacted as if she had no idea who I was talking about.

"I hope it's not some woman we don't know?"

"Elena, remember that actor who interviewed me at the hotel for reference for a film? The one who delivered Hagen the Finance King's message."

"Ah."

"That guy is Antonio Zelava."

Elena seemed relieved after hearing my answer. I told her not to worry about such things while caressing her strong hands and arms.

"Well, apart from being in Hagen's line, there's no harm in looking good to Russo's side, so there's a high chance he'll be there."

"I think so too. He doesn't seem to be that famous of an actor anyway."

It was clear that Elena had little interest in movies and such, not even knowing his name. Anyway, the fact that we would attend the party hosted by Darius Russo was decided.

I called the Russo Family again to clearly express our intention to attend.

"Luke, can you come to my room for a moment?"

"Sure."

"Why Luke all of a sudden?"

"Why? I want him to help me pick out clothes for the party."

"..."

Elena didn't like Felicia's behavior, but she didn't stop her either.

"Then I'll take that as permission. Elena, thanks for lending your husband to your big sister."

"Big sister? Stop saying weird things and just send Luke back quickly."

"..."

I was worried they might clash again, but it was my unnecessary concern.

Afterward, I went to Felicia's room to help her select clothes that would suit her.

"Luke."

"Yes?"

"It seems Elena is still keeping an eye on Veronica."

"Ah, that can't be helped, I think."

Elena had her reasons. However, since Sarina was no longer directly monitoring, Felicia had actually made Elena's surveillance more efficient.

When I explained Elena's reasons... Felicia seemed to think there was some merit to it.

"Then it seems like we should just monitor the Carmen Family executives and members that Veronica brought, not Veronica herself."

"Okay. I'll mention it when the time is right."

"Thanks, Luke. By the way, how about this?"

In many ways, Felicia's interest in and understanding of fashion seemed higher than Elena's. I thought it might be because the Marinelli Family's main business was laundry, so they had connections to the clothing industry.

However, what Felicia ultimately chose was a black dress that I said would suit her.

Her beautiful blonde hair and captivating purple eyes.

Add to that an appropriate black dress. It seemed perfect. After helping Felicia pick her clothes, I ended up helping Elena choose hers as well.

Elena also seemed to prefer me choosing for her rather than deciding herself.

"Elena, how about this?"

A tight-fitting red dress with a white fur coat.

It was the outfit Elena had worn at the top of the Grand Hevily Hotel when she received Darius Russo's oath of loyalty.

"..."

"What? Don't you like it?"

"No, I was just wondering if this is really what you like so much, Luke."

"Yes, it's pretty, but it's also a meaningful outfit. It's appropriate to show it to Russo again."

"...You always know how to touch a sore spot."

"That's just how wolves are."

We had a moderate dinner. I wanted to properly enjoy the party.

When the scheduled time came, my two wives and I boarded an armored car and headed to the northern part of the city, escorted by several vehicles.

Our destination was a luxurious mansion located in the Russo Family's territory.
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# Our Destination, the Luxurious Mansion

Our destination was a luxurious mansion.

For Darius Russo, it wasn't a particularly important place.

It was just a suitable venue he used whenever he hosted parties like this one. Nevertheless, the mansion was quite substantial in size.

And that wasn't all.

Guests invited to the party realized one thing the moment they entered the mansion: the interior was even larger than it appeared from outside.

It was the same magic that Finance King Hagen had applied to his mansion and Eddie Sanchez had applied to his car.

By the time we arrived, the party was already in full swing.

"Godfather, Godmother. We've arrived."

"Good."

I was the first to exit the car. Of course, that was after the wolves and organization members from the cars following our armored vehicle had already gotten out.

"Here, Elena."

"Thank you."

"Felicia."

"Thanks."

Being the first one out, I took both my wives' hands to help them exit the car.

Given my somewhat small build, helping Elena was a bit difficult, but it was easier with Felicia.

Upon our arrival, a security guard hurriedly entered the mansion.

"This doesn't seem like just an ordinary party?"

"Luke, you told me yourself. A party with people from the film industry."

"Ah, right."

Elena reacted to my answer as if I were hopeless.

"Well, as I get older, my memory is really..."

"Luke, someone might think you're an old man."

"Felicia. That's something my father used to say often."

After Elena shared this fact, Felicia seemed unsure how to respond.

"Come to think of it, I feel bad about leaving Veronica behind."

"Can't be helped. She hasn't even finished work yet."

"Luke, maybe we should call her just in case?"

Elena reacted more sensitively to Felicia's suggestion than I did.

Following Elena's advice, I instructed one of our members to bring Veronica here. Meanwhile, a familiar face emerged from the mansion.

The consigliere of the Russo Family, Damar Russo.

The main reason his brother and boss had surrendered to me and Elena.

Nevertheless, Damar showed no sign of resentment as he welcomed me and my two wives.

"Sorry to keep you waiting."

"No, it's fine. We just arrived."

"Please follow me."

Some security guards tried to park our car, but the wolves and our organization members insisted on doing it themselves.

"Just a moment, we'll handle our own security. Is that alright?"

"...Of course, Godmother."

As Damar answered Elena, the doors of the massive mansion opened.

We could see the cathedral-like high ceiling and an interior space vastly larger than what was visible from outside.

"..."

Even more surprising was the crowd of people filling this enormous space.

The problem was that their appearance was quite a spectacle.

'This is no different from Sodom and Gomorrah.'

I didn't mention the names of those two cities out loud. Clearly, no one but me would understand the reference.

The mansion had two floors. But both the first and second floors were equally crowded with people.

As if maintaining minimal decency, men and women in precarious attire were sharing affection, and some were even engaging in intimate relations.

At the center between the staircases leading to the second floor, a big band composed of Black musicians and various non-human races was performing brilliantly.

Not everyone was sharing affection or engaging in more intense relationships.

In more secluded corners, some were playing card games while completely drunk, and their bets seemed to be increasing.

In even more hidden spots, people were continuously snorting white powder.

"Damar, didn't you say this was a party attended by film industry people?"

"Yes, of course. Everyone here is from the film industry."

"...What a sight."

Felicia's comment represented how all three of us felt. Whether we reacted negatively or not, the party's atmosphere was incredibly heated.

Women with exposed chests danced excitedly, while strangely costumed individuals created tension by threatening others.

"Please follow me."

"Damar! Who are these people?!"

"Oh my, what a cute little one."

As Damar was about to guide us somewhere, other party attendees approached us.

They showed interest in me and my two wives, but...

I punched the jaw of a man approaching Elena, and Elena threw a fist at the head of a woman trying to touch me.

The crowd cheered at our siblings' flashy performance.

Damar quickly called for Russo Family members, and thanks to them and our own security, we were able to safely navigate through this chaotic scene.

Meanwhile, the interest in us quickly faded. The scene was wild enough that we were hardly worth noticing.

An enormously fat orc woman created havoc by forcefully pushing people around her for some unknown grievance.

Partygoers casually threw objects at the performing big band. The musicians had to dodge flying objects while continuing to play.

"What's that now?"

"Elena, just ignore it."

Just as we reached the second floor, someone tumbled down the stairs. Whether drunk or naturally unhinged, I couldn't tell.

The second floor was slightly more decent than the first. Though only relatively so.

People were gambling while fondling women's breasts or quietly making love. From their conversations, they seemed to be married men and women with spouses elsewhere.

"This is why people call cinema a low art."

Felicia remarked with a deeply furrowed brow.

"Mrs. Felini, please don't say that in front of my brother."

Damar earnestly requested of Felicia. Of course, her statement wasn't wrong.

Film was considered low art, theater high art. That was the common perception, and it was largely true.

As we continued toward our destination... the intensity of the second floor seemed stronger than expected.

A woman was whipping a man who carried her, while an old woman was asking one of the busy servants where the young boys were.

"Godfather. Please don't look too closely. She's quite a famous critic."

"That thing?"

"Well, she tends to forget her age when enjoying herself."

"That doesn't seem to be the issue here."

Damar tried to excuse the behavior of the film industry people, but it wasn't an easy task.

*

We followed Damar to a room on the second floor.

Interestingly, this room couldn't be seen from outside, but from inside, there was a wall that allowed us to see the exterior.

It was designed to provide a full view of the performances and events happening in the center of the first floor.

"Well! Finally, you've arrived!"

Darius Russo, the king of this chaos, welcomed us.

For some reason, his head was burning intensely.

"Isn't that too hot?"

"...Can't be helped. Damar! Bring my helmet!"

After hearing my comment, Russo put on a helmet reminiscent of a spacesuit. This blocked the intense heat.

Meanwhile, before I could even sit down, I checked the first floor through the wall that allowed us to see outside.

Some musicians were having a serious conversation. I couldn't hear them, but their discussion was indeed serious.

The problem was the various objects that had been thrown at them earlier.

One musician was expressing his complaints to two others.

"Damn it, you want us to continue playing in this situation?!"

"That's what I'm saying! And they're even bringing in an elephant soon."

"Are you kidding me?"

A young Black man was confronting an old dwarf.

"Nothing we can do. Just dodge them as best you can."

An orc caught between them answered half-heartedly.

"What?! You saw what happened earlier! What if I get hurt? I can't afford to get injured!"

"Please shut up!"

"...What?!"

"You heard me clearly. Stop whining."

"You bastard. Are you done talking?"

"Both of you, calm down."

As voices between the Black man and the orc escalated, the dwarf quickly tried to mediate.

"Did you hear how this bastard just spoke to me?!"

"Listen, how would you feel if someone kept messing up the tempo and notes every performance? Would you speak nicely? Stop whining! Stop making mistakes! Huh?! Do you need to get trampled by an elephant before you play properly? Practice a little!"

"I practice over six hours every day!"

"You idiot. Blow the saxophone. Not your thing!"

While the musicians were arguing...

A red gift box appeared in the center. When a woman tapped the box, it suddenly collapsed, revealing something inside.

It was a human holding a giant phallus-shaped doll. The human was either suffering from dwarfism or was as short as a dwarf.

The attendees cheered at his sudden appearance, and he showed his prepared trick.

He waved the giant phallus doll toward the people.

Suddenly, intense light burst from the phallus. Like some kind of fireworks, the light shot toward people in various colors.

I quickly averted my eyes. It was too embarrassing to keep watching.

"Where are the others, by the way?"

"Who?"

"Your son or your other brother."

Darius Russo's son, Arta Russo, and his brother, Vesus Russo, were nowhere to be seen.

"Ah, don't even think about those ones. More importantly, are there any actors you'd like to meet?!"

"..."

Russo reacted as if he had some grievance with those two. Then he asked if there were any actors we wanted to meet.

Given the situation, neither I nor my two wives answered immediately.

"Ah, Antonio Zelava. Is he at this party too?"

"Damar."

"Ah, not yet. But he should be here soon."

Darius and Damar seemed to recognize Zelava's name when I mentioned it. Makes sense, considering he was important enough to deliver messages on behalf of Finance King Hagen.

Damar's words proved correct.

Not long after, a tall, handsome elf appeared at the mansion.

He first showed his invitation to the security guard.

"Good morning."

"It's evening, Mr. Zelava."

The guard treated his arrival as if it were routine.

Once again, the large doors of the mansion opened, and Zelava appeared. Many eyes immediately focused on him.

"Antonio!"

"Oh my god! It's Antonio Zelava!"

The new godfather of this city didn't know how successful he was... but he was quite a famous actor in the film industry.

"It's been so long!"

"Indeed!"

"I've always thought you look like true nobility."

The critic who had been looking for young children earlier made a comment.

Zelava approached her and kissed the back of her hand. Critics were double-edged swords who could discover new stars but also bring down existing ones.

"Antonio, let's talk!"

"Later!"

But even with her, Zelava didn't spend much time.

"Zelava, you got a tattoo?"

Meanwhile, Zelava had already moved on. A woman approached and showed him a tattoo of his face on her back.

Zelava admired it but quickly passed by her as well.

This time, a fat orc approached. He greeted Zelava warmly.

"Come here! Our crazy box office guarantee!"

"Haha! Director."

The one Zelava called director had drawn a phallus shape with lipstick on his exposed belly.

Everyone wanted him, it seemed.

"Godfather, your friend has arrived. Right there."

"..."

Meanwhile, Russo, watching from the second floor, informed me of Zelava's arrival.
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The Appearance of Antonio Zelava.

When he appeared, this already chaotic party became even more chaotic.

Many people stopped what they were doing and gathered around to see Zelava.

The black musician who abandoned his performance, couples in the midst of lovemaking, and even the dwarf who had been waving that peculiar doll around earlier.

"...Was Zelava always this famous?"

"No, his recent rise to fame is relatively new."

In response to my question, Russo informed me that a recent film of his had been a huge success. Unlike how this city had fallen into disarray.

"Antonio! I've been calling you all week! Call me back!"

"Zelava! Take off your pants!"

A businessman and a stalker fan.

"Mr. Zelava, is it still okay to proceed with the preview schedule?"

"Yes, that's fine with me."

And even a film company employee.

Everyone was desperate to speak with Zelava. Meanwhile, Russo watched him and asked me:

"What do you think, Godfather? Should I call Zelava over here?"

"No, there's no need. Let's just leave everyone to bother him."

Russo seemed somewhat disappointed by my answer. But there wasn't much to discuss with Zelava anyway.

At most, perhaps asking about Hagen?

Well, I could potentially use Zelava later to target film industry unions or for extortion in the film business.

However, right now, avenging my father and rebuilding the organization took priority.

"Would you like some drinks?"

"I'll have a Rickey."

Rickey, the name of a cocktail based on gin.

After I quickly answered Darius Russo's question, Damar asked the same question to my two wives.

"A glass of Kina Lillet with absinthe."

"I'll have the same as the Godfather."

"..."

Elena briefly looked at Felicia after her response.

It seemed like she was giving the model answer for a wife, but I didn't think that was necessary.

To be honest, I have rather undiscriminating taste buds. Though I wasn't always like this.

Soon after, members of the Russo family brought the drinks we had each requested. They were vampires or dwarves.

"..."

"I didn't do anything. Isn't everyone being too tense?"

As soon as those members left the room, I made a comment.

"I see that a Godfather is a Godfather, no matter how small in stature. Just your presence makes others tremble."

"Russo, could you not mention my size?"

"Ahem, right."

The alcohol was improving my mood.

So I wasn't particularly bothered by Russo's comment, but Elena wouldn't let his teasing of me slide.

At that moment, all the lights in the mansion suddenly went out.

"...What's going on?"

I looked around wondering what was happening. But Russo said it was all part of the show.

"A show?"

Bang! Suddenly, lights came on only in the central part of the mansion.

A man who appeared to be a film company employee shouted toward the attendees:

"The bright eastern rose under the sun! I present to you 'Lady May Quan'!"

The spotlight that had been on the employee suddenly shifted to someone else. The person who now solely occupied the dazzling spotlight in this vast space was... an Asian.

"..."

Moreover, it was an Asian woman dressed like a gentleman with short hair.

"Are there Asian actors too?"

"May Quan. The first Asian actor in this country."

"Western Kingdom? Eastern Kingdom?"

"Just from the name, can't you tell she's from the Western Kingdom?"

In this world, there are several countries in the East. But among them, the most famous are the Western Kingdom and the Eastern Kingdom.

The Western Kingdom is a continent, and the Eastern Kingdom is an island. They clearly match China and Japan from the world I used to live in.

"Welcome to the circus!"

While Russo and I were talking, she shouted loudly.

With her words, a big band composed of black people and different races began their magnificent performance again. The spotlight still illuminated only one person.

"This is where you'll be displayed from now on! No need to be nervous. There's nothing you can do♪

You can't even blink on your own anymore. You never had a proper chance to live anyway, right? Now you'll play the role of a monkey in a cage♪

Welcome to the circus!

A place full of all kinds of beasts and monsters. The beasts all have their weapons. You just need to do as you're told♪

It's always noisy, so don't think about sleeping! We'll shatter your mind piece by piece! While you crumble, we'll be laughing like mad♪"

Lady May Quan's movements were intense yet controlled.
The big band's performance breathed life into it.
And crucially, lyrics devoid of dreams or hope.

This strange combination captivated the audience's attention.

"Remember this one thing! You now need to be careful with every word you speak. Everything you say must be entertaining♪

Dazzling lights, fancy cameras, welcome to your life!

You must do your best for us. As you grow, we won't forget. Rather, we'll be with you through all your growth♪

It means there's someone who will be with you. Isn't that wonderful news? We'll shatter your mind piece by piece♪

Welcome to the circus!"

As soon as her song ended, so did the performance.

The lights returned, and she blended into the crowd of attendees as if nothing had happened.

"Well, isn't she impressive?"

"I'm quite intrigued."

"Luke."

"No, not in that way, I just mean she's a rare Asian here."

"Still wanting to collect unusual people, I see?"

I hastily made excuses at Elena's words. Felicia, who was beside me, also mentioned my unique collecting habit.

"Ha, that's unfortunate then. May Quan is planning to leave this country soon."

"Really?"

So that fierce song I just heard was likely Lady May Quan's last performance for me.

It seemed almost like a song directed at film industry people, specifically actors.

"Russo, so where is that Asian woman going after leaving this country?"

"I heard she's going across the sea to Tyrenia."

Russo mentioned that she was both an actor and a subtitle creator for silent films.

*

Come to think of it, the concept of sound films has emerged relatively recently in this world.

Silent films can't capture the actors' voices, so subtitles are inserted between scenes to show the dialogue.

But now that sound films have appeared in this country, her job creating subtitles for silent films has disappeared.

"Couldn't she just focus on acting instead of subtitles?"

"Godfather, you know one thing but not the other. This country has too many restrictions for Asians to work."

"Like the Hays Code?"

"As expected of Marinelli's daughter."

Russo responded to Felicia's words as if she had given the correct answer.

According to them, there are many film censorship codes in this country. One of them, the Hays Code, includes prohibitions such as:

Forbidding physical contact like kissing between actors of different races and species during film shooting.

Of course, these aspects would come up. The pervasive social discrimination based on race and species—this feeling was very familiar to me.

While we were having this conversation, the performers' magnificent music continued to resound loudly.

"Another Rickey."

"Another Rickey here!"

As soon as I spoke, Damar repeated what I said in a louder voice.

Shortly after, a member brought the drink I wanted, and in that situation, something tapped my leg.

I looked to see what it was... Felicia's tail.

With her tail, Felicia pointed to two different directions in the transparent space where the outside was visible from the room.

There was a common element in these different directions. Namely, there were groups of people gathered, with central figures at their core.

On one side was Russo's son, Arta Russo, and on the other was Russo's brother, Vesus Russo.

Seeing them forming their own groups instead of joining the boss and the Godfather in this excellent setting, I could guess what was going on.

It seemed their relationships weren't good enough to enjoy what should be an enjoyable occasion.

Well, internal conflicts among family members were a tradition of the Russo family, so it wasn't particularly unusual.

"Speaking of which, I heard many existing actors have fallen due to sound films."

I deliberately threw out a comment to catch Russo's attention.

It was to hide the fact that Felicia and I had identified the positions of Arta and Vesus. But Russo took the bait I had cast.

"There are always those who can't adapt to change. Isn't that the charm of a transitional period?"

A transitional period. It didn't seem like something to say only about the film industry.

Havili's underworld was also going through a transitional period, with new Five Families appearing instead of the original Five Families.

"And we're not in a position to talk about others. Isn't that right, Godfather?"

"What?"

"All those actors who couldn't adapt to sound films. They have something in common. They tried to maintain their true nature in this rapidly changing world."

"What does that have to do with us?"

"Your father. The late Godfather was the same."

"..."

"Brother!"

Elena quietly put down her glass.

Damar, sensing the dangerous atmosphere, called out, and Russo observed the reactions of Elena and me.

"Listen to what I have to say till the end. Those actors who are said to have fallen recently. While everyone else changed their nature to survive, they didn't. That's why I like those guys. The former Godfather was the same. If he had been a coward, he might have celebrated his victory alone in a dark place."

"...So what are you trying to say?"

"He made a noble exit without compromising his pride and nature. One could say there was dignity in that. Isn't that admirable?"

....

How should I respond? Darius Russo was clearly drunk.

While his brother Damar was busy anxiously watching Elena and me, Darius was still saying whatever he wanted.

Considering that Darius was one of those who had once fallen after being defeated by my father... in a way, it was a generous assessment.

"Still, it seems like an inappropriate topic. Especially in such a festive setting."

Felicia seized the opportunity and joined the conversation. Damar and I also added our voices to Felicia's opinion.

Russo merely shrugged.

Meanwhile, as time passed, Russo and Damar increasingly checked their watches. Clearly suspicious behavior.

"What's this? You haven't hidden a killer, have you?"

"No way! Considering the size of what we've prepared, 'killer' doesn't fit at all."

"Brother."

Damar whispered something to Darius at that moment. Then he left the room.

Elena and I watched Damar's actions. Surely... they wouldn't do something so foolish.

At that moment, the mansion's large doors swung open wide.

I thought it might be the arrival of another new participant.

"...What the?"

An elephant with an enormous body. That very elephant began to enter the mansion, guided by its trainers.

"Kyaaaah!!!"

The mansion was already in chaos. A couple who had been in the midst of intimacy on the floor screamed loudly, apparently startled by the sudden appearance of the elephant.

"Now, the party is just beginning. So the Godfather and Godmother should enjoy themselves to the fullest!"

Should I ride the elephant? No, what am I thinking.

...It seemed I had also had a bit too much to drink.
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The reckless thought of riding an elephant.

Even I found it absurd.

Riding an elephant at this party attended by numerous film industry figures hosted by the Russo Family.

I must have had too much to drink.

...But I wasn't the only one who'd had too much to drink.

"What do you think, Godfather?"

"Huh? About what?"

"Such opportunities are rare. Would you like to ride the elephant?"

"..."

While I was trying hard to hold myself together, Darius Russo made such a proposal to me.

Moreover, for some reason, Russo's head was burning brightly inside his helmet. If not for that spacesuit helmet blocking the heat, this room would have become an unbearable sauna.

"Boss, I don't think that's a good—"

Damar belatedly objected to Russo's suggestion, but it was already too late.

"Sure. Doesn't sound bad."

"...Luke?"

"What's the harm, Elena? Like Russo said, opportunities like this don't come around often."

"..."

Elena's face showed the expression of someone who had been enjoying her drink only to be suddenly put in an awkward position. She said nothing, just pinched the bridge of her nose.

"Damar, please escort the Godfather to the elephant."

"Luke, I'm coming too."

"Are you going to ride it too?"

Felicia didn't answer my question.

I wasn't sure if she wanted to ride the elephant with me or just watch from nearby.

"Elena, what about you?"

"...I'm fine. You two go ahead."

With Elena's decision, at least one of the bosses would remain at her post.

I thanked Elena, then followed Damar out of the room with Felicia.

"...Damn, should I have stayed inside?"

"Would you like to go back in, sir?"

"No, not that. Let's just go."

As soon as we left the room, I was startled by the provocative scenes visible everywhere.

Damar, not missing his chance, suggested we return, but... not a chance.

"..."

Damar looked disappointed quickly, but he didn't give up on guiding us.

"Oh my! Such a beautiful—"

"Get lost."

Thud.

On our way to the stairs, a drunken old man approached Felicia and started hitting on her.

I immediately delivered appropriate punishment. The old man tumbled to the floor after taking a hit to his chin. To anyone watching, he would look like someone who had simply collapsed from drinking too much.

"Godfather, please refrain from violence if possible. All these people have filming schedules tomorrow. Any mishaps could disrupt the movie production."

"Then shouldn't they have avoided attending such parties and getting drunk in the first place?"

"..."

Damar seemed to have no response to Felicia's rebuttal.

Well, as that Asian actor had sung earlier, life in the film industry must be quite harsh, so it would be difficult to refuse a party like this where one could eat and drink freely.

"Wouldn't it be better if they just didn't bother me and Felicia in the first place?"

"Understood."

Damar quickly summoned organization members who were stationed throughout the party venue.

They soon formed a protective formation around Felicia and me, maintaining a consistent distance.

"Godfather, this might make you too conspicuous to others."

"It's fine. It won't be a problem if they know who I am."

Damar quietly nodded.

Eventually, we descended the stairs and reached the first floor where the elephant was. The elephant had just moved to the center of the mansion.

Four trainers were guiding the elephant, just to be safe.

Of course, those engaged in intimate activities throughout the mansion had to relocate, not wanting to be trampled by the elephant.

"Godfather, please wait a moment."

"Sure."

Damar approached the elephant trainers and began discussing various matters with them.

Meanwhile, I observed Arta Russo and Vesus Russo, along with their entourages.

They showed great interest in me as Felicia and I appeared on the first floor with Damar.

*

"Godfather, this way please."

"Can I really ride it?"

"The trainers will control the elephant right beside you. There's nothing to worry about."

"..."

I must be completely out of my mind.

Now that the moment to actually ride the elephant had arrived, regret started to wash over me.

It felt like my reason, suppressed by alcohol, was making a small rebellion without completely pushing away the effects of the drink.

"Step here first, please."

The elephant's waist? Yes, what seemed to be its waist had a foothold conveniently placed.

The problem was that I wasn't particularly tall, so stepping onto the foothold was somewhat difficult.

However, with help from Damar and the trainers, I was able to climb onto the elephant's back faster than expected.

"Feli, what will you do?"

As soon as I mounted the elephant, I invited Felicia to join me. But Felicia declined my invitation.

She explained that due to the structure of her dress, riding the elephant would result in too much exposure.

"Alright, can't be helped."

It was more than enough that Felicia's beautiful body was for my eyes only, as her husband. Such a reason was perfectly understandable.

"What's with that shorty!"

"He's chosen something too big for his size!"

Fearless bastards. No, they might have had too much to drink as well, so I decided to let it slide.

While I remained calm, Damar appeared more anxious.

He responded very effectively to the insults directed at me from all directions. He sent organization members everywhere to intimidate those who were spouting nonsense.

"Antonio, look at that!"

"Huh?"

Antonio Zelava, who was not far away, also witnessed this spectacle.

The new boss of the Pellini Family, who had transformed from a small wolf to a wolf... Luke Pellini! Riding on the back of an elephant.

"..."

"Who is that shorty anyway? Why is everyone protecting him?"

"Probably some rich nouveau riche guy."

"Hey, friends. Both of you shut your mouths right now."

"Huh?"

"I said don't say anything. What does it matter to us if that person rides an elephant or not?!"

Zelava, who had been laughing and enjoying himself with his actor friends until moments ago, warned them with a serious face.

His friends followed Zelava's advice and said nothing more. The atmosphere had grown so cold that they didn't know how to handle it.

"Remember this one thing. That small man is more dangerous than the owner of this mansion."

"..."

Considering Zelava's influence and his usual conduct, he wasn't the type to joke about such matters.

And thanks to Zelava, they were able to avoid an unpleasant incident.

Namely, being approached by the Russo Family's intimidating organization members and receiving frightening threats.

"Giddyup! Giddyup!"

Regardless, I was focused on the elephant.

The elephant wouldn't follow my commands just because I shouted like this. But the trainers guided the elephant according to my commands.

The mansion, despite its size, was still too narrow for the elephant to move freely.

My two wives were watching me from different locations as I did this on the first floor. Especially Elena, who couldn't take her eyes off me from the second floor.

"Are you that worried about the Godfather?"

"What? No, it's not like that."

"From what I can see, it certainly looks that way. I didn't know the Godmother had such affection for the Godfather."

"That's none of your business, so mind your own."

Russo did as the Godmother wished. But not long after, Elena posed a question to Russo.

"How are those Vipers doing these days?"

"They're still my headache. Thanks to the Godfather and Godmother, we've overcome the immediate crisis, but..."

"I heard that the Russo Family caporegimes in the northern outskirts of Havily aren't following orders properly."

"...Are you asking something you already know?"

Russo readily admitted to Elena's statement.

According to him, there was considerable rebellion occurring in Russo Family territories outside of Havily.

His dim-witted cousins had started siding with the Vipers. Of course, they hadn't anticipated that the Pellini Family would support the Russo Family.

Just as the two bosses began discussing this sensitive topic...

The mansion's large doors opened once again.

This time, no elephant appeared. Instead, a woman who had rushed from the Academy after receiving a call from her brother and sister.

It was the arrival of Veronica Pellini, the youngest of the Pellini siblings.

As soon as Veronica entered the mansion, she frowned at the chaos that filled her eyes.

But upon spotting her brother riding a giant elephant on the first floor, she quickly moved toward him.

"Oh!"

In the process, she naturally knocked down a ruffian who tried to touch her.

To be precise, he wasn't a ruffian but an employee of a film company, but to Veronica, he might as well have been a ruffian.

...However, Veronica attracted the attention of more than just a few men.

Thanks to this, Felicia and Damar, who were watching Luke Pellini ride the elephant from a distance on the first floor, could immediately tell that Veronica had arrived.

"The siblings are really alike."

"Pardon?"

"We just saw the same scene earlier."

Felicia pointed at Veronica while speaking to Damar.

Indeed, Luke and Elena had also knocked down a ruffian who had approached them earlier.

Just then, Veronica spotted Felicia and approached her rather than Luke. Everything had its proper order.

"Sister, why is my brother riding an elephant?"

"Well, I'm not entirely sure, but it seems he wanted to ride it."

Felicia answered her question and introduced Damar, and also introduced Veronica to Damar.

"It's all because of my brother. He said unnecessary things."

Damar explained the situation to Veronica. It was essentially shifting the blame to his brother, but...

While the three of them were engaged in various conversations, I was still on the elephant's back.

I could see that interest in me was gradually diminishing. Of course, Arta Russo and Vesus Russo's groups continued to watch me.

It was obvious what they thought of me, attending a Russo Family party and behaving like this.

They probably thought I wasn't very threatening... or that I was weak for such entertainment.

Little did they know I was deliberately showing this side of myself.

[It's darkest under the lamp.]

The status window seemed to agree with me. The sparse hair on the elephant's head moved around to form the letters.

But something was strange.

[It's darkest under the lamp.]

[It's darkest under the lamp.]

The same message kept appearing repeatedly. Not just in one place, but new text appearing next to existing text.

"..."

This reaction made me tense up involuntarily.

"It's darkest under the lamp"? In this situation, it seemed to literally mean I should look below.

Below me? Under the elephant I was riding?

"Trainers! Wait a moment."

I asked the trainers to stop the elephant. Then I quickly dismounted.

I headed toward where Felicia, Veronica, and Damar were standing. Or rather, I pretended to head there while checking the elephant's belly and legs.

There was something bulging out like a lump. Looking closer, it wasn't just a lump; something seemed off.

Though the color was very similar, it looked like something from an entirely different creature.

"..."

Damn it! It's a snake-man!
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Mafia members can indulge in enormous luxury. At least in Havily, this was a completely normal fact.

Not just apartments and real estate. Even regular members purchase new car models without a moment's hesitation.

In a sense, mafia members were the epitome of consumers that the market desires. They had plenty of money and no reluctance whatsoever about spending it.

When spending money, they behaved like shopping-crazed girls.

It was common for them to buy dozens of shirts at once from high-end clothing stores, along with suits costing 1,500 pounds (about 2,000 dollars) and shoes priced at 760 pounds (about 1,000 dollars) per pair.

That's not all.

They spend ridiculous amounts on food and drink. Even expensive alcohols like wine and champagne are no exception.

Of course, there were things they had to sacrifice personally while enjoying such luxury.

To give an appropriate example.

After finishing an elegant meal, within an hour they might dress in black clothes and kill someone somewhere, or dig a grave for someone they were about to kill.

It was natural to pay a price for what you gained.

In that sense... the members of the Russo Family were not much different.

After I identified the snake-man disguised with the help of my status window and told Damar about it, he immediately gathered nearby members.

"Pelly, Veronica. Go up to the second floor first."

"What?"

"Veronica, hurry."

"..."

Though the situation was urgent, when I spoke with urgency, Veronica grabbed Felicia's hand and rushed toward the stairs.

"Damar, how do you plan to handle that guy?"

"First, we'll surround him... and take care of him."

"Using guns might startle even the elephant."

"..."

Damar seemed to be deep in thought about what to do.

Instead of interrupting Damar's thoughts, I followed Felicia and Veronica to the second floor.

Meanwhile, sensing something unusual, Arta Russo and Vesus Russo's groups also began to move.

That snake-man, unfortunately, was already as good as dead.

Of course, if he were a viper... he could release terrible poison from his body and take many others with him before dying.

But he didn't. Or more precisely, he couldn't.

Because he wasn't a viper.

"..."

And there was something I couldn't understand or accept.

'Why didn't he take me out?'

I wondered why he didn't target me when I was on the elephant.

The most plausible explanation was that he didn't want to target me and end up facing our family in addition to the Russo Family.

However, considering that the vipers were seeking revenge against the Five Families, that might not be the case.

Anyway, I had now escaped the clutches of the snake-man and arrived at the second floor.

In the process, I had cleanly dealt with a man and woman who fearlessly approached me.

"What the hell, are they serious?"

I couldn't believe my eyes.

Looking at that bizarre scene unfolding on the first floor, I couldn't help but doubt what I was seeing.

While Russo Family members were widely positioned around the elephant.

Two or three members approached the elephant's underbelly in turns and began to disturb the disguised snake-man.

They weren't carrying guns, of course, but they held various vicious tools. In this situation, the snake-man had no choice but to realize his cover was blown.

I headed toward Russo's room, leaving behind the sight of the snake-man fighting with the members under the elephant's belly.

"Luke."

"Brother."

As soon as I returned, Elena and Veronica called out to me, competing to be first.

"Russo, I assume you've heard?"

"Ah yes. That fearless fellow managed to sneak in quite well."

"Is that all you have to say? What if he had been a real viper?"

"My, Godmother. Have you ever seen the vipers in person?"

Russo calmly asked in response to Elena's words.

"No, I've never seen them directly."

Of course she wouldn't have. The vipers were purged by the Five Families when Elena was young.

Because of that, Father decided to rebel against the Five Families. Though that wasn't the only reason, of course.

"The Godfather... well, that goes without saying."

"Yes, I've seen many."

I wasn't involved in the purging of the vipers.

But following Father, the leader of the Wolves, I inevitably encountered Spiders and Vipers frequently.

"So what's your point?"

Felicia asked while watching the fight between the Russo Family members and the snake-man on the first floor.

"Vipers are instantly recognizable. Those guys are like biological bombs with their entire bodies soaked in poison."

"Russo is right."

The one attached to the elephant's body is not a viper.

If he were a real viper, the elephant would have shown an intense reaction before we even noticed.

"Well, I suppose letting such a fellow into the party could be considered my mistake."

Russo formally apologized to us with those words. Elena accepted his apology.

In a way, it was like making him grovel, but what mattered was that Russo apologized.

"By the way, is there anything we can help with?"

"What? Help with what?"

"The war with the vipers."

When Russo asked in confusion, Elena answered before I could. She seemed to know exactly what I was going to say.

"The northeast is now ours too. We can now focus our attention elsewhere as much as we want."

"..."

Russo failed to maintain his composure at the news that the Pellini Family had taken over even the northeast of Havily.

While they were struggling with the vipers, our power had grown stronger.

"The Palmas Family. They were quite tough, but they fell quickly."

"Yes, they were quite persistent."

Salido from the Wolves, the old fox Alexander Doba who tried to assassinate me, and others. They were a family with many memorable characters.

I didn't question the relationship between the Russo Family and the Palmas Family.

Though they were sometimes on the same side, the Russo Family hadn't shown any such tendencies since becoming our subordinate.

"Ah."

Meanwhile, as Elena and I were having a more strategic conversation with Russo, Veronica reacted to something.

"Oh, it seems the fight is over."

Following Veronica's comment, I quickly turned my gaze to the first floor.

It seemed the snake-man had collapsed under the continuous assault. Following Damar's instructions, the members took the fallen snake-man somewhere.

"Nobody even cares."

"Of course not. They're all busy enjoying themselves."

That's not all. It might just be my feeling, but... the big band's performance seemed to have become more boisterous and flashy than before.

Damar probably requested it to divert attention while they dealt with the snake-man.

"With this, the uninvited guest is no longer a problem."

Russo expressed great relief.

Meanwhile, with the obstacle to the party removed, Elena whispered something to Felicia and me.

"..."

"..."

Felicia and I agreed with Elena's words.

With the snake-man gone, we could leave the party venue without any problems.

"I feel sorry for Veronica."

"No, I'm fine."

Veronica responded to Elena's words as if it didn't bother her at all. However, Russo was more of an issue than Veronica.

"What, leaving already? The party is just getting started."

"This much fun is enough."

"..."

Russo quickly looked at me in response to Elena's words.

"We'll see each other again."

But nothing changed. Elena and I, along with Felicia and Veronica, stood up.

I paused briefly before completely leaving the room.

"The elephant was quite enjoyable."

I never thought I'd ride an elephant in my life.

I didn't have a profound connection with the elephant or anything; I merely climbed onto its back with the help of trainers, but... it was a pretty good experience.

Especially since coming to this world, my vision had been limited due to my short height.

But on top of the elephant, it was a different story.

'I wish I could be taller, if not elephant-sized.'

I wondered why there was no magic to increase height. In this world, there's even magic to regrow hair.

"Why don't you get lost?"

Meanwhile, as soon as we left the room and came out to the second floor of the mansion, there were guys showing interest in us.

More precisely, not in me but in the other three people. Guys approaching my two wives and my sister with inappropriate intentions.

"..."

However, it seemed I didn't need to step in.

Elena and Veronica took the lead in clearing away the trash that blocked their path.

Thanks to them, Felicia and I didn't have to make any effort; we just needed to follow Elena and Veronica walking ahead.

"Godfather, are you leaving already?"

As soon as we came down the stairs, Damar approached.

"Yes, it's getting quite late."

I patted Damar's shoulder.

Although he was the guy whose brother had been made to kneel before us, considering how hard Damar had worked at this party today, I almost felt sympathy for him.

As we were about to leave the mansion, Arta and Vesus, who had helped subdue the snake-man, approached.

They seemed only interested in making an impression on the Godfather and Godmother.

Only after a brief conversation with them were we able to leave the mansion.

*

"Veronica, have you eaten dinner?"

"No, not yet."

"Then let's eat something at the hotel restaurant."

Veronica nodded repeatedly at my words, clearly pleased.

"Yes, that sounds good."

Elena and Felicia obviously intended to join as well. Come to think of it, we had barely eaten anything except alcohol in the room with Russo.

We immediately boarded the armored car. There might have been someone else besides the snake-man disguised under the elephant's belly.

Afterward, escorted by other cars, we were able to arrive at the Lupus Carlton Hotel.

"Brother, Miss."

Waiting for us at the hotel entrance was Carso, the family's underboss.

He looked like he had something to say.

"Carso, come with us."

"Pardon?"

"Let's have dinner at the restaurant first."

There's a saying that even Diamond Mountain is best viewed after a meal. Important conversations could wait until the food arrived.
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We arrived at the restaurant in the Lupus Carlton Hotel.

Carso kept trying to tell us something, but I prioritized the meal over his words.

Seeing how well he had adapted to his role as underboss, I couldn't help but smile with satisfaction.

"Um, Boss. I actually have something to tell you..."

"First, let's decide what to eat."

My two wives and Veronica sat at the same table, while Carso was positioned alone at the table right next to us.

"..."

Carso gave up trying to persuade me and selected a suitable menu item.

"I'll have curry and ratatouille."

"Felicia, I hope you haven't forgotten that this is clearly a Tyrenian restaurant."

"Oh my, I'm just ordering items that are on the menu?"

Felicia said as she opened the menu for Elena. Honestly, even her teasing of Elena was endearing to me... though Elena probably wouldn't see it that way.

"I'll have the caprese and panero."

After Felicia, Veronica decided on her menu.

"I'll take the chicken and pepperoni calzone, plus steak."

"Elena, aren't you ordering too much?"

"It's fine since I only drank at the party. At least it's better than ordering dishes that don't even go together like you did."

"...Pig."

"What?!"

Just when Felicia seemed to be losing ground, she delivered a devastating comeback.

Elena was greatly flustered by that single short word and looked like she was about to do something to Felicia.

"Elena, Feli. Stop fighting while we're eating. Try to learn from Veronica."

"..."

I intervened before things escalated further. Meanwhile, Veronica, who had been mentioned as a good example, hid her face behind the menu.

Her shy demeanor was quite cute.

If only she would stop trying to do things to me, everything would be perfect.

"I'll have meatballs and cream pasta. And steak and roast beef too."

I had drunk quite a bit, but one can't fill their stomach with alcohol alone.

Meanwhile, no one in our group was surprised or reacted negatively to the dishes I ordered. It was natural since this was now a familiar sight to them.

After the waiter took our orders, Carso didn't miss his opportunity.

"Boss, Miss."

"Yes, tell me what's going on."

"We've completely subdued the northeast. Viola contacted me saying she's almost finished dealing with the remnants of the Palmas Family."

"That's good news."

"Yes, now you two need to decide who will manage the Palmas Family's territory."

The appointment of a new caporegime.

Since it was territory that had belonged to another family, there were certainly risk factors. But I happened to have a suitable person in mind.

"Elena, what about Michael?"

"Michael?"

Michael, the wolf whose lover was actually a female professor at the Academy.

Plus, he was one of the people who led the attack against the Palmas Family. Viola, Giovanni, and Sarina had also made significant contributions, but they were already caporegimes.

There was the option of giving them one more district each, but... I thought it might be too early for that.

Moreover, we couldn't entrust it to the Alini Family or the Dwarf Gang.

"Yes, Michael seems appropriate."

I instructed Carso to specifically designate the eastern part of the Palmas Family's territory as Michael's district.

"Do you have someone in mind for the western part?"

"No, but it's good to keep our options open."

"If there's no one else, we could just leave it all to Michael."

"Understood."

"Carso, is that all you wanted to tell Luke and Elena?"

"..."

"Is that all? Appointing a caporegime is such an important matter."

"That's true, but it seems a bit insufficient."

Indeed.

I wondered if Carso really needed to report directly to us about appointing a new caporegime.

"...Yes, actually there is one more piece of news."

Carso spoke as if impressed by Felicia's perceptiveness.

"There was an incident in Viola Carmen's territory."

"What happened?"

"Vipers. More specifically, it seems some defectors from the Vipers fled into Viola Carmen's territory."

"...Is that so?"

As soon as we heard Carso's words, both Elena and I had something to say to him.

About the snake-person who had been hiding and disguising themselves under an elephant's belly at the grand party held by the Russo Family.

"..."

"Carso, it doesn't seem that serious."

"The Vipers might have been targeting you and the Miss."

"No, that's a bit uncertain."

I couldn't explain the entire situation in detail.

But at least from what I felt, they didn't seem to be targeting me.

The snake-person's real target was probably Darius Russo, or one of the Russo Family's executives.

"Still, you are the Godfather and Godmother. The very fact that they did such a thing at a party you both attended..."

"Luke, Carso is right about this."

"Yes, I think so too."

Felicia and Veronica agreed with Carso's opinion.

The Vipers had sent an assassin to an event where the Russo Family and Felini Family were enjoying themselves together, so an appropriate response was necessary.

"Of course, if that snake-person was a plot by the Russo Family from the beginning, that would be a different story."

"What?"

"Just as I said. The Russo Family has plenty of motive, don't they?"

"That's true."

The Russo Family's situation had improved since we started supplying drugs imported from Tyrenia.

Nevertheless, the best the Russo Family could hope for was a temporary advantage against the Vipers.

Felicia was suggesting that the Russo Family might have staged this to draw us in... to improve their situation.

"Feli, but we only have suspicions, no concrete evidence yet."

"Yes, there's no definite proof."

"And judging by Damar's reaction... it really didn't seem like an act."

"I think so too."

Elena immediately agreed with my words. Though her reasons were slightly different from mine.

While I was riding the elephant on the first floor of the mansion, and Felicia and Veronica were watching me, Elena was observing the scene from the second floor with Darius Russo.

"Russo's reaction couldn't possibly have been an act."

*

My and Elena's opinions weren't fundamentally different from Felicia's.

It was all just suspicion.

Lots of suspicion but no evidence. Nothing was certain in this state.

"Carso, contact the Alini Family and the Dwarf Gang. Tell them to regroup somewhat and then help the Russo Family attack the Vipers."

"Understood."

Carso acknowledged Elena's instructions but turned his gaze toward me.

I nodded in response to his unspoken question about my thoughts.

"That seems just right."

Retribution for what was done to us. And it was also appropriate in terms of maintaining appearances.

The Alini Family and the Dwarf Gang had already been on the front lines in the war against the Palmas Family.

Of course, they hadn't actually done much compared to their assigned roles, but they were perfectly suitable to send to help the Russo Family.

"So? Where are those Viper defectors who drifted into Viola's territory now?"

"They're at Viola's base."

It seemed Viola had taken them to her headquarters and detained them as soon as she discovered them.

Rather than deciding their treatment herself, she waited for instructions from me and Elena through Carso, the underboss.

"Elena, I'll handle this matter."

"Huh?"

"It's already too late today, so I'll visit Viola's territory myself tomorrow."

"..."

This time Carso turned his gaze toward Elena.

Just as he had done with me earlier, he was physically asking for her thoughts.

"Alright. But don't forget to be careful."

Elena said this while mentioning how dangerous today had been. After all, I had ridden an elephant that happened to have a disguised snake-person hiding under its belly.

Well, that wasn't really my fault.

Above all, thanks to my status window acting up, I was the first to detect the snake-person's true identity.

Having delivered all his messages to Elena and me, Carso finally breathed a sigh of relief.

"Carso, stop worrying now and focus on your meal."

"Yes..."

"Brother, I also have something to tell you."

Veronica briefly stood up and approached Elena and me. Then she spoke loud enough for both of us to hear.

"There was an incident at the Academy as well."

"What happened?"

"One of the Academy students died... and that student happened to be one of the brokers."

"..."

I wondered what this situation was about.

Just as Veronica was telling us something quite serious, the food started to arrive.

"Do you have any idea who might be behind it?"

"No, I'm not sure yet."

Of course, Veronica said that she and Cambara would continue investigating.

"Alright. I'll leave the Academy matters to you and Cambara."

Nothing changed. The Academy was left to those two, and I would head to Viola's headquarters.

Meanwhile, after the first dishes arrived, the remaining food that hadn't yet made it to the table also appeared.

"..."

"Luke, what is it?"

"Nothing, just that the calzone looks quite delicious."

She had ordered chicken and pepperoni calzone, hadn't she?

Calzone is basically a Tyrenian dumpling. Well, not exactly a dumpling, but more like a pizza that feels like a dumpling.

In Tyrenian, it means "large sock."

Actually, it wasn't just Elena's calzone that looked appetizing; Felicia's curry and Veronica's pane also looked quite delicious.

"Luke, would you like some?"

"I'd love to."

I must have been too obvious. Judging by how Felicia was the first to offer, that is.
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A slice of Elena's calzone.

A bit of Felicia's curry, and a bit of Veronica's pane.

I received portions of the food ordered by the three women. While the amount of food I ordered wasn't insufficient, tasting a variety of dishes was always a worthwhile experience.

Of course, I also offered parts of my food to the three of them.

"Luke, I'm fine."

"Really?"

"...Just one bite then."

Felicia tried to refuse, but when I moved to feed her personally, she readily accepted.

"...."

"...."

The expressions on Elena and Veronica's faces as they watched were terrifyingly intense. I hurriedly made the same offer to the other two.

For Elena, who was right beside me, I twirled some pasta around a meatball and offered it to her. For Veronica, I handed over some steak and roast beef that I had personally cut.

"Luke, aren't you going to be hungry later because of us?"

"Huh? No, don't worry about that."

While I appreciated Felicia's concern... it was unnecessary.

I demonstratively called the waiter and ordered more food: a calzone like Elena had ordered, and arancini, Tyrrhenian-style fried rice balls.

"Ordering just two dishes suggests you're getting a bit full."

"Actually, I think the arancini alone would be enough."

"Then why did you order the calzone?"

"I tried the one you gave me earlier and it was better than I expected."

"...You could have just said so."

Elena said I could have just asked for more of her calzone, but she didn't understand something important.

If I had eaten enough calzone to satisfy myself, there clearly wouldn't have been any left for Elena.

"Brother, aren't you eating too much meat?"

"That's why I ordered arancini too."

"...Does the arancini at this restaurant not contain meat?"

"Of course it does. It's filled with meat and tomato ragù sauce."

Elena answered Veronica's surprised question.

"Brother?"

"Still, it has more rice than meat, so it should be fine, right?"

"...."

Veronica eventually looked at Felicia, but Felicia slowly shook her head.

"Vera, there's nothing we can do. It's easier to just give up."

"Brother."

"Yes?"

Instead, Veronica offered me some of her Caprese salad.

Caprese, or more precisely, Insalata Caprese.

A salad made with alternating layers of mozzarella cheese, basil, and tomato, drizzled with olive oil.

It seemed Veronica mistakenly thought I only ate meat because I liked it. In reality, I didn't care what went into my mouth.

Without any hesitation, I quickly finished the Caprese that Veronica had offered.

Shortly after, the food I ordered arrived. The other three were still slowly eating what they had originally ordered.

"Luke, did you like the calzone that much?"

"Yeah, not enough to want it all the time... but having it occasionally like this isn't bad."

A calzone filled with chicken and pepperoni. Of course, it also contained various types of cheese inside. That's standard for a calzone.

Some people dip it in tomato-based marinara sauce, but for me, savoring the taste of the calzone itself was enough.

Perhaps it's because I taste things a bit less intensely than others.

"Brother, who will you be sleeping with tonight among the sisters?"

"Elena. It's Elena's turn today."

When I answered Veronica's question, Elena looked quite triumphant.

In contrast, Felicia seemed unusually downcast.

"And Sunday is the day you spend with everyone, right?"

"Yes, that's what we decided. But why are you asking?"

"...."

When Veronica didn't answer, I felt uneasy. I wasn't the only one; Elena and Felicia also seemed somewhat tense.

"...I was wondering if you might spend Sundays with me instead."

"What?!"

"Vera, that's a bit problematic."

Elena and Felicia reacted faster than I did. But Veronica didn't seem willing to back down.

"Sister, couldn't you spare one day for your younger sister?"

"If you were really asking just as a sister, that would be one thing. But that's not your intention, is it?"

"...Wouldn't this be better for both of you as well?"

Veronica avoided answering Elena's question by posing another question.

Meanwhile, Felicia, with a more affectionate attitude than Elena, asked for an explanation of how this would be better for us.

"If you sisters spend Sundays with Brother... honestly, wouldn't the competition just intensify?"

"That's true. Unlike usual, we'd be competing for him right in front of each other."

"So I'll be with Brother instead, and you two won't need to compete."

Veronica's persuasion didn't seem to be working.

Elena and Felicia's expressions were filled with dissatisfaction.

While Veronica's argument sounded plausible, it ultimately meant taking me away from the two of them.

"No, Veronica."

"It's not like Elena and I fight that often anyway."

"...."

Elena and Felicia's answers were clear. Both strongly opposed.

"How about we hear Brother's opinion?"

All three pairs of eyes focused on me. I was in the middle of enjoying my calzone and arancini.

"All of a sudden?"

"Luke, tell us. What do you think?"

"Well, it seems like Elena and Feli absolutely won't accept it."

"Luke, never mind our opinions, just tell us your thoughts first."

At Felicia's words, I stopped putting food in my mouth.

"...Veronica, even if we do it your way, the problem won't be solved."

"What?"

If we maintain the current arrangement, Elena and Felicia will fight over me in the same room.

The person who gets me changes frequently, but the one who doesn't—and Veronica—ends up sad.

But if we follow Veronica's suggestion... Elena and Felicia would both be sad. Either way, two people end up unhappy.

"So?"

"Why don't we just have Veronica join us on Sundays?"

"What?!"

"I'd like that."

Elena reacted intensely to my words, but Veronica agreed without any hesitation.

"...I don't mind either."

"How predictable. You probably think you'll win anyway."

"It's not just a misconception, is it?"

It seemed no one strongly opposed my suggestion. But I had a feeling this would make the competition even more intense.

Well, can't be helped. It was all my fault in the end.

After finishing dinner, Elena and I returned to our room, while Felicia and Veronica headed to their respective rooms.

"...."

As soon as we entered our room, Elena hugged me tightly.

"Elena, what's wrong?"

"Nothing. I just thought I should make the most of having you all to myself now, since Sundays will probably be quite noisy."

"Was my idea that bad?"

"No, it's fine. We can't keep excluding Veronica, that's true."

"But it's better than Veronica having me all to herself on Sundays, right?"

"Ha, you call that a consolation?"

Saying that, Elena lifted me up and carried me to the living room of our suite.

"Elena."

"Yes?"

"I think we should leave this place soon."

"What do you mean?"

"We can't stay in a hotel forever. It's not suitable for raising children either."

"...."

"Besides, we've taken control of the central district, even if not completely. This hotel is too far from both the academy and the central district."

Unlike before, the Lupus Carlton Hotel had become somewhat distant from both my territory and Elena's.

"Hmm."

"Let's buy a nice mansion in the central district and move there."

It didn't need to be as grand as Financial King Hagen's mansion, but something that could be called a mansion would be sufficient.

"Alright."

"You don't dislike the idea?"

"Not at all. Going back and forth between the central district and the hotel was becoming a bit tiresome anyway."

"I'll tell Feli and Veronica."

"Okay."

Elena then called Salmo, asking him to look for a suitable mansion in the central district for us to move into.

After the brief call, the night I spent alone with Elena felt very long.

Of course, that wasn't meant in any negative sense like it being boring.

*

However, when I opened my eyes again, I was in Felicia's room.

"What? Feli, when did you move me?"

"Just now? You were sleeping so soundly you didn't even notice me bringing you here."

"...."

I definitely slept well last night.

I clearly remembered the moments of intimacy I shared with Elena, our various conversations as we made love. While I was recalling my memories with Elena, I felt Felicia's touch.

"Feli, since when have you been this assertive?"

"I wonder. It's all because of our little wife."

As I thought.

While her dignified appearance was nice, this aggressive side of Felicia wanting me wasn't bad either.

I responded to her expectations with a deep kiss first thing in the morning.

I could feel her long tail slowly moving up from my leg to my thigh and then to my chest.

"Isn't your tail movement a bit too sensual?"

"Hmm? Maybe it's just that Luke has too many lewd thoughts?"

"Could be."

I do have a healthy libido. But what stands out most about me would probably be my appetite.

"Ah, Feli. I need to talk to you about something."

"What is it?"

"I think we should move to the central district."

I gave her the same reasons I had given Elena.

"When are we planning to move?"

"Well, I think we can start slowly from now."

"Hmm...."

"So what do you think? You don't dislike the idea, do you?"

Felicia's answer was the same as Elena's. At least all three of us felt that this hotel was unsuitable as a place for raising children.

Afterward, I went to Veronica's room to check her opinion.

There was no need to mention childcare to Veronica, but she readily agreed for the sake of her nieces and nephews.

"Brother, are you going straight to the academy today?"

"No, I'm heading to Viola's area. You heard yesterday. I need to meet those Viper guys."

"Ah... right."

The remnants of the Vipers who had entered Viola Carmen's territory.

"Please be careful. I've heard the Vipers are not to be underestimated."

"Who told you that? Rita Carmen?"

"Yes. She was the head of the Spiders, after all."

"Right, she was."

Wolves, Spiders, Vipers.

All three were the most powerful subordinates boasted by the Five Families, but today they exist in such different forms.

After parting with Veronica, I immediately took an armored car to Viola Carmen's headquarters.

I left the eastern district completely, crossed a bridge, and entered Viola's territory. I arrived at a secretive social club she was using as her base.

"Godfather. Welcome."

"Where are they?"

"They've been getting along quite well here."

It didn't seem wise to take Viola's words at face value.

"I need to see them right now."

"Of course."

Viola ordered her subordinates to bring them before me.
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Before long, Viola's subordinates brought in the remnants of the Viper.

"Sister, we've brought them."

Viola's subordinates addressed her as "Sister."

I couldn't help but smile remembering the minor mistake Viola's subordinates had made when I visited this place while I was still an Under Boss.

They had called me Under Boss and referred to Viola as Boss.

I wasn't sure if Viola had cautioned them afterward or if they realized on their own how strange it was.

"..."

"Godfather? Is something wrong?"

"Ah, no."

At Viola's question, I refocused on the scene before me.

Right now, the remnants of the Viper who had come to Viola's territory were standing before me. But it seemed snake people came in various types, as they looked somewhat different from the ones I'd seen before.

They were completely different from the one that had been attached to the elephant's stomach at Russo's mansion.

If I remembered correctly, there were some whose lower bodies were long snake tails.

However, the ones in front of me now had two perfectly normal legs on their lower bodies.

And they had the characteristic round eyes of snakes and hunched postures.

Considering the current situation, it might be inappropriate to say, but they looked more cute than threatening.

When Viola gave them a look, they perceptively bowed their heads to me.

"Godfather."

"You there. Your name?"

"Angela, sir."

The one I specifically pointed to among the snake people answered that her name was Angela.

"Are there no Vipers among you except for Angela?"

"No, that's correct."

Yes, it seemed obvious at a glance.

Even among snake people, Vipers would inevitably stand out. They were poison humans deliberately created by the Five Families.

The Viper is one of the newer organizations among those under the Five Families.

The Viper was established, naturally, before my father subjugated the Five Families—when my father was at the height of his leadership of the Wolf.

In a way, the organization's history was shorter than an individual's history.

Whatever the bosses of the Five Families were thinking...

They put their idea into action: selecting suitable species and periodically exposing their bodies to extreme poison to create walking masses of poison.

The most enthusiastic about this process were three of the Five Families:

Casio, Marmala, and Marinelli.

Those who opposed were the Russo and Dragovich families.

Ironically, the Russo Family was suffering because of the Viper they hadn't even been involved in creating. Meanwhile, the three families that had led the Viper's creation weren't.

I'm not sure why they chose snake people.

Perhaps it was because many snake people from the Southern Continent had begun immigrating to this country at that time.

The Southern Continent is... if I had to pick the most similar place in the world I used to live in, it would be South Asia where India is located.

Even today, immigration of numerous species continues, but those who joined this flow late found it difficult to survive.

The Five Families probably thought the snake people, whose position was weak in many ways, were suitable for their vile plans.

"Viola, just in case..."

I couldn't let my guard down with Vipers right in front of me.

I asked her to bring something that could cover my face in case of an emergency.

A gas mask would be most effective, but it didn't seem likely we could find one around here immediately.

"Yes, Godfather."

Shortly after, Viola brought an air filter that could cover just the mouth and nose, and a mask that could cover the entire face.

"What's this? This mask is what the Carmen Family guys wear."

"But I brought it because it can cover your entire face."

I wondered if Veronica had one of these masks too.

Come to think of it, the guy who tried to do something strange to Elena and died miserably was also wearing this mask.

"The air filter will do. Get rid of the mask."

"Yes."

Viola answered and promptly put on the mask she often used herself.

Some might think we're overreacting, but Viola and I know well the danger of the Viper. The members of the Russo Family would probably act like us if they had Vipers in front of them.

"Alright, let's start again."

"..."

Wearing the air filter, I approached Angela.

Unlike the other snake people, Angela's skin was very dark.

This must also be the effect of her entire body being pickled in poison.

The Vipers build up resistance to poison by continuously exposing their bodies to extreme toxins over a long period.

To be honest, I don't know the detailed principles beyond this.

In the world I used to live in, they were beings only seen in martial arts novels, but in this world where magic and different species exist, it was different.

The saliva and blood of a Viper possess powerful toxicity on their own.

Just physical contact can kill a person.

I wonder how they manage daily life, but despite the many difficulties, they somehow make it work.

"First question. Angela, including you, how many Vipers remain in total?"

"Six people, including me."

"Six?"

"That's more than I expected."

"..."

Angela failed to control her expression when she heard Viola's words.

"Viola."

"I apologize. But I'm surprised that many survived the pursuit by the Spider and the Wolf."

"Yes, when you put it that way, it is surprising that six of them remain."

The Five Families judged that they could not handle these monsters they had created.

As a result, the Five Families' most powerful tools were brought down by other tools following their masters' orders.

"Second question. Why did you betray the Viper and come to us?"

Why us specifically? I was honestly curious. Actually, if you think about it, it might be obvious.

The Russo Family had suffered at the hands of the Vipers, so they were likely to show no mercy.

On the other hand, we Wolves were in a similar position to the Viper, but we had rebelled against the Five Families and even subjugated them.

'Though it's ironic that the person in charge of the territory they defected to was Viola, who was once called the 'Little Spider.''

"I escaped because I felt there was no future if things continued as they were."

Angela said that, then mentioned the foolishness of the current leader of the Viper.

Even though they were only facing the Russo Family, just one of the Five Families, they had to stake the fate of their organization... and he simply didn't know how to compromise.

"Even though the capo regimes of the Russo Family from beyond the northern part of the city recently betrayed Darius Russo and sided with the Viper?"

"Yes, even if we gained an advantage against the Russo Family, it was obvious we couldn't handle the Pellini Family as well."

*

That's true.

I'm not underestimating the Viper. But war is fought with numbers and money.

In either aspect, the Vipers couldn't even overwhelm the Russo Family, let alone surpass our family.

Moreover, Angela told us something that Viola and I didn't know. What happened to the Russo Family's capo regimes who had defected to the Viper's side.

"They're all dead. We absorbed some suitable men from their subordinates."

"..."

I wondered if this was what she meant by not knowing how to compromise.

"Is he unable to give up on revenge against the Five Families?"

"Yes, and he also considers the Pellini Family, who are essentially cooperating with the Marinelli Family, as enemies."

"Is that so?"

At Angela's words, I exchanged glances with Viola. Viola might not know, but I had been attacked by snake people at the Russo Family's party yesterday.

Ah, to be precise, they seemed to be targeting the Russo Family, not me.

But according to Angela, that might not be exactly the case.

To summarize, the current leader of the Viper was blinded by revenge and couldn't see the situation objectively, and they faced too powerful enemies.

Considering these various factors, Angela had judged that there was no future left for the Viper and had defected.

"Viola, a moment."

"Yes."

I called Viola and told her to assign Angela and the Viper remnants to manage the western part of the former Palmas Family territory.

"...Understood."

"Michael will manage the eastern part as planned, and let's have Angela take care of the western part."

"Godfather, do you completely trust them?"

"No. Rather, being on the outermost edge makes them easier to deal with if necessary."

Viola was concerned that Angela and the Viper remnants might betray us, or that their current actions might be a feigned surrender.

"Are you that worried?"

"Yes, but... honestly, if you and the Godmother hadn't taken me back, I wouldn't have even dreamed of being in my current position."

That's right. Just as Viola had been given a chance, Angela and the Viper remnants were being given one opportunity.

"And there's something else you should know."

"What?"

"You should consider that forces from the Alini Family and the Dwarf Gang have been dispatched to help the Russo Family."

"...That's true."

With forces already drawn from the northeast, indiscriminately accepting Viper remnants could be dangerous.

Viola had a point.

"I understand. Don't worry about that part."

I promised Viola that I would temporarily assign some wolves from Giovanni and Sarina's forces.

"Understood. That should be sufficient."

"And I'll also contact our consigliere and Carini."

Viola didn't react as if my decision was excessive.

I considered deploying the Gorillamen, but they seemed to have another battlefield waiting for them.

Afterward, Viola and I continued questioning Angela and the Viper remnants. During this, the telephone in Viola's office suddenly rang loudly.

"Godfather."

"Yes?"

"It seems we have a situation."

Cambara's brother, Samia Zakaya, and Felicia's younger brother, Luca Marinelli.

It appeared that a conflict had broken out between these two who divided Greenberg between them.

I didn't know exactly what the conflict was about, but the news was that Elena and Felicia had headed to the scene to mediate between them.

For those two to move together...
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Elena Pellini and Felicia Marinelli.

Like oil and water, the two women left the Lupus Carlton Hotel heading toward the same destination.

"..."

"..."

Normally, they would never have shared a car. But their purpose was identical.

To mediate a conflict between capo regimes belonging to the Pellini Family and the Marinelli Family.

"Elena, this car is bulletproof too, right?"

Felicia was the first to break the awkward silence.

"Yes. It's exactly the same as the one Luke uses."

Elena answered as if boasting.

"You copied Luke's, didn't you?"

"Felicia, your imagination seems quite lacking. Luke gave it to me as a gift."

"..."

Elena explained how special the car was to her. Honestly, from Felicia's perspective, it was incredibly enviable.

But... while Elena was certain of her victory, Felicia tried a different approach.

"Did he give it to you recently?"

"No, a few years ago."

Elena's answer carried a profound meaning.

Compared to Felicia's relatively brief connection with Luke, her own relationship was much longer.

"Poor Luke. He must have suffered greatly."

"What?"

"Well, think about it. He was so worried about his sister that he gave her a bulletproof car. And how did you treat Luke in return?"

"...Could you stop poking at my wounds?"

"Oh my, people might misunderstand if they heard us. You started it first."

Felicia easily took control of the conversation. Naturally, Elena, unable to win with words, reacted with disgust.

However, there was another conversation the two needed to have.

"So what are you going to do?"

"...About what?"

"About Luca and your capo regime."

They had already confirmed what happened between the two capo regimes. They just needed to hear directly from the parties involved.

"Samia Zakaya."

"Ah, right. That was the name. He was from the Kambara clan, wasn't he?"

Elena quietly nodded. It was somewhat surprising that Felicia knew about Kambara.

She probably learned about it through conversations with Luke.

"Anyway, I'll resolve this in a way that both sides can accept."

"Will that be so easy?"

"Felicia, why do you think I brought you along?"

Felicia responded that she already knew that much.

"Still, I hope you haven't forgotten something important."

"What?"

"That it was Luca who gave Luke the demon horn."

"..."

That was something Elena hadn't considered. However, she couldn't lose her impartiality in this mediation because of that fact.

Seeing Elena's complicated expression, Felicia chose not to say more.

By the time the two arrived in Greenberg after departing from the Lupus Carlton Hotel,

I was at Viola's headquarters, the social club, confirming that my instructions were being carried out.

Some wolves under Giovanni and Sarina had been dispatched to the territories of the Alini Family and the Dwarf Gang. They were to be temporarily stationed there.

Additionally, consigliere Anthony Salmo and members of Carini's organization began to be deployed. While the wolves weren't permanently stationed, the organization members were closer to being permanent residents.

"..."

From the second floor of the social club building, I watched Angela and the remnants of the Vipers heading west toward the former territory of the Palmas Family.

"Godfather."

"Ah, Viola."

"Angela and the others have all departed."

"I was just watching them leave."

"Godfather."

"Yes?"

Viola removed the mask she was wearing.

Her face, similar yet different from Rita Carmen's, was always impressive to see.

"I'm not worried about Angela's side, but what about Michael's?"

"What do you mean?"

"Since Michael will be managing the former Palmas Family territory... I think there might be some resistance."

"Well, that's likely. The dwarves tend not to forget grudges once they form them."

"Should I send some support from my side?"

"No, it's fine. Among those following Michael to manage the area are wolf trainees."

"..."

Viola said nothing after hearing my answer.

She must have realized the intention behind Elena's and my decision.

The wolf trainees hadn't completed the full process of becoming wolves. Still, they were extensively trained in killing.

That was precisely the issue.

If we let them loose in Michael's territory... being inexperienced in moderation, they might create a tense atmosphere.

"This doesn't seem like your and the Godmother's usual approach."

"It would be nice if we could resolve every situation peacefully. But the Palmas Family is a different case."

The situation was different from the Gallimen and Alini Family. We didn't allow the Palmas Family to surrender.

Afterward, the remnants of the Palmas Family were hunted down by the wolves and Viola.

It was natural for associates of the Palmas Family to harbor resentment toward us during this process. However, we currently didn't have the luxury to consider such resentment.

It was enough to show that times had changed.

If the former associates of the Palmas Family cooperated with us as they had with the Palmas Family... nothing would happen.

If not, the wolf trainees who didn't understand moderation would step in.

"...Then I'll inform the police in that area."

I nodded at Viola's words.

That area was now Michael's responsibility, but it wouldn't hurt to let Viola help a little.

Come to think of it, according to Carso, Michael's reaction was quite a sight.

Becoming a capo regime is a significant promotion even for a wolf.

However, since his girlfriend was a professor at the Academy, he was quite sad about having fewer opportunities to see her.

"Viola, one more thing."

"Yes, Godfather."

"Choose a suitable person from your subordinates and send them to the Vipers."

"Understood."

Viola dispatched her organization members to the Vipers according to my instructions.

The content they conveyed was... to put it simply, a lifeline I extended to the Vipers.

That our Pellini Family would arrange a negotiation to end the conflict between the Vipers and the Russo Family.

The Vipers were extremely dangerous, but both they and we had been tools of the Five Families, so I was giving them one last chance.

"Godfather, may I say something?"

"Yes?"

I nodded at Viola's words.

"I think the probability of those guys returning alive is very low."

"Then there's nothing we can do."

The Vipers aren't fools either. The Alini Family and the Dwarf Gang in northeast Heavilly had begun to help the Russo Family.

They needed to accept my proposal before we became fully involved.

"From what Angela says, the current leader of the Vipers seems obsessed with revenge."

"Can't be helped."

Elena and I also lost our father.

But we thought rationally, assessed the situation coolly, and recovered nearly half the city. We established a new Five Families system with the Marinelli, Russo, and Solomon families.

I hoped the Vipers would see the bigger picture.

If they did, I was considering offering them the last vacant spot in the new Five Families.

Though I would need to discuss it with Elena first.

"I'll be going now."

"Are you heading to the hotel?"

"No, I'm going to the Academy."

Before leaving the social club, I asked Viola to report the progress to me at the Academy.

*

By the time I started heading to the Academy,

Elena and Felicia had already arrived in Greenberg and were meeting with the parties involved in the conflict.

The location was the headquarters of Samia Zakaya, the capo regime of the Pellini Family.

"..."

Luca Marinelli was behaving more quietly than they had expected.

In Felicia's opinion, her youngest brother was clearly relieved that Luke Pellini hadn't come personally.

But at the same time, just facing Elena Pellini had put him at a disadvantage.

Well, such a tall, muscular elf like her was rare, so it wasn't incomprehensible.

"So, to summarize what both of you have said..."

As Elena remained silent, Felicia spoke.

The conflict between Samia Zakaya, capo regime of the Pellini Family, and Luca Marinelli, capo regime of the Marinelli Family.

The reason was Zakaya's actions.

Earlier, the Gallimen had attempted to expand into Greenberg, taking advantage of the chaos following the Godfather's death.

The Gallimen, composed of crocodile men and other reptilian species along with shark men, lived up to their fearsome appearance with their audacious actions.

They attacked both the Pellini Family and the Marinelli Family simultaneously. The Gallimen never expected the two families to cooperate.

Objectively speaking, the Pellini Family and the Five Families should have been natural enemies.

But the two families defied expectations and quickly responded to the Gallimen. As a result, the Gallimen's boss was eliminated, and Zakaya took command of the remaining members.

This was close to the outcome for the Gallimen who attacked the Pellini Family.

Meanwhile, the Gallimen who attacked the Marinelli Family... met the same fate. They were defeated and submitted to the Marinelli Family.

In this situation, former Gallimen members who had submitted to the Marinelli Family began joining Zakaya.

Luca naturally requested that Zakaya hand over the Gallimen members who had fled to him, but Zakaya refused.

This was the reason the conflict between the two capo regimes began.

Felicia summarized this once.

"Zakaya."

As soon as Felicia finished speaking, Elena called Zakaya's name.

"Yes, Godmother."

"Even if they are your kind, this isn't proper behavior."

"..."

Luca's expression brightened as Elena seemed to take his side.

"Godmother. But that doesn't justify him killing two of my subordinates, does it?"

"What do you mean it doesn't? You started the trouble, so you must pay the price!"

"Luca."

"..."

Luca responded to Zakaya's answer with an extremely agitated tone.

Felicia prevented her youngest brother from making an even worse impression.

"Felicia, just a moment."

Elena moved away from Zakaya and Luca while approaching Felicia.

"What about this approach?"

"..."

Felicia briefly considered the compromise Elena suggested.

"Alright. That seems best."

The two women returned to Zakaya and Luca.

"Zakaya, return the Gallimen who fled to your territory back to the Marinelli side."

"..."

"Or how about this? Zakaya, let's say you bought those men from Luca and pay a fair price for them."

Felicia spoke while Zakaya remained silent.

"What? Felicia. That's ridiculous."

At least Luca seemed unable to accept this compromise.

The Marinelli Family wasn't short on money. But capable forces like the Gallimen were hard to come by.

"Luca, if you hadn't retaliated by killing their members, you might have gotten what you wanted. But the damage is already done."

"..."

"And right now, only Elena is here, but next time, Luke might come to mediate."

When his eldest sister mentioned his brother-in-law, Luca reluctantly agreed to accept the compromise.

"Zakaya, discuss the amount directly with Luca Marinelli."

"Yes, I'll handle it."

At least Zakaya was satisfied with this compromise. He could pay any amount.

Afterward, Elena and Felicia began considering measures to prevent such incidents from recurring.
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Elena and Felicia did not leave Greenberg immediately.

They planned to leave after Luca and Jacaya's negotiations were completely finished. The scope of mediating between the two caporegimes extended at least that far.

And one more thing.

They needed to establish how to prevent such incidents from happening again... or more precisely, what to do if they did recur.

"If the same thing happens next time... what should we do?"

"If it's not intentional on Jacaya's part, and the Gelliman members come over on their own like this time, we'll handle it the same way."

"What if Jacaya did it intentionally?"

"Then obviously we'll return the guys who came over and provide monetary compensation."

"Alright, that seems reasonable enough."

Felicia shared the conversation she had with Elena with her youngest brother as well.

She also confirmed the amount of money that Luca and Jacaya had agreed upon.

"What do you think? Does this amount seem appropriate?"

"...It seems too high."

"What? Felicia. That guy took my subordinates. Since my forces have suffered losses, he should pay enough to cause financial damage to him too."

Felicia fully understood what her youngest brother was saying.

But now wasn't the time to treat the Fellini family from that perspective. Of course, the animosity between the two factions wouldn't easily disappear.

"Luca, the wolves are our allies. Plus, they're giving us the most benefits in drug supply."

"..."

"You know very well that, like it or not, we have to keep dealing with that crocodile, right?"

Felicia was very accustomed to handling her siblings.

It was only natural, since she had taken over that role when her father became too blue-eyed to properly manage the organization.

"Let's try this approach."

"...What?"

Felicia shared her thoughts with Luca, who responded with apparent bewilderment.

A moment later, the four of them gathered at the same place again.

The sight of Fellini family and Marinelli family members lined up was a familiar scene to the four of them.

"..."

Luca looked at his sister and then mentioned the amount he had initially thought of.

"Fine, let's go with that."

"Wait a minute."

Jacaya didn't hesitate at all. But his boss, Elena, raised an objection.

"That seems too expensive."

Elena's words were directed at Luca, but also at Felicia at the same time.

However, she didn't openly disregard Luca in front of others or confront Felicia directly. There was nothing to gain from damaging Luca's dignity.

"Elena, but thanks to this, we have a gap in our forces. Don't you think he should pay at least that much?"

"By that logic, Jacaya lost two members due to your side's attack. Besides, we didn't intentionally poach them in the first place."

"...Alright, then let's reduce it a bit."

Luca intervened before the conversation between the two could progress further.

If Luca's initial amount was 100, it was reduced to about 85.

Elena confirmed the proposed amount with Jacaya, who replied that he could pay it. He added that he was grateful for her intervention on his behalf.

"Good, let's go with that."

The location and time for the transfer of funds would be discussed further between Luca and Jacaya later.

"..."

"See, Luca? This way you can look good too, isn't that better?"

Felicia said to her brother once they were at a distance from the other two. She could fully anticipate that Elena would respond that way.

If they had just reduced it to 85 from the beginning, it wouldn't have given the impression that Luca had made an additional concession.

Moreover, thanks to Elena, Jacaya was able to settle for a lower amount. The boss had put the caporegime in her debt.

"...Thanks. I thought you had completely become a wolf after getting married."

"Really? Well, you're half right and half wrong."

"What?"

"I'm not on the wolves' side, I'm on my little wolf's side."

Luca smirked at his sister's witty response. It was quintessentially Felicia.

"I'll be going now. Things are chaotic these days, so I have a lot to worry about."

Luca agreed with his sister's words.

The recent hearings featuring Martin Borges, a member of the Five Families, as a witness.

The so-called Borges hearings were causing quite a stir among the Five Families, whether the old Five Families or the new ones led by the Fellini family.

Moreover, Senator Porter, the committee chairman, and his colleague, Representative Faraoni, were doing their job very well.

Using Eddie Sanchez's refusal to answer the committee's questions as a reason.

They had initiated a personal tax investigation against the boss of the Sanchez family.

Meanwhile, Sanchez was no longer a free man but was being held in detention. His position was being filled by the family's underboss, Gata Melata.

The new Five Families, with the Carmen family in the west and the Solomon family in the east.

In this situation, even a boss with strong charisma had been neutralized.

Although Gata Melata wasn't a pushover, his fate seemed so unfortunate it was as if he had sold out his country in a previous life.

"Felicia!"

"Alright, I'm coming."

Elena called out loudly to Felicia before getting into her car.

Soon, the two women boarded the car they had arrived in and headed for the Lupus Carlton Hotel.

*

The issue in Greenberg was settled for now.

Meanwhile, I had departed from Viola Carmen's social club and arrived at the academy.

"Boss, we've arrived."

"Hey, how long are you going to call me 'boss'? You should call me 'Godfather.'"

The wolf sitting in the passenger seat responded to the driver's words.

"No, you guys keep calling me 'boss.' There's no need to openly reveal who I am."

"...Understood."

Even being called "boss" outside the academy could draw attention.

But to go beyond that and start calling me "Godfather"? I didn't even want to imagine it.

As I got out of the armored car, walking bulletproof vests began to surround me.

My wolves and members disguised as academy staff union members.

"Boss, is everything finished with your visit to Ms. Carmen?"

Kambara, who approached through the group, asked.

"No, not yet. They'll contact me directly if anything comes up."

"I see."

"By the way, is Veronica inside?"

"Yes, the young lady is inside as well."

Just as I had been promoted to boss, Veronica and Kambara had also been promoted.

Officially, Kambara was the vice-chairman of the academy union, but Veronica was the real power.

Kambara and I entered the union office safely under heavy security.

"Mr. Luke, good morning!"

"It's already lunchtime though?"

"Hahaha! That's true!"

Some of the union members greeted me familiarly as soon as I appeared. I responded with equal nonchalance.

"Veronica."

"Brother! I heard you went to see Viola. You came back quickly."

Veronica's reaction was quite amusing as I called out to her while entering the vice-chairman's office.

"What happened with the dead broker? Any leads?"

"Ah..."

Veronica had greeted me enthusiastically, but she quickly closed her mouth about the topic I brought up.

"Boss, it's still under investigation."

"Is that so?"

According to Kambara, they were in the midst of investigating.

"There are no witnesses, unfortunately. It seems the killer deliberately called the broker at a time when no one would be around."

"Then there's nothing we can do."

From Veronica's words, it seemed they were making an effort, but the situation was close to a perfect crime, leaving them with few options.

I wondered if the dead broker might have been a spy passing our information to the killer.

Whatever happened between the broker and the killer, their relationship could no longer be maintained, leading to this kind of ending.

"Veronica, Kambara. Let's do this."

"Yes?"

"Stop the investigation. Instead, use those people to guard the other brokers."

It was both protection and surveillance. I wasn't sure if they would act right after doing something like this, but there was a good chance the other brokers would be unsettled by this incident.

It was a measure for the brokers' safety while also allowing us to monitor whether they were doing anything suspicious.

"Understood. Kambara."

"Yes."

Veronica immediately accepted my suggestion, and Kambara left the office to implement it.

"As expected of you, brother."

"No, it's nothing special. By the way, have you eaten already?"

"No, not yet."

Oh, I thought this was perfect timing. I was planning to invite Veronica to have lunch together.

At that moment, the office phone suddenly rang loudly.

"Is it Viola?"

"Just a moment."

I wondered if it was Viola Carmen calling. Veronica picked up the receiver before me to check who was calling.

"Yes, sister. He's right here."

Sister. There were two people Veronica would call that. But judging by her not entirely bright expression, it was likely Elena.

"Brother, it's Elena."

"Got it. Hey, Elena. What's up?"

"Luke, I just got back from Greenberg."

An issue significant enough for Elena and Felicia to address. Now that I thought about it, I was quite curious.

I listened attentively to Elena's words with heightened anticipation.

"..."

However, it wasn't as big an issue as I had thought. Of course, it could have developed into a major conflict between the two families.

"I'm glad it was resolved well."

"Yes, especially during such a busy time like now."

I had various conversations with Elena about moving to the central part of the city before ending the call.

"..."

And immediately dialed Felicia's room.

"...Luke?"

"Yeah, Feli. It's me."

When she first answered the phone, Felicia's voice trembled slightly. But once I identified myself, her voice noticeably brightened.

"I heard everything that happened from Elena."

"And?"

I told Felicia about what I was going to do next.

That I would send five or six Gelliman-origin members currently stationed at the academy to Luca.

"Luke, you don't have to do that."

"But he's my brother-in-law."

I already had some flexibility since I had requested Gelliman members from Samia Jacaya to station at the academy.

Meanwhile, Felicia shared with me what she had done during this mediation.

"...I really can't keep up with your cunning."

"Luke, at times like this, it's called having a brilliant mind, not being cunning."

"Right, that's another way to put it."

Felicia laughed at my joke but told me there was no need for me to do this, though I insisted it was fine.

After ending the call, I instructed Veronica to send five or six Gelliman-origin members to Luca.
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Academy Union Office.

From there, a group of crocodile men and shark men headed somewhere.

A man watching the union office observed this scene and also took note of everything happening inside the vice-chairman's office.

Luke Pellini, the boss of the Pellini Family, and his younger sister, Veronica, were having a friendly conversation.

"..."

After observing everything, the man disappeared swiftly and quietly.

Shortly after, the Pellini Family's underboss and two caporegimes met.

The meeting place was North Woodron, in Sarina's territory located in the northern part of the eastern city.

"Haah..."

"What's with you? Why have you been looking so gloomy?"

As soon as the three gathered, Sarina let out a sigh as if all strength had left her body.

"It must be because of the boss."

"...That's right."

Carso answered as if it was obvious.

Sarina readily admitted it after hearing the underboss's response.

"...I really want to die."

"Stop whining and let's just drink."

"You!"

"Ack!"

Giovanni acted as he usually did, but Sarina immediately punished him.

"..."

Sarina's one-sided beating and Giovanni's attempts to block it.

The underboss watched the two without saying anything. It was always like this when the three of them got together.

"Sarina, so what's the matter?"

"...You know the young miss assigned me to watch that woman, right?"

"By 'that woman,' if you mean Veronica, you should call her the young miss."

"Shut up!"

It was absolutely correct, but the problem was that Giovanni was the one who said it.

Sarina swung her fist at Giovanni again, and he narrowly dodged it.

"I heard about that last time. But why bring it up?"

Carso continued the conversation without any change in his expression. Well, he was a golem, so his facial expressions were naturally limited.

Sarina shared with the two of them a report from an operative monitoring Veronica at the academy.

There were numerous wolves and operatives under Sarina's command at the academy tasked with watching Veronica.

Originally, Sarina had monitored her directly, but following Elena's orders, Sarina was removed from such duties.

According to her, it was because Sarina couldn't hide her killing intent or something like that.

"..."

After Sarina finished her story, Carso pondered how to respond.

"If the boss and the young miss seem to be getting along well, that's a good thing."

"Yeah, you bastard. Must be nice to be so carefree."

"What?"

Giovanni asked in confusion while ordering one of Sarina's subordinates to bring drinks.

The three were currently at Sarina's headquarters.

It looked like an ordinary bar, but it was actually the base of Sarina, a caporegime of the Pellini Family and one of the wolves.

"This is all because Luke is too nice of a person."

"Still, he's mellowed out a lot these days. Compared to when he was working under the Godfather, I actually prefer the boss as he is now."

"By the way, Sarina. I think it's about time you changed how you address the boss."

"What?"

"That habit of calling the boss by his name. You should fix that soon."

"...Why?"

Sarina hadn't heard the reason yet, but she tapped the underboss's hard head.

"Well, it's fine when it's just us, but it doesn't look good when you do it in front of others. The boss now has the same position as the young miss."

"That's true. The boss is now practically the Godfather."

Hearing their words, Sarina made a face that showed she found it ridiculous.

"I would never say such things in front of others."

"Habits are the scariest things. Even if you don't intend to, it might slip out naturally."

"Don't worry. I speak the same way in front of others too."

"...Is that so?"

At least Giovanni had never heard Sarina call Luke Pellini "Godfather."

Well, it also seemed like the three of them hadn't met together recently.

"Ah, finally!"

Giovanni immediately downed the drink the bartender poured.

"Carso, what's Luke's next schedule?"

"After visiting Viola, I don't know. The boss moves freely, you know. It's different from the young miss."

"Oh, speaking of which, I heard the boss and the young miss are moving."

"Yeah, they're planning to move to the central part of the city. I heard it from Salmo."

The new underboss and consigliere tended to share information that they both needed to know.

When Luke Pellini was the underboss, there was no need to compare the ranks between the underboss and consigliere. No matter what anyone said, Luke Pellini was above Anthony Salmo.

But with Carso, it was a bit different.

There was less room to judge which of the two, the underboss or consigliere, ranked higher.

"...I know."

"Your reaction is too bland."

"Well, what do you want me to say? Anyway, not just the young miss, but the other two women will also follow and live together."

Elena, Felicia, and Veronica.

Veronica was Luke's younger sister, and the other two were Luke's wives.

Sarina deeply resented the fact that she couldn't be with them, regardless of which side.

"By the way, the central part... that would be the young miss's territory, right?"

"That's right. It would be easier for others to target than the Lupus Carlton Hotel."

"Being in the city center makes it harder for our side to provide security. Well, I'm sure the two of them have thought about that too."

Giovanni expressed concern about the family's two bosses moving to the central part of the city, but it was only momentary.

Afterward, Carso urged the other two to part ways.

*

While the three were ending their meeting.

Someone called the office of the academy union's vice-chairman.

"Brother."

"Hmm?"

"It's a call from Viola Carmen."

It seemed the vipers had finally responded.

Based on what Angela had told him about the temperament of the vipers' boss, he didn't have high expectations.

But... there was still a glimmer of hope that the vipers might have accepted his proposal.

"Oh, Viola. It's me."

"Godfather. My subordinates who went to the vipers have returned."

"..."

The fact that they returned alive was likely good news.

As he was thinking this and about to ask Viola a few questions—

"Except for one."

"What?"

It seemed that the most senior member who led Viola Carmen's subordinates to the vipers didn't make it back alive.

"He was a good man. It's unfortunate."

"...Did they send any message?"

The death of Viola's subordinate was regrettable. While thinking about providing sufficient money to the man's family, he asked.

Meanwhile, Viola said there was something the survivors had heard.

"They said after the bats, the wolves are next."

"...I see."

"Godfather. Should I step in, separate from our allies who are currently helping the Russo Family?"

It was hard to tell if Viola was angry about her subordinate's death. No, her voice and demeanor were too calm for that.

Rather, it seemed like now that it was confirmed the vipers were our enemies, she wanted to finish them off while the battlefield was in the Russo Family's territory, not ours.

"Yes, do that. Also, speak to the underboss and request the other caporegimes as well."

"Yes, understood."

Click.

I put down the receiver but didn't move away from the phone.

"...Brother?"

"Veronica, Cambara. Send all the gullimen at the academy to Viola."

"What?"

"I don't mean send them all permanently, just dispatch them."

I added, thinking Cambara might have misunderstood my instructions.

"Has something happened?"

"The vipers rejected my proposal. They answered quite dramatically."

I told the two in the office what proposal I had made to the vipers and how they had responded.

"Their judgment seems clouded by vengeance."

"Yes."

Despite Veronica's words, I didn't feel like cursing the vipers. Elena and I might have acted the same way if we weren't careful.

Meanwhile, Cambara left the office to relay my instructions to the gullimen at the academy.

"It's a bit unfortunate."

"What is?"

"Considering the situation with the Sanchez Family... it was a perfect opportunity for us to take action in some way. Of all times, we now have to devote our forces to the northern issue."

"..."

Veronica's ability to assess the political situation was already at a caporegime level.

Perhaps because she grew up in the Carmen Family, specifically among the spiders, her information-gathering skills and ability to analyze situations based on that information were quite impressive.

"It can't be helped. And we don't need to use our full strength against the vipers."

If it was about pressuring the Sanchez Family, putting the Solomon Family at the forefront would be sufficient.

The Solomon Family, with us supporting them from behind—this would mirror the situation in the north with the Russo Family and our support for them.

"That's a relief then."

Just as I was about to head to the sofa in the office.

The phone rang again. I wondered who it could be this time.

Elena and Felicia, whom I had called earlier? Or maybe Viola had something more to say.

"..."

I picked up the receiver to check whose voice it was.

"Luke, it's me."

"Feli? What's going on?"

"Luca called me."

"..."

It seemed that about five or six gullimen operatives had arrived in Luca's territory.

According to Felicia, Luca wanted to express his gratitude to me.

"Alright, tell him I got the message. And also tell him not to brag about this to Jacaya."

"I already told him everything. Even with Luca's fiery temper, he wouldn't do something that stupid."

Felicia said her youngest brother wouldn't be that foolish.

Well, that wasn't certain.

A few days after the vipers delivered their answer to me, my two wives and I began our move to the central part of the city.
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My two wives and I moved to the central part of the city.

To be precise, the northeastern area of the central district that Elena directly manages.

It's a convenient location for transportation, with two bridges nearby that allow easy access to the northern and eastern parts of the city. Of course, conversely, it's also a place where assassins could quickly strike and escape.

We've made sufficient preparations for that possibility.

There were various measures implemented after careful consideration by myself and Elena, as well as Underboss Carso and Consigliere Salmo.

Anyway, today.

My two wives and I set foot for the first time in the mansion where we would now be living.

"..."

"Feli, what's wrong?"

As soon as the large gate opened revealing the beautiful garden, Felicia's expression turned unusual.

"Why do I see so many familiar faces around here?"

"Ah, you've arrived, Godfather."

Just as Felicia spoke, one of the gardeners who had been working on his knees in the garden approached us.

His identity was George Skella. He's a hitman commonly known as "Ant" because he coats his bullets with cyanide.

"Skella, gardening seems to suit you better than I expected."

"Perhaps it does. More importantly, thank you for employing me."

Skella expressed his gratitude to me and my two wives for hiring him as the gardener of this mansion.

As we passed by Skella and headed toward the entrance of the mansion, Felicia continued to identify other individuals scattered throughout the garden.

"They're all hitmen connected to the Fellini family, aren't they?"

"That's right. I selected only the most trustworthy ones."

Elena responded to Felicia's observation with confidence, looking down at her with an assured expression.

"Is that the red deer person over there McLun?"

"Yes, Feli. I hired McLun and his entire crew."

"This feels less like a mansion and more like a gathering place for hitmen."

"That's not entirely wrong. But look at it another way—we can assign jobs to them whenever we want."

It's not a bad arrangement for the hitmen either. Their job is to kill people.

Of course, not all requests involve killing; sometimes they're asked to simply intimidate someone, though such jobs typically pay less.

That's why the jobs our Fellini family assigns are their main source of income.

The hitmen receive reasonable payment for performing their superficial roles in this mansion.

It provides them with a stable income to supplement their otherwise unpredictable profession.

They don't have to give up their main occupation either. In emergencies, they could still accept our requests to carry out hits.

In a way, isn't this a dream workplace for them?

"Luke, Elena. So? You're not planning to entrust the security of this mansion solely to killers, are you?"

"Of course not."

I immediately answered Felicia's question.

Besides them, there were others who resided permanently in this mansion.

They could be divided into two main categories. The first was my subordinate wolves, and the second was Elena's organization members.

Additionally, the mansion's servants weren't ordinary people either.

They were family members or relatives of our Fellini family members, or people directly connected to our organization.

Everyone in this enormous mansion functioned together to make this place a kind of massive fortress.

"This is much more serious than I thought."

"Not bad, right?"

"Yeah, since our children will live here too, the security is a good thing."

"That's enough chatting from both of you. Let's go inside."

Elena led me and Felicia toward the inside of the mansion.

While it seemed like a natural reaction, she appeared unwilling to let Felicia and me converse amicably.

...I don't remember Elena being such a jealous woman before.

As we entered the foyer, two wolves dressed as servants opened the doors for us.

"This makes me feel like some kind of nobility."

"In a way, we are nobility."

The Fellini family and the Marinelli family. The two families are undisputed rulers of this city's underworld.

Of course, our family was started by my father, and even the Marinelli family was built from the ground up by Vito Marinelli, so neither can claim a deep historical legacy.

"By the way, what happened to the previous owners?"

"Don't worry. No one was killed."

The process of acquiring this mansion was quite simple, thanks to our Consigliere.

Salmo offered a fair price to the previous owner, and the wise former owner gladly accepted Salmo's proposal.

"Luke, what about my animals?"

"Ah, I've moved them to a suitable place."

A greenhouse-like space.

I had temporarily relocated Felicia's animals there.

"I've been wanting to get rid of that moth for a long time."

"Elena, it's not just a moth, it's Heb."

"Fine, Heb or whatever, it's still a moth."

If Heb had heard Elena's words, he would have been devastated. While I agree its appearance is shocking, it's actually quite a gentle creature.

You can tell by how it enjoys healing others' wounds.

The mansion has two floors above ground and one basement level.

The sight that greeted us as we entered through the front door was a tasteful combination of modestly elegant wallpaper and walls, contrasted with the ornate patterns of the red carpet on the floor.

"The stairs look sturdy."

"I suppose they are. But why mention the stairs?"

"They need to be sturdy to support Elena's weight, even if they can handle mine and Luke's."

"What?!"

Though it was just a momentary joke, Elena and Felicia looked ready to start another physical altercation.

Though their bellies weren't showing much yet, they were both undeniably pregnant.

I naturally stepped between my two wives to prevent them from making any vigorous movements.

"Elena, Feli. You need to think about the babies now."

"...Luke, I didn't start it, she was the one who—"

"I'm sorry. Elena, I didn't think you'd take it so seriously."

"..."

Felicia's apology seemed worse than not apologizing at all.

In the end, Elena quickly grabbed her tail and pulled it hard.

"...Hey!"

Felicia's reaction was more irritable than expected. Elena was surprised by her response, but that was all.

"What? You suddenly lost your composure. Is your tail sensitive?"

"Hey! Help me out here!"

"Yes, Godfather!"

Before Felicia could respond, I called for help from the nearby wolves.

Both Elena and Felicia tried to assert their authority to make the wolves back off, but the wolves prioritized my authority.

*

Eventually, we arrived at a room on the second floor.

It was filled with luxurious furniture and decorations, but we three were the only people there.

"Luke, Vera will come here too when she gets off work, right?"

"That's right. She's not planning to live separately."

"...But don't be too complacent. We never know what Veronica might do."

In response to Elena's words, I showed her my fist.

"Luke, don't think about solving everything with your fists whenever something happens."

"Then what should I do?"

Was she suggesting I knock people out without hitting them? Not impossible, but a rather difficult request.

"You need to think about fundamental solutions."

"Well, I don't think there can be a fundamental solution."

Felicia responded to Elena's words. Surely they weren't about to argue again?

"What do you mean by that?"

"I mean we can't stop Vera from liking Luke. It's not strange for a sister to like her brother in the first place."

"...?"

"Though seeing him as a man is strange, I admit."

Felicia added an explanation after seeing Elena's intense change of expression.

"All we can do is help control the intensity of her feelings."

"I think you're underestimating Veronica."

Elena mentioned that Veronica was raised under Rita Carmen as a spider. She emphasized that the girl thinks like a spider, not a wolf.

While the two discussed Veronica, I explored the room. The Lupus Carlton Hotel was nice, but this mansion wasn't bad either.

The antique-looking, classic furniture was particularly appealing.

"Ah, Luke. Are you free this evening?"

"I've cleared my schedule for today, so that's fine. Is something happening?"

"We need to attend a funeral."

"...Whose funeral?"

Elena asked before I could when Felicia mentioned a funeral.

"..."

Felicia hesitated very briefly.

"Luke, remember my handler from the Rat Hole?"

"Ah, that guy. I don't know his name, but I remember his voice."

I think I might have glimpsed his face in passing as well.

"He's dead?"

"Yes, seems he was taken by the Rat Catchers."

The Rat Catchers.

The fate of ordinary citizens who suffered from the Rat Hole's "take it or leave it" approach to information.

They thoroughly conceal their faces and relentlessly target former members who have left the Rat Hole. Being "taken by the Rat Catchers" likely meant he didn't die peacefully.

"Felicia, you don't need to go personally."

"Yes, Elena's right. You're pregnant, and moving around too much isn't good. I'll go alone."

"...No, it's fine."

Felicia stroked her belly as she answered.

She explained that she wasn't hindered in her activities yet, and that it was her duty to attend since he had been her handler.

I reluctantly agreed to accompany her. I felt I could handle it alone, but Felicia was quite stubborn.

Of course, we weren't going immediately. Afterward, we headed to a suitable room to watch TV.

Today was another day of the Borges hearings.

According to what Faraoni had said previously, excluding the Sanchez family, there were two other families.

Carmen family boss Rita Carmen had fled, and Dragovich family boss Mikhail Dragovich was expected to be summoned as a witness to the hearings soon.

But the witness summoned today was... Rita Carmen.

I wasn't sure exactly what had happened, but the summoning of Rita Carmen, the leader of the spiders, was certainly unusual.

It was undoubtedly a rare sight to behold.
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In an inexplicably tense atmosphere, Chairman Porter called the committee to order.

"Ms. Carmen."

"Yes, Mr. Chairman."

Rita Carmen responded promptly when Congressman Porter called her name.

We were watching the entire scene through the TV screen at the mansion.

"What is that woman thinking?"

"I know. She's not the type to appear at such a hearing without a plan."

Elena and Felicia spoke as if they couldn't comprehend the situation. It was a rare moment when both wives agreed on something.

Unlike Sanchez, who had only shown his body and hands to the camera, Carmen's entire body was visible on screen.

However, she was wearing the distinctive metal mask of the Carmen Family.

"...Sanchez didn't show his face, and now she's wearing a mask?"

It felt more like a circus than a congressional hearing. Meanwhile, Congressman Faraoni briefly introduced who Rita Carmen was.

He explained that she was the boss of the notorious Carmen Family.

"Ms. Carmen, is your race Dark Elf, as you appear to be?"

"...Just Elf."

"Excuse me?"

"Not Dark Elf, just Elf, regardless of skin color. Do humans call each other differently based on skin color?"

"Usually, yes. Like Caucasian, Black, Asian, and so on."

"..."

This seemed like another farce.

As Carmen said, both Elves and Dark Elves are, in principle, just Elves. Calling darker-skinned Elves "Dark Elves" was simply a matter of convenience.

What mattered was Faraoni's response and Carmen's reaction to it.

The journalists at the hearing were laughing at the scene; anyone watching might think it was a comedy show. I couldn't tell if she was trying to lower their guard by appearing naive or if she was trying to seem approachable.

Unlike Sanchez, Carmen showed a cooperative attitude toward the committee members rather than arguing with them.

"Ms. Carmen, what is your net worth?"

"I will submit my personal financial statement to the committee by the end of today."

"...Very well."

She maintained the same approach even when faced with Porter's critical question.

The personal financial statement that Rita Carmen planned to submit to the committee.

If there were any issues with it, the committee members wouldn't let it slide.

"She must have already taken care of everything, right?"

"...I'm sure she has. That woman is more than capable."

Elena responded to my comment.

Meanwhile, one of the mansion's housekeepers brought some bread for us to eat, and Felicia accepted the basket full of bread.

"Thank you."

Felicia took the bread from the housekeeper and placed it on the table.

"I was just getting hungry, so this is perfect."

"Don't eat too much. We'll be having a meal soon."

"Elena, I think you're asking too much of Luke."

"Not at all. Do you think Luke is some kind of pig?"

Felicia smiled inexplicably at Elena's response.

"..."

While I wanted to live up to Elena's expectations, even I doubted my ability to resist.

"Elena, Feli."

I told my two wives to focus on the TV screen. Carmen was saying something.

"It was surprising that Ms. Carmen responded to the summons."

"Like how the werewolf tucked his tail and ran away?"

"Hahaha!"

The werewolf Carmen referred to was Dragovich.

Faraoni had assured me that he would bring Dragovich to the hearing after Sanchez, but the result was the opposite.

Losing Mikhail Dragovich was clearly a mistake that could highlight the committee's incompetence.

"Order! Everyone, please maintain order!"

Congressman Porter demanded silence from everyone in the hearing room.

"Ms. Carmen, let me ask you again."

"Yes, Mr. Chairman."

"Besides the purpose and intent of this committee, do you have another reason for responding to the summons?"

"...Yes, I do."

"Then can you tell us that reason right now?"

Congressman Faraoni hastily took over Porter's question. It was clear that Faraoni's action hadn't been agreed upon beforehand.

Even through the TV screen, I could see that Chairman Porter's expression had soured.

"..."

The TV camera moved quickly. The screen that had been showing both the committee members and Carmen now focused solely on Rita Carmen.

She suddenly raised her hand and removed her mask.

"...What?!"

My wives and I couldn't help but be shocked.

Rita Carmen revealing her face? In this congressional hearing that the entire nation was watching?

"It's a shame Veronica is missing this."

"Elena, now's not the time for that..."

While my two wives exchanged words, Carmen began to speak again.

"Just as the committee members summoned me with a clear purpose, I have one as well."

"..."

Faraoni said nothing in response to her answer. Carmen naturally continued.

"I know who killed the Godfather."

"Godfather? Which godfather are you referring to?"

Congressman Porter asked with a confused tone. Faraoni tried to say something, but Porter was quicker.

"Vito Fellini. I know who killed him."

"...Who do you believe killed Vito Fellini?"

"One is in your hands, and the other has escaped from you."

"Are you saying that Edward Sanchez and Mikhail Dragovich killed Vito Fellini? Is my understanding correct?"

"Yes."

Carmen answered without the slightest hesitation.

But immediately, everyone in the hearing room except her became excited.

Reporters jumped to their feet, and the sound of large cameras moving hastily could be heard.

"Order! Everyone! Please maintain order!"

Chairman Porter, who couldn't allow such commotion, demanded silence, but some reporters were determined not to miss this scoop.

They began bombarding Carmen with questions, ignoring the proper procedures of the hearing.

"..."

My wives and I focused on the scene without saying a word.

Of course, my hands didn't stop reaching for the bread, but Elena and Felicia were too preoccupied to notice my minor movements.

Meanwhile, the telephones in the mansion began to ring loudly.

"Mr. Fellini, telephone for you."

According to the housekeepers, the bosses of the five Families were urgently trying to contact us, seemingly to confirm if this sudden situation was part of my and Elena's plan.

Just as I was about to answer them—

"Enough! Today's hearing is adjourned!"

Congressman Porter wouldn't tolerate any more chaos. The committee members rose from their seats, and congressional staff escorted the key witness, Rita Carmen.

Reporters tried to seize the opportunity, but it was futile.

The TV briefly captured one reporter being thrown into the air by a congressional staff member, but it was only for a moment.

The TV screen, which had been showing the hearing room, went blank.

*

"Yes, Father. No. We're still assessing the situation. Yes, I'll let you know as soon as we know something definite."

"No, not yet. But I'll confirm it through Faraoni right away. Don't worry. Nothing's wrong."

Felicia and I were busy handling the incoming calls to the mansion.

Felicia was speaking with her father, Vito Marinelli, while I was dealing with Little Dom Solomon.

"Congressman."

Meanwhile, Elena was on the phone with Faraoni.

We needed an explanation for what had just happened.

"Did you know Carmen would give such an answer?"

"..."

"Answer me, Congressman."

"Yes, Mrs. Fellini. I did."

"...Why didn't you inform us?"

While Felicia and I were each dealing with different bosses, we were focused on Elena's conversation. However, Elena didn't speak with Faraoni for long.

"Solomon, I'm hanging up now."

"Godfather! Just a moment!"

Click. Despite Solomon's pleading voice, I put down the receiver.

"Elena, what did he say?"

"That woman Carmen apparently requested it from Faraoni."

"And he agreed without telling us?"

"...Looks like I'll have a lot to say to that congressman."

Felicia, having finished her call with her father, remarked.

"I think I need to meet him in person."

"Elena, no matter what, going after a congressman is..."

"Luke, do you think I'm that stupid?"

"No, that's not what I meant. I'm just saying it's better to be cautious."

Of course, I agreed that Faraoni needed to be taught a lesson to ensure this never happened again.

"Luke, how about we go to the funeral?"

"...I'm not sure."

I had promised Felicia I would go with her, but the situation had changed.

"Luke, I'll be fine. Go ahead."

"Are you sure you'll be okay?"

"There's no need for both of us to meet Faraoni. One is enough."

"Thanks, Elena."

"Felicia, if you're grateful, just make sure he comes back quickly. Don't waste time keeping Luke to yourself."

Despite Elena's words, Felicia maintained her smile. She seemed pleased to be attending the funeral with me.

Well, being happy about going to a funeral sounds a bit odd, but still.

"Alright, let's go then."

My wives and I left the mansion. Of course, I didn't forget to take the remaining bread from the basket.

"Luke, just leave that here."

"Don't worry. I can finish it in the car."

"...Really. How do you eat so much and not grow taller?"

Felicia's comment momentarily caught me off guard and made me choke. She apologized belatedly, but I wasn't upset at all.

"Boss, the car is ready."

"Good."

Felicia and I got into my bulletproof car.

I also saw Elena heading toward her own bulletproof car, which I had given her as a gift.

"Felicia, what's that?"

"Oh. It's money for the families of my handler."

Condolence money? That's what it seemed like. But usually in our world, people don't give condolence money.

It was the same at my father's funeral.

While condolence money is sometimes given when the bereaved family is in poor financial condition, unless specifically requested by the family... giving condolence money was considered disrespectful.

However, judging by Felicia's actions, this didn't seem to apply to the rat people of the Rat's Nest.

"Godfather, where shall I take you?"

"Feli, where's the funeral home located?"

"Head toward the southern part of the city for now."

Felicia heard my question and gave the driver a general location.

I wondered if the Rat's Nest headquarters was in the southern part of the city, but it seemed only the funeral home for this particular service was located there.

"Come to think of it, this is my first time going to a funeral home in the Rat's Nest."

"...It's my second time."

Second time? I was under the impression that this was the first time Felicia had been assigned a handler from the Rat's Nest.
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# The Rat's Den Funeral Home

Fortunately, it was a place that had little to do with the city's sewers.

A normal funeral home, no different from any other in the city. That's how it appeared.

But once I entered the funeral home with Felicia... there were things I could finally notice.

There were many rat-people, but some of them seemed less interested in paying respects to the deceased and more focused on finding something that might be worth money.

I wondered if they were planning to pickpocket the funeral attendees.

And the funeral home staff? They were nowhere to be seen. This was rare but not unheard of.

The bereaved family only had enough money to rent the funeral home. Their financial situation wasn't good enough to afford staff services.

"..."

Felicia and I said nothing.

We simply joined the line of people waiting to pay respects in front of the coffin containing the deceased, just like everyone else.

But our presence quickly drew attention. Understandably so, as we were the only ones who weren't rat-people.

"...No way, is that..."

"So the rumors were true."

The rat-people whispered about Felicia and me.

Suddenly, the funeral home was filled with people more concerned about our arrival than someone's death.

"Perhaps we should have come later."

"Maybe. But we're already here, so what can we do?"

Felicia worried about causing trouble for the bereaved family. But what was done was done.

Soon it was our turn to pay respects to the deceased.

"Hello, ma'am."

"...Who are you?"

Felicia explained herself to the wife of the rat-person who had been her handler.

"Luke."

"..."

I was standing behind Felicia and, following her cue, handed an envelope containing condolence money to the widow.

Judging by the young rat-people near the widow... they appeared to be the children of the deceased handler.

"..."

The widow accepted the envelope I handed her and made no attempt to hide her joy.

A world where giving condolence money is considered disrespectful to the bereaved.

In such a world, the only way to express sorrow for the death of the departed is through the amount of money.

"..."

Felicia and I approached the coffin containing the deceased handler. Through the gap where the coffin wasn't completely closed, we could see the deceased.

Felicia silently threw a withered flower onto his body. I did the same.

Judging by the condition of the flowers, they couldn't even afford proper ones.

"It was a short time... but thank you."

"..."

It was natural to say a few words while paying respects to the deceased.

But I couldn't find any words to offer the deceased.

Afterward, we turned around and yielded our place to the next mourners. What we did next was entirely up to us.

We were free to leave and return to the mansion, or sit in the empty seats at the funeral and mourn the deceased.

"Feli, what do you want to do?"

"Elena and Vera are waiting for us, so let's go."

"Alright."

I answered and was about to leave the funeral home. But then I saw something unbelievable right next to Felicia's face.

A rat-person who wasn't family was trying to forcibly take the envelope containing the condolence money we had just given.

"Feli, go outside first."

"Luke?"

Since we were free to act as we pleased after paying our respects, I decided to do as I wished.

"..."

I walked past the mourners' seats.

Click.

"...What the?!"

The barrel of a gun was pressed against the back of the head of someone who didn't even realize what they were doing.

It seemed his reason, clouded by greed, had returned, as he shouted in a panicked voice.

"Shut your mouth and take your hands off the envelope."

"..."

The rat-person removed his hands from the envelope, and the widow anxiously took it back.

"Hey, you're an outsider, you don't know how things work in this neighborhood..."

"What?"

I couldn't believe what this vulgar bastard was saying.

Where exactly the Rat's Den existed in the city. How the city's underworld operated. No matter how you looked at it, he was the one who didn't know.

I mercilessly twisted his head with both hands.

With a grotesque sound, it stopped like a car hitting a heavy speed bump, and I followed up by driving my fist under his jaw.

Up to this point, it had been very quiet. But the man I punched fell to the ground with a loud crash.

"..."

In an instant, the surrounding rat-people showed various reactions. Regardless, I left the funeral home.

Felicia, who had already left the funeral as I told her, approached me.

"Luke, don't you think you made too big of a scene?"

"No, it was that guy who made a big scene."

To prove my point to her, I called over my wolves and organization members who were waiting by the armored car.

"Yes, boss."

"All of you. Not everyone, just half of you go into the funeral home."

"...Yes."

"From now on, you're the funeral home staff."

The number of people staying at the funeral home was seven in total. I instructed them to deal with anyone who tried to steal money from the bereaved family.

"Feli, let's go back."

"Okay."

Felicia didn't say anything more about the incident.

Instead, she quietly leaned against me in the back seat of the armored car. As if thanking me for coming with her.

*

The armored car carrying Felicia and me headed toward the large mansion in the central part of the city.

Felicia, unlike herself, fell asleep quickly. Even when tired, this was a rare sight to see.

Except for the driver and the wolf in the passenger seat, I was alone and looked at the scenery outside the window.

Suddenly, I remembered what my father had said.

"Luke, we live in a dirty world."

I clearly remember him saying that right after handling a job ordered by the Five Families.

I didn't know who they were. Wolves only needed to follow the Five Families' orders.

One small mistake.

That was why they died, but they died too much, and we killed too many.

"If you want to survive, you have to be more despicable than others, and if others are more cruel, you have to be even more cruel."

"..."

At least back then, I was trembling.

I was the one who killed someone. I seemed to have been instinctively overwhelmed by too many corpses and the smell of death.

"Luke, look at me. Whether it's us who survive or them. That's all there is to this world. Show me your true ability."

Perhaps my father wanted to comfort me.

Just hearing his words might not make it seem that way, but my father gripped my hand firmly at that time.

For a man raised as a killer by the Five Families who knew nothing but killing, it wasn't bad comfort to give to a child he had never raised.

What I showed a little while ago was also following the teachings my father gave me.

If the people of the Rat's Den opposed me because of this incident, I would use that as justification to crush them.

The same went for the Vipers and the old Five Families.

As I was thinking this and getting closer to the mansion, someone tried to approach it.

"Hello!"

"Hello, how are you today?"

A man approached the gatekeeper guarding the mansion's gate and asked. Instead of chasing him away, the gatekeeper answered naturally.

"Not bad. But you seem a bit lost, can I help you?"

"Of course."

"Do you know where the Fellini family lives? I think they live somewhere around here."

"..."

The gatekeeper's expression changed at the man's question. It was because he had dared to utter that name which should not be spoken.

When the gatekeeper glared at the man like an angry bulldog, the man showed a bewildered reaction.

"Just go back, please."

"What? What did you say?"

It was when the man asked again. Another person had appeared behind the gatekeeper, and there were two people who had silently approached from behind the man.

Those who had approached from around were surrounding the man.

They weren't holding weapons, but their threatening gazes and gestures. Plus, the way they slowly approached the man was like...

"Go back."

The gatekeeper said again.

The man moved unconsciously like a soldier hearing an officer's order. Thoroughly frightened, he got into a car he had parked nearby.

"Damn it..."

The man was a reporter.

He had fearlessly come to the residence where the two bosses of the Fellini Family lived.

But the result was a spectacular failure. He drove away from the mansion without seeing anything more.

Meanwhile, as one person moved away from the mansion, another approached.

"Miss."

"Is my brother inside?"

It was Veronica. She spoke naturally with the gatekeeper.

Although it was her first time entering this mansion, the gatekeepers treated her with due respect.

"No, he went to attend a funeral in the Rat's Den."

"A funeral in the Rat's Den?"

"Yes, the madam went with him."

"I see."

At the gatekeeper's words, Veronica thought that the "madam" he mentioned was Felicia Marinelli.

If he had meant Elena, he would have said "the two bosses" rather than "madam."

"Miss, we will escort you."

Veronica accepted their courtesy.

After she entered the mansion, the gatekeepers closed the gate again. There was absolutely no chance for an uninvited guest like the man earlier to enter the mansion.

The next to return to the mansion after Veronica was Elena Fellini.

She had just returned from delivering a major life lesson to Congressman Faraoni of Heavenly's House of Representatives.

Faraoni had aligned himself with Rita Carmen without saying a word to the two bosses of the Fellini Family. Although the result was that the enemies of the Fellini Family were put in a difficult position, this was a problem that preceded that.

So Elena initially planned to beat Faraoni thoroughly.

Mainly focusing on areas that wouldn't be noticeable.

But unexpected words spilled from Faraoni's mouth.

"Rita Carmen! Th-that woman is going to retire!"

"...What?"

"It's true! She said she'll step down from the boss position after this hearing is over. Really!"

"Tell me more details, Congressman."

"..."

Elena was able to hear important stories from Faraoni. In return, Faraoni was spared the humiliation of being beaten by Elena before being searched.

Of course, he clearly understood that he wouldn't be safe if he pulled something like this again.

Ch.105 - A New Beginning (4)
Elena Pellini arrived at the mansion.

The gatekeepers opened the main gate immediately upon seeing her car. As the bulletproof vehicle carrying Elena came to a stop, wolves and several gardeners approached it.

"Godmother."

Among those who gathered was George "Ant" Skela.

"Ant, how's the gardening work going?"

"I'm still learning. This is my first time doing something other than killing people."

"You seem to be adapting well."

Elena responded to Skela and then moved to enter the mansion.

"What about Luke and Felicia?"

"They haven't arrived yet. The other young lady has, though."

"Other young lady?"

"Miss Veronica arrived a short while ago."

One of the wolves answered Elena's questioning look.

"And some strange fellow came by as well."

"Strange fellow? What kind of person?"

"I'm not sure what he does. But he was looking for the Godfather and Godmother. Asked where the Pellini family's house was."

"And then?"

"We scared him off with these friends of mine."

The man was actually a reporter, but they couldn't have known that.

Elena told Skela he did well and headed into the mansion.

"Hello, Elena."

"...Hello."

As she entered the mansion, Veronica was coming down the central staircase in the lobby.

"Did you watch the hearing today?"

"Yes, I watched it all at the union office."

Rita Carmen—the aftermath of her actions was intense.

This city, Heville, had serious homelessness and drug problems even before the chaos following the Godfather's death.

The Black president who was elected with hope had broken the unions, and the wealth gap had begun to widen.

News and radio only spewed gloomy reports. The peak was the Godfather's assassination.

The fall of the Pellini Family and the resurgence of the Five Families, all-out war between criminal organizations and law enforcement, criminals rushing in like moths to flames to seize opportunities in the chaos.

The various disturbances following the Godfather's death had turned Heville into hell.

This hearing was an event that went against that flow.

The state, the higher-ups, had finally lifted their heavy backsides and started to do something.

Starting with Martin Borges, a low-ranking member, the bosses of the Five Families—Eddie Sanchez and Rita Carmen—had appeared on television.

People were ecstatic.

The Godfather's assassination and the process especially provided enough material to stimulate the public's imagination.

Although people's lives were difficult and gloomy, something was changing, and they were given entertainment to divert their attention.

In fact, Rita Carmen's statement today had stimulated the public's imagination, and the media had helped.

"Sister, have you seen the newspapers?"

"What newspapers?"

Veronica handed her the newspapers she had brought. They were from different publishers but had one thing in common—they were evening editions.

"..."

Elena quickly checked the newspapers Veronica handed her, standing on the stairs without even reaching the top.

They were all filled with accounts of what had happened at today's hearing.

Among them was content from a direct interview with Rita Carmen, though Elena didn't know when it had taken place.

Before the Godfather was assassinated, he had asked Rita Carmen for help, and she had sounded out the intentions of the other Five Families' leaders.

As a result, only Eddie Sanchez and Mikhail Dragovich had agreed to cooperate in the Godfather's assassination.

Elena already knew this part through Veronica.

"That woman seems to have made up her mind."

"Yes, it appears so."

"Veronica, I actually had something to tell you."

"Yes?"

Elena took Veronica to the living room on the second floor.

After revealing that she had met with Congressman Faraoni, she shared what she had heard from him.

"..."

"It's hard to believe, I know. I feel the same way."

Elena said this while showing Veronica one of the things she had received from Congressman Faraoni.

"He said if you contact this number, you'll be able to learn more details about the current situation."

"Did the congressman say that?"

"Yes, why? Do you recognize the number?"

"Yes, it's one of the Carmen Family underboss's contact numbers."

"...Paula Carmen?"

Veronica quietly nodded. Then she dialed the number Elena had given her.

"Hello."

The brief voice on the other end—Veronica immediately recognized it as the voice of her former rival.

"Sister, it's Veronica."

"Yes, I thought the wolves would call through you."

"Will you tell me now? What Mother is thinking with this move."

"It's not complicated."

Paula explained as simply as she had claimed.

Rita Carmen had become a key witness in this hearing and was now a subject of the federal witness protection program.

Federal Witness Protection Program.

Though a relatively recent concept, Veronica knew well what it was. Paula Carmen also mentioned that she was classified as a fact witness in the protection program.

There are two classifications of witnesses in the program: fact witnesses and expert witnesses.

Regardless of their importance, those who provide factual information or personal experiences about specific cases are fact witnesses, while those who provide technical or scientific testimony in specific fields are expert witnesses.

"It's not common for a boss to become a witness. Mother is now in the arms of the federal government."

"So you're the family's boss now, sister?"

Paula confirmed this.

"Only temporarily."

"What?"

"I plan to be by Mother's side too. If you're interested in Mother's and my positions, you're welcome anytime."

"..."

Veronica wondered what this meant. A trap?

If it was a trap, it wouldn't be aimed at her, who was already cut off. It would be a massive trap targeting all the Pellini siblings, starting with Veronica.

At least, that's what she thought.

*

"Sister, may I ask one more thing?"

"Of course."

Veronica asked about Rita Carmen's motivation for doing this. She thought that Paula, as the current boss of the Carmen Family, would know.

"I'll be honest. I don't know either."

"You're not joking with me, are you?"

"I've already told you everything Mother wanted me to tell you."

Paula said she had no interest in and didn't know her mother's intentions.

"Maybe she's just tired of it all now."

"Because the Godfather died?"

"Probably, don't you think?"

Veronica ended the call with that unclear answer.

"..."

Elena didn't immediately ask her about the call's content. She decided to give her some time to think.

Not long after, Luke and I arrived at the mansion.

The gatekeepers opened the gate, and my bulletproof car stopped right next to Elena's.

"Godfather."

"You look like a gardener to anyone who sees you. You adapt quickly."

"You think so?"

I spoke first to Skela, who approached the car. As it happened, Skela had something to tell me.

The same news he had given to Elena who arrived earlier. That an unidentified man had come looking for me and Elena, but had retreated after appropriate handling by Skela and the wolves.

"...Was it a reporter?"

"Well, he didn't look like one."

"You don't look like a hitman right now either."

"Ha, that's true."

Skela shrugged at my response. Afterward, I took Felicia and entered the mansion.

As soon as Felicia and I removed our coats, servants took them.

They were all relatives or associates of Pellini Family members.

"Where are Elena and Veronica?"

"They're in the living room on the second floor."

One of the wolves answered my question.

This mansion, befitting its size, had various types of people. Among them, the wolves had the strongest voice.

"Boss, the underboss and consigliere have also arrived."

"...Carso and Salmo?"

"Yes, the young lady summoned them, and they arrived a short while ago."

"Did something happen?"

"She must have visited Faraoni, so something definitely happened."

No way.

Did Elena take out Faraoni? I wondered if she had killed a congressman of this country in just one night.

I couldn't think of any other reason why she would call Carso and Salmo.

"..."

Felicia seemed to notice my anxiety and gave me a look that said "surely not."

"Let's go see."

We hurried and arrived at the second-floor living room.

"Luke, welcome."

"..."

Elena welcomed our arrival, and while Veronica didn't say anything, her facial expression showed she was pleased.

"Elena, what did you do with Faraoni?"

"Hmm? Don't worry. I just talked to him appropriately."

"...Really?"

Faraoni wasn't dead? Now there was another issue. It meant there was something else that required calling Carso and Salmo.

"Both of you, please sit down."

At Elena's words, Felicia and I sat on the luxurious sofa.

Instead of asking if she could stay as an outsider, Felicia sat right next to me.

"..."

Elena saw this and remained silent for a moment.

"Elena?"

Hearing my voice, Elena showed me a piece of paper with something written on it.

"What's this?"

"It's the contact information for the new boss of the Carmen Family, from Faraoni."

The new boss of the Carmen Family.

It seems a lot had happened while Felicia and I were attending the funeral at the rat hole.

Elena first relayed what Faraoni had said. The news of Rita Carmen's retirement after this hearing.

"Veronica, I'll leave the rest to you."

"Yes. The number written here is one of Paula Carmen's contacts."

"Is Paula Carmen the new boss?"

Rita Carmen's eldest daughter, Viola Carmen had become one of the wolves, and if one mentioned "little spider," it referred to Paula.

Unlike idiots like Veronica or Hector whose existence we only recently learned about, Paula was someone everyone knew when it came to the Carmen Family.

Veronica said she was only a temporary boss.

Then she mentioned that Rita Carmen had become a fact witness in the federal witness protection program in exchange for telling what she knew at this hearing.

"So the boss became a rat?"

"Yes, sister."

"But that's not necessarily bad for us."

Elena said this while showing today's evening newspapers to me and Felicia. They all covered today's hearing and Rita Carmen's interview.

"..."

Among the interview contents was what Veronica had told me.

That my father had asked her for help, and after sounding out the bosses' intentions, Sanchez and Dragovich had shown their true colors.

"I already asked Salmo for a favor."

"What kind of favor?"

"I asked him to check with Father again about whether such a thing happened."

Bier Salmo, Tony Salmo's father and my father's consigliere. If such an important matter had occurred, it was unlikely he wouldn't have known.

"He said the Godfather never mentioned such a thing."

"..."

"But he said there was a good possibility it happened."

Salmo conveyed Bier Salmo's opinion as follows:

My father occasionally visited Rita Carmen. Each time, he didn't talk about what had happened.

"So it could have happened this time too?"

"Yes, that's right."

Veronica wouldn't doubt the truth of this story, but our situation is different.

Father didn't tell his consigliere, successor, or former successor, and proceeded with the matter on his own.

Of course, it could have been an old man's needless worry, so he didn't make a big deal of it and asked his old acquaintance Rita Carmen. But the problem is that this is still just a possibility.

"And one more thing. You said Paula Carmen is a temporary boss."

"Yes, that's right."

"It seems she plans to follow Rita Carmen."

The boss and underboss of the Carmen Family disappearing together amicably. Naturally, our attention focused on Veronica.

She was once Carmen's successor, so she had sufficient justification and legitimacy.

"Then it seems the fifth family has been decided."

"That's right."

Carso spoke, and Elena answered.

If Veronica became the boss of the Carmen Family... the last position in the new Five Families would naturally be theirs.

Meanwhile, Felicia said this all seemed too favorable for us.

"So?"

"It could be a trap."

Veronica agreed with this opinion. But she said if we know it's a trap and respond accordingly, then it's no longer a trap, so wouldn't that be fine?

"...That's true. For now, it's best to proceed with Veronica taking over the Carmen Family."

"I'll contact the Solomon Family."

"Carso, the Solomon Family isn't enough. Mobilize Gelliman too."

"Yes."

For us to intervene with the Carmen Family... we would have to pass through Sanchez Family territory.

Otherwise, we could detour north through Russo Family territory, but in matters like this, speed is key.

"Elena, just to be safe, Veronica and I will go directly."

"...You too?"

Elena didn't seem pleased, but after I insisted a few more times, she reluctantly agreed.

Afterward, with various preparations, we had Veronica call Paula Carmen again. To tell her that she would become the boss of the Carmen Family in Paula Carmen's place.

Also, Felicia and I needed to confirm something with Elena.

We needed to know more precisely how the conversation with Faraoni had ended.
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Veronica began discussing necessary matters with Paula Carmen.

The conversation mainly revolved around preparations related to Veronica becoming the new boss of the Carmen Family.

First and foremost.

They discussed reinstating those who had fled to the Fellini Family with Veronica, excluding idiots like the already dead Hector Carmen.

Though I couldn't hear Paula Carmen's voice, it was clear from Veronica's responses that their reinstatement had been easily granted.

"Elena."

"Yes?"

While paying attention to Veronica's call, I confirmed something with Elena who was in front of me.

Specifically, what she had done when she met Faraoni.

"I just gave him a few punches. Then I got that contact information."

"That's all?"

Felicia asked.

"Of course that's all from me. But that congressman learned his lesson."

The lesson that he shouldn't ignore us. That's probably the lesson Elena meant.

She must have made it clear.

No matter how urgent or sudden the situation was, he shouldn't act independently without saying anything to us like this time.

In fact, even in this case, there was plenty of time to inform us after receiving Rita Carmen's contact.

"You didn't threaten him separately?"

"I did. I told him I could expose something several times worse than the sexual scandal we suppressed last time."

"...Well, I guess that's enough. It's true that guy plays around with his dick recklessly."

Honestly. Because of guys like him, the prejudice that elves are secretly lustful despite their outward appearance still hasn't disappeared.

That was all there was to Elena's meeting with Faraoni.

"Now, Luke. It's your and Felicia's turn."

"Huh? Us?"

When I asked, Elena nodded. She seemed to want to hear about what happened at the funeral in the rat hole.

"...There wasn't really anything worth telling you."

"If you don't mind hearing something else... it was quite a spectacle."

Felicia began to describe what she had seen and felt at the rat hole funeral.

She said it was a funeral incomparably more greedy and ugly than normal ones.

"I don't know about the family's financial situation, but there were people trying to steal the condolence money we gave."

"They tried to take it right there on the spot?"

"Yes, I don't know if it's a custom or if they had a lot of debt, but it was clear the wife wasn't willingly handing it over."

"But Luke took care of everything."

Felicia said that and clung to me again.

"Could you move away a bit?"

"Why? Our child likes being with daddy too, you know?"

"Don't use the baby as an excuse."

Elena and Felicia seemed to have grown accustomed to dealing with each other.

It was their usual dynamic—Felicia gently teasing Elena, and Elena responding indifferently.

"Luke. Will you be okay with this?"

"With what?"

"Going to the Carmen Family with Veronica."

"Don't worry. It's not just me and Veronica going. More importantly, will you be okay?"

"Huh?"

"I mean the Carmen Family members under you. You don't have to push yourself."

"It doesn't matter. They have their hearts elsewhere anyway. It's more efficient to send them back to the Carmen Family to function as Veronica's personal guard rather than keeping them under me."

"Elena, I didn't know you thought that far ahead."

Felicia responded after Elena finished speaking.

"Could you be quiet? I have more experience with this than you."

"Well, I hate to admit it, but that's true."

Felicia readily acknowledged her words. After all, Felicia had led her organization for years in place of her father who had become a Blue Eyes addict.

Meanwhile, Elena had been managing her own territory even before she pushed me aside and became her father's successor to take over the academy.

"But at least I didn't take the academy from Luke."

"You keep..."

Elena reacted sensitively to Felicia's words.

She seemed concerned not only because it exposed her own flaw, but also because it might be a memory I wanted to forget.

"It's fine. I'm okay."

The scars in my heart won't disappear, but so what?

Even though they're invisible scars, I felt no shame in having survived the pain that left those scars.

"Oh, and one more thing. Even if we reinstate the Carmen Family members under me and Elena... that won't be enough."

"The Carmen Family's formal organization is small, but... considering all their associates, you're certainly right."

I nodded at Elena's words.

"What about dispatching wolf trainees?"

"I'd rather assign full wolves if I could, but the problem is we don't have that luxury."

"Right, it can't be helped. I just hope they don't cause trouble."

Those who hadn't fully become wolves. Lacking both refined skills and cold emotions.

But it was undeniable that they were still more useful than ordinary members.

In terms of organization management, the guys who came with Veronica would be her personal guard. In terms of force, these guys would have to take on that role.

"And Elena. Don't worry too much. The Solomon Family doesn't just have hamsters."

The boss of the Solomon Family, Big Dom—Little Dom's predecessor—was a capo regime of the Sanchez Family, even though he was sent by my father.

Naturally, there were organization members of golem origin under his command.

Unlike his son, Big Dom was a pure elf, so there were also elf members.

In other words, the Solomon Family was primarily composed of hamster humans, golems, and elves. So there was a reason for my trust in them.

While many members of the Sanchez Family are golems, they also employ golems, and the Gully Men composed of crocodile and shark humans.

"Even if we're attacked while passing through their territory, we won't be one-sidedly defeated."

"Considering Gata Melata's personality, I don't think he'll attack first anyway."

Felicia mentioned the guy who's leading the Sanchez Family in place of Eddie Sanchez, who's in jail.

Gata Melata.

A golem who went from street fighter to becoming Eddie Sanchez's right-hand man after eliminating the boss of the Casio Family and becoming the boss of a new family.

He wasn't part of the Casio Family loyalists, nor was he a faithful subordinate of Sanchez.

Regardless of who was boss, he was like a counterweight maintaining balance within the organization with a certain amount of power. Even at a glance, it's clear that such a role is never easy.

He needed not only good interpersonal relationships but also enough power to withstand external pressure from those with different opinions from the boss.

It's understandable why Sanchez made him his right-hand man from that perspective.

Anyway, the point is that Gata Melata, unlike his boss, is neither hasty nor extreme.

*

We were planning to inform them through Little Dom that we would be passing through their territory anyway. Well, it would be more like a notification than a request.

The Carmen Family, the Dragovich Family.

And the Sanchez Family, which is hostile to us and the new five families, with its boss currently in jail due to concentrated fire from the hearings.

In this situation, it seemed unlikely that Melata would take the extreme measure of attacking me, Veronica, and Little Dom.

"Luke, Felicia. I understand what you're saying, but human affairs are unpredictable. It might not be Melata but some stupid guys on the scene who pull the trigger."

"..."

Hearing Elena's words reminded me of my father. Yes, Elena's point was quite valid.

"Alright, then I'll take a reasonable detour while passing through their territory."

"Really?"

"Of course. Why would I lie about something like that?"

Elena responded with a hug instead of saying she understood.

"Hey, Elena? You told me to move away from him, but now you're doing this?"

"..."

Elena completely ignored Felicia's words as if she couldn't hear them.

"Um, brother. Sisters."

Veronica approached us as we were like this.

"Oh, Vera. So the call went well?"

"Yes. Paula Carmen said they would take the necessary measures to transfer the next boss position to me."

Among the measures Veronica mentioned, the most important was:

Persuading the capo regimes and high-level associates of the Carmen Family. Especially the latter was more important than the former.

This was what Rita Carmen wanted anyway, so the capo regimes would follow Rita and Paula Carmen's orders without complaint.

On the other hand, the high-level associates were relatively more likely to resist.

They may be called high-level associates, but they were the leaders of gangs and other organizations cooperating with the Carmen Family.

And these were the main forces of the Carmen Family. They had established a secretive organizational structure by reducing the size of regular members and handling hostile forces through other forces that cooperated with them.

This was Rita Carmen's method.

My two wives, Veronica, and I did what we could prepare before nightfall.

And finally, the next morning came.

Veronica and I immediately boarded an armored car and headed to the Solomon Family's headquarters.

The vehicles escorting us:

They were composed of wolves and members under me and Elena, and their role was to escort the car carrying Veronica and me to the Solomon Family's headquarters.

"Hey, Veronica?"

"Yes, brother."

"The space is quite large, do you need to stick so close?"

"I rarely get the chance to do this except at times like this."

Veronica spoke as if now was her opportunity while Elena and Felicia weren't around.

She wasn't as aggressively affectionate as before... no, pressing her body against mine was still quite aggressive.

Anyway, the armored car safely arrived at its destination.

"Godfather! And Miss Veronica! It's good to see you!"

"Hello, Mr. Solomon."

"You can call me Little Dom."

A small-bodied hamster human began making a fuss in front of Veronica and me, as if putting on a show.

"Have the Gully Men arrived?"

"Yes, brother. They have arrived."

Kambara, who happened to be nearby, approached. He seemed out of place for this kind of business... but it made sense if he was here on behalf of his brother.

"Our guys are all ready too."

"Any word from Melata?"

"We definitely delivered the message... but there's been no response yet."

"Brother, what should we do?"

"Well, he didn't send a reply, but the borders of the territory have generally weakened."

"Then I guess that means we can pass through."

"It could be a trap, Godfather."

"..."

Little Dom's advice. In the end, just as I had discussed with Elena yesterday.

Our route would not go straight through the Sanchez Family's territory, but would detour appropriately to pass through the Russo Family's territory on the way to the Carmen Family.

"Alright, let's go!"

As soon as I shouted, a convoy of cars began to move.
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The Solomon Family's Stronghold.

Simply put, while we were moving from the central city beyond the western boundary of Solomon Family territory.

There were also various movements on the Carmen Family's side.

Luke Pellini and his two wives still couldn't let go of their suspicions, but Pola Carmen was doing her best regardless of such concerns.

She conveyed Veronica and the two wolves' decision to her mother Rita Carmen, and Rita Carmen told high-ranking officials about what would happen next.

Afterward, Pola Carmen summoned the family's high-ranking officials.

During this process, someone visited a restaurant belonging to an organization located at the southernmost part of Carmen Family territory.

"Damn, she's really talking."

The gang member guarding the restaurant door said while looking at the TV screen.

The Borges hearing was in full swing, and Rita Carmen was in the middle of telling the committee what she knew.

At that moment. Suddenly, the restaurant door opened.

"What the?!"

The nearby orcs exclaimed with expressions suggesting they'd seen something they shouldn't have.

The gang member standing right next to the door quickly backed away, and another behind him stepped forward, drawing his knife.

"Is your heart out for a walk?"

The tip of the gang member's knife touched something squishy.

"I've come to deliver an important message, you youngsters."

"Well, since you're here, let me draw a map on your body, old man."

"Enough, put that away. Do you really think a knife would work on that guy?"

Someone who had been eating inside the restaurant spoke up. The gang members' attention momentarily focused on him.

They had no choice. As the gang members backed away, a green creature perched on a strange walker approached the orc.

"The Under Boss wants to see you."

"..."

"At the abandoned building where you usually meet. Just you and your second-in-command."

"Really? How am I supposed to believe you're telling the truth? Why would the Under Boss entrust you with this role in the first place?"

"Well, unlike you folks, I have something called trust. Don't I?"

"...Trust?"

The surrounding orcs all snickered.

For good reason—the creature before their eyes, this old slime, was far from trustworthy.

Alex Leonhart.
This slime, bearing a decent name for someone much older than the former Godfather, had carved out quite a significant path in Heavenly's underworld.

He was a founding member of the Marinelli Family before becoming independent, then helped Eddie Sanchez transform the Casio Family into the Sanchez Family before becoming independent again.

During the wolves' subjugation of the five families, he repeatedly switched allegiances and eventually helped the Marmala Family become the Carmen Family.

The fact that he was still alive after all this.

Proved he wasn't just some old-timer but a survivor of the ages.

"The trustworthy ones are always good at certain things."

"Like cowardly poking around in someone's ass from behind?"

The second-in-command snickered in response.

"So what? You love it anyway, don't you?"

Leonhart said, pushing forward his cube-like jelly body.

The two round holes resembling eyes and the inverted triangular hole resembling a mouth widened as if mocking the second-in-command.

"You fucking homo."

"..."

The second-in-command seemed bewildered about how this old geezer knew his secret. But there was no need to wonder what would happen next.

"Oh no, don't do it!"

Without a moment's hesitation, as the second-in-command drew his gun, the orc grabbed his arm.

"Fine, just get the hell out of here!"

"Get out."

Following the boss's order, the gang members began pushing Leonhart's walker toward the door.

"The door's that way. Do you even know that?"

As Leonhart continued to stare at the second-in-command mockingly while being pushed, one gang member shouted.

"Stop tensing your face and get out, old man!"

"Get out, you idiot."

Despite the gang members' taunts, Leonhart seemed unfazed.

Meanwhile, the second-in-command, whose sexual preference had been insulted to his face, turned tomato-red.

"That bastard. Who does he think he is coming here!"

As soon as Leonhart left and the door closed, someone shouted. Meanwhile, one of the veteran gang members cautiously spoke.

"Boss, I have a bad feeling about this."

"It's fine. Don't worry."

Despite the veteran's concerns, the boss acted nonchalant as he opened a newspaper.

"The Godfather is dead, and our boss has become an informant. How could things get any worse?"

"..."

"We know the Under Boss and that old geezer well, and we know that abandoned building too. What could possibly happen?"

The gang members couldn't say anything more in response to their boss's answer.

*

Shortly after that, the convoy of cars centered around the armored vehicle carrying me and Veronica was passing through Sanchez Family territory.

"Godfather, is this thing actually working properly?"

"Would I keep something in my car that doesn't work? And stop doing that dangerous thing, I told you."

Little Dom, much smaller in height and build than me, was fidgeting in the space behind the back seat.

I had installed a machine gun at the back of the car for when I might be chased by someone, or for drive-by shootings.

Drive-by shooting?

It was an attack method used by the underworld and mafia, firing a barrage of bullets while driving by in a car.

Of course, normally people use submachine guns or shotguns. Cases like mine where someone uses a machine gun were quite rare.

Even for our family, acquiring a machine gun wasn't easy.

"But really, there's no reaction at all."

"Miss, of course not! Gata Melata isn't that stupid. He's probably thinking about scoring points with the Godfather with this opportunity."

"Scoring points with me won't do much good now that all five families are already complete."

Little Dom cackled gleefully at my words. He seemed excited to see what expressions Sanchez and Melata would make when they learned this fact.

"Still, I think it's not good to be too careless."

"That's why I'm handling this machine gun right now."

The conversation had been repeating in this pattern for a while.

"Solomon, just leave that alone, I said."

Despite my words, Little Dom was so enamored with the machine gun that he couldn't keep his hands off it.

"Veronica."

"...Yes?"

When I called Veronica's name, she answered belatedly.

The reason for her delayed response was... she had been focused on touching my body here and there.

"Do something about that guy."

"Yes, brother."

It would have been easy to physically handle Little Dom, but with my short height and limbs, it was difficult in my current state.

In contrast, Veronica had very long hands and arms proportional to her height.

And... though it may be inappropriate to say this about my sister's hands, they were quite beautiful. Snow-white and delicate, reminiscent of pure winter snow.

"No! Let go of this!"

When Veronica turned her body slightly and extended her two arms, Little Dom was instantly subdued.

Caught in Veronica's hands and flailing about in mid-air, he looked exactly like a hamster.

But I couldn't remain captivated by that sight forever.

As Veronica had said, this was Sanchez Family territory. I told the driver to widen the gap between the escort vehicles.

If they were too close together, we couldn't maintain proper speed. Besides, we couldn't completely occupy the street roads anyway.

As time passed, some people naturally fell behind and started following us from far behind.

"But why is the meeting place an abandoned building?"

"It's not just any abandoned building. It's one of the places frequently used when family executives gather."

Though called an abandoned building, it seemed the land owner was also associated with the Carmen Family.

"...I thought the Carmen Family would meet in more sophisticated places."

"Social clubs and casinos are nice, but those places are too conspicuous."

Veronica answered Little Dom's comment. It seemed like an obvious point to her.

"Veronica, how many high-ranking officials do you think will come?"

Last evening, Veronica had practically given a lecture to me and my two wives about the Carmen Family's high-ranking officials. While our intelligence was considerable, she was an insider.

"As I mentioned yesterday, most of the high-ranking officials who are close to my mother will probably come."

The fact that Rita Carmen and Pola Carmen were involved in this gathering was why Veronica thought so.

"Then besides those who are less close, who won't be coming?"

"...Those who are close to my mother but don't get along well with other high-ranking officials might not come."

The other high-ranking officials Veronica mentioned were also technically those close to Rita Carmen.

As it happened, among the Carmen Family's high-ranking officials were some with whom I had connections.

There were so many unique characters that I had always wanted to get my hands on them someday...

"Alright, let's turn north from here."

"Pardon?"

Just as my collector's instinct was about to activate, I gave instructions to the driver.

Meanwhile, Little Dom objected that it would be fine to just go straight through, but there was no harm in changing direction a bit.

"It's because brother promised my sisters."

"...Then I guess it can't be helped."

When Veronica chimed in, mentioning the important point, Little Dom gave up without resistance.

Thus, the convoy suddenly changed direction while passing through Sanchez territory.

An hour later, high-ranking officials of the family who had received Pola Carmen's contact began gathering at an abandoned building.

Alex Leonhart and the orc gang boss.

Besides them, those who gathered were bosses and second-in-commands of various organizations responsible for the Carmen Family's military strength.

"Old man Leonhart, it's been a while."

"More importantly, when are we starting?"

The high-ranking officials began talking among themselves, clustering around the influential ones among them.

Not a few refused to join this flow. Most of them were, as Veronica had said, high-ranking officials who were hostile to those gathered here.

"Isn't everyone here by now?"

"Everyone be quiet. Let's wait for the Under Boss to arrive."

"How tedious."

Amid these various exchanges.

The person they were waiting for appeared on the second floor of the abandoned building.

"There she comes."

The high-ranking officials were surprised by Pola Carmen's appearance. This was because they had no idea she had arrived before them.

"..."

Something was off.

Beside Pola Carmen was... Veronica Carmen. And a hamster-like human with an arrogant expression, swaggering about.

"What, could that be..."

But when I revealed myself behind them, the high-ranking officials couldn't help but be shocked.

They never expected a wolf to appear in such a place.
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When I appeared, the high-ranking officials were so shocked they nearly fainted.

Paula Carmen's appearance was expected. Veronica Carmen's appearance too... The high-ranking officials had already been informed by Rita Carmen.

But the appearance of me—the boss of the Solomon Family, Little Dom, and the boss of the Fellini Family—was quite different.

"Damn it, Under Boss. Why is the Wolf here?!"

The first to react was the ancient slime, Alex Leonhart.

"...Old man Leonhart? It's been a while."

Slimes aren't exactly a common species to begin with, but this old man is probably the only slime who has lived this long. Plus, the walker carrying him looked more sophisticated than before.

"..."

Clearly, Leonhart wasn't particularly happy to see me.

While Leonhart was the first to react, others showed even more extreme responses. They tried to leave the abandoned building without even waiting for the important announcement.

"Hey, are we just going to let them go?"

"...No."

Paula Carmen flicked her silver hair and quickly clapped her hands.

Immediately, Carmen Family members who had been standing by blocked their path.

"Everyone, come out!"

Following Paula, Solomon shouted. Then the Solomon Family members who had escorted us here appeared.

Hamster-humans, golems, and even elves.

And we couldn't forget the hulking, threatening-faced gurlymen. Surprised by their sudden appearance, the high-ranking officials pulled out their guns before they could even collect themselves.

"What's the meaning of this, Wolf?"

"...McBratney?"

Responding to Leonhart's call, the boss of the Orc gang who had come all this way—his name was Patrick McBratney.

McBratney is one of the high-ranking officials of the Carmen Family with whom I have history. However, now wasn't the time to reminisce about our past dealings.

"Everyone, lower your guns."

"You lower yours first."

"..."

McBratney's personality hadn't changed. Even in this situation, he wasn't intimidated at all and remained defiant.

But he should really consider who he's being defiant toward.

I scratched my head as if troubled. This wasn't a meaningless gesture.

Taking my action as a signal, the wolf trainees brought to protect Veronica, along with the members who had defected to the Fellini Family with her, appeared.

In terms of numbers alone, we outnumbered the high-ranking officials.

"..."

With the situation as it was, McBratney, old man Leonhart, and the other high-ranking officials had only one option:

To listen to the important announcement that Veronica, Paula, and I had prepared.

Even in this situation, however, they refused to lower their weapons.

The high-ranking officials on one side and those blocking them on the other—in the dimly lit abandoned building, both sides aimed at each other in a tense standoff.

"Veronica."

"Yes, sister. Let's begin."

Watching a bomb that could explode at any moment wasn't my style.

I urged Veronica, and Veronica urged Paula.

"Everyone, please lower your guns. We have something to tell you."

"..."

McBratney hesitated for a long time even after hearing Paula's words.

"Under Boss, isn't this a bit excessive, even for you?"

The first to lower his weapon was Leonhart. The holes that served as his eyes and mouth on the front of his green body were deeply furrowed.

Although he was clearly displeased with the situation, following his lead, the other high-ranking officials began to lower their weapons as well.

In response, those blocking their exit also stopped aiming their guns at the officials.

"Boss, just give the order. We can wipe them out right now."

"No, don't complicate things. Just stay put."

Solomon spoke confidently as if he had machine guns in both hands. But since the situation was calming down, I told him to stay quiet.

"Some of you may already know. Mother would have contacted you. You must have been shocked when you received the call yesterday."

"What? What are you talking about?"

At Paula's words, the high-ranking officials who hadn't been contacted by Rita Carmen began to stir.

"Rita Carmen is retiring from her position as boss."

I thought Paula Carmen was dragging this out too much.

While Rita Carmen's retirement might be shocking, it wasn't an unpredictable outcome given that she was cooperating as a key witness in the hearings.

"..."

Meanwhile, Veronica was carefully observing the reactions of the high-ranking officials.

"Then who's the next boss?"

"It must be the Under Boss."

"No way..."

"..."

Some bombarded us with questions while others remained silent.

Veronica and I watched as the two groups mixed together in confusion.

"Those who already know, know. The next boss Mother has decided on is... Veronica here."

Paula spoke as if it were nothing unusual.

It was hard to believe this was the reaction of Rita Carmen's second-in-command—someone who was closer to the position of Family boss than Veronica.

The high-ranking officials seemed equally confused.

Those who had already been informed by Rita Carmen had gone through the same process earlier, so they didn't react as strongly.

"That woman who wasn't even a proper successor is going to be the new boss?"

"Got a problem with that?"

I don't know who said it, but I, standing next to Veronica, shouted back.

"..."

Even if they had complaints, no one dared to voice them in front of me. McBratney and old man Leonhart were there too, but they seemed to think it wasn't their place to step in.

"So why is the Wolf here?"

I can't believe someone could be so tactless. The looks that the other high-ranking officials gave to the person who spoke were quite telling.

Eventually, another official standing nearby seemed to explain my relationship with Veronica to him.

"Veronica becoming the head of the Carmen Family will be good for you too."

I spoke with a confident tone.

The Carmen Family under Veronica would... form part of the new Five Families and enjoy the benefit of receiving a certain amount of drugs imported from Tyrenia.

"Ha, you kicked us out of the Five Families before, and now you're talking about the Five Families again?"

It sounded like I was the one who had expelled the Carmen Family from the Five Families.

"I don't know why you're telling me this. I wasn't the perpetrator in that incident—I was a victim just like you."

"Under Boss, does Carmen agree with this too?"

"Yes, that's right."

Paula didn't mention that she would eventually step down from her position as Under Boss. She was smart enough not to say unnecessary things.

*

"Then, there's no one who opposes the Godfather's proposal, right?"

"..."

"Oppose? If we can become part of the Five Families again and receive drug supplies, we welcome it!"

McBratney enthusiastically welcomed my proposal. Leonhart, on the other hand, showed discomfort but didn't openly express opposition.

The reactions of the two high-ranking officials were predictable.

With changes to the Rita Carmen and Paula Carmen system, it was clear that Leonhart's power and influence, backed by the authority of those two, would be clouded.

On the other hand, for McBratney, who had a friendly relationship with me, this was an excellent opportunity to reverse his position with Leonhart.

Even if Veronica became the new boss of the Family, her loyal forces consisted of only about 30 people who had defected to the Fellini Family with her, plus 10 wolf trainees.

The gurlymen and Solomon Family members I brought would eventually have to withdraw.

Of course, the forces loyal to Rita Carmen and Paula Carmen would follow Veronica, but whether they would show her the same loyalty they showed the two women was uncertain.

So if played right, McBratney and his Orc gang could rise rapidly.

"Then let's dismiss now."

"..."

Paula Carmen directed the high-ranking officials to disperse.

But instead of leaving immediately, they began bombarding Paula with questions.

If Veronica was the next boss... who would be the next Under Boss and Consigliere? Wouldn't it be appropriate for them, as high-ranking officials, to become formal members of the Family now? And so on.

These were extremely sensitive questions for them.

While Paula Carmen was dealing with the barrage of questions, I was about to leave the abandoned building with Veronica and Solomon.

"Wolf, it's been a while."

"McBratney. I didn't expect you'd still be alive and well."

He and I... weren't exactly close friends, but we had known each other for a very long time.

Specifically, from when my father was still a tool of the Five Families. There was one independent Orc gang that hadn't become subordinate to any of the Five Families.

The Five Families dispatched the Wolf, the Spider, and the Viper to suppress that gang.

But the war with the Orc gang ended more easily than expected. That's because Patrick McBratney, who was one of the gang's executives at the time, betrayed the gang and cooperated in the assassination of the boss.

Because of this history, the Carmen Family never fully trusted McBratney even after he became one of their high-ranking officials.

In Leonhart's case, although he had switched sides here and there, he had never betrayed an organization or led the assassination of a boss.

"I have something to discuss with you privately, if that's alright?"

"Veronica, Little Dom. Just a moment."

I was curious about what McBratney wanted to say to me.

After asking Veronica and Solomon to wait here, I followed McBratney to a secluded part of the abandoned building.

"So what's your business?"

"We're both busy people, so I'll get straight to the point. After your sister becomes the boss of the Family... have you already decided who to appoint as Under Boss and Consigliere?"

"...You seem interested."

I could have answered honestly, but I didn't.

After all, even though McBratney was a high-ranking official, he was still just an 'associate.' He wasn't a formal member of the Carmen Family.

To use a slight metaphor, he was like a subcontractor whose importance was no less than the main contractor.

"Paula, that woman, might not even step down from her position as Under Boss yet. So let's talk about that later."

"..."

McBratney didn't press further at my response.

The fact that he knew when to give up appropriately showed that he was indeed different from other orcs.

It would be reassuring if he and his Orc gang became Veronica's loyal forces, but there were still too many uncertainties to make any commitments.

"Veronica, did you wait long? Let's go."

"Yes, brother."

After finishing my conversation with McBratney, I rejoined Veronica and Solomon.

The three of us immediately boarded the armored car parked outside the abandoned building and headed for the Carmen Family's headquarters.

The car carrying Paula Carmen led the way for us.
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The car carrying Paula Carmen headed somewhere ahead of our armored vehicle.

I kept staring at the scenery outside the window after getting in the car.

"..."

"Brother, is something bothering you?"

"No, it's nothing."

"...Your face says otherwise."

Veronica said as she moved closer to me. As if we weren't already sitting close enough.

"I just wish that guy would leave the machine gun alone."

"Did you hear that?"

"What?!"

As soon as Veronica heard my words, she picked up Solomon, who had been holding the machine gun in the back of the car, and moved him to the passenger seat.

"..."

Even after being moved to the front seat, Solomon kept his gaze fixed on the machine gun.

Regardless, I felt like I could breathe now. If... anything were to happen, I could just lean back and shoot.

"Little Dom."

"Yes, Godfather."

"Those people you brought. How many are there in total?"

"All together, about 40 people."

"And how many of them are golems and elves? About half?"

"Yes, about that many. Do you have something in mind...?"

"Yeah, nothing major. It's not certain yet, but I'd like you to leave some of your men with Veronica."

"With Miss Veronica?"

Both Veronica and Solomon looked at me when I said this.

"If things go well, that won't be necessary, but just in case."

"You're worried about whether those loyal to my mother and sister will follow me."

"That's right."

Veronica had accurately caught what I was concerned about.

The loyalists within the Carmen Family—specifically, those loyal to Rita Carmen—and how they would react to Veronica was the key issue.

"After all, you and your men are traitors from their perspective."

"Yes, that's true. But they're not smart enough to refuse orders from my mother and sister and think for themselves. And they're not stupid enough to reject the status and drug supply offered by the new Five Families led by the Pellini Family."

Not smart enough, but not stupid either. Sometimes the middle-of-the-road types are the best.

From that perspective, trusting Veronica's assessment didn't seem like a bad idea.

"Besides, I don't think they have many other options."

"Is that so?"

I asked in response to Solomon's comment from the passenger seat.

"Except for you and the new Five Families, the Carmen Family could only ally with the Sanchez or Dragovich families. Those are the only two options. But as you know, Godfather, that possibility is dead in the water."

That's certainly true. Considering what the Sanchez Family boss did to Carmen.

The Dragovich Family might have been a possibility, but Rita Carmen eliminated even that slim chance by blabbing about both families' information at the hearing.

Looking at it this way, it seemed Rita Carmen had laid the groundwork thoroughly.

"You're both right, but you never know what might happen with people."

"Then I'll leave about half of them behind, just in case."

"Yes, that should be sufficient. You won't need to leave them for long. Once we deal with the Sanchez Family, it won't be necessary anymore."

"So they're next, I see."

Solomon was delighted at the mention that the Sanchez Family would be next after resolving the Carmen Family matters.

It was a natural reaction, given that he had his own debt to settle with Eddie Sanchez.

"If something happens, the only ones who could support Veronica would be the Russo Family at best. But you know their current situation well, don't you?"

"Yes, we'd be lucky if they didn't ask for more help instead of offering any."

Darius Russo would be furious if he heard this comment, but it was nothing but the truth.

The Vipers were causing more trouble for the Russo Family than expected. If they had spent the money from that wild party on the war with the Vipers instead, things might not have been this bad.

"In contrast, there are plenty of forces that can support you."

While there's only the Carmen Family in the west to pressure or subdue the Sanchez Family, there are three families in the east: Pellini, Marinelli, and Solomon.

If just the Pellini Family led by Elena and me were to step in, the battlefield would clearly be limited to Sanchez Family territory instead of Solomon Family territory.

"...Should I leave all 40 men then?"

"That would be problematic. It might make Veronica look like your puppet."

"I understand. Then I'll leave about half."

It was enough for Veronica to be seen as having the support of the other Five Families.

Ten wolf trainees, twenty Solomon Family members, and about thirty followers of Veronica. The official members of the Carmen Family...

"Veronica, how large is the Carmen Family's membership?"

"Excluding me and my comrades, about 50 people."

"...Is that really all?"

"The Carmen Family's strength lies in its associates and collaborators."

Looking at it this way, one might wonder how the Carmen Family managed to hold a position among the Five Families.

But the Carmen Family's true weapons were information and strategy. After experiencing a few instances of being caught in Rita Carmen's schemes and fighting yesterday's friends who had become today's enemies, you'd understand their power whether you liked it or not.

Even if you won, considering that your enemy was originally your ally, it would still be a significant loss.

Well, such methods had their limits, but they remained a formidable opponent nonetheless.

So if Veronica became the new boss of the Carmen Family...

Although it wouldn't compare to when Rita Carmen led them... the Carmen Family would become an ally to Elena and me.

"Veronica, how much further do we have to go?"

"Just a bit more, assuming the family's headquarters hasn't changed."

Veronica said there was a high possibility it had changed. After all, the Carmen Family had multiple headquarters to begin with.

She explained that when she and her comrades defected to the Pellini Family, they would have worried about the possibility of information about headquarters locations being leaked.

"..."

"Veronica?"

"It seems the headquarters location has indeed changed."

Veronica said that the direction Paula's car was heading didn't match the headquarters location she knew.

*

With some anxiety...

We arrived at the Carmen Family headquarters.

"...This is the Carmen Family headquarters?"

"As I mentioned earlier, there were multiple headquarters to begin with, and this is one of them."

Typically, Carmen Family bases were social clubs or bars.

However, the place we arrived at was a fairly large casino.

"Godfather, it doesn't seem completely out of character for the Carmen Family though."

"Now, everyone please follow me."

No sooner had Solomon started to answer me than Paula Carmen, who had been waiting for us outside the car, spoke up.

We hurriedly followed her. While it wasn't a big deal for Veronica, and I was somewhat okay, Solomon was particularly short and had a shorter stride.

The difference in stride length made it difficult to keep up with Paula. In the end, while we walked, Solomon had to run.

"Little Dom, take it easy."

"What? I can't do that!"

However, Solomon seemed used to it and didn't mind.

The casino staff's movements changed upon the arrival of Paula Carmen and us following behind her.

Come to think of it, people like these staff or social club employees who could become assets in emergencies were likely not regular members of the Carmen Family but mere associates.

We boarded the elevator without disturbing the casino guests.

"Veronica, I think I have a lot to explain to you."

"Is that so?"

Paula Carmen started with that and began explaining each floor of the casino.

While Solomon and I were listening without paying much attention, Veronica was different.

Ding!

With the alarm sound, the elevator stopped at the fourth floor of the casino. Paula said this was where her office was located.

In other words, this was effectively the Carmen Family's headquarters.

"Godfather, our family's consigliere and caporegimes are waiting."

"...They're not waiting for me, I assume?"

"No, they're waiting for Veronica, who will become the new boss."

I had hoped they would have a chance to speak. But Paula Carmen said this was as far as Solomon and I could accompany them.

"What?"

"What do you think you're doing, asking us to send Miss Veronica alone?"

As Solomon's voice rose, Carmen Family members who had been nearby revealed themselves.

A brief standoff. Coincidentally, the elevator that had gone down to the first floor arrived back at the fourth floor. Our wolf trainees and Solomon's subordinates who hadn't ridden with us appeared.

"..."

I watched as they approached us demonstratively. The elevator doors closed, and it headed back to the first floor.

Soon, more of our people would take the elevator up to the fourth floor.

"Brother, I'll be fine."

"We won't be."

"Then how about this?"

Paula made a suggestion in response to my firm attitude.

While it was impossible for Solomon and me to participate in the Carmen Family's succession ceremony, all of Veronica's followers could be allowed in to prepare for any contingency.

"I'll wait until not just them, but all of your subordinates arrive on the fourth floor. Then you'll be able to respond immediately if anything happens."

"Godfather, what will you do?"

Solomon asked as soon as Paula finished speaking.

"..."

When I didn't give a positive answer, Paula made one more concession.

"You two can enter the casino. But you cannot enter the room where the succession ceremony is taking place. How does that sound?"

"Fine, let's do that."

The previous conditions remained in place.

Thanks to this, only after all our people had arrived on the fourth floor by elevator could we properly move.

"Veronica, if anything seems suspicious, call us immediately. Understood?"

"Yes, don't worry."

Veronica and I conversed in low voices as we followed Paula.

Meanwhile, there were guests on the fourth floor of the casino as well. But somehow the atmosphere was different from the guests on the first floor. They were likely higher-class individuals or those with connections to the Carmen Family.

"This is the room."

"Veronica."

"Yes?"

"Go in there and show them what you're made of."

"...Yes."

Hearing my words, Veronica's serious expression softened into a bright smile. Paula watched this and put on a metal mask she had produced from somewhere.

Right, those masks were characteristic of the Carmen Family. Veronica was about to put on her own mask, but Paula handed her a different one instead.

"This is my mother's mask."

"..."

Veronica silently put on Rita Carmen's mask.

Afterward, the two of them headed into the room where the succession ceremony would take place, while Solomon and I instructed our subordinates to guard the area.

"Godfather, should we contact the Russo Family now?"

"No, they wouldn't be able to arrive in time if something happened anyway. Just be ready to respond at any moment."

"Yes. If I'd known, I should have brought the machine gun from your car."

"..."

Is he serious?

Meanwhile, as Solomon and I stood near the room where the succession ceremony was taking place, people who appeared to be casino staff guided us to a reception room.

While following their guidance, I headed to the reception room closest to the ceremony room.

"Godfather, are you hungry?"

"Well, I wouldn't mind eating a little something."

I was particularly craving chicken today. Hearing my words, Solomon left the reception room to order chicken-related dishes.

A short while later, while Veronica and Paula were conducting the succession ceremony in another room, the first dish Solomon had ordered arrived.

Since it was a casino, I didn't have high expectations for the food quality.

"..."

But I didn't expect this.

"Little Dom, what is this?"

"I... I'm not sure myself."

Solomon said he had definitely requested chicken-related dishes.

When we asked the casino staff about the dish, he called this strange food "chicken and waffles."

I almost laughed at the idea of calling chicken placed on top of waffles "food." There was another plate beside it, which contained peaches and cream, with what looked like honey at the bottom of the plate.

For someone like me who dislikes sweet meat... chicken and waffles?
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# Chicken and Waffles.

It was the first dish that greeted Solomon and me. The waffles were hot as if freshly made, but the chicken was not.

Just from this first dish, I could tell the quality of food at this casino.

"Godfather, aren't you eating the waffles?"

"No, that's not it. I'm planning to eat them separately."

That was the only way to somehow salvage this mess of a dish.

Chicken and waffles. Why would someone combine these two foods that are strongest when eaten separately, creating such a monstrosity? The person who developed this dish must have been threatened with death if they didn't create something bizarre.

"...I think that's for the best."

Solomon's and my method was effective, but it wasn't a fundamental solution.

After finishing the chicken, I was still left with the awkward waffles. It felt strange to save them for last too.

"Still, it's fortunate."

"...What is?"

"From what I know, there are people who eat chicken with bananas."

Bananas on top of waffles.

Even though such a dish wasn't actually in front of me, it still seemed wrong.

Before we could finish the first dish, the second one arrived. Solomon was still eating his chicken, but I had already finished mine.

"Here is your Chicken à la King."

"..."

After announcing the name of the dish, the casino employee left the reception room to bring the next course.

"Little Dom, what kind of food is this?"

"Is this your first time having à la King?"

I nodded in response to Solomon's question, as if it were obvious.

He then began explaining the dish instead of the employee.

"It's diced chicken sautéed in cream sauce, usually poured over pasta or rice."

"Over pasta or rice?"

"Some eat it with bread too. Well, it's up to the person eating it."

"This doesn't look like the kind of food they'd serve here."

"What? It's definitely on the menu here."

Am I being overly sensitive because of Veronica's succession ceremony? Or is the culinary standard of this casino just strange?

"Some places substitute turkey or tuna for chicken. This place follows a more traditional approach."

Traditional or not, I decided to taste it first.

I was curious about flavors I hadn't properly experienced in this world.

"..."

"Does it suit your taste?"

"Well, it's not bad."

I answered Solomon's question plainly.

At first glance, I thought it was a dish influenced by Eastern cuisine. The name "à la King" made it easy to mistake it for a Western country's dish.

But tasting it, I found it different from those distinctive Eastern dishes.

The cream sauce seemed to contain not just chicken but various mushrooms, vegetables, and wine.

"Little Dom, how much time has passed?"

"Not even ten minutes yet. If you're worried... should I go check?"

"No, if anything happened, those guys standing outside would have reacted somehow."

Though I said that, I was still concerned. I reluctantly asked Solomon to check the situation outside.

"I'll be right back then."

While Solomon got up to check outside, I continued eating the Chicken à la King.

Compared to the first dish, Chicken and Waffles, it was decent. The first one had to be eaten separately—chicken and waffles on their own.

*

Meanwhile, as I was unintentionally enjoying a culinary experience...

Veronica, who had headed to the succession ceremony room with Pola Carmen, was facing a group of people.

"..."

Veronica Carmen stood at the center of the room, surrounded by individuals wearing the metal masks distinctive to the Carmen Family.

Pola kept her distance, standing far from them.

"Here it is, Miss."

The oldest caporegime in the room, his face hidden behind a mask, spoke. He was both a caporegime and the consigliere of the Carmen Family, though his role as consigliere was quite limited given the boss he served.

He handed Veronica a mask—the one Rita Carmen had used.

The mask had just been properly adjusted to fit the face of its new owner.

"..."

Veronica took the mask offered by the consigliere and immediately put it on.

Some caporegimes were dissatisfied with her succession to the boss position. However, their complaints were trivial matters that couldn't even become an issue in the face of Rita Carmen and Pola Carmen's will.

"With this, all procedures for the succession ceremony are complete."

"Yes, that's correct."

The consigliere responded to Pola's words. Immediately after, he removed his mask, revealing a face that was less familiar than his masked one.

"Miss Veronica, congratulations. In the end, the final victor was none other than you."

"..."

Thanks to the mask covering Veronica's face, no one could tell what her expression was.

"I'll leave the task of supporting you to the younger ones."

"..."

As soon as the consigliere finished speaking, the other caporegimes also removed their masks, showing their bare faces.

They were all caporegimes of elven origin. Some might be classified as dark elves based on their skin color, but strictly speaking, both elves and dark elves were just elves.

Pola received their masks and handed them to Veronica, who had become the new boss.

Veronica disposed of the masks on the spot, signifying her acceptance of their retirement.

The collective retirement of the old generation's consigliere and caporegimes.

This was not only putting new wine into new wineskins but also carried another meaning.

It expressed that "Rita Carmen is our only boss."

Some of them planned to completely abandon their underworld lives and enjoy their remaining years, while others intended to follow Rita Carmen and remain by her side.

"..."

Veronica Carmen did not stop them.

Actually, there was no need to. She could secure additional loyal forces by filling their vacant positions with others.

"What will the rest of you do?"

The real issue was the other caporegimes who had no choice but to conform to Veronica's regime.

In response to Pola's question, they predictably knelt before Veronica. Of course, it wasn't a gesture from the heart.

However, the Carmen Family joining the new Five Families led by the Pellini Family and receiving regular drug supplies through them was certainly an attractive opportunity.

Without Veronica's existence, such an opportunity wouldn't even be possible... they were already cornered.

As the old generation caporegimes left with bare faces, and amid the quiet loyalty pledges of the other caporegimes...

Veronica Carmen ascended as the second boss of the Carmen Family.

"Then we'll conclude the succession ceremony with this."

"..."

After Pola finished speaking, Veronica left the room with her.

"Sister, I should first thank you."

"I'll pass those words to Mother."

Pola replied that the thanks should go to their mother, Rita Carmen, not to her.

After all, she was merely following Rita Carmen's orders.

"More importantly, now that you're the boss, you should think about who to appoint as underboss and consigliere."

"..."

The Carmen Family's underboss was still Pola Carmen, and the consigliere had just announced his retirement.

However, Pola was only temporary.

Like the other old generation caporegimes, she planned to stay by her mother's side—the former boss of the family, Rita Carmen.

"I already have some people in mind."

"That's good then. I don't know who you consider suitable, but..."

While saying she didn't care who it was, Pola showed a slight interest.

Afterward, the two left the ceremony room and headed to the reception room where Luke Pellini and Little Dom Solomon were.

On their way, they spotted Solomon checking the situation outside the reception room.

*

Meanwhile, I was alone in the reception room waiting for Veronica and Solomon.

By then, the third and fourth dishes had already arrived.

"This is Chicken Kiev, and this is Chicken Cordon Bleu."

"..."

Two types of dishes for two people—me and Solomon—had been served.

When I quietly nodded, the casino employee understood there was no problem and quickly disappeared from the reception room.

"Well, they're getting better at least."

The third and fourth dishes looked very appetizing. The common factor was that they all used chicken.

Of course, that was natural since Solomon had ordered that way.

Just as I was about to taste the two dishes, Veronica and Solomon returned. Pola Carmen was nowhere to be seen.

"Veronica, how was the succession ceremony?"

"It would have been nice if you could have seen it yourself, Brother. It's a shame in many ways."

"...It can't be helped. After all, I'm an outsider."

As soon as I spoke, Veronica sat down very close to me, despite the reception room being adequately sized.

"The food is quite good this time."

"Yes, though I don't know how much you ordered."

"There's probably more coming."

At Solomon's words, I felt relieved. So I offered some of my third and fourth dishes to Veronica.

"..."

"What's wrong? Don't you want to eat?"

"No, I just feel bad taking food from you, Brother."

Veronica knew how much I enjoyed eating.

That's why she seemed reluctant to take food that was meant for me.

"Don't worry about it. I'm fine, so let's eat together. There are other dishes coming anyway."

"...If you insist."

The chicken dishes in front of us quickly became food for the Carmen Family's new boss.

"Try the Chicken Kiev first."

"Yes, Brother."

First was Chicken Kiev.

It seemed to be named after the capital of a country across the sea. While I didn't know the dish Chicken Kiev, I did know the city name Kiev.

The casino employee didn't explain how it was prepared or what kind of food it was, but I could tell just by looking.

It appeared to be chicken coated with egg and breadcrumbs, then fried, with the aroma of butter enhancing its gloss and flavor.

"...Brother, I think you're giving me too much."

"You should eat this much."

"Godfather, why don't you have some of mine?"

When I gave Veronica too large a portion, Solomon immediately offered his share to me, amid Veronica's concern.

Thanks to him, despite giving food to Veronica, there was no change in the amount I could eat.

Second was Chicken Cordon Bleu.

This fourth dish... honestly, just by appearance, it looked the most delicious of the four.

According to Veronica's explanation, Cordon Bleu is usually eaten as Schnitzel Cordon Bleu using veal or pork.

However, this casino also seemed to serve Chicken Cordon Bleu, substituting chicken for the meat.

"You can give me just a little of that."

"Why? Don't you like this one as much?"

"No, that's not it, but..."

Then half would be appropriate. Veronica was shocked when I cut half of the food for her.

Meanwhile, according to Solomon, Cordon Bleu is made by pounding meat thin, wrapping ham and cheese inside, then coating it with breadcrumbs and either frying or baking it.

Delicious meat with added ham and cheese—such a combination couldn't possibly taste bad.

Once again, as soon as I handed food to Veronica, Solomon offered his portion to me.

"Brother, at the succession ceremony, the Carmen Family's consigliere retired."

"...So both the underboss and consigliere. It's good timing for you to appoint new ones."

"Yes, that's right."

I wondered if Veronica had anyone in mind.

"My colleagues are inappropriate for the positions of underboss and consigliere in various ways."

"That leaves high-ranking officials or collaborators."

"Yes."

Carmen Family high-ranking officials... the first ones that came to mind were McBratney and old man Leonhart.
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I'm not sure if I should call it fortunate, but the casino staff didn't bring any more dishes.

For me, it was a somewhat insufficient meal.

Thankfully, whenever I served food to Veronica, Solomon would give me even more food in return.

"Veronica."

"Yes, brother."

"Among the high-ranking officials, if we're just talking about power and organizational size, where do McBratney and old man Leonhart rank?"

"In terms of size, McBratney's would be considered the largest. If we include authority and influence in the concept of power and size... then there are about two more above them."

"Is old man Leonhart one of those two?"

"Yes, though I'm not sure if you know the other one."

A high-ranking official of the Carmen Family. No matter how secretive the Carmen Family was, that only applied to formal members.

This tendency was strong not only among the upper echelons but even among the relatively common executives like the caporegimes.

"Iktomi. Have you heard that name?"

"...No. Little Dom, what about you?"

"Of course I know it. I was part of the Sanchez Family before I had my own family."

A natural answer considering the Sanchez Family's proximity to the Carmen Family. Of course, "proximity" here only meant that the territories of the two families were close.

"So what kind of person is he?"

I thought I had enough knowledge about this world to know someone just by their name.

But hearing the name Iktomi, nothing specific came to mind.

It sounded somewhat African, but also somewhat Japanese. Of course, names and cultures between this world and the one I used to live in didn't always match, so hasty judgments were unwise.

"He's a spider-man who leads an organization mostly composed of insect-type humans."

A spider-man, huh. Quite fitting for today's Carmen Family, which is controlled by "Spiders," one of the organizations under the Five Families.

Not just Alex Leonhart, a high-ranking official of slime origin, or Patrick McBratney, a high-ranking official of orc origin, but now a spider-man too.

Looking at it from various angles, it seemed Rita Carmen, like me, had a preference for unusual talents.

Well, my late father was similar in that regard.

'Did she copy him in this aspect too because she liked my father?'

"Veronica, between this Iktomi guy and old man Leonhart, who's stronger?"

"It depends on the criteria. But overall... I'd say Iktomi is stronger."

"Miss Veronica. Was this Iktomi also present at the abandoned building earlier?"

Solomon's question was very appropriate. I turned my gaze to Veronica accordingly.

"Yes, he was in a rather secluded corner."

"Such a person was there? I don't recall seeing anyone like that."

I responded with an utterly disbelieving tone.

"He's not particularly conspicuous. The abandoned building was quite dark, and his skin and fur are black... so it's natural that he wouldn't be easily visible in such conditions."

"So you're saying he's like a black person."

"Don Godfather, that's a bit discriminatory."

"It's not species discrimination, it's racial discrimination, so let it slide."

"No, that's still problematic, isn't it?"

At least I could see McBratney and old man Leonhart. I had no memory of seeing this Iktomi character at all.

Such perfect stealth.

'People may hate other people for various reasons, but skin color cannot be one of those reasons.'

Damn it. Following Solomon, now the status window was going crazy.

The ingredients and sauce on the plate with remaining food began to move grotesquely, forming letters. I couldn't remember the name, but it seemed like a quote from a famous baseball player.

That statement might be true in the world I used to live in, but at least in this world, things were different.

Heville is a place where discrimination is inevitable.

Just having different skin colors caused such intense racial conflicts in my former world, but in this world, we're talking about different species altogether, which is on another level entirely.

"If we're just talking about not being visible in dark places, then yes, it's similar to black people."

"No, not you too, Miss Veronica."

"It's merely a figurative expression. Right, brother?"

"Yes, that's right."

Solomon looked at Veronica and me as if he were watching a pair of discriminatory elf siblings.

"What?"

"No, it's nothing."

When I pointedly asked Solomon if there was a problem, he hastily backed down.

What's wrong with being discriminatory? I'm the Don of this city, and my sister Veronica is now one of the bosses of the Five Families. Of course, Solomon was also one of the bosses of the Five Families.

"Veronica, so can I choose both the underboss and consigliere from among the high-ranking officials?"

"I'm a bit conflicted. The underboss is fine, but I'm not sure about making the consigliere a high-ranking official too."

Consigliere.

Simply put, the organization's strategist or advisor. However, the role and position vary greatly depending on the family's situation.

Sometimes it's held by a representative of the caporegimes or veteran members, and sometimes it's an honorary position for an old-timer who's lost real power. Also, if the boss values Mafia traditions, even someone in the latter category is unlikely to be treated poorly.

In contrast, the underboss is typically the organization's second-in-command or the boss's successor.

It feels more definitive compared to the consigliere.

However, that doesn't mean the consigliere's role isn't important. If the boss and underboss die or become incapacitated, it's the consigliere who commands the organization.

Moreover, as the consigliere advises the boss and underboss on major family matters, they need to be intelligent or experienced.

They especially needed to know about various disciplines, including law. Our family's former consigliere, Mr. Bier Salmo, had studied law even though he didn't have a lawyer's license, and our current consigliere, Tony Salmo, was a lawyer dedicated to our family.

"Wait, but the Carmen Family doesn't have a requirement that the underboss and consigliere must be elves, right?"

"No, it's not that strict."

However, according to Veronica, no non-elf has ever been appointed to either position.

Hmm, it was quite an ambiguous situation.

"Miss Veronica, may I ask a question?"

"What is it?"

"Excluding high-ranking officials, are there any candidates qualified enough to be appointed as consigliere?"

"..."

Veronica's expression suggested that Solomon's question was difficult to answer.

"If we exclude Veronica's colleagues, then what's left are the existing caporegimes."

"The existing consigliere and the older generation of caporegimes have announced their retirement..."

So all that remained were the relatively younger caporegimes who had some dissatisfaction with Veronica.

"Let's just go with the high-ranking officials. That would be better. This is a chance to firmly step on those who oppose us, and use the scraps from that process to feed those loyal to Veronica. How about it?"

"...Yes, I think that would be best."

"Then we're back to square one."

As Solomon said, we needed to decide who among the high-ranking officials to appoint as underboss and consigliere.

*

Shortly after, two or three of Veronica's colleagues headed to old man Leonhart's base.

Besides that, there were significant changes at the casino, the headquarters of the Carmen Family.

First, Veronica's colleagues were appointed to various positions throughout the casino, each performing their respective roles. While it was ambiguous to appoint them as underboss or consigliere, they were sufficient for the roles they were given.

After all, they were people who had been caporegimes or in charge of specific businesses until they went into exile with Veronica to the Fellini Family.

Meanwhile, I left the casino and headed to the academy.

"Little Dom, stay here with Veronica for a while."

"Understood. Should I call more of my subordinates just in case?"

"That's up to you. If the atmosphere seems suspicious, contact me immediately."

"Yes!"

Solomon answered me very confidently. He was younger than me, but above all, since he was a hamster-man, the image was somewhat peculiar.

"Veronica, I'll just handle some business at the academy and come right back."

"Yes, brother. I'm sorry for the trouble."

"There's nothing to be sorry about."

I said that and embraced Veronica in a hug. Even though she was my biological sister, perhaps because we hadn't known each other for long, it felt a bit awkward.

But that was only applicable to me.

"..."

Veronica didn't react at first when I hugged her, but then she embraced me tightly.

"Wait, wait a moment!"

"Ah, I'm sorry."

I shouted urgently as her grip seemed to be getting stronger. She hugged me so forcefully that it was comparable to Elena's arm strength and Felicia's tail strength.

Afterward, I boarded the armored car, seeing off by Veronica and Solomon.

Behind the two were Veronica's colleagues, the wolf trainees, and Gulliman. Veronica and Solomon were about to attend to their respective duties.

These included proposing the underboss position to McBratney and making preparations for him.

"Boss, where should we go?"

"Let's go to the academy. I have a lot to do."

I needed to order another armored car with exactly the same specifications as the one Elena and I use.

I also needed to prepare to receive old man Leonhart at the academy. Veronica's colleagues had conveyed my message to him that I wanted to discuss important matters directly at the academy.

And Veronica, who had been in charge of the academy, had become the boss of the Carmen Family. A new person in charge was needed.

The person who immediately came to mind was... Kambara? Kambara seemed perfect for the role.

Lastly, I needed to share everything I had learned with my two wives.
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The armored car I was in headed straight for the Academy in the east.

From the western part of the city where the Carmen Family was located, through the central part where my mansion stood, to the eastern part where the Academy was situated.

It was a short journey across the entire city.

"..."

I actually thought about stopping by the mansion before passing it, but I couldn't.

There were many matters to handle at the Academy, and many things to hear about. I figured I could stop by on my way back.

Of course, because I had promised Veronica, I would need to visit the mansion and then head back to the Carmen Family's territory.

Even though neither Elena nor Felicia would want that.

Even after moving from the Lupus Carlton Hotel in the eastern part of the city to the mansion in the central part, the rule of the two women taking turns having me to themselves each day remained unchanged.

One day I'd share a bedroom with Elena, the next with Felicia. And in the midst of all that, Sundays were spent with Veronica joining us, making it a foursome.

However, since Veronica had become the boss of the Carmen Family...

It was highly likely that Elena and Felicia would have me to themselves.

"When we arrive, contact Carso right away."

"Yes, boss. I'll do it as soon as I park the car."

"No, you don't have to do it yourself. Just tell the others to have Carso come to the Academy."

"Yes."

The driver quickly responded to my instructions.

There were some things I needed to handle at the Academy that didn't necessarily require Carso. But I needed him to check on the situation with Viola's northeast territory and those dispatched to the Russo Family.

It was more efficient than pulling Viola away from commanding our allies in the field.

After all, Viola was supposed to report to Carso regularly anyway.

"We're almost there."

"That was faster than I expected."

"Yes, there seems to be unusually little traffic today."

"Everyone's probably at home watching the hearings."

"You think so? Maybe for the first or second day. But it seems like only those who are really interested are still watching the hearings."

Those interested in politics wouldn't miss these hearings.

But I thought the average citizens who just wanted the city's chaos to pass quickly would feel the same way.

Especially since Rita Carmen had recently poured plenty of fuel to make the hearings blaze even hotter.

Truly.

She was the first boss of a Family—one of the five Family bosses, no less—to leak information about other organizations during a congressional hearing, whether in the Senate or the House.

She was probably talking about information regarding the Sanchez Family and the Dragovich Family today as well.

Of course, some bosses had expressed concerns about this continuing trend.

Like Vito Marinelli, or Russo Darius. But Elena was keeping Congressman Faraoni and Senator Porter well controlled so they wouldn't stray from the proper direction of the hearings.

"Boss, we've arrived."

"Whew... why does it feel like it's been so long since I've been to the Academy?"

"It really has been a while, I think."

As I was about to get out, the driver called the men outside to announce my arrival. The wolves and members under my command began moving busily as they recognized my arrival.

Clunk. I could have opened the door myself, but another member hurriedly opened it for me.

"Is Cambara in the union office?"

"Yes, and Sister Sarina is with him."

"Is that so?"

It was obvious who she had been waiting for. She probably didn't know when I would visit, but she must have been coming here whenever she had time to wait.

After I got out of the car on the Academy grounds and headed toward the union office...

Inside the union office, members from the Pellini Family were having casual drinks and conversation.

Among them, Cambara was drinking malt beer—a sweet beer with low alcohol content—unlike the others.

"Boss, do you really like that stuff that kids drink?"

"Yeah, aren't you just ruining your palate with that?"

"..."

Cambara paid no attention to what the members in the office were saying.

Considering his role at the Academy, there was nothing good about being drunk in the middle of the day. But since he couldn't abstain from drinking altogether, he had simply settled on malt beer.

"Well, at least it's better than ending up like the Sister over there..."

"Shut up! All of you stop talking nonsense and get back to your places!"

Sarina's words fell on deaf ears. The only problem was that she herself was swaying from intoxication.

"Sister! Wait! Sister..."

But even drunk, a wolf is still a wolf. Sarina immediately got up from her seat and began punishing the members who were looking down on her.

Throughout this situation, Cambara maintained a comfortable distance from Sarina and the other members, peacefully savoring the sweet taste of his malt beer.

Knock, knock, knock. Someone knocked on the vice chairman's office door at regular intervals.

"Vice Chairman."

"Oh, come in."

A union member entered the office.

Despite the chaotic scene inside the office, the union member approached Cambara as if nothing was amiss.

On the surface, he was a member of the Academy faculty union, but in reality, he was a low-ranking member of the Pellini Family.

"The Godfather has arrived. And the Underboss is also on his way."

"Is that so?"

Upon hearing this, Cambara immediately ordered everyone to put away the alcohol.

"What? Why are we putting away the drinks?"

"Sister, the boss has arrived."

"..."

He didn't even mention the Underboss, but as soon as Sarina heard Cambara's words, she returned to her seat and sat down quietly.

The other members observed this, remained cautious for a moment, and then followed Cambara's instructions to clean up the vice chairman's office.

A moment later, when I arrived at the office, it looked as if there had never been any drinking going on.

"..."

However, there was something strange. All the windows in the office were wide open.

"Boss, welcome."

"Why are all the windows open?"

"Ah, we were just trying to air the place out a bit."

And then there was this smell coming from Cambara and the other members.

What I detected from Cambara was just a sweet scent, but the smell of alcohol from the others as I passed by them was unmistakable.

"You crazy bastards. Drinking in broad daylight?"

I didn't raise my voice. Instead, I kicked the shins of all the members except Cambara with moderate force.

"..."

None of them opened their mouths wide to make a sound, but they were clearly in pain as they trembled.

I told them to leave the office, keeping only Cambara and Sarina.

"Yes!"

*

"Cambara, why is Sarina like that?"

"Well, the Sister had a bit to drink too."

"...It seems like more than just a bit."

"To be honest, she drank the most among us."

I pressed my brow in disbelief. Well, I hadn't expected Cambara to be able to stop Sarina anyway.

"Cambara, from now on, no more drinking sessions in the vice chairman's office. Understood?"

"Yes, boss. I'll keep that in mind."

Cambara seemed to be the only one who had drunk moderately enough... to not interfere with his duties. Or perhaps he wasn't even drinking alcohol but some other beverage.

Afterward, I sat in a suitable chair near Sarina.

"Godfather, you're here?"

"What's this? Since when did you start calling me that?"

"That stone-faced guy told me I should be more mindful now."

When I looked at Cambara, he just shrugged as if he didn't know what she was talking about.

"He probably meant to be careful in front of others. And it's better not to use the title 'Godfather' if possible. There's no need to highlight that I'm someone important."

"...Then I can call you by your name, right?"

"Of course."

As soon as I finished speaking, Sarina rushed toward me. Compared to Elena, she wasn't that heavy, so I could easily support her.

"You're definitely drunk."

"No, I'm not!"

"..."

Cambara said nothing in response to her completely unconvincing denial.

"Alright, just sit down properly."

"Okay."

The way she obediently listened to me gave the impression of a large puppy.

"How's the northeast area these days?"

"...There are no problems with the Alini Family and the dwarf guys."

"What about the Viper remnants and Michael?"

"Just a moment."

Despite her intoxication, Sarina made an effort to answer my questions. She found a suitable map and began marking various things on it.

Looking at the map she marked... it seemed that Michael and Angela, the snake-person representing the Viper remnants, had finished organizing their respective territories.



If I were to reflect Sarina's information, it would probably look something like this. I think I heard recently that Granada in the central city had expanded its territory southward.

"Sister, you could have just told us verbally instead of drawing it out."

"Ah..."

If there weren't specific areas that had been organized or areas that still needed to be organized... Cambara was right.

"Anyway, I'm glad there haven't been any problems."

It was also good news that Michael and Angela had completely organized the former territory of the Palmas Family.

"You don't know about the situation with the Russo side yet, right?"

"I've heard some things from the Alini Family and the dwarf guys."

According to Sarina, the offensive currently being led by the Russo Family was being spearheaded by Caporegime Bessus Russo and Consigliere Damar Russo.

The offensive led by the two younger brothers of Boss Darius Russo seemed to be clearly successful.

"Are you sure about this?"

"Since I don't know exactly..."

"It's fine. We can hear it from Carso."

"That guy?"

"I've already called him here."

Actually, I hadn't just called Carso, but also old man Leonhart. However, the probability of them arriving at the same time was almost zero.

And true to my words, as soon as I mentioned Carso, the door to the vice chairman's office opened, and a familiar figure appeared.

"Carso, welcome."

"Boss."

Our Family's Underboss greeted me, then exchanged greetings with Sarina and Cambara.

"I have a lot to ask you. But first, let me tell you what I need to say."

"Yes, go ahead."

"To start with the result... Veronica has taken over the Carmen Family."

"...Is that true?"

"Yes, thanks to Rita Carmen and Pola Carmen, it was smoother than expected. We've met with high-ranking officials, and although it will take some time, she'll gradually take control of the Family."

"I see."

While Carso and Sarina were contemplating something, Cambara responded.

"The problem is... Veronica can no longer be involved with Academy affairs. She'll be busy enough just handling the Carmen Family."

"Then will you be managing the Academy again, boss?"

"No, I'm planning to entrust it to Cambara this time."

I pointed to Cambara in response to Carso's question.

"What?!"

"Luke, I think it might be too soon for that guy."

Sarina said this while glancing at Carso. However, as I expected, Carso didn't comment on Sarina's casual way of addressing me while we were among ourselves.

"The Sister is right. Me managing the Academy is a bit..."

"Don't worry. Not much will change from how things are now. You'll still be the vice chairman, and I'll visit occasionally."

"...Is that so?"

Of course, now that I was a boss, it was unclear how often I would be able to come to the Academy.

"Luke, how about I take charge?"

"But you have your own territory. You and your wolves are often dispatched elsewhere."

"That's fine with me."

"Carso, what do you think?"

"..."

As soon as I asked Carso, Sarina glared at him.

"Well, since Sarina's territory is just north of the Academy, it might work out fine."

Sarina seemed satisfied with Carso's response and relaxed her expression again.

"And while Cambara is good at using his head, he's not so great with physical tasks, so he and Sarina might make a good combination."

"What? Hey, what do you mean by that!"

"Sarina, calm down and sit back down."

"Hey, explain yourself!"

Sarina was about to stand up but sat back down after hearing my words. However, even while seated, she continued to demand an answer from Carso.

"No, I just meant what I said."

"Carso, I've already heard a bit about the northeast from Sarina."

"Is that so?"

I reconfirmed with Carso what Sarina had told me.

The stabilization of Michael and Angela's territories was complete. And currently, the Alini Family and the dwarf gang were helping the Russo Family win the war against the Vipers.

"Ah, it seems the Russo Family has expanded their territory quite comprehensively."

"Really?"

Those guys. They seemed to be showing off even while dealing with the Vipers. Just then, Carso began marking something on the map that Sarina had already marked up.

"Solomon and Marinelli have seen changes too."

"I heard there were changes on the Dragovich side as well."

After Carso finished marking, I checked the map with the group.



The Marinelli Family had expanded further south, and the Dragovich Family had also advanced into the border regions with the Carmen and Sanchez Families.

"The Solomon side has expanded quite a bit too."

"Yes, but the Russo guys are a bit of a nuisance. Carso, tell them not to think about coming further south."

"Yes, understood."

"And one more thing. Prepare another armored car with the same specifications as the one Elena and I use."

"Luke, why an armored car?"

"Veronica is a boss now too. She'll need one."

"..."

Sarina showed a slightly uncomfortable reaction upon hearing this, but that was all. Afterward, we had quite a lengthy conversation.

It wasn't often that we had the opportunity to gather like this.

However, while Carso and Sarina were still in the vice chairman's office... old man Leonhart arrived.
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# The Appearance of Alex Leonhart

The special walker designed for his mobility, given his racial characteristics as a slime that gave him a square jelly cube form. And his appearance, sitting plainly atop it, was quite impressive.

"Godfather. I hope I'm not interrupting anything important?"

As soon as Leonhart spoke while looking at us in the office, Carso quickly cleared the maps from the desk, and Cambara helped him.

Sarina and I naturally stood up, shielding their actions.

"No, I was actually thinking you might show up soon."

"Then my timing is perfect!"

Leonhart didn't pay any attention to the maps on the desk as he responded to me.

"...I thought you were dead long ago. Still alive, I see?"

"And you're still as insolent as ever."

Meanwhile, the old man responded appropriately to Sarina's comment. Everyone in this room except Cambara already knew each other.

"I called for the old man. Cambara, step outside for a moment."

"Yes, sir."

After helping Carso, Cambara quickly left the office at my command.

Ironically, this was the deputy union leader's office, and now its actual owner had left.

"I thought I would be able to speak with the Godfather alone."

"Don't be like that. Carso is already an Under Boss."

Carso is officially the 4th Under Boss of our Pellini Family. I was the 1st and 3rd, and Elena was the 2nd.

"...Well, that changes things."

"What? Why are you looking at me?"

Leonhart now turned his gaze to Sarina, as if suggesting she wasn't qualified to be here.

Of course, Sarina wasn't the type to back down.

"Sarina is a Caporegime too."

"Hmm, I suppose there's nothing to be done then. Formally speaking, her rank is appropriate."

Sarina is our family's Caporegime, while Leonhart is a high-ranking member of the Carmen Family.

By normal standards, they wouldn't be considered equals. However, being a high-ranking member changes things. Besides, in the Carmen Family, high-ranking members were essentially equivalent to Caporegimes.

"Godfather, would you mind telling me why you called me to this cradle of education?"

The old man poetically referred to the Academy while suggesting we get straight to the point.

"Fine, we're not exactly the type to exchange pleasantries anyway."

Everyone else agreed with my statement.

Leonhart had moved between the Marinelli Family, Sanchez Family, and Carmen Family in succession. The common thread among these three families was that they were all enemies of our Pellini Family.

Being a slime made him troublesome to kill, but even apart from his racial characteristics, the old man was a formidable opponent.

"I'll start with the good news."

"Is there bad news as well?"

I nodded at the old man's question. One piece of good news. One piece of bad news. That was the composition of what I had to tell him.

He said he wanted to hear the bad news first, but I refused.

"High-ranking members of the Carmen Family can be treated as regular members. We'll select a new Under Boss and Consigliere from among them."

"Oh? Is that so?"

Leonhart rubbed his hands together, seemingly interested in what I had to say.

Though calling them hands was generous—they were more like elongated protrusions from his jelly cube body.

"Now, for the bad news. The Under Boss will be McBratney, and the Consigliere will be Iktomi."

"...Then why did you call for me?"

"Old man, let the Godfather finish."

Carso tried to calm him down as he reacted.

"Honestly, unlike those two, I didn't think my sister could handle you."

"You overestimate me, while underestimating the other two."

"Perhaps. But I know McBratney well."

As for Iktomi, the spider-man... honestly, I don't know much about him. But I figured Veronica and Pola could handle him somehow.

"Anyway, how about playing in deeper waters, more suited to your caliber?"

"Deeper waters?"

"The Pellini Family."

"..."

At my words, everyone except me flinched simultaneously. Their exaggerated reactions were almost comical, like something out of a cartoon.

"Godfather, what use would you have for this old geezer?"

"I accept."

"What?!"

Leonhart accepted immediately. Sarina was the one who seemed surprised.

"What, not even going to think about it?"

"The Carmen Family is good, but it's no match for the Pellini Family."

"With your experience, appointing you as a Caporegime would be appropriate."

"Godfather."

I raised my hand to stop Carso's comment.

"I brought this up first, and the old man agrees, so I'd like to proceed immediately, but I can't."

"Is there a problem?"

"Our family currently has two bosses."

"You mean the Godmother. I understand."

Leonhart seemed to grasp my meaning. I could only make a definitive decision after consulting with Elena.

"I'll let you know as soon as possible."

The old man manipulated his walker, moving it around.

Before leaving the deputy's office, he tilted his walker at a precarious angle to bow his head to me, then departed.

"Brother, are you sure about this?"

"That's right. Where would we even put that old geezer?"

"As it happens, I have a place in mind. The southern district of Granada is still vacant."

"..."

"I can't give that entire area to Granada. It's just the right place for the old man."

Carso pondered my words carefully.

"Brother, that's true, but that area is quite important. Depending on the situation, it's likely to border both the Black gangs and Marinelli territory."

"Yes, I know that. The old man wouldn't accept anything less significant. And we can't entrust such an important district to just anyone."

"When you put it that way, it makes sense. I'll support Luke's opinion."

Sarina called me by my name again as soon as Leonhart left. Meanwhile, Carso anxiously ran his hand over his face.

"Carso, do you remember what I instructed earlier?"

"Yes, there was the message for the Russo Family, and should I also inform Miss Veronica about Leonhart?"

"Yes, please do that. I need to return to the mansion right away."

"Understood."

*

"You're leaving already?"

"With the old man's business and things to discuss with Elena, I have a lot to do. Unless you want to come along, Sarina."

"No, that's fine. But this does complicate things."

"Hmm? What does?"

Perhaps because some time had passed, Sarina's intoxication seemed to be fading.

"Monitoring Veronica... Miss Veronica. My subordinates were already handling it at her request, but if she becomes the boss of the Carmen Family... I'm wondering if that might be difficult."

"With the Carmen Family's intelligence network, they'd be monitoring you rather than the other way around, with capacity to spare."

Carso's comment hit the mark.

"That's exactly what I'm saying."

"It can't be helped. What's important is that instead of us monitoring Veronica, we can now use Veronica to access the Carmen Family's intelligence network."

Both Carso and Sarina nodded at my words.

"Oh, and don't forget about the armored car."

"Yes, I'll keep that in mind."

I reminded Carso of something I hadn't mentioned earlier. He started writing down all my instructions in his notebook.

I bid farewell to both of them and left the office.

Afterward, I didn't refuse the escort of my wolves and organization members stationed at the Academy.

As soon as I left the Academy grounds and got into the armored car, the driver who had been waiting asked:

"Boss, where to?"

"The mansion."

It was essentially the end of my workday.

Though it might be too early to call it a day, it was time to meet Elena and Felicia.

'Actually, is it really the end of my day?'

Since I promised to return to Veronica, it might not be a complete end.

As the armored car headed from the eastern part of the city where the Academy was located toward the central district, I found myself distracted by the machine gun in the back.

It might be because Solomon had been handling it so much. Sure enough, organizing the scattered machine gun parts became my job.

"Boss, we've arrived."

"...Already?"

I had only managed to organize the machine gun in the back when we reached our destination. The car didn't stop at the front gate but entered the mansion grounds after the gate opened.

"Boss."

This time, organization members guarding the mansion opened the car door for me instead of the contractors.

"Are Elena and Felicia inside?"

"Yes, both of them are here."

I hoped they weren't fighting again. But from what I heard, Elena was on the second floor of the main building while Felicia was in the annex.

"I see."

I headed first to the annex where Felicia was.

It wasn't that I preferred Felicia over Elena... I planned to bring her along to see Elena.

This mansion had more than one annex. The one where Felicia was staying housed some of the pets she had been raising at the hotel.

"Feli?"

I called out to Felicia as I entered the annex.

The annex resembled a breeding facility. There was a diverse array of animals in cages and behind bars.

"..."

As I was looking around, my head suddenly felt heavy.

"Heb, you rascal."

The culprit was Heb, a giant silkworm moth. I caught him and held him with both hands. Heb tried to escape my grip, but his strength was no match for mine.

"Feli?"

"Oh!"

After calling twice, I finally heard Felicia's voice.

"What are you so focused on?"

"Luke, perfect timing."

Felicia's appearance was quite unfamiliar—instead of her usual sophisticated and neat attire, she was wearing something resembling work clothes.

Even in such attire, Felicia's beauty remained unchanged. Her somewhat disheveled golden hair and still-dazzling purple eyes lost none of their charm.

"Want to try this?"

"Sure, why not."

What she handed me was a golden raspberry. Actually, it was more familiar to me as a wild strawberry.

Without hesitation, I popped the berry she offered into my mouth.

"Wait, where did this berry come from?"

It was strange that I only asked this after eating it.

Felicia pointed to a small deer in a nearby cage.

"I harvested it from that pudu over there."

I wondered if "harvesting" was the right expression for taking berries from an animal.

But Felicia wasn't wrong. The small, adorable creature that could be mistaken for a baby deer had flower petals and berries growing from its forehead.

"Wait, what I just ate came from that little guy's head?"

"But it tasted good, didn't it?"

That's true, but... it felt a bit strange.

"Nothing bad will happen, right?"

"Of course not. I wouldn't feed something harmful to you, Luke."

"That's a relief."

Though I felt bad interrupting her while she was tending to her animals, I wanted to take her out of the annex.

"Is there something urgent?"

"...Nothing extremely urgent. I just wanted you to hear this too, Feli."

"Alright, I guess I have no choice then."

Clearly, I had initially brought Felicia along, but by the time we left the annex, it seemed like she was the one leading me.

I headed with Felicia to see Elena on the second floor of the main building.

We had quite a few matters to discuss, such as Veronica becoming the boss of the Carmen Family and recruiting Leonhart as a Caporegime.

***


Sarojpandey, CC BY-SA 4.0 <https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0>, via Wikimedia Commons
Wikipedia English version, Rubus ellipticus entry

I've included a picture that most closely resembles yellow raspberries. They actually look more like golden wild strawberries.

The fruit in the photo is Rubus ellipticus, known as Himalayan Golden Raspberry. True to its name, it grows in the high mountain regions of the Himalayas.

In this world, you can imagine that pudus have these yellow raspberries growing from their foreheads!
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In the living room on the second floor of the main mansion.

Before reaching Elena's location, Felicia asked me to wait a moment.

"I'll just change my clothes quickly."

Despite the work clothes she was currently wearing, her beauty remained undiminished.

But Felicia is still a woman. She probably didn't want to appear in such attire in front of Elena, her romantic rival, though she wouldn't mind in front of me.

I hadn't been waiting long at the bottom of the stairs when someone approached from behind and tapped my shoulder.

"What? You changed really fast."

"Well, I just needed to put on some clothes."

Felicia and I held hands amicably as we climbed the stairs.

"..."

Meanwhile, Felicia kept glancing at me as she began wrapping her long tail around my waist.

The sensation reminded me of a snake constricting its prey—though that was probably just my imagination.

"Feli."

"Yes?"

"No matter how capable you are, isn't it difficult to take care of all those children by yourself? Especially now that you're not alone anymore."

"That's true. But I want to look after them personally."

"I understand. Then Elena and I will have to help you."

"I don't think Elena will be of any help at all."

"...Is it that bad?"

"She trembles at the mere sight of Heb."

When Felicia said that, I couldn't help but imagine Elena jumping in surprise as Heb flew toward her.

Just then, Felicia and I were about to open the door to the second-floor living room. But before we could, it opened from the inside.

"What? Who's trembling?"

The one who appeared was none other than Elena, my beloved sister.

"My, were you eavesdropping on your brother and me? Such bad manners."

"I told you to stop acting like my big sister. We're barely different in age, yet you keep saying that."

"But facts are facts, aren't they?"

"Elena."

"Luke, welcome back."

Elena and Felicia immediately began bickering as soon as they met.

Since this level of verbal sparring was nothing unusual for them, I casually responded to Elena's greeting, and she enthusiastically welcomed me.

"..."

She lifted me up effortlessly and carried me into the living room, regardless of Felicia's presence beside us.

"You said you'd return as quickly as possible, but you were a bit late, weren't you?"

"No, not at all. I'm fine."

"Really? I was so lonely without you, Luke."

No sooner had Elena answered considerately than Felicia approached us, trying to take me from Elena's arms.

Before my two wives could waste energy on another strange competition, I slipped out of their grasp and sat in a suitable chair in the living room.

If I had chosen the sofa, Elena and Felicia would surely have taken positions on either side of me and engaged in various power struggles.

"Luke, so did you make any progress?"

"Yes. And it's more than just progress."

"Then..."

"Veronica is now the boss of the Carmen Family. Pola Carmen and Rita Carmen—that woman wasn't lying."

I mentioned the key point just as Felicia was trailing off.

"The wolf trainees and Little Dom's men I brought along will stay by Veronica's side for the time being."

"What are you planning to do with the Gorillamen?"

"I'm bringing them back. I don't think we'll need them there."

"I see."

Setting aside how much of the force I'd brought would remain at the Carmen Family headquarters, I mentioned other matters as well.

"The Underboss and Consigliere will be selected from among the high-ranking officials."

"Is that necessary? There are the existing caporegimes and those who returned to that side following Veronica."

"I thought so too. But the issue is more complicated than expected. Those who sought asylum with Veronica on our side are at most suitable for caporegime positions or specific business operations. To be honest, they wouldn't be able to handle roles beyond that."

"..."

"And the same goes for the existing caporegimes. For now, Pola Carmen is the temporary Underboss, and the Consigliere and some long-serving caporegimes have collectively announced their retirement."

"Hmm, it seems there's no choice but to select from the high-ranking officials."

Elena, who had been listening attentively to my words, reluctantly nodded and spoke.

"So who are the new Underboss and Consigliere for that family?"

This time Felicia asked.

"For now, the Underboss is McBratney, and the Consigliere is a rather unusual character—a spider-man named Iktomi."

Having mentioned these two, I couldn't help but think of our slime elder. But before that, there was more to discuss.

"Luke, will that be enough?"

Elena asked an appropriate question.

Although she hadn't completely dropped her guard against Veronica, she couldn't help but worry.

"The other caporegimes won't cause problems. They may be stupid, but not that stupid."

"It's an opportunity to become part of the new Five Families and receive drug supplies from the Fellini Family. That makes sense."

"Right. They'd only give up these conditions if they were cornered by Melata or Dragovich, or in some desperate situation."

Elena remained silent as Felicia and I spoke.

"Luke, it's good to have McBratney and this Iktomi person as allies... but will the existing caporegimes and members accept this?"

"We have no choice. It's better than trying to win them over as allies. Besides, Veronica is officially the next boss recognized by Rita Carmen. Even from their perspective, they lack justification to oppose."

McBratney and Iktomi.

If we recruit their organizations and other high-ranking officials, Veronica and her forces will shift from a minority to a majority.

"One more thing. I plan to stay by Veronica's side for a while."

"What?"

"..."

Elena reacted immediately with shock, while Felicia, though clearly displeased, appeared to be considering the matter.

"Just until the Carmen Family stabilizes. It won't take that long."

I decided to say only this much about the Carmen Family. I told them I would provide more details or answer further questions through Veronica.

"I'm thinking of leaving the Academy to Sarina and Kambara for the time being."

"To Sarina?"

"Not much will change. Kambara will remain the vice-chairman, and the real power will simply shift from Veronica to Sarina."

"But Sarina might not be sufficient in that regard."

"Well, Kambara will handle the administrative aspects, and Sarina will deal with any problems that arise."

In a way, it was a perfect role distribution for those two.

"Sarina says it's probably impossible to keep surveillance on Veronica now."

"..."

"Elena, isn't what you did to Luke enough without doing the same to Veronica? I think this should be sufficient."

*

As soon as I mentioned this, Felicia began gently prodding Elena.

"Fine, I'll talk to Sarina and decide what to do about that."

But Elena left some room for negotiation, regardless of Felicia's comments.

"Elena, Feli. You both remember Elder Leonhart, right?"

"Yes, of course. But why bring him up?"

"Right. I heard he's currently with the Carmen Family."

Felicia and Elena's reactions were as expected, especially Felicia's. After all, Leonhart was a founding member of the Marinelli Family.

Whether or not he was Vito Marinelli's right-hand man, he was certainly one of his most powerful associates.

"He's now a high-ranking official in the Carmen Family. His influence is comparable to McBratney or Iktomi."

"...So what are you planning to do with him?"

Elena asked about my plans in relation to the appointments I had mentioned earlier. Unlike McBratney and Iktomi, who each received positions, Leonhart hadn't been assigned anything.

"Actually, I have a suggestion related to that."

I mentioned the recent territorial changes among the Five Families.

The Marinelli expanding westward and southward, the Russo expanding in all directions even during the war with the Vipers, and the Solomon continuing to push southward.

And finally, our Fellini Family.

"The northeast area..."

"Ah, I already heard about that from Carso."

"Really? Then I can get straight to the point."

I pointed out that Belcastro Granada, a caporegime in the central part of the city, had been expanding his territory.

"Why Granada?"

"We need to take the area south of his territory before black gangs or the Marinelli move in. But Granada alone isn't enough."

"..."

Felicia didn't object to my words. Perhaps she was satisfied with the extent of territory the Marinelli Family had recently acquired.

"So I was thinking, what about appointing Elder Leonhart as the caporegime for the area south of Granada?"

"You want to entrust such an important area to him?"

"He's too much for Veronica's Carmen Family to handle. And we can't send him elsewhere either."

"Luke, have you confirmed Leonhart's intentions?"

I nodded cautiously at Felicia's question.

"He was thrilled with the idea. We just need to decide what we're going to do."

"Luke, I understand your thoughts and intentions, but the other caporegimes won't easily accept this."

"That's why I specified the area south of Granada's territory. It doesn't have an owner yet, so we're letting Elder Leonhart expand into it now."

Although he would become a caporegime of the Fellini Family, taking over and organizing that area would be entirely Elder Leonhart's responsibility.

It might be frustrating for some that an outsider would become a caporegime.

But with Elder Leonhart's experience and the fact that he would earn the territory himself, such opposition could be minimized.

"Elena, what do you think?"

As soon as I finished speaking, Felicia asked Elena.

"Well, with Granada and Armo nearby, he won't be able to do anything suspicious."

Elena's response was more positive than I had expected.

"Besides those two, there's also Vanella and Lumini, and the distance from your territory, Elena, and the mansion isn't that far."

It was good that our control could easily extend there, and the surrounding caporegimes who could keep Leonhart in check were quite capable.

Of course, the proximity between Elder Leonhart and us also meant it would be easier for him to target us.

"If we think of it as gaining the Carmen Family's intelligence capabilities, this isn't too high a price to pay."

"Elena, then..."

"Yes, Luke. Let's go with your plan."

Elena readily agreed.

"I need to use the bathroom for a moment."

Just then, Felicia headed to the bathroom, leaving Elena and me alone in the living room.

"Luke."

"Yes, what is it?"

"Now that we've secured the Carmen Family, the Sanchez group is next."

"That's right. And after them, the Dragovich group."

According to Rita Carmen, these two families were behind our father's assassination. Our true revenge had essentially begun.

"When you took the Academy from me... I never thought we could accomplish this much."

"..."

I looked down at the ornate patterned carpet on the living room floor rather than at Elena as I spoke.

"Luke, I'm... sorry about that. It was my fault."

"Really, Elena, I wasn't looking for an apology. Even though it's in hindsight, it's because of those events that we're here like this now."

I hastily added these words in response to Elena's reaction. I truly wasn't seeking an apology.

"..."

"Right?"

As I turned my face closer to Elena's and asked, she blushed.

"Yes."

Her soft response was about to lead to a kiss. But Elena's soft lips never reached mine.

"...What's this?"

Felicia, who had returned from the bathroom, used her long tail to prevent the kiss between Elena and me.

"You came back quickly."

"Yes, Luke. I had a feeling you two would be like this."

Felicia spoke as if to say she wasn't so easily outmaneuvered.

Meanwhile, Elena, who had ended up kissing Felicia's tail instead of me, wore an extremely displeased expression.

"Elena, aren't you overreacting?"

"...Would you like it if you were in my place?!"

My two wives began another battle of nerves.

I stood up, planning to return to the Carmen Family headquarters.

"Leaving already?"

"Well, I do need to go."

"Luke, come see me for a moment before you go."

"Hmm?"

This time Felicia called me. Of course, before following her, I exchanged farewells with Elena.

"Luke, don't stay away too long. And be careful around Veronica."

"Don't worry. I can handle Veronica anytime."

"...I'm not sure that's something to be proud of."
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After saying goodbye to Elena, I followed Felicia out of the main building of the mansion.

"Feli, where are we going?"

"To that place from earlier."

"Ah."

When she said "that place from earlier," there was only one possible location.

Among the several annexes that made up the grand estate along with the main building, it was the one where Felicia kept her various animals.

The place where I had tasted the fruit that grew from the pudu's head earlier.

"Keeeeek!"

"..."

The moment Felicia opened the door to the annex, Heb came flying toward us. Unlike usual, he was making quite a commotion as he rushed at me with loud cries.

"Why is he acting like this?"

"Is he injured somewhere?"

"No, he shouldn't be hurt anywhere."

Felicia and I observed Heb for a moment.

But Heb just perched on my shoulder and remained completely still without the slightest movement.

If I had been injured, he would have made a huge fuss trying to heal me.

I grabbed the creature sitting on my shoulder.

"Feli, so what's going on?"

"...Luke. You remember those Black gangs from the south?"

"Those guys? I heard they recently got beaten pretty badly by Dragovich. Why bring them up?"

I wondered if they had clashed with the Marinelli Family.

If they had taken a significant hit from the Dragovich Family... there was a high possibility they were looking to expand in another direction.

In that sense, a conflict between them and the Marinelli Family, who controlled the southeastern part of the city, seemed inevitable.

"They sent someone to us first. Seems like they have something to discuss."

"No conflicts yet?"

"Not yet. We've prepared to respond at any time, but they haven't given us any reason to."

"...So what are you planning to do?"

"For now, Manfredi and Laia are going to meet with them."

The eldest son and second daughter. Since Manfredi was also the Family's underboss, it was quite a high-ranking delegation.

"Wait, did you tell Elena too?"

"Yes. I already told Elena."

I asked because she had called me separately to discuss this, but it seemed Felicia wasn't being that cautious about Elena after all.

"Once we stabilize the Carmen Family, we'll deal with the Sanchez bunch right away."

"Yeah, I figured as much."

Felicia answered and said she would give her two younger siblings a heads-up as well.

"What kind of heads-up?"

"I told them to avoid friction with those people as much as possible. We can't afford to worry about the Blacks from the south in our current situation."

"...That's true."

The Russo Family still hadn't dealt with the vipers in the north.

And the Dragovich Family was holding out in the southwestern part of the city. We had nothing to gain by turning the Blacks from the south into enemies as well.

"Is that all you wanted to tell me?"

"...No."

By the time she answered "no," she had already moved quite close to me.

She seemed determined to show me how much she liked me through her actions.

She nuzzled her forehead against mine, her tail wrapping around my waist as she embraced me, saying we hadn't done this much lately.

"Is this why you called me?"

"What? Don't you like a woman who takes initiative?"

"No, of course I do."

Come to think of it, she had always been like this. If not for her aggressive pursuit, our relationship might never have begun.

When I stroked her head once, Felicia's eyes changed.

What happened next was just a fleeting moment.

"..."

It might be inappropriate to think about this after everything, but I wondered if it was okay to have such intense relations during pregnancy.

For now, I helped fix Felicia's disheveled clothes.

"Feli, how's your stomach?"

"...Huh?"

Perhaps because we had just been so caught up in the passionate flow, exploring each other's bodies, she still seemed lost in the afterglow.

I mentioned my concern again.

"It's fine. I'm still in early pregnancy, not even mid-term yet."

She answered as if there was absolutely nothing to worry about, as if she had already looked into everything.

"That's good to hear."

"More importantly, could you help me with something?"

Felicia asked me to bring her a pot with a mandrake planted in it.

Between changing clothes before meeting Elena and now this, she seemed to be in a good mood but also somewhat tired, so I agreed.

"..."

A belated thought occurred to me—at this distance, all the animals in the annex must have heard everything that happened between Felicia and me.

Of course, they couldn't have seen it directly.

I headed toward where the animals were gathered. Heb, who had been somewhere unknown, flew to me.

'Where are the mandrakes?'

Come to think of it, I hadn't seen mandrakes in the hotel room, but Felicia had shown them to me separately a few times.

However, since we had just moved her animals here during the relocation, I had no way of knowing exactly where each animal was kept.

"Godfather! Godfather!"

Just as I was looking around.

From a birdcage hanging at a moderate height, a toucan that could speak human language called out to me.

"Toco Toucan, right?"

"Yes, that's me."

According to him, "toco toucan" wasn't a name but just the term for this type of large-billed bird.

"Do you know where the mandrakes are?"

"If you mean those strange plants, they're over there."

Most of the things in the annex were animals. There were plants too, like the one I was looking for now, but they were very few.

In the direction the toucan pointed, I saw carefully stored mandrake pots.

I carefully picked up one of them.

As I was about to return to Felicia.

"Would you help me, please?"

"..."

Unlike the others, a mandrake with its head poking out of the soil spoke to me.

"What?"

With lettuce-like green leaves and a pale purple flower on top, which had yellow stamens, it had a simple yet elegant appearance.

"I would like you to bury my head back in the soil."

The mandrake, with its humanoid appearance below the leaves and flower, spoke. I didn't answer but used a nearby trowel to bury its face.

Once its face was completely buried in the ground, it said "Thank you."

The mumbling was so muffled that I wasn't sure if I heard correctly, but I hurried back to Felicia.

"Feli, is this what you needed?"

"Yes. One is enough."

While I was fetching the mandrake, Felicia had neatly packaged the pudu fruit we had eaten earlier.

"Is this the same one we ate before?"

"Yes, I thought we might give some to Veronica."

"And this mandrake too?"

"It never hurts to be careful."

Mandrake.
A legendary plant said to resemble a human, but in this world, it's a very real plant.

Like the one that spoke to me earlier, these plants are alive and can even converse with people.

Perhaps that's why they're often used for security purposes.

A mandrake pot is placed in a suitable location, and the mandrake keeps watch. When it spots someone suspicious, it lets out an ear-splitting scream that incapacitates the target.

Of course, for security and surveillance, the mandrake's face needs to be exposed above the soil.

According to Felicia, mandrakes experience a lot of stress in this state, and the more stress accumulates, the more powerful their screams become.

"Veronica is lucky."

"How so?"

"To have a sister-in-law who thinks of her like this."

"I wish Vera felt the same way. She should stop thinking about getting her hands on her own brother."

Felicia's words seemed to carry genuine sincerity.

Afterward, I gathered the items she had given me and boarded the armored car waiting in the courtyard.

*

Before departing, Elena saw me leaving and seemed to sense something was off.

Of course, Felicia would certainly deny that anything had happened, so the explaining would fall to me.

"Boss, what should we do?"

"Hm? About what?"

"Should we go straight through the Solomon Family territory? Or detour through the Russo area?"

"Ah. Let's just go directly. It's not like we're moving in a convoy like before, so they probably won't notice."

I figured it would be fine since we weren't making a show of it.

Even if the Sanchez Family maintained good control over their territory... they weren't inspecting every vehicle passing through.

As I expected, the armored car passed through the Sanchez Family territory without incident.

Once we entered the Carmen Family's territory, everything went smoothly.

We arrived at the casino, now Veronica's Carmen Family headquarters, and were immediately greeted by Carmen Family members.

"Godfather, the Boss is waiting for you."

"I understand. I'll go up right away."

I handed them the mandrake Felicia had given me and told them to send it directly to Veronica's office.

"It's dangerous, so move it carefully."

"...Yes, understood."

I wasn't entirely confident in them, but surely they could handle that much.

I then took the elevator to the fourth floor.

Throughout the fourth floor were wolf trainees, Gorillaman, and Solomon Family members that Solomon had brought.

"Godfather!"

"Little Dom, everything quiet?"

"Yes, all quiet so far. Before you arrived, that orc and the spider-man went into Miss Veronica's office."

"Is that so?"

It seemed I had arrived at just the right time.

I entrusted the pudu fruit I had brought to Solomon and headed to Veronica's office.

Instead of entering right away, I knocked a few times and announced myself.

"Come in, brother."

The moment I opened the door, I saw McBratney and Iktomi.

And unlike when she was with me and Solomon, Veronica was wearing a metal mask that had been readjusted to fit her face.

"May I join the conversation?"

"Yes, of course."

The two high-ranking officials seemed fine with it too.

From what I gathered, it seemed they hadn't yet been appointed as underboss and consigliere.
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Veronica, McBratney, and Iktomi.

The three people in the Carmen Family Boss's office focused their attention on me. As soon as Veronica told me I could join their conversation, I took a seat beside her.

"So what were you talking about?"

"We were just about to discuss something important."

"..."

"..."

McBratney and Iktomi didn't interrupt while Veronica continued speaking.

McBratney merely twitched his distinctive orc tusks, while Iktomi, true to his spider-human nature, rolled his numerous eyeballs around.

"Now that my brother has joined us, let's get straight to the point."

"Understood, Boss."

As soon as McBratney answered, I whispered in Veronica's ear that Elena had not objected to our personnel decisions and had actually approved them.

"This is a decision that both bosses of the Fellini Family have agreed upon. Mr. McBratney?"

"Yes."

"As soon as Paula steps down, you will become the new Underboss. Understood?"

"...Understood."

"And Mr. Iktomi, I'd like you to serve as Consigliere immediately."

"It's an honor, Boss."

There was no need to mention that the current Consigliere had announced his retirement. That's probably why Veronica didn't say anything about it.

"Boss, I have a question, if I may ask?"

"Yes, of course."

"Do you have a plan regarding Old Man Leonhart?"

"What do you mean?"

"Godfather, you may not know this, but Old Man Leonhart and I are competitors."

I noticed a slight change in how McBratney addressed me.

If we were alone, it might be different, but with his boss present, he called me Godfather. It made sense, considering I was the boss's brother.

"It's not just a competitive relationship. 'Desperate to kill each other' would be a more accurate description."

"That's one way to put it."

Iktomi's apt observation. McBratney didn't completely deny it.

"My brother will handle it."

"...Is that so?"

"Godfather, may I ask exactly how you plan to handle it?"

"I'm not going to kill him. I'm simply transferring Old Man Leonhart's affiliation from the Carmen Family to our Fellini Family."

"What do you mean...?"

"Exactly what I said. The old man has now become a Caporegime in our family. Though he hasn't fully secured his territory yet."

South of the area Granada had claimed—that was Old Man Leonhart's new territory.

"By the way, with you two serving as Underboss and Consigliere, the family should stabilize quickly, right?"

"...I wouldn't necessarily say that."

"Why not?"

I asked again about the reason for Iktomi's negative response.

"It's for reasons you and the Boss probably already know. First, there will be resistance from other Caporegimes and regular members."

"Because you two are associates, not regular members, right?"

Iktomi nodded at Veronica's question.

It was unavoidable, considering they had skipped the process of becoming regular members and jumped straight to Underboss and Consigliere positions without even being Caporegimes first.

"And while it's good that you've dealt with Old Man Leonhart, you'll need to recruit other high-ranking associates as well."

Iktomi added some explanation before getting to the more substantial part.

If McBratney and his subordinates were keeping the Sanchez Family and Dragovich Family in check at the southernmost part of Carmen Family territory...

Iktomi himself was responsible for the central part of the Carmen Family, while Old Man Leonhart handled the area between McBratney and himself.

"I believe you'll need to recruit other associates who control the eastern part as well."

"We could appoint them as regular members, or as Caporegimes."

Veronica mentioned that quite a few old-generation Caporegimes had collectively retired along with the former Consigliere.

Thanks to their clean departure...

From Veronica's perspective as the new boss, she had plenty of positions to offer to those who would follow her.

"Then isn't that problem solved?"

"No, Godfather. That's precisely why it's a problem."

"Ah."

Now I understood what Iktomi meant.

*

There would already be discontent about high-ranking associates like McBratney and Iktomi becoming Underboss and Consigliere.

If several other high-ranking associates were appointed as Caporegimes on top of that, and their subordinates became regular members... the dissatisfaction among existing Caporegimes and members would clearly grow.

Although Old Man Leonhart and his subordinates had disappeared by transferring to the Fellini Family.

That change would hardly be noticeable compared to everything else happening.

"Veronica, isn't this unavoidable in this case?"

"Yes, the Carmen Family's strength lies in its associates and allies. Considering the influence and power commanded by these two here and other high-ranking associates... we have no choice."

Iktomi and McBratney nodded at our response.

"There's another issue. While I appreciate the Boss taking our side as associates, doing so will make it difficult to fully utilize our family's greatest strength—our intelligence network."

"..."

That's quite a painful loss. But McBratney wasn't wrong.

While the existing Caporegimes and members might not contribute much in terms of raw power, they form the foundation of the Carmen Family's renowned intelligence network.

Each Caporegime builds close relationships with local associates and allies through social clubs or restaurants, creating an intricate and precise information network like a spider's web.

The intelligence network had already suffered losses due to the departure of old-generation Caporegimes.

If the remaining Caporegimes turn their backs on Veronica, we'll likely lose the benefits of that intelligence network.

It would take time for the newly appointed Caporegimes to establish an information network comparable to the existing one.

"So, what will you do?"

"We have no choice. I received this family overnight thanks to Mother and Sister Paula. Compared to what we've gained, this isn't such a great loss."

"I understand. I'm glad you're being positive about it, Boss."

Iktomi added that he had said everything he needed to say.

"Besides, I'll continue to survive with my brother, so it's fine. Rebuilding the information network is just a matter of time."

"..."

Veronica said it, but I was the one whose face was burning.

"Ha, understood."

Meanwhile, McBratney seemed pleased with Veronica's response.

"Then I should tell Old Man Leonhart to depart immediately."

"That's a shame. I wanted to celebrate becoming Underboss by putting a bullet in the back of that old man's head first."

"...They really don't get along well."

Iktomi explained to Veronica and me, as if asking for our understanding about McBratney's comment.

"Well, it's rare for people whose territories border each other to get along."

Though such cases do exist occasionally, McBratney and Old Man Leonhart apparently weren't among them.

"McBratney, Iktomi. Now tell me about the next high-ranking associates we should recruit."

"Understood."

Iktomi primarily handled the explanation.

It was natural, given that he was now the Carmen Family's Consigliere.

"The high-ranking associate in charge of the eastern part of the Carmen Family is Henry Mangano."

"An elf?"

"Yes, you recognized it just from the name."

"That's how elves are."

Based on the world I lived in, if someone had an Italian-sounding name, they were likely from Tyrrhenia's elven community.

If not, they were immigrants who had moved from Tyrrhenia to this country.

"Veronica, I'll step out for a moment to contact Old Man Leonhart."

"Alright, brother."

Veronica said she and the other two would handle things.

The trio's first target was Mangano, whom they had just mentioned. After Mangano, they would likely recruit other high-ranking associates to fill the vacant Caporegime positions.

As I left Veronica's office, Solomon sauntered over to me.

"Godfather, where did you get this?"

Solomon held out a pot with a mandrake planted in it.

"I have my ways. But why do you have it?"

"Carmen members brought it, so I asked them to give it to me."

Huh? How is that an answer to my question?

I took the mandrake pot from Solomon and placed it in a suitable spot. I figured somewhere near Veronica's office would be appropriate.

"Should I position it like this?"

I made sure the mandrake's roots were partially exposed, not completely buried in soil.

"..."

The creature seemed displeased with its face half-exposed above the soil.

"Deal with any suspicious individuals who approach. Understood?"

The mandrake scratched its head with its soil-covered arm after hearing my instructions.

"How do I identify suspicious individuals?"

"..."

Describing them by clothing or appearance would be endless.

I specified that suspicious individuals were those who suddenly drew weapons or behaved abnormally.

"Understood."

After saying that, it began surveying the surroundings with a tired expression.

Afterward, I instructed Solomon to send some of his subordinates to Old Man Leonhart.

"What should I tell them to say?"

"Tell him that both Elena and I have agreed. And that he should move immediately to the area we discussed previously."

"Understood."

Solomon said he would entrust the task to reliable men, though he wouldn't go himself.

"And just in case... I brought this."

"Where did you get that?"

He carefully pulled out a submachine gun from inside his coat. It looked like a Tommy gun with a drum magazine.

"I brought it from my territory."

It seemed Solomon's subordinates had armed themselves with submachine guns.

Wolf trainees and Gorillamen, plus Solomon Family members armed with submachine guns. And the high-ranking associates we were planning to recruit.

This should be enough to prevent any instability in the current Carmen Family under Veronica's leadership.

"Good, now let's try these fruits I brought."

"Pardon?"

I handed Solomon some Fudu fruits that Felicia had harvested herself.

Solomon eyed the fruit suspiciously, sniffed it a few times, then just popped it into his mouth.

"How is it? Good, right?"

"...It just tastes like a raspberry to me."

"What?"

If his sense of taste is even duller than mine, whose taste buds aren't fully functional...

While I was disappointed by Solomon's reaction, a significant incident was unfolding in the central part of the city.

And it was happening in none other than Richard Banella's territory.
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Before an incident occurred in Richard Banella's territory in the central district of the city.

"Mr. Mangano, where shall I take you?"

"To the Vallis Casino. Right now."

A portly elf hurriedly got into his black car, urging his driver.

A once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Such a chance had come to this elf.

To be honest, he didn't have major complaints about the system and operations of the organization he belonged to, but this was a matter of a different concept entirely.

"..."

Unlike the highly excited elf, the driver and the subordinate in the passenger seat remained very calm.

"What are you doing? Why aren't we moving? I said start driving now!"

"Yes, sir."

"You guys! This is—"

Three gunshots rang out immediately after. Who aimed at whom, who got hit—none of that mattered.

The new boss of the Carmen Family, the new underboss, the new consigliere.

What mattered was that the plan these three had devised was beginning to fall apart.

Several hours earlier.

Once again, in the central district, in Richard Banella's territory, a shootout had occurred.

The exact location was an orphanage—one that had been operated by a corporation owned by the Pellini Family.

After the death of Don Vito Pellini, the orphanages operated by the Pellini Family throughout the city were concentrated in the eastern district. But as the Family gradually reclaimed its old territories, the orphanages began to be distributed again in the central district as well.

The orphanage where the shootout occurred was one directly managed by Karen, the deputy director of the corporation that operated several orphanages.

Along with her former colleagues from her days as a nun who committed robberies.

The Nun Robbery Gang that worked with Karen had about 30 members. Of those, eight were assigned to the same orphanage as Karen.

That's where the problem began.

Karen had made her decision to save her sisters when she had no other options, but...

Others didn't see it that way.

They could only explain it as her selling them out to the mafia while she enjoyed a love affair with her new mafia lover.

Thus, without Karen knowing, their discontent grew, and eventually, things came to a head.

"Open this right now! You crazy bitches! Have you lost your minds?!"

A large wardrobe in the orphanage rattled back and forth.

From inside came screams mixed with curses directed at those who had locked her in there.

"What do we do now?"

"What else? We need to run away first."

"Where to? We have nowhere to escape to anyway."

However, they continued their conversation as if they weren't bothered by the curse-filled screams coming from the woman in the wardrobe, who was shouting until her throat was raw.

Though they were only eight in number, despite being so few, they failed to reach a consensus.

Some moved in the dead of night to leave the city completely.

Some began tormenting the orphanage children to vent their frustrations.

Some, in a state of despair, headed to the nearest police station to turn themselves in.

Amidst this chaos, surprisingly, Karen remained safe.

"...Hey, are you okay?"

"..."

The Nun Robbery Gang members who headed to the police station.

They confessed everything about what had happened at this late hour.

It was like a scene of confession, but unlike confessors, they had never sworn not to reveal what they had heard to anyone.

Those who received hefty bribes from the Pellini Family and needed to prove their worth to remain as their associates.

Coincidentally, such individuals existed at that police station as well.

They immediately contacted Richard Banella, the caporegime of that district, and after assessing the situation, Banella rushed to the orphanage.

"The children? What happened to the children?"

"..."

Karen, who had been trapped in the wardrobe and couldn't get out, asked about the whereabouts of the others as soon as she was rescued.

However, Banella was confused about whether the "children" Karen referred to were her former nun sisters who had locked her in there, or if she meant the children of the orphanage.

Of course, either way, his answer was predetermined.

"They're all dead."

"..."

Karen showed a reaction that would have been unthinkable under normal circumstances.

Her two legs, matching Banella's stout build, trembled uncontrollably, and she collapsed on the spot.

"It couldn't be helped. They wouldn't just stand by and watch us enter the orphanage."

Banella also mentioned that the orphanage children were already dead before they arrived.

Those children were not ones who had been recognized for their potential to become wolves or anything like that... they were just ordinary children.

Children born without parents who knew how to love them.

But because of that small difference, they died entangled in adult affairs without ever getting to nurture their dreams.

"..."

"Ricardo, what should we do now?"

A man approached Karen, who was shocked by the sudden events, and Banella, who wanted to comfort her but was at a loss.

Hugh Dance.
Like Banella, he was a rare human in the underworld and also Banella's second-in-command as a caporegime.

Dance mentioned Banella's Tyrenian birth name, but Banella was preoccupied with his lover.

Of course, Banella knew that he needed to respond to the current situation immediately.

"Karen, don't go anywhere, stay here. I'll be back."

Banella entrusted his subordinates with cleaning up the orphanage. They needed to collect the bodies of the dead children and Karen's colleagues, call the police, and have them verify the circumstances of this incident.

There are limits to what can be buried.

If it were just one or two deaths, it might have been possible, but with so many children dead, that method was impossible.

"Should we contact the Godmother too?"

"...Sigh. Yes, contact her right away."

As soon as Banella gave his permission, Dance reported the incident to the boss of the Pellini Family.

But even as he did so, the situation was spreading like ripples on the calm surface of water.

Somehow, the fate of the eight had given courage to their former Nun Robbery Gang colleagues at other orphanages to act.

"..."

"Elena, why that expression?"

As a result, Elena, who had received a report from Hugh Dance about the previous night's events, immediately had to receive another report.

"Miss, it seems Hemington has been shot."

"Max Hemington?"

"Yes, it appears to be the work of those nun women."

Elena unconsciously pinched the bridge of her nose and closed her eyes.

*

Felicia was curious about her reaction but waited for the call to end.

Elena clearly conveyed to Carso on the other end of the line.

"Tell Banella to take responsibility and handle this matter."

"Yes, understood."

Before Carso ended the call, Elena added that if they didn't handle this properly, both Banella and Karen would be as good as dead.

Carso hesitated a bit at her words but responded as if it were nothing.

Max Hemington, the head of the orphanage corporation operated by the Pellini Family... is the brother of a Tyrenian organization boss who supplies large quantities of drugs from overseas.

"Elena, what's happened that makes you look so serious?"

"Those nun women have caused trouble."

"What kind of trouble?"

"It seems they shot Massimo Cremona."

"Oh my, dear..."

Felicia spoke with a sympathetic tone after hearing Elena's words.

It was a hint of sympathy directed not at Cremona who had been shot, but at the stupid women who had shot him.

Whatever had happened between them, even if Cremona had committed some grave mistake, it didn't matter.

They had messed with an exile from the Tyrenian organization that the Pellini Family was responsible for. Since such an incident had never occurred before, there was a need to punish them severely to set an educational precedent.

"So is he dead?"

"No, no matter how old he's gotten, his skills from his youth haven't disappeared."

Massimo Cremona, or rather, Max Hemington, had turned all three women who approached him with ill intent into a pulp.

They had managed to launch a surprise attack, but their mistake was that Hemington didn't die instantly from that first attack.

"Should I tell our family members just in case?"

"No, there's no need for that."

"Well, if that's the case, it can't be helped."

"..."

In Elena's opinion, there was no need to seek help from the Marinelli Family.

For now, incidents in Banella's territory would be handled by Banella, and incidents in the eastern district and other orphanages would be handled by mobilizing various caporegimes through Carso.

However, she was troubled by the children who had died in the orphanage.

Was it because she herself was carrying a life in her womb? It was a complex feeling that she couldn't articulate clearly.

Meanwhile, as these events unfolded in the Pellini Family's territory.

A man appeared at the Vallis Casino, the headquarters of the Carmen Family.

His name was Henry Mangano.

He was a high-ranking member of the Carmen Family with military strength and influence second only to McBratney, Iktomi, and old man Leonhart.

The family's boss, Veronica, was in the midst of discussing various plans with her new closest confidants in her office located on the 4th floor of the casino.

Ding dong—!

With the sound of the elevator arriving, a slender elf and his entourage appeared.

The first to greet him were Solomon and I.

"Are you Henry Mangano?"

"Yes, I am."

Mangano answered Little Dom Solomon, and then greeted Solomon and me.

I was the boss of the Pellini Family, and Little Dom was the boss of the Solomon Family, so it was natural.

The current situation, where two bosses of the five families were greeting a single high-ranking member, was abnormal.

"Alright, follow me."

Solomon told Mangano to follow him, and Mangano and his subordinates followed Solomon toward Veronica's office.

My and Solomon's subordinates, positioned throughout the 4th floor, remained vigilant.

"...What's that?"

Around the time Mangano started following Solomon.

Suddenly, gunshots began to ring out from outside the building. And they continued endlessly, without a moment's pause.
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The sound of gunfire coming from outside the building.

The exact moment when the first shot rang out was unclear. By the time the gunfire reached my ears... rather than diminishing, it only intensified.

This sound, like someone was pounding on the building.

Immediately, the creatures scattered throughout the fourth floor changed their expressions and began approaching me.

Wolf trainees, Gully Men, and even Veronica's subordinates. Those among Solomon's men who hadn't gone with Mangano for guidance were also moving busily.

But amid our focus on the gunfire outside, we made a critical mistake.

The gunshots had erupted right after Mangano and his men arrived. There was no way they weren't involved.

A restrained sound between a pick and a puck.

It was an unpleasant noise, like beating a thick blanket with a club. When I quickly turned my head, what I saw was...

Mangano and his men with silencers attached to their pistols.

Although they had silencers, there was no way the sound of gunfire wouldn't be heard at this distance.

"What the hell!"

By the time one of Solomon's men shouted, it was already too late.

They targeted Solomon's subordinates except for the golems. After all, it would be difficult to subdue golems in one go, unlike the hamster-humans and elves.

"You bastards!"

Solomon shouted loudly as he belatedly grasped the situation.

The scene had already descended into chaos. The golems who had been following Solomon to guide Mangano and his men charged forward.

"Duck your head!"

"...!"

Solomon, who was grappling with Mangano, heard my warning and immediately kicked him away, using the recoil to launch himself high into the air.

Separate from this bizarre sight, my group and I opened fire on the enemies.

To be honest, it was a pathetic scene.

The bullets fired by the Gully Men and Veronica and Solomon's subordinates seemed to hit Solomon's golems more than Mangano's men.

The sudden incident ended just as suddenly as it began.

The flowerpot with the mandrake planted in it, which I had left near Veronica's office earlier.

Solomon had been bringing Mangano and his men to Veronica's office, and the mandrake had judged them as "suspicious individuals" according to the criteria I had mentioned earlier.

"...UWAAAAAGH—!!!!!!"

Although the mandrake's head hadn't been exposed above the soil for very long, it was extremely powerful.

"Huk...!"

Solomon, who had jumped high, was able to avoid the mandrake's scream by a hair's breadth.

But Mangano and his men, as well as Solomon's golems who were confronting them, couldn't escape the mandrake's scream unscathed.

"Stop! That's enough!"

When I shouted urgently, the mandrake closed its mouth like a child abruptly stopping its crying.

A few seconds. Just a few seconds.

The area swept by the mandrake's scream was filled with unconscious bodies.

It was grotesque to see everyone collapsed with their limbs limp and tongues hanging out, without exception.

"Hey, take care of all those bastards."

"Y-Yes, sir!"

For now, I entrusted Veronica's subordinates with the simplest cleanup.

After moving Solomon's subordinates who had been killed or injured by Mangano's surprise attack, I ordered them to kill everyone except Mangano.

"Gully Men! You take the elevator and stairs."

"Yes, boss!"

"Don't let anyone down. Keep holding them."

Coincidentally, the elevator hadn't gone to another floor yet. After Mangano and his men got off on the fourth floor, no one had tried to use the elevator.

Thanks to that, we were able to control the elevator.

Following my instructions, the Gully Men opened the elevator and held the doors open, eventually placing suitable furniture in the gap to keep them from closing.

With this, anyone targeting us would have no way to reach the fourth floor except via the stairs.

"Solomon!"

"Godfather!"

Solomon, who had been checking on his subordinates' condition, scurried over on his short legs as soon as I called his name.

"You take that staircase!"

"Understood! Just a moment!"

The staircases connecting the floors of the casino building were one each on the east and west sides.

I decided to assign the west staircase to Solomon and take the east one myself.

"Godfather, what about us...?"

Just then, the wolf trainees approached and asked me.

Veronica's subordinates were divided into three groups: those handling the cleanup and the rest split between the two staircases.

On my side were the Gully Men composed of crocodile and shark humans, while on Solomon's side were his subordinates consisting of hamster-humans, golems, and elves.

"You protect Veronica!"

I didn't know what might happen.

It was strange that there was no reaction from those inside the office despite all this commotion.

"You there! Orc fellows, follow me. We're heading to the east staircase."

"..."

I also had the guys brought by McBratney and Iktomi join me.

Given the situation, they moved without hesitation. Their movements were definitely better than the Carmen Family members.

But just as I was about to move toward the east staircase.

Suddenly, a heavy, dull gunshot rang out. A split second later came the sound of windows breaking near the office.

Once.

Twice.

Before the third shot, I flung open the office door.

Iktomi, with his head shot through, was sprawled on the desk, his body trembling. McBratney was on the phone with someone, and Veronica was by the window.

Though it was already too late, Veronica activated the shield near the window. Probably for bulletproofing.

Once the bulletproof shield appeared, the sniper's bold attack ended.

True to his spider-human nature, Iktomi continued to tremble despite his severe injury.

"...Damn it!"

McBratney suddenly threw down the receiver and shouted.

"What happened?"

"It's been cut off!"

The phone was disconnected. The attackers targeting us had clearly cut the casino's phone lines.

"Godfather, Boss. My men will guess the situation here and come to support us. If we can just hold out until then..."

"They're here!"

While McBratney was making his optimistic claim, someone outside the office shouted.

Of course, it couldn't be the reinforcements McBratney mentioned. With the elevator not moving, it was natural for them to come up the stairs.

"Are you sure the reinforcements are coming?"

*

"Yes."

McBratney said that although the call was cut off, he had managed to convey that they were under attack.

"Good, Patrick. You take Veronica and go to another room with the wolves."

The two looked like they had something to say to me.

"Now!"

But at my command, Veronica and McBratney left the office.

No sooner had I closed the door to the office, where only Iktomi's cooling corpse remained, than the west staircase door opened.

"Veronica! Run!"

Solomon was in charge of the west staircase.

Although Solomon had positioned his group around the west staircase and created barricades using furniture and decorations, the attackers still had opportunities.

They immediately fired at me and Veronica, visible in the distance.

Fortunately, neither I, Veronica, nor anyone else was hit.

Pak!

However, a flowerpot near the office was shattered by a bullet, and the mandrake inside was thrown out along with the soil.

"Aaaagh!"

With not just its head but its entire body exposed outside the soil, the mandrake writhed in distress from anxiety, but there was no time to help it.

"Patrick, get in that room!"

"Got it!"

McBratney took Veronica to another room next to the office, with the wolf trainees following her.

"..."

I turned my head to look at the west staircase.

By that time, Solomon and his group had already dealt with the attackers.

"Bring me my ball-hair trimmer!"

Ball what?!

As soon as Solomon shouted, I was confused, but a nearby subordinate handed him what looked like a Tommy gun.

I could understand what he meant.

Though unintentional, considering his small stature, the gun he fired would be at the level of others'...

Anyway, I took advantage of the brief lull to help the mandrake, which was flailing its limbs about.

After covering it with the remaining soil, I hurried toward the east staircase.

"Thank you!"

The creature, now crudely covered in soil, expressed its gratitude to me.

"Godfather! There's no sign of anyone coming up this way yet!"

"Don't let your guard down. The rest of you, hurry and bring something to block with!"

"Yes, sir!"

While the Gully Men were bringing various items, the others remained vigilant.

"They're coming again!"

A voice came from the west staircase.

The fact that they were persistently coming only from that side suggested that the attackers' numbers might be smaller than expected.

"You move toward Veronica and McBratney."

"...Yes."

It might have been a premature judgment, but I had McBratney's subordinates join the wolves. So far, there had been no additional attacks from the fierce sniper.

Meanwhile, at the west staircase, Solomon was attempting a frontal assault.

"Yes, this hefty feeling! Bring me my hat too!"

Though it wasn't the machine gun he had so desired, Solomon was delighted with the feel of his favorite submachine gun.

"Boss, here it is."

One of his subordinates handed him a fedora that had been left nearby.

Despite being indoors, Solomon pulled on the fedora and ordered his armed subordinates to follow him.

Adding a bit more reason to this life-or-death attempt was also revenge for his men who had just been killed.

"They've come up to the floor right below us."

At his subordinate's words, Solomon sent the hamster-humans first up the stairs. He planned to sweep away those coming up from below with the advantage of higher ground and the rapid fire of submachine guns.

"..."

A continuous tension.

From the staircase just below, figures wearing hideous metal masks began climbing up, filling the stairs.



"Die! You bastards!"

At that moment, Solomon's ball-hair trimmer spat its first fire.

The violent recoil of the submachine gun made all the flesh on Solomon's body quiver. The fedora on his head danced merrily along.

The grand welcome ceremony personally hosted by one of the Five Families' bosses had begun.
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Little Dom Solomon.

There was nothing to disrupt the grand welcoming ceremony led personally by one of the five Family bosses.

"Get down! I said get down!"

"Back up..."

"Fuck! Move aside!"

The response of the attackers to the barrage of bullets from Solomon and his men was nothing short of chaotic.

It was clear they couldn't advance any further, but tangled with each other, they couldn't even think about retreating the way they had come.

More precisely, those at the front, paralyzed with fear, pushed or shoved those directly behind them, but the hail of bullets raining down on them was even faster.

Some fool who lost his way even fell over the railing, plummeting through the open central space.

"Keep firing! Until you can't see them anymore! Keep going!"

"Yes, sir!"

Even the vigorous shouts of Solomon and his men weren't enough to overcome the cacophony filling the stairwell.

When the endless gunfire finally ceased.

Below the fourth-floor staircase lay a grim scene of bodies, impossible to tell the living from the dead.

"..."

Solomon was clearly excited in this situation.

The thrill of mowing down enemies in this life-or-death situation, the acrid smell of gunpowder filling the air, his ears ringing from the continuous noise of bullets firing from his gun barrel.

All these complex elements prevented Solomon from making rational judgments.

The attackers' assault via the west staircase had been thwarted.

Soon after, worrying signs appeared on the east staircase that I was responsible for.

"Godfather."

A wolf trainee who had been cautiously scouting the lower staircase alone approached me.

"What? What is it?"

"I think they're coming up this way too, sir."

"..."

At his report, I immediately made a quiet gesture to those positioned at the east staircase.

Even those who didn't understand the signal sensed something was coming from the wolves' quick movements and prepared themselves fully.

"You three. Follow me."

I pointed to three wolf trainees. Then, with them, I carefully headed toward the staircase and took position between the fourth and fifth floors.

I made sure to lower my posture and keep my head down to remain invisible to those coming up from the third floor.

Even though we had superior numbers and firepower, we couldn't afford to be careless.

It would be more efficient for us to attack simultaneously from the front and sides of the entrance.

"..."

Finally, footsteps became clearly audible. There weren't many coming this way, as most had apparently been deployed to the west staircase.

They were probably trying to exploit a gap while attention was focused on the west staircase.

I relied entirely on my hearing without visual confirmation. One of the few advantages of being an elf was exceptional hearing.

...Now. I sensed it instinctively.

As I suddenly stood up, the other wolves revealed themselves in unison.

Sure enough, I could see the figures of men who were about to rush in, leaning against the wall not far from the front entrance.

There was no need to even give the order to shoot. They pulled their triggers in sequence, starting with whoever stood up first.

Several shots followed.

In their final moment, all they saw was their own bodies collapsing, hit by bullets from their blind spot.

The engagement ended in an instant.

Thanks to the much smaller number of enemies compared to the west staircase where Solomon was.

"Keep checking if more are coming from below."

"Yes, sir."

As I descended the stairs, I didn't forget to put an extra bullet in each fallen man's head.

One, two, three. Four in total.

Leaving the east staircase to the others, I headed to the fourth-floor lobby, intending to go to the room where Veronica and McBratney were.

"..."

But something seemed off about the broken flowerpot in front of Veronica's office.

I could see an unidentified green liquid seeping through the small amount of soil I had covered the mandrake with.

Wondering what it was, I brushed away the soil... it was fluid coming from the mandrake's body.

The pot wasn't the only thing that had been shot.

While I was wondering what I could do for it, the creature stopped moving.

'Poor thing.'

Given the circumstances, I buried this little friend in the soil. The creature that had so disliked exposing itself outside the soil was now fully buried in it only in death.

"Patrick!"

When I called McBratney's name, he came out of the room. Since the danger hadn't completely passed, I didn't bother calling for Veronica.

"...Is it over?"

"No, we don't know yet. If I were those bastards, I wouldn't have thought I could beat us with just this."

"You're right about that. But they're not wolves."

"What about the sniper?"

I hadn't heard any sniper shots during the engagement at the east staircase. But given the distance, I might simply have missed it.

"No response. Anyway, we've set up a barrier in that room too, so the boss should be fine."

"When are your men coming? It feels like it's been over 20 minutes already."

"Well, it might take a bit longer."

Although the timing was late, these were people who had even blocked phone communications.

There was a good chance that someone familiar with the casino's structure was cooperating from inside. Even if the situation seemed resolved, someone could spring out from among the casino staff at any moment to target us.

"Alright, let's hold out like this until reinforcements arrive from outside."

"...And if more of them arrive first?"

"We'll mow them down like we just did. Got any better ideas?"

"..."

Eight or so of Solomon's men, Consigliere Iktomi, and even the mandrake.

The attackers' casualties were several times greater, but our losses were not insignificant either.

"Godfather! More are coming!"

"Damn it. Just as I thought."

"You stay here in the middle with your men as a reserve force."

After giving McBratney clear instructions, I headed straight for the east staircase. I had no doubt that Solomon would handle the west staircase well.

"How's it looking here?"

"Quiet, sir. One of the wolves went down to check the lower floors and says there's no one there."

Thinking about it, it was unnatural.

The elevator remained stopped at the fourth floor, and gunshots had been heard outside the casino.

Yet none of the people throughout the casino—specifically those above the fourth floor—were trying to escape via the staircase in panic.

Of course, they might wisely be waiting for this situation to end before making any moves.

*

Meanwhile, coinciding with the appearance of more attackers, two other forces arrived near the casino.

McBratney's men and... Richard Vanella and his subordinates.

The former had rushed over quickly thanks to their boss's urgent request for support, and among them were even the subordinates of the now-deceased Iktomi.

The latter's situation was somewhat different.

Some members of the nun robbery gang that had imprisoned Karen had fled westward.

Those who had tormented and killed children were killed by Vanella and his men who had rushed to the orphanage belatedly, while those who surrendered to the police were already in the hands of the Fellini Family.

Only those men remained.

Carso was handling another nun robbery gang issue that had arisen in the eastern part of the city.

Although those who had harmed the children were already dead, Vanella's boss, Elena Fellini, had issued a stern warning to Vanella.

If he didn't properly deal with the escapees, both Vanella and Karen would be as good as dead.

Vanella first met with those who had surrendered to the police to inquire about the whereabouts of the escapees.

It took some time, but after Vanella's second-in-command, Hugh Dance, personally tortured them in front of the police, they got a satisfactory answer.

The direction the bastards had fled was west.

So Vanella headed west with his men. After passing through Solomon Family territory and entering Sanchez Family territory, Vanella had a good idea.

Although the Sanchez Family wasn't immediately reacting to his presence, he couldn't keep combing through their territory indefinitely.

He planned to pass through Sanchez Family territory into Carmen Family territory and then seek help from his other boss, and the boss's brother who had also become a boss.

No one could match them when it came to intelligence, and since the nun robbery gang had fled westward, there was a high possibility they had stayed in or passed through their territory.

"..."

"Something's not right."

Vanella and Dance immediately sensed the unnatural atmosphere surrounding the Vallis Casino, the Carmen Family's stronghold.

From the haphazardly parked vehicles in front of the casino to the suspicious figures guarding the casino entrance.

Moreover, on the opposite side of the road from where Vanella and his men were, McBratney's subordinates were rapidly approaching the casino.

"Alright, we're going in too! Everyone, get ready!"

Vanella made a spontaneous decision.

Not all subordinates received the boss's instructions, but the escort vehicles around Vanella's car followed suit.

However, there was one problem.

When Vanella and Dance got out of the car with guns in hand, they made eye contact with a police officer sitting in a patrol car.

"..."

Vanella and Dance froze momentarily at this unexpected situation.

Police had already rushed to the scene due to the gunfight surrounding the Vallis Casino.

"..."

A tense moment.

But the police officer who was looking at them simply turned his head away, ignoring them.

It didn't add up no matter how you looked at it.

While upholding justice was important, his own life and the loving family waiting for him at home were more important.

"Now! Run!"

Meanwhile, under the police's indifference, Vanella and Dance, along with their men who had exited the cars, attempted to enter the casino.

The attackers, suddenly assaulted from two directions, couldn't hold out for long, and the casino's blockade was lifted.

A crisis that could have resulted in the deaths of three of the five Family bosses had passed safely.

Ch.120 - Unchanging Nature (4)
The result of Vanilla and McBratney's subordinates joining the battle was clear.

The normalization of Valis Casino.

The whereabouts of the sniper who blew off Iktomi's head remained unknown, but most of the attackers at the scene were dead.

The fake Mangano and a few guys who had been outside the casino were the only survivors, and there weren't many.

Thanks to Vanilla and McBratney's subordinates capturing some of the attackers who were trying to block entry to their casino.

"Brother, please leave that guy to me."

"Are you sure?"

I was about to interrogate the fake Mangano.

The guy had fainted after hearing Mandrake's scream, and even now that he had regained consciousness, he still seemed affected by it.

"Yes, I'm used to this kind of thing."

....

It wouldn't be any different if I did it myself, but seeing Veronica talk like that made it clear what kind of path she had walked in the Carmen Family.

"Alright."

I decided to trust Veronica with the interrogation of the fake Mangano.

Looking at it objectively, this was an internal Carmen Family matter. It seemed best to leave it to Veronica, the boss.

"Patrick!"

"Yes, Godfather."

McBratney rushed to me as soon as his name was called.

With the urgent situation over and needing to be mindful of the gazes of those around us, there was a change in how he addressed me.

"First check the inside of the casino, then thoroughly inspect the surroundings."

"Yes."

McBratney said he was already calling a technician to fix the dead phones.

I had Wolf and Gullyman wait on the fourth floor, and made sure the elevator that Gullyman had been holding was working properly again.

I instructed the employees of Valis Casino, as well as organization members including Veronica's colleagues, to assist McBratney and his subordinates.

This was to weed out any potential traitors who might be mixed in among the others.

"Godfather, what should we do?"

Solomon, who had repelled the attackers' final assault on the western staircase before Vanilla and McBratney's subordinates arrived, approached me.

"What?! You've been shot?"

His expression looked bad, as if he'd been hit by a bullet. He had definitely been fine just moments ago.

His fedora and trench coat were covered in the blood of those who had fallen victim to the submachine gun, but the bloodstain on his shoulder looked too unnatural to be someone else's splattered blood.

"...This much is fine."

"Fine, my ass!"

I ordered Solomon's subordinates to take him away for treatment.

I also had the bodies of Solomon's subordinates who had been killed by the fake Mangano and his men gathered in one place.

...There were too many corpses to clean up. Most of them were enemies, but still. Come to think of it, I also needed to inform Iktomi's subordinates about their boss's death.

Well, I figured Veronica would take care of that later.

After Solomon and McBratney had left the fourth floor for their respective reasons, Vanilla and Dance cautiously approached me.

"Godfather."

"Vanilla. And you are..."

"Hugh Dance."

"Right, that was your name. Anyway, thank you. I survived thanks to you."

I was curious about why these guys had come all the way here, though I could understand McBratney's subordinates. Had McBratney's men informed the Fellini Family about this incident and requested help?

No, even so, it would have taken longer to get here from the central part of the city.

Besides, if Elena had known that Veronica and I were under attack, she wouldn't have sent just Vanilla alone.

Sarina would have led a whole pack of wolves here, and then some.

"How did you get here?"

"There was a situation."

Vanilla began with words that made everyone who heard them uneasy.

"..."

But after hearing about what Karen's colleagues had done, I frowned while rubbing between my eyebrows.

"Are all the orphanage children dead?"

"Yes, they were all already dead when we arrived at the orphanage."

Dance, not Vanilla, answered. He said that Vanilla and he had already dealt with the ones who had done that to the orphanage children.

"Then isn't there no problem?"

"Some of them escaped."

The eight former nun robbers who had locked Karen in a closet had apparently split into three groups.

Those who had tormented and killed the children at the orphanage were all dead, and those who had surrendered to the police could be dealt with anytime. But those who had fled westward were different.

"So? You came all the way here to chase them?"

"Yes, there was solid evidence that they headed west."

Hugh Dance said it was information obtained by torturing those who had surrendered to the police.

"Godfather, I was actually planning to borrow some power from the Carmen Family."

"Well, that's not a bad idea... but now's not the time for that."

"Yes, it seems so. Was it Rita Carmen? Did that woman set a trap?"

Vanilla asked with a serious expression.

"No. It's nothing like that. Just a simple turf war."

I was going to explain in detail but decided to answer simply. There was no need to lay out all the internal affairs of the Carmen Family.

"It doesn't seem like such a simple matter to me."

Without Wolf, Gullyman, and Solomon's subordinates armed with submachine guns, they would have succeeded easily.

"..."

Vanilla and Dance looked troubled.

According to them, Elena had apparently said directly over the phone that if this matter wasn't handled properly, Vanilla and Karen would have to die instead.

"Vanilla."

"Yes."

"Since you've already helped, help me once more. Then I'll help you too."

"What would you like me to do?"

Though it wasn't Vanilla's intention, I decided to throw him a lifeline since I survived thanks to him.

Above all, if Vanilla and Dance wanted to get what they wanted, helping Veronica and me was their only option.

"For now, help that orc over there with the men you brought."

I pointed to Patrick McBratney as I spoke to Vanilla. I explained to Vanilla and Dance that he was a high-ranking official of the Carmen Family.

"Yes, understood."

The Fellini Family members led by Vanilla and Dance began to move around.

We were short on people to clear the bodies filling the staircase and check the casino interior.

We also needed to inform Iktomi's subordinates about their boss's death. I had seen spider-men among McBratney's subordinates earlier, so I assumed they were Iktomi's men.

"..."

I headed toward Veronica's office.

*

I took care of the Mandrake that had died in the plant pot I hadn't properly moved.

Unfortunately, I knew nothing about what to do with a dead Mandrake. The only option was to take it back to Felicia.

Only after taking care of the dead Mandrake did I have McBratney inform Iktomi's subordinates about their boss's death.

I don't know how they reacted. In fact, I didn't need to check directly.

Whether Iktomi was a good boss or a bad boss to his subordinates, someone would surely mourn his death.

"Sigh..."

After that, I didn't have much to do.

Just then, Solomon, who had safely had the bullet removed and received appropriate first aid, joined me.

"It's fortunate you were hit in the shoulder."

"Yes. And since I was wearing a coat, it didn't seem to penetrate too deeply."

Solomon spoke as if this level of injury was nothing, but his expression clearly showed his fatigue.

A hamster tired after the excitement of intense battle had subsided.

Even in that state, though he had removed his coat for treatment, he still wore his fedora.

"By the way, Godfather, what are we going to do now?"

"Wait a bit. Veronica is extracting information as we speak."

Revenge could wait until after we cleaned up this casino and its surroundings. Of course, by now the perpetrators would know that things had gone completely wrong, but the most important thing was to identify who was behind this attack.

Solomon and I looked at the room where Veronica had taken the fake Mangano.

But before that, Pola Carmen appeared on the fourth floor, accompanied by numerous Carmen Family members.

Solomon and his subordinates immediately blocked their path.

Pola Carmen had her face covered with the Family's distinctive metal mask.

"...Godfather, I heard the news."

"Yes, there was some trouble. Thanks to that, even the consigliere my sister appointed is dead."

"So Iktomi is dead, I see."

Pola instructed the organization members she had brought to help clean up the casino. A larger number of members than those who had attacked us quickly dispersed throughout the fourth floor.

"I thought you were planning to retire?"

"Yes, my intention hasn't changed. And these organization members aren't directly under me."

Pola explained that she had brought subordinates inherited from the former consigliere and old-generation caporegimes who had announced their retirement.

Although their bosses had retired, it was good news that these people, who could be considered the core of the Carmen Family's proud intelligence and information network, were intact.

"It seems there were more stupid guys than I thought."

"Well, they would have been called smart if they had succeeded."

Honestly, the timing of their operation wasn't bad. And they might have had another opportunity.

But now that Pola Carmen had joined us with this level of force... they had no choice but death.

"Could I meet Veronica?"

"No, that's difficult right now. She's extracting information from Mangano."

"...Did Mangano betray us?"

Henry Mangano. An elven high-ranking official Veronica had summoned after McBratney and Iktomi. However, the one Veronica was torturing now wasn't the real one, but an impostor.

"No, he's a fake. The real one is probably already dead."

"..."

Pola seemed speechless at my answer.

I couldn't see her expression behind the mask, but she was clearly feeling very complicated emotions.

Thud. The door to the room Veronica had entered opened.

And finally, Veronica appeared. Whether she had been successful in torturing the fake Mangano or not, judging by the blood splattered all over her body, she seemed to have enjoyed it thoroughly.

"Veronica. How was it? Any results?"

"Yes, I've identified everyone behind this."

Veronica answered and then greeted Pola who was standing next to me.

I mentioned to Veronica that Pola had brought organization members from the retired caporegimes.

"Thank you, sister. Then we should get started right away."

When Pola asked what Veronica was planning to start, Solomon and I began stretching as if we had nothing to prepare.

It was time to counterattack the attackers.

The organization members Pola had brought were immediately deployed to check the casino interior and surroundings. Thanks to this, Solomon, Vanilla, and McBratney's subordinates were ready to move at a moment's notice.

And a few hours later, various reports began pouring in on TV news channels.

"Today, Rianto Cas was assassinated while sitting in a restaurant on Blue Island."

The announcer spoke with a serious, solemn expression.

"This appears to be an underworld execution of a man considered to be the most influential crime figure in western Heavily. His two sons, who were at the same restaurant, were also killed."

Next came an explanation from a reporter dispatched to the scene.

"Eight armed men with automatic rifles and shotguns opened fire on Cas as he was having lunch in the courtyard of Tirrenia Restaurant on Blue Island."

Along with the reporter's explanation, the screen showed the restaurant where the incident had occurred. Fortunately, Cas's corpse was not directly shown on screen.

"Two men at the same table as Cas were also killed. They were identified as Cas's sons. Cas had long incurred the wrath of other mafia bosses, and it is speculated that he might have been behind today's shooting at Valis Casino."

The news did not include details from the medical examiner's examination of Cas's body.

Rianto Cas's body had 81 entry and exit wounds. His entire body had literally been turned into a honeycomb. According to witnesses at the scene, there were eight men who participated in the shooting.

But Rianto Cas wasn't the only death covered in the news.

Anthony "Tony" Indelicato and Bruno Indelicato brothers.

Joseph Napolitano and Dominic Giacone.

A series of deaths of organized crime members believed to be associated with the Carmen Family or connected to them was reported. There was a common thread in the deaths of all these individuals except for Rianto Cas.

They all met a miserable end while trying to escape from someone.

Ch.121 - Unchanging Nature (5)
In the Carmen Family, several high-ranking caporegimes who had been flying high suddenly became the departed overnight.

While TV news channels were covering their deaths, I was having an early dinner on the fourth floor of the Vallis Casino.

"Don, aren't you eating too much?"

"What?"

I wondered when I would stop hearing comments like that.

Even people who knew I ate a lot would occasionally say such things... It made me think they were looking down on me because of my small stature and build. Though I might just be sensitive about it.

"You seem to be eating quite a bit yourself."

"Don, I was shot earlier and didn't even bleed. I obviously need to eat this much."

"Well, by that logic, I normally eat this much anyway."

The bosses of the Fellini Family and Solomon Family were amicably cutting pieces of meat in a room not far from the fourth-floor lobby.

This place, the Vallis Casino, was more accurately a casino hotel.

The fourth floor had no gambling areas or guest rooms, only a grand banquet hall and restaurants. Most importantly, it housed the office of the Carmen Family boss.

"Didn't you say you were going back to the mansion soon?"

"That's right. I might have stayed if nothing had happened, but after nearly dying, I can't not show my face to my wives."

I also needed to deliver the dead mandrake to Felicia, and I planned to return here after staying at home for about a day.

"Hmm."

"Wait, have you finished eating already?"

"It tastes better than the chicken dish from last time."

Solomon seemed to be asking about something other than the taste, but I didn't particularly care. What I said was sincere.

It was heavenly to eat appetizing meatballs topped with melted cream sauce and cheese, accompanied by bread like baguettes.

To use an extremely elvish expression, it was like seeing the World Tree with my own eyes.

I had emptied one plate, but my stomach was insisting it could handle a bit more. Accepting its argument, I chose a grilled cheese sandwich from the food in front of me.

I didn't just eat the sandwich by itself; I dipped it generously in the white sauce placed beside it.

In terms of the world I used to live in, this was typical American cuisine.

"..."

"What? Aren't you going to eat?"

"No, it's nothing."

Solomon was reacting sensitively, as if worried I might target his food.

"Don."

"What is it? Again."

"Don't you think it was rash for you to get personally involved?"

"It's fine. We didn't leave any evidence behind."

There was a reason Solomon said that.

Among the caporegimes who died today was one named Dominic Giacone.

Unlike Henry Mangano, who was killed by attackers and replaced with an impostor, Giacone and the other Carmen Family caporegimes who died today were all Dark Elves.

I suppose that's natural since the former boss, Rita Carmen, was a Dark Elf.

The one who killed Giacone was me and the other wolf trainees. The protagonist with the somewhat familiar name Lianto Cas, who was first reported on the news, was handled by McBratney's subordinates.

"Besides, it's a good thing you didn't get involved."

"What? Why me?"

"As much as I'm easily identifiable due to my small stature, you're not one to talk..."

"What?!"

Solomon was being frustratingly obtuse, almost as if he was doing it on purpose.

No matter how tall he might be by his race's standards, if Solomon had been directly involved, he would have been immediately identified.

"By the way, the lady is still in discussions without having dinner."

"Can't be helped. She's not as leisurely as we are."

Veronica was in the middle of discussing various issues with others in her office.

The others in the room were Paula Carmen, McBratney, and the successors who had inherited the organizations of the deceased Iktomi and Mangano.

It seemed that Paula Carmen would temporarily fill the vacant position of consigliere, which was supposed to be filled by Iktomi before his death.

"Couldn't they just appoint the spider man's second-in-command?"

"No. You saw him earlier. He looks strong, but his face suggests he's not too bright."

"...Don, isn't that a bit racist?"

This damn city. It was maddening to be accused of racial discrimination at every turn.

Ironically, elves like me were the ones actually facing discrimination.

"Anyway, I'm sure Veronica and Patrick didn't make that decision without thinking."

"You mean that orc fellow."

Patrick McBratney, the lucky orc who survived the attack unlike Iktomi.

Having risen from being one of the high-ranking officials to the family's underboss, he would surely be a strong ally for Veronica who enabled such advancement.

Of course, if he forgot his place and tried to cross the line, he would meet the same fate as the boss I had dealt with before.

*

Solomon and I continued our meal while discussing various topics.

Half was about food, and half was about today's events and Veronica.

"Ah, Don. It seems the Carmen Family is getting things in order now."

"And?"

It wasn't unreasonable for Solomon to say that.

The existing consigliere and old-generation caporegimes had retired, and they were in the process of filling those positions with high-ranking officials.

However, unlike them, the unwise Dark Elf caporegimes had caused trouble, resulting in five of them being eliminated.

Of course, there were wise caporegimes who didn't join them, though it was hard to tell if they were being cautious or just indecisive.

The important thing was that five vacancies had been created among the family's caporegimes.

Additionally, Paula Carmen had rallied the retired old-generation members and handed them over to Veronica. Veronica's next move was simple.

She selected capable individuals from among her associates to fill the five vacancies and entrusted them with the territories and members secured by Paula from the old generation.

The void created by the retirement of the old generation could be filled by recruiting other high-ranking officials.

"Don, are you listening to me?"

"Huh? Yes, I'm listening, so hurry up and speak."

"Would it be fair to say the Sanchez Family is next?"

"That's right. Before targeting Dragovich, we need to deal with Sanchez first. They have vipers and blacks, but... Marinelli will handle the black side."

"I have one request."

"What is it?"

I hoped it wasn't a strange request. Well, considering his performance today, I was willing to discuss even slightly unusual requests with Elena.

"Sanchez's daughter, I want her for myself."

"What?! You had that kind of taste?"

"What? Of course not!"

When I responded with disgust, Solomon also showed a displeased reaction.

"Then why do you need Sanchez's daughter?"

"I have some scores to settle with that woman. And anyway, we need to secure Sanchez's weakness."

"..."

He had a point. Sanchez had refused to cooperate with the hearings and was imprisoned, with new investigations targeting him.

If he were to make a deal with the federal government—especially if that deal involved passing information about the other five families and testifying at the hearings—it would be a disaster.

Senator Porter and Representative Faraoni were holding the line, but there were other committee members, so we couldn't be complacent.

Moreover, Sanchez was known for adoring his daughter tremendously.

Because of this, he tended to trust everything his daughter said, and apparently, quite a few people like Solomon had been falsely accused of things they hadn't done.

"Alright. We'll put pressure from all sides, but you focus on securing that golem princess first."

"She's not a princess, just a golem bomb."

When I referred to Sanchez's daughter by her nickname, Solomon fully expressed his hostility toward her.

I just hoped he wouldn't act rashly out of personal grudges and mess things up.

"Don."

This time, it wasn't Solomon calling me, but someone else. When I turned my head, it was one of the wolf trainees.

"What? Did something happen?"

"No, the big sister has arrived."

Big sister? For a moment, I thought he might be referring to Elena incorrectly. But seeing those who emerged from the elevator, I understood who he meant.

"Don!"

It was Sarina and the wolves under her command.

"I should get going now. Little Dom, tell Veronica I'm heading back to the mansion for a bit."

"Yes, understood."

Unlike me, Solomon was planning to stay here. Whether we liked it or not, we needed to stabilize the Carmen Family before moving to the next phase.

"Sarina, why did you bring so many people?"

"Of course I was worried! Are you hurt? I heard you were shot?"

"No, it wasn't me who got shot, it was that werewolf..."

It seemed the story had been distorted as it was passed to the Fellini Family.

Just as I pointed to Solomon, who was still sitting and eating, Sarina embraced me.

"Sarina, since you're here, I have one favor to ask."

"...What is it?"

"Pick out the best wolf under your command."

I preferred if it was a woman. I wanted her to stay by Veronica's side and be in charge of her security. At the same time, I planned to put her in command of the wolf trainees.

"..."

Sarina collected herself from her surprise and began to consider my request.

"Then she would be suitable."

The wolf Sarina pointed to was a rare werewolf by birth. A werewolf wolf. I couldn't think of a more perfect combination.

"Are you sure about her skills?"

"Yes, she's so good it's almost a waste to assign her to the lady."

"Good, that's enough then."

Sarina's expression was a bit strange, but I didn't make an issue of it. It's not like Veronica heard it directly.

Afterward, before leaving with Sarina, I gathered what I needed to take.

The mandrake in the broken pot.

...Was it my imagination? I thought I just saw the pot move slightly?

***

Consigliere! Tony Salmo's illustration has arrived.

This illustration doesn't quite reflect the reference materials I requested, but perhaps because of that, it seems to have a more unique character compared to other illustrations.

The coat-on-shoulders style is well-depicted. The most famous example in creative works would be the justice coats worn by marines in One Piece.

Ch.122 - The Rat of the Year (1)
Before leaving the Vallis Casino completely.

I handed Solomon a golden raspberry and asked him to give it to Veronica. It was the very fruit that Felicia had harvested directly from the cute mandrake.

"Yes, leave it to me."

I was a bit worried that Solomon might eat it, but since his gluttony wasn't particularly strong, I decided to trust him with it.

After descending to the first floor of the casino, Sarina and I boarded the armored car that was waiting for us.

"Let's depart immediately."

"Yes."

Sarina gave the order to depart as soon as she got into the back seat with me.

The driver promptly responded, and Sarina remained silent for a moment, vigilantly scanning our surroundings before asking me.

"Luke, what's that?"

"A mandrake."

"..."

Judging by Sarina's expression, my answer seemed too casual.

[The mouth is a door that opens to disaster, and the tongue is a knife that cuts oneself.]

Just then, an unnatural fog appeared on the window beside me, forming words that seemed to be warning me.

I thought it was quite a roundabout way of telling me to watch my words.

"It's from Felicia. She told me to give it to Veronica."

"Then why are you taking it back?"

"Because it died."

Of course, there could be other options besides returning it to Felicia.

"Why don't you just eat it?"

Just as Sarina suggested.

"What? Why would I eat something when I don't even know its effects?"

Honestly, I'm not particularly knowledgeable about mandrakes. I hadn't even heard about the mandrake's efficacy from Felicia.

It did have a distinctly magical aura, so I figured it might be useful in that regard.

Above all...

It was the mandrake that had swiftly dealt with the fake Mangano and his subordinates.

Although Solomon's golem subordinates also fainted in the process, and some of Solomon's men died before the mandrake could respond, that fact remained unchanged.

"If it weren't for this little guy, Veronica and I might not be alive."

"...Then I guess it can't be helped."

After hearing that I owed my life to the mandrake, Sarina withdrew her suggestion.

"But you really didn't get shot, right?"

"I'm telling you, I didn't."

I raised both arms as if inviting her to see for herself.

"..."

Of course, Sarina didn't miss this opportunity. She carefully extended her hands to various parts of my body.

"Alright, that's enough, isn't it?"

"I definitely heard that the boss was shot."

"Well, Solomon is also a boss, so that's not entirely wrong."

I could somewhat understand how the story had been distorted. The problem was that there were three bosses at the casino.

Me, Veronica, and Solomon. The three of us.

Meanwhile, after thoroughly checking my body, Sarina returned to her seat with a slightly disappointed expression.

"Elena and Felicia don't think I was shot too, do they?"

"About that, I'm not sure..."

Judging by Sarina's troubled expression as she answered me, it seemed likely to be true.

"Who told you I was shot?"

"Carso."

If the under boss knew, it was unlikely that Elena, the boss, didn't know. And Felicia, who was also my wife like Elena, would have been informed as well.

"Hmm."

It seemed that my first priority upon arriving at the mansion would be to calm down the two who were probably quite agitated.

"By the way, it's fortunate that Miss Veronica has become the boss of that family."

"..."

"What's wrong?"

"I'm curious about your intention in saying that after what happened today."

"No, wait."

Sarina seemed to have belatedly realized her slip of the tongue.

"I didn't mean it that way... just that since she became the boss of the Carmen Family, she'll have less time to spend with you, Luke."

"I suppose that's true."

It's a fact that now that Veronica has become the boss of the Carmen Family, she'll have to focus on their affairs.

But Sarina's comment showed that she understood one thing but missed another.

"She'll definitely have less time to spend with me. But now Veronica is also a boss of a family."

The position of being the boss of one of the Five Families, with the Carmen Family as her backing. From my, Elena's, and Felicia's perspective, Veronica could no longer be ignored.

"..."

Come to think of it, Elena was the boss of the Pellini Family, Felicia was a power player in the Marinelli Family, and now Veronica had become the boss of the Carmen Family.

My two wives and my sister each held one of the Five Families.

Sarina remained silent afterward, but she seemed to be pondering something. Perhaps she was mulling over what I had said.

"By the way, Luke, what exactly happened?"

"We were attacked by those who had grievances against Veronica."

Simply put, it was a turf war.

They had prepared a fake version of the high-ranking official Henry Mangano whom Veronica had summoned, made the phones go dead (though a bit late), and even prepared snipers.

It felt like they had mobilized everything they could in the short time available.

In fact, after the attack failed, the Dark Elf capos were defeated by us too easily. Probably because all their forces had been depleted at the casino.

I told Sarina about the damages we suffered and those inflicted on the enemies.

"Still, I'm glad you weren't hurt, Luke."

"Of course. Who do you think I am?"

The Little Wolf. I was the successor to 'Wolf' Vito Pellini, and now one of the bosses of the Pellini Family. If I had fallen to such opponents, not only would my reputation suffer, but the men I had killed to reach this position would surely find it absurd.

As Sarina and I chatted about various things, we eventually arrived at our destination.

As soon as the gates of the mansion opened, the armored car stopped in the courtyard inside the estate.

*

"Luke."

As soon as I got out of the car, two voices overlapped.

Elena and Felicia spoke almost simultaneously, making it hard to tell who spoke first.

"Wait, wait a moment..."

What happened next was exactly the same as what Sarina had done to me in the car.

My two wives competitively embraced me and began examining me for any possible gunshot wounds.

"I didn't get shot."

"What?"

"Phew..."

Elena's surprised question and Felicia's relief at my safety—their reactions were as different as their personalities.

Of course, I took this opportunity to embrace Elena and Felicia with all my might.

Although they were surprised by my sudden embrace, they didn't resist. If anything, they seemed conscious of each other.

"Before we go inside, just a moment."

There was something I had made sure to bring when getting out of the car, and I showed it to Felicia.

"..."

"This is how it ended up."

Felicia became solemn upon seeing the broken pot and the dead mandrake in my hand. I didn't forget to mention that thanks to it, Veronica and I had been able to stay safe.

"Luke, will you come with me for a bit?"

"Alright."

I told Elena and Sarina to go into the mansion first. Unlike Sarina, Elena insisted on being fine and followed me and Felicia.

Even as we headed to the annex together, Elena stuck close to me, not wanting to be separated even slightly.

It seemed that after hearing the news that I had been shot, Elena had also been greatly shocked. Her slightly trembling red eyes were evidence of that.

We soon arrived at the annex where Felicia kept various animals.

"Elena, could you close the door?"

"I was going to do that without being told."

As soon as Elena closed the door, Felicia placed the broken pot and the dead mandrake on the floor of the annex.

Then she took out candles from nearby and placed them around the pot, lighting them.

Without turning on the lights, only the soft glow from the small candles spread throughout the annex.

"Oh."

A voice from somewhere.

Unlike the other animals reacting to the sudden light source, the mandrakes, which had detested coming out of the soil, began to gather one by one near their dead comrade's body.

They approached, trailing soil from their bodies, and once they were close enough to their lifeless companion, they stood still.

Some mandrakes cheerfully shook the yellow stamens and pink flowers on top of their heads. I wondered if this was their unique way of mourning the death of one of their kind.

Eventually, they linked arms and formed a circle around the dead comrade's body, then began to move around.

I was mesmerized by the bizarre sight that resembled a traditional circle dance.

"Luke, Elena. Let's go now."

As Felicia spoke softly, we followed her out of the annex.

Click. We closed the door of the annex as quietly as possible.

"Is it okay to just leave them like that?"

"It's fine. When the candles go out, they'll return to their pots on their own."

"Is that their funeral?"

"Yes."

Felicia answered my question with a solemn expression. I imagined she must have experienced similar situations several times while raising the mandrakes.

After witnessing the mandrake's funeral, we headed straight to the main building of the mansion.

Both before and after arriving at the living room on the second floor, I told my two wives about what had happened today.

The attack on the Vallis Casino, the headquarters of the Carmen Family, and its consequences.

Everything about the retaliation led by me, Solomon, and MacBratney after the attack, and the decisions Veronica made with her under boss and consigliere.

To sum it up, with Veronica becoming the new boss of the family, all the concerning issues were essentially resolved.

"...That's a relief."

"Yeah, we were quite lucky."

Although Elena and Felicia asked various questions throughout, they focused most on the fact that Veronica and I had been safe.

"And now it's about time we move on to the next phase."

While stabilizing the Carmen Family would take some time, it wasn't a major issue.

The Sanchez Family. With Eddie Sanchez absent, we needed to deal with them.

Of course, since it had already been such an eventful day, nothing happened immediately. Progress was made a week after the casino attack.

A committee meeting was scheduled where all the bosses of the Five Families would gather.

However, not far from the meeting place, uninvited guests were lurking.

They were the rats from the rat's nest.
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Chifra and Azis.

Two rat-men with unusual yet simple names.

They were trembling with excitement at having obtained an opportunity countless members of the rat's den had desperately wished for.

A scoop.

How endlessly they had yearned for this, how tirelessly they had worked.

To ensure they would have no regrets, even if disappointments arose, Chifra and Azis had borrowed expensive cameras and filming equipment from their boss.

In Hevily, simultaneous movements of the new five Families that controlled the city had been detected.

Fortunately, Chifra and Azis had been able to verify all these separate pieces of information and caught a very suspicious scent.

The scent of something big about to happen!

Though the history of the five Families was long, there had never been a precedent of filming a council meeting where all their bosses gathered.

"Are you sure the bosses are really gathering in one place? It could just be a coincidence that happened to line up."

"Maybe if it was just one or two. But five bosses moving simultaneously? There's definitely something going on!"

The two rat-men swallowed hard as they considered the possibilities they were discussing.

If their predictions were correct, and they actually managed to film the council meeting... they could either sell it to government agencies or blackmail the five Families—either way, they'd name their price.

Finally, a day had come in Chifra and Azis's rat lives when fortune would pour down like a waterfall.

"Damn it, if this turns out to be nothing, I won't let it slide."

Even as Chifra said this, he secretly held high hopes.

And so, the two rat-men were now staking out in front of a house located in the eastern part of the city.

This was where they had ended up after tailing the car of Vito Marinelli, the boss of the Marinelli Family, one of the five Families. They didn't even want to imagine how many alleys they had turned through and how many streets they had raced down to get here.

There was even a moment when the car they were following perfectly timed a traffic light to shake them off, making both of them think their opportunity had flown far away.

In truth, when crime bosses hold such meetings, they leave no room for exposure.

From that perspective, Vito Marinelli's unnecessarily convoluted route was understandable.

And that wasn't all.

"Wait a minute!"

"What?"

"Those guys over there."

Azis started the car and immediately left their current position. He drove as if leaving the alley entirely, then switched to the opposite side.

"Isn't this too far?!"

"No, this is just right. If we'd messed up, those guys would have caught us!"

Chifra and Azis conversed with increasingly raised voices—a common trait among rat-men.

Azis had made the right choice.

Of course, the sudden movement of the car might have drawn their attention.

But it was better than being spotted by the Family members patrolling around the house.

Beyond the bosses maintaining confusing routes to their destination, several organization members were patrolling the area around where the council meeting was taking place.

If they spotted a suspicious vehicle or person... the bosses of the five Families would cancel the meeting.

"Azis, look over there!"

"What?"

"..."

Chifra and Azis could only be shocked.

The number of organization members patrolling around the house was steadily increasing. They even moved as if expanding the concept of the "surroundings" of the house beyond reasonable limits.

There was a high possibility that the new position the two rat-men had taken would soon be included in their patrol range.

Finally, Azis made a decision.

"Let's retreat for now!"

"What?! What's the point of retreating now?!"

"Be quiet!"

Azis covered Chifra's mouth as he vehemently protested, and moved the car again.

He put enough distance between them to ensure they were well outside the patrol range.

"Phew... Okay. That's better."

"Better? How is this better! We can't even take pictures like this! What are you planning to do now? Huh?!"

"I don't know what time the meeting starts, but now's not the time. How can we take pictures with so many people swarming around?"

"Then? Then what are we supposed to do?!"

Azis remained calm, but Chifra couldn't settle down.

"We have no choice. We'll give up on catching them going in, but we can still catch them coming out."

"..."

Ideally, they wanted to capture both, but these were not opponents to be taken lightly.

Afterward, Azis and Chifra waited for a long time. It seemed the organization members were briefly leaving for meals.

Meanwhile, the two remained tense, ready to respond to any crisis. The vehicle they were in was rented, so there was no way to trace it back to them.

Thinking the time was approaching, they moved the car closer to the mansion.

"Azis! Azis!"

"What?!"

In that brief moment when Azis was looking elsewhere.

Chifra called out to Azis loudly, and Azis turned his gaze to where Chifra was pointing.

A clear anomaly.

They detected a pattern of behavior different from members briefly leaving for meals. It wasn't the organization members outside the mansion, but those inside who had started to come out.

Azis and Chifra moved according to their original plan.

Chifra, who had been in front, moved to the passenger seat, and Azis, who had been in the back seat, followed Chifra and changed positions. The passenger seat was closer to the mansion than the driver's seat.

"Did you attach the telephoto lens?!"

"Yes! Now be quiet!"

A telephoto lens, simply put, is a lens that can capture distant objects in large size. Generally, lenses with a focal length of 70mm or more are considered telephoto lenses.

The characteristic of telephoto lenses is that they have a narrow angle of view, making them vulnerable to hand tremors. In other words, a tripod is essential, but unfortunately, the two hadn't brought one.

From the beginning, setting up a tripod in a car would have been difficult, and decisively, they had already invested a considerable budget in other aspects of this shoot, leaving no room for a tripod.

There was only one way.

Azis placed the camera with the telephoto lens on Chifra's shoulder.

"Don't move!"

"I got it! Stop yelling!"

"Don't move, I said! And don't talk either!"

The two were noisy but did their best. And so... they continued to sit and wait for the right moment.

One hour.

Two hours.

Three hours.

"Damn it! No one's coming out! Was it all for nothing?!"

"Shut up! I'm sure! I'm sure of it! There wouldn't be so many people if the bosses weren't there!"

Chifra and Azis were in a highly sensitive state.

Their voices grew louder, and it seemed like Chifra might pounce on Azis at any moment—a truly volatile situation.

"...!"

Suddenly, they appeared.

*

The mansion door opened, and as if it were a painting, the scenery placed by the mansion windows shook here and there.

A vampire with a massive build emerged from the mansion, took a few steps, and called over nearby organization members.

The members hurriedly brought the car their boss would ride to the front of the mansion.

"Let's go, Boss."

"Alright, let's head back."

At that moment, the vampire's head suddenly burst into flames.

The boss of the Russo Family quickly put on a peculiar helmet as he got into the car, controlling his blazing head.

Azis used Chifra's shoulder like a tripod.

Chifra could barely breathe, but Azis started taking pictures regardless.

Click! Click!

Following Darius Russo, someone else came out.

This protagonist, in contrast to the massive vampire from earlier, had a very small build. A hamster-man, smaller than rat-men vertically but larger horizontally.

When Little Dom Solomon emerged, Chifra didn't dare move for fear of shaking the camera.

Unlike Russo, Solomon walked directly to a nearby car and quickly got in.

Click!

No sooner had Azis photographed Solomon than he had to focus on another boss emerging from the mansion.

"That's not a boss!"

"Shut up! Shut your mouth!"

As Chifra said, this time it wasn't a boss.

Manfredi Marinelli, the acting boss of the Marinelli Family. He was the eldest son of Boss Vito Marinelli.

His appearance had a considerable gap from the widely known image of a golden dragon descendant. His golden shining hair was cut short, and no horns were visible.

If not for the thick tail wrapped around his waist, one might not have recognized him as a descendant of golden dragons.

"There he is!"

"..."

Chifra wanted to tell Azis to shut up too, but he held back.

The most prominent figure among the bosses appeared. He was larger than Solomon, who had appeared second, but unusually small among elves.

Luke Fellini was the boss of bosses, the new Godfather.

He boarded a vehicle that had been parked right in front of the mansion from the beginning, giving no time for photos. It was just a figure of speech, but Azis almost missed getting a picture of the Godfather.

The common point among the four bosses was that as they emerged, organization members of the same affiliation moved along with them.

Some bosses came out with all their organization members in a crowd.

...This was a historic event. The council meeting was unfolding right before the eyes of the two rat-men.

These two insignificant rats had accomplished what no one else in the world had managed to do. They were the first to capture photos of a council meeting.

But it was too early to relax.

One final puzzle piece was missing. Rita Carmen, or rather, Veronica Carmen.

The boss of the Carmen Family had yet to make an appearance.

All the other bosses had emerged from the mansion and boarded their cars, but she was nowhere to be found.

"What the hell?!"

But something was off.

The organization members around the mansion also began to withdraw as if they had no more business there.

"Move to the side! Hurry!"

"Why?! Why are you suddenly doing this?!"

Azis belatedly thought of another possibility. That she might leave through the back door instead of the front gate!

Azis hurriedly started the car and headed toward the back of the mansion, but it was already too late.

The vehicles visible in the distance were likely carrying the Carmen Family boss and her organization members.

"Damn it!"

As the two rat-men were experiencing a mix of fulfillment and emptiness, they suddenly heard the sound of breaking glass.

"What the—?!"

People with strange bags over their faces. In their hands were traditional orc wooden clubs called shillelaghs.

"Run, you rat bastard!"

"Aaaaargh!"

With one person's shout, the attack of the rat catchers who had somehow approached the car began.

Chifra was hit by someone's swinging club and died on the spot, while Azis tried desperately to drive the car.

While this urgent scene unfolded in an unexpected place.

I was speeding through the streets of the eastern city in an armored car after the council meeting had ended.

"Boss, shall I take you directly to the mansion?"

I nodded at Carso's question from the passenger seat.

"Yes, the Carmen Family is doing reasonably well now."

"I think the young miss and madam won't tolerate it any longer."

"..."

As Carso said, there were no suitable alternatives. Veronica would be sad, but it was better than being nagged to death by Elena and Felicia.

"Alright, go straight to the mansion."

"Yes, sir."

It was also necessary to inform Elena and Felicia about the results of this council meeting.
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After the committee meeting ended, I headed straight to the mansion.

Elena and Felicia were waiting only for my arrival.

Of course, such occurrences were fairly common, but cases as special as today were quite rare.

Elena Pellini and Felicia Marinelli.

Luke Pellini's two wives were amicably looking down at the mansion's garden and front gate from the window of the second-floor living room.

"..."

Moreover, Felicia was silently resting her head on Elena's shoulder.

"What's this about all of a sudden?"

"Nothing. Luke always does this, so I was curious what it feels like."

"..."

A situation that could only be described as a peculiar coexistence.

And the two were secretly surprised by what they felt beyond each other's skin. Elena by Felicia's soft, fair skin, and Felicia by Elena's physically fit, healthy body.

They had each found in the other what they themselves lacked.

Beyond what they felt through skin contact, the two had always stood at opposite poles.

Elena was Luke's first wife but not his first love, while Felicia was Luke's first love but not his first wife.

"Isn't that enough now?"

"I suppose so."

Unable to resist Elena's urging, Felicia slowly lifted her head.

But this time, she began examining Elena's arm muscles with both hands.

"...Will you stop now?"

"I thought elves usually had thin limbs like tree branches."

Felicia continued to spout prejudices about elves.

A body so thin the bones showed through, small breasts befitting such a thin frame, not eating meat well, and eating little even when they did eat.

To be precise, what Felicia described were the typical characteristics of Tyrenia's elves, particularly the fundamentalists obsessed with the World Tree.

It had nothing to do with Elena, who was born and raised in this country across the sea.

"Elena. Can I ask you something?"

"...What now?"

She was about to say something about Felicia's continued racial discrimination. But when Felicia asked first, Elena responded, willing to at least hear her out.

The two continued their conversation while maintaining their gaze beyond the window.

"Why didn't you go to this meeting with Luke?"

"What are you talking about now?"

"Still, it's the first meeting led by the Pellini Family. Wouldn't it have been better for you to go with Luke and show your presence?"

"..."

Elena had also pondered several times about the concern Felicia was raising.

"I don't care."

Elena spoke before being asked for the reason behind her answer.

"Luke told me to stay here because it might be dangerous."

"..."

It was true that Luke Pellini had said such things to Elena.

Just a week ago, there had been an attack on Luke Pellini, his sister Veronica, and Little Dom Solomon, the boss of the Solomon Family, at the Carmen Family's stronghold.

As Felicia mentioned, this was the first meeting of the new committee consisting of five families led by the Pellini Family.

Given its special significance, it was clear that those looking to disrupt it would make considerable efforts.

From that perspective, Luke Pellini attending the potentially dangerous committee meeting alone meant that he valued Elena's safety greatly.

"I wonder since when you've been so obedient to Luke."

"As if you'd understand even if I told you."

"..."

Sister and wife. From Felicia's perspective, Elena's position was nothing short of unfair.

Meanwhile, when Felicia said nothing, Elena turned her head toward her.

"By the way, what happened with the Black people?"

Heavily, the various Black gangs that had expanded into the southern part of the city.

Despite their initial momentum, their activities were rather insignificant compared to their early vigor.

From the beginning, they had planned to avoid conflict with the Pellini Family, who had a tight grip on the drug supply line from Tyrenia.

Naturally, instead of the north and east where the Pellini Family and their allies, the Marinelli Family, were located, they attempted to expand to the west and northwest.

Their first clash was with the Dragovich Family.

Although the Dragovich Family hadn't become a member of the new Five Families, they demonstrated the power of the Five Families.

The Black gangs struggled in their fight against them, and even the Black Wolf, one of the gang bosses, died.

"Nothing has changed since I last told you and Luke."

"...These guys. Aren't they overestimating themselves too much?"

The Five Families and the Black gangs shared a common enemy in the Dragovich Family. There was plenty of room for cooperation.

But the Black gangs had put forward several additional conditions.

Conditions such as demanding that the Pellini Family supply them with some of the drugs imported from Tyrenia.

Naturally, this proposal was rejected. There was no way they could share the barely sufficient quantity that the Pellini Family and the Five Families were dividing among themselves with the likes of the Black gangs.

"How's the situation with the nuns on your side?"

Felicia asked as if demanding something in return for what she had shared.

"No problems."

"Seems like that lunatic handled it properly. It's a shame you didn't step in; it would have been a good look."

"No, to be precise, Luke and Veronica handled it."

The Nun Robbers.

It was... clearly not Vanella herself who cleaned up the mess caused by Karen's dear sister colleagues.

It was Under Boss Carso who dealt with the Nun Robbers in the eastern part of the city.

Veronica found those who fled from the central part of the city to the west, and Luke handled them.

Elena had clearly warned Vanella to take responsibility for this matter and that if she couldn't, both Vanella and Karen would die.

"So the lunatic didn't do anything?"

Elena shook her head at Felicia's words.

The eight colleagues who had imprisoned Karen. Vanella had dealt with those at the scene, and she also handled the aftermath for those who surrendered to the police.

If pressed, it wasn't that she did nothing.

"For Luke's sake, I'll let it slide this time."

"..."

Felicia was about to respond to Elena's answer but then decided against it.

From Felicia's perspective, she didn't care what happened to Solomon, but it was a fact that Luke and Veronica had their lives saved thanks to Vanella, who appeared at just the right moment.

"Luke seems to be here."

"...!"

No sooner had Elena spoken, turning her gaze back to the mansion's gate, than Felicia, who had been clinging to Elena, used her tail to push off Elena as if she were some kind of foothold, and used the recoil to head toward the stairs.

"Hey!"

Though she didn't fall over, Elena couldn't contain her anger at Felicia's abominable interference and shouted.

*

A brief chase between two wives.

While this was happening, the armored car carrying me and Carso passed through the wide-open gate into the mansion's courtyard.

"Boss, we've arrived."

"Yeah. You don't need to tell me that."

As soon as the car stopped, Carso, who was in the passenger seat, got out first and opened the door for the back seat.

"Carso."

"Yes?"

"For the next meeting, we can reduce some of the roundabout routes."

"Boss, I understand it's tiring, but isn't safety still the best option?"

"Hmm..."

I pondered, stroking my chin as I listened to Carso's words. But only briefly.

Familiar voices came from the direction of the mansion's entrance, and I headed that way with Carso.

Along the way, I exchanged greetings with the contractors who had now become completely accustomed to being part of this mansion.

"Elena, Feli."

"Luke."

My voice toward the two of them and their voices toward me.

I didn't know what had happened, but Felicia was fully revealing her two horns and resisting as if trying to stab Elena.

Despite the considerable difference in build, it was somewhat surprising that Elena couldn't easily overpower Felicia, given her sharp horns and tail.

"Now, now. That's enough. Let's go inside."

I moved quickly from beside Carso between Elena and Felicia.

Then, wrapping my arms around both wives' waists, I entered the mansion.

Both Elena and Felicia seemed to have a lot to say, but for now, they followed my lead and we reached the living room on the second floor.

Carso, who entered the living room last, naturally closed the door.

"How was the meeting?"

"It went smoothly."

I gave my own assessment of this meeting in response to Elena's question.

I secured cooperation pledges from each family to pressure the Sanchez Family from all sides. In this process, I was somehow able to persuade the Russo Family, who claimed they didn't have the capacity to deal with the Viper.

If Darius Russo personally led troops to pressure the Sanchez Family from the north...

The Viper would certainly detect this movement. He would likely not miss this opportunity, seeking to reverse the increasingly unfavorable situation.

When I suggested using this to our advantage by setting a trap, Russo seemed to consider it briefly before readily accepting.

"Feli, I don't know if you're aware, but your father made an unreasonable demand of Veronica."

"...My father?"

It felt a bit awkward for me to say it directly.

I naturally turned my gaze to Carso, who cleared his throat a few times to draw attention to himself before explaining on my behalf.

"He demanded that we hand over the manufacturer of Blue Eyes."

Of course, Vito Marinelli didn't attend this meeting. He sent his eldest son, Manfredi, as his proxy instead.

"I can't live like this."

"Why the Blue Eyes manufacturer?"

Felicia and Elena each said one thing.

"I and the other bosses were curious about the reason too. But Manfredi wouldn't give us the exact reason."

"There must be several reasons."

Although Felicia said this, she seemed to have some inkling.

"Well, we reached an agreement anyway. We won't hand over the manufacturer, but the Carmen Family will exclusively supply Blue Eyes to the Marinelli Family."

"..."

In return, the Marinelli Family ceded some of their share of drugs supplied by us to the Carmen Family.

Half of the drugs imported from Tyrenia goes to our family, and the other half is supplied to the other five families.

Of that, the Marinelli Family originally received two-tenths, but until the Carmen Family, which had become unstable due to various recent changes, stabilized, they agreed to receive only one and a half tenths of the drugs.

The Marinelli Family and Carmen Family each get one and a half tenths, together making three-tenths. Solomon and Russo each get one-tenth, totaling ten-tenths.

I stopped the conversation at this point.

"How about hearing the rest over dinner?"

"Yes, that wouldn't be bad."

Elena immediately contacted the kitchen on the first floor to prepare a simple meal. Of course, it was called a simple meal, but considering how much I eat, it would hardly be simple.

Meanwhile, Carso had no intention of disturbing my meal with my wives and excused himself.

And Felicia also said she needed to visit the annex briefly, as if she had remembered something.

"Elena."

"Yes?"

"How long do you plan to continue like this with Felicia?"

I asked as soon as Elena and I were alone. Although I had become accustomed to their bickering, it was natural to be concerned.

"Until the two children are born."

"..."

"Why? Is that not okay?"

"No, I'm just surprised by how specific your answer is."

"I'm not that thoughtless, you know."

"...That's true."

"Why the slow response? And don't tell Felicia."

"Is that necessary? It wouldn't be bad if Felicia knew."

"Brother, I told you clearly."

"Alright, alright. I won't tell her."

"Good. Now come here."

Satisfied with my answer, Elena finally smiled broadly and opened her arms toward me.

I had no choice but to embrace her... and found myself in a position like a doll in a little girl's arms.

Surely when Elena was younger, the difference in our builds didn't seem like it would be this significant.
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"..."

At least one thing was certain until Felicia returned.

I would remain in Elena's grasp, serving as her attachment doll just like now.

I distinctly remember the situation being completely opposite when Elena was younger.

"Elena, shouldn't we be heading to the dining room soon?"

"Already? Can't we stay like this a little longer?"

Currently, we were in the living room on the second floor. The kitchen and dining room, which were close to each other, were both on the first floor.

"Why? Don't you like being with me like this?"

"No, that's not it, it's just..."

"Just what?"

Come to think of it, when Elena was younger, the situation was completely opposite from now.

When Elena was about 10 years old. Back when she was a short-haired little kid with the same deep black hair and red eyes as her father.

"Elena?"

"..."

Elena absolutely loved to snuggle into my arms or sit like a doll between my legs whenever she had the chance.

"Elena, right now isn't really..."

"No."

The problem was that she often did this even when I was covered in blood that could have belonged to anyone.

Thinking about those days from the past, I couldn't help but smile. In a way, this was the kind of memory that could only exist among mafia families.

"Luke?"

Coming back to reality. Elena flicked her fingers at me when I didn't say anything.

"I was just thinking about the old days. When you were little, it wasn't me but you who often did this to me."

"..."

Elena quickly avoided my gaze.

She didn't blush, but seeing how she avoided my eyes and even turned her head away, it seemed she remembered perfectly well what she used to do in the past.

"But why is Feli taking so long to come back?"

"She probably has something to do at the annex."

"Still, she's taking too long."

"Or maybe she's talking with her family. We were just discussing Blue Eyes earlier, after all."

"You think so?"

Thinking about it, Elena's words made sense.

Felicia was so skilled at handling the animals she raised in the annex. If she was taking this long, she must have other business to attend to.

Like what I mentioned earlier about the Blue Eyes from the committee meeting.

Blue Eyes.
A very rare and potent drug that was not only blue in color but got its name from how it turned addicts' eyes blue.

The Carmen Family had been dealing it since they were known as the Marmala Family, and somehow Vito Marinelli, Felicia's father, had become addicted to it.

That man had demanded the drug's manufacturer from Veronica, and even secured an exclusive supply agreement while giving up a portion of the drug supply quota, albeit temporarily.

Felicia must be just as curious as I am about what he's thinking.

Surprisingly, Elena's and my prediction was correct.

Felicia had been trying to contact Dragon Hill Hotel from the annex.

"..."

Thud.

Something flew onto the head of Felicia, who wore a face full of discontent.

"Heb, come down."

It was Heb, a giant silkmoth.

Felicia didn't take out her frustrations on the creature, but her expression remained serious and grave.

"Keeek!"

Heb nuzzled against Felicia's head once or twice. Sensing her mood, it moved from her head down to her knee.

She stroked Heb's head and body while continuing her indefinite wait.

"..."

Felicia's patience was wearing thin.

She was about to leave, unable to allow her little wolf to be alone with Elena any longer.

"Felicia?"

At that moment. Her brother Manfredi's voice came through the receiver.

"You. Why did it take you so long to answer the phone?"

"No, that's not it..."

"Never mind. What's going on?"

Manfredi hesitated briefly at Felicia's question.

But only for a moment.

Despite their father's instructions not to tell her anything, Manfredi opened up to her.

While Vito Marinelli had established and created the Marinelli Family.

It was Felicia who had personally rebuilt the family when it had once been on the verge of collapse.

"I heard you demanded the Blue Eyes manufacturer from Carmen?"

"It wasn't accepted. It was just..."

"I know that already. Luke told me everything."

What Felicia was asking was something else.

She wondered what her father was thinking in wanting Blue Eyes, and why he hadn't informed her about it.

"I heard you ended up giving away drug supply shares to secure exclusive supply."

"Yes, that's right."

"What are you planning to do with all that supply, even if it's a small amount? Surely not..."

"I don't know what he's thinking, but it's not that."

"What's not what?"

Thanks to his children's efforts, even sacrificing their own horns, Vito Marinelli's Blue Eyes addiction had greatly improved.

However, he wasn't completely cured. Being addicted to something was a more serious problem than one might think. Blue Eyes was no exception.

Manfredi denied the worst possibility that both he and his sister knew well.

"He won't touch Blue Eyes again."

"Of course not!"

Felicia's exclamation suggested this was obvious.

"It's not bad to have one more resource we can control. We could put others in the same situation we were in."

Manfredi added that since they were paying a fair price for this exclusive supply, it meant a new source of funding for the Carmen Family.

The Marinelli Family wasn't completely unaware of the recent problems the Carmen Family had faced. Money was the surest way to quell such internal turmoil.

Manfredi wasn't usually talkative, but it was different when it came to his sister.

That's how intimidating Felicia was to him.

"Manfredi, let's say that's true. But remember this one thing. Never let that drug enter Father's mouth again. You're responsible for watching him. Understood?"

"...Understood."

*

After the siblings' call ended, when Felicia arrived at the dining room on the first floor of the main mansion.

Although it was lunch for three people, the food on the table looked like far too much for just three.

"Sorry. Am I late?"

"No, nothing to apologize for. The food just arrived a moment ago."

I reassured Felicia that it was fine.

"If you'd been a little later, you might have needed to apologize."

"..."

Elena made a joke after hearing my words.

With such appetizing food in front of me, my patience tended to wear out particularly quickly.

"Anyway, today's no different from usual."

Felicia said as she sat right next to me, just like Elena.

With only three people sitting at this huge dining table, and all three sitting so close together, it almost seemed like the table was too big.

There was a reason Felicia made that comment.

Cottage cheese and plum salad, along with appropriate bread, cheese, and sausage were Felicia's portion. Elena's portion included baked beans and more varieties of cheese instead of salad and sausage.

Finally, my portion was... simpler compared to my two wives.

Several finger steaks and city chicken. Just these two dishes, and naturally, both were meat dishes.

Finger steak was steak pieces coated in batter and fried, while city chicken was similar to chicken skewers.

Of course, it only resembled chicken skewers. Unlike its name, city chicken featured pork and beef on wooden skewers rather than chicken.

To put it simply, one was steak that had been fried again, and the other was essentially pork cutlet on a skewer.

In terms of the world I used to live in, these were very American-style dishes.

"..."

Contrary to expectations, my two wives and I didn't engage in any conversation during the meal.

I'm pretty sure we had planned to continue our unfinished discussion about the committee meeting over the meal.

"Elena, Feli. What do you think about putting a TV in the dining room too?"

"Is that necessary? It seems too noisy."

"I think so too. Luke, isn't having a TV in the living room enough?"

I had just thrown the idea out there, but my wives' reactions were not surprising.

There was even less reason for it now that the Borges hearings were over.

"Then I'll continue where we left off earlier."

"Take your time. We have plenty of it anyway."

This time Felicia spoke, and Elena nodded in agreement. It seemed they both thought I should fill my stomach first.

If that's what they thought, I had to comply.

Although my portion consisted of just two dishes, I wouldn't be eating only those two things.

Felicia tried to feed me her salad and sausage, while Elena offered her baked beans and various cheeses.

My two wives weren't competing with each other over this, despite my hearty appetite.

"Alright, now that I've eaten my fill, I'll continue where we left off."

My two wives listened attentively.

First was the story related to the conclusion of the Borges hearings. This hearing had achieved several groundbreaking milestones.

It was the first to summon a member of a criminal organization as a witness, and the first hearing where one of the Five Families' bosses cooperated as a witness.

As a result, Rita Carmen received witness protection, Eddie Sanchez was indicted for contempt of court, and wanted posters for Mikhail Dragovich were distributed everywhere after he failed to appear when summoned.

They had achieved various results involving no less than three bosses.

However, the hearings concluded without expanding further. Given the chaotic situation in the city, that was enough.

Senators Porter and Faraoni chose to end the hearings at an appropriate point, not going against the intentions of myself and the other bosses.

"And we're proceeding as planned with preparations regarding the Sanchez group."

The Sanchez Family, with Under Boss Gatta Melata as the de facto leader due to Eddie Sanchez's absence.

The Five Families' plan to essentially surround them from all directions was in progress.

Russo and Marinelli from the north and south, Carmen from the west. From the east, our Fellini and Solomon would pressure them.

Of course, the pressure from the south would involve not just Marinelli but also other Black gangs and Alex Leonhart, the Caporegime of the Fellini Family.

"Luke, so what are you going to do?"

"I'll join Veronica's side as planned."

I intended to bring my wolves, organization members, and Sarina with her forces to join the Carmen Family.

If the Carmen Family under Veronica had been in perfect condition, it might have been different, but they weren't, so we needed to fill in the lacking forces this way.

"Elena, what about you?"

Felicia asked after hearing my answer.

"I'm sticking to the plan too."

Elena was planning to support Solomon from the east along with Under Boss Carso and Caporegimes Armo, Vanella, Lumini, and Granada.

This level of preparation for the Sanchez Family seemed sufficient.

Of course, it would depend on how the Sanchez and Dragovich families moved.

Ch.126 - Sanchez Encirclement (3)
After lunch, I headed to the academy.

I felt like I hadn't been paying enough attention to my territory lately. Elena and Felicia wanted to accompany me, but I declined.

Fortunately, with Cambara and Sarina around, I wasn't too worried.

I shared various pieces of information with both of them.

For instance, that the Borges hearing had concluded and about the upcoming encirclement of Sanchez.

"Sarina, are you sure about the preparations on your end?"

Of course, excluding Cambara, with Sarina specifically, I had more things to confirm through her than information to share with her.

"Of course, Luke. Everyone can move except for those who just returned."

Sarina and Giovanni.

Earlier, the two caporegimes had dispatched their wolves to the territories of the Alini Family and the Dwarf Gang in the northeastern part of the city.

Since the war between the Russo Family and the Vipers hadn't ended, the forces supporting the Russo Family hadn't returned. Nevertheless, the Sanchez encirclement was more important.

Inevitably, all wolves were recalled, and regular members were sent instead.

However, as the northeast was gradually stabilizing, and since other northeastern caporegimes like Viola Carmen, Angela, and Michael wouldn't be mobilized for this Sanchez encirclement, they could step in at any time, so we reduced the number of dispatched personnel.

"Boss, are you really going to be okay?"

"With what?"

"I mean, it seems like you're taking on a really dangerous role this time."

The pressure that would be applied to the Sanchez Family from virtually all directions, except for the southwestern part of the city where Dragovich was located.

In this so-called Sanchez encirclement, my first role was to move with Sarina, bringing wolves and members to the Carmen Family's territory.

Of course, I planned to give Gata Melata a little gift along the way. A black pineapple that would settle everything with a simple toss.

They were thoroughly verified items, received directly from Granada.

"Hey, do you want to die? Stop talking nonsense."

"But sis, we're throwing bombs into Sanchez's territory and then running away, right?"

"Sarina and I will be fine."

The issue would be the vehicles carrying the other wolves and members.

Sarina and I would be in a specially manufactured armored vehicle.

Not only did it have bulletproof glass and body, but if things got dicey, we could just mow down pursuers with the machine gun mounted at the rear of the car.

"..."

Suddenly, I found myself thinking of Solomon.

Maybe it was because he always fiddled with the machine gun on my car when we headed to the Carmen Family.

I told Cambara what gave me confidence.

"So don't worry and just guard the academy well."

"...Yes, understood."

Cambara answered me obediently.

Afterward, I urged Cambara not to neglect the management of our collaborators at the academy, especially the student brokers.

"Surely no one would dare mess with them again?"

"You never know. There are plenty of people who have grievances against us. And even if not against us, there might be those who have issues with the student brokers."

It was all in the realm of possibility.

But it never hurt to be careful. Especially since Cambara, apart from managing the academy, wasn't particularly skilled in matters requiring strength.

Considering that both Sarina and I would be absent for this operation, it would be a golden opportunity for those who had been waiting for such a chance.

Fortunately, not all of my subordinate wolves and members stationed at the academy would be leaving.

"Sarina, any news from Carso and Giovanni?"

"Ah, they said preparations are all complete, separate from this operation."

"Really? That's good to hear."

Typical efficient handling by Carso and Giovanni.

While the Sanchez encirclement was important, receiving the regular drug shipments from Tyrrenia to this city was equally crucial.

"These drugs will also go to the Carmen guys, right?"

"Yes, since Marinelli conceded 0.5 shares, both families get 1.5 shares each."

"Those guys are really lucky. Thanks to Miss Veronica, they became one of the Five Families and get a steady drug supply."

"But we get something in return too."

"You mean their information network?" Cambara, who had been quiet, asked.

"Yes, that, and also because there was a vacant spot in the Five Families. And having three families—Marinelli, Russo, and Carmen—that were previously part of the Five Families isn't a bad arrangement."

Two might be a bit ambiguous, but three definitely feels different.

Above all, it eliminated the already slim possibility of Sanchez, Dragovich, and Carmen joining forces against us.

"That may be true, but it's Marinelli who benefited from Blue Eyes."

"...What would we do with it anyway?"

During the committee meeting, when Manfredi relayed Vito Marinelli's message, I did wonder what the hell was going on.

Even Darius Russo raised suspicions that Vito Marinelli might be lowering the purity of Blue Eyes for his own consumption.

The expression on Manfredi's face as he heatedly responded was still vivid in my memory.

"As long as they don't do anything strange with Blue Eyes, it's none of our business."

"Luke, between the second wife and all this, aren't you being too soft on Marinelli?"

"To be honest, it does seem that way. But by that logic, Sarina, aren't you being overly sensitive about Marinelli?"

Sarina naturally shifted her gaze to Cambara. I followed her lead and looked at him too.

"Uh... why me all of a sudden?"

"Cambara, what do you think?"

Caught between the two of us, Cambara couldn't close his mouth. The expression on his face, trapped in such an awkward situation, was hilarious.

Of course, I had no intention of tormenting him further.

"Alright, I'll be heading back now."

"You're leaving already?"

"Elena and Feli will be waiting."

"..."

"Sarina, don't be like that."

"Okay."

At my words, Sarina stopped making a sullen face. She always listens to me so well.

*

I returned to the mansion in the central part of the city from the academy in the armored car.

It was hard to believe that the committee meeting had been just a few hours ago; time flew by so quickly.

"Godfather."

"Ah, Ant."

George "Ant" Skella.

This once-notorious hitman in the underworld seemed to have fully adapted to his job as a gardener.

With dirt smudged all over his face, it was hard to believe that this guy was someone who shot people with bullets coated in cyanide.

"Were there any issues while I was away?"

"No, of course not. Though, there was an unusual visitor."

"Unusual visitor?"

"Some rat bastards visited Miss Felicia in the annex and left immediately."

Rat bastards?

I wasn't sure if Skella was speaking metaphorically or literally referring to actual rats.

"Ah, I meant the rat-men from the Rat's Nest."

"I see? So Felicia's handlers paid a visit."

"Seems that way."

I could check directly. According to Skella, Felicia was still in the annex.

After ending my conversation with Skella, I headed to the annex.

"..."

As I carefully opened the door and entered the annex, I could hear animal sounds from all around.

Heb flew towards me with a fluttering sound. Despite being much larger than Tinkerbell, whom I'd seen in the military, he only evoked a sense of cuteness.

"Heb, where's Felicia?"

As if understanding my words, Heb suddenly changed direction mid-flight.

Following him deeper into the annex, I found Felicia organizing mandrake pots.

"Feli, I'm back."

"Oh my, when did you get here?"

"Just now. Since everything's perfectly prepared, I only discussed what was necessary."

"Aren't you being too confident? Problems tend to arise from unexpected places when you're like that."

"And pointing that out often makes things go wrong that wouldn't have otherwise."

I countered her joke with another joke.

She smiled slightly at my jest and gently embraced me.

When tending to animals or managing mandrakes in the annex, she usually changed into more comfortable attire than her regular clothes.

"Sorry I'm all covered in dirt."

"It's fine. Not dirty at all."

"..."

Felicia began to blush at my words without any hesitation. I wonder what Elena would say if she saw this scene.

"I heard the Rat's Nest guys paid a visit. What was that about?"

"Ah, I was going to tell you about that."

Felicia responded urgently to my question.

"It seems one of the rat-men from the Rat's Nest took photos of the committee meeting."

"What?"

I was momentarily speechless with disbelief.

Professional newspaper reporters couldn't do it, but we were caught off guard by mere rat-men from the Rat's Nest?

"So?"

"To put it simply, they failed."

More precisely, they did manage to capture photos of the Five Families' bosses leaving after the meeting, but the photos were seized by rat catchers who happened to raid the scene.

"So the photos exist, but they're in the hands of the rat catchers?"

"Yes. And now the entire Rat's Nest is in an uproar."

"Sigh..."

Those bastards. Creating this mess by letting the rat catchers snatch the photos.

"The rat-man assigned to me and his faction are planning to take major action on this matter."

"Feli, what do you think?"

"The conflict between the Rat's Nest and the rat catchers is their problem. But I think it might be better for us to talk directly with the rat catchers rather than helping one of the Rat's Nest factions."

"Alright, let's do that then."

I needed to discuss this issue with Elena. Felicia said she would finish her tasks and then join Elena and me.

Afterward, I immediately headed to the second floor of the main building to relay this information to Elena.

"..."

"Should we send Carso? Or Salmo?"

"Carso has his hands full, so it's better to send Salmo."

As Elena suggested, we decided to send our family's consigliere to the rat catchers.

Even after I made a brief call to Salmo directly, Elena's expression remained grim.

"Elena?"

"Those Rat's Nest guys... there's a limit to being a nuisance..."

"Tell me about it."

To think the day would come when we'd have to negotiate with rat catchers over something like this.

"But we have no choice but to resolve it."

"Luke, you focus on preparing for the encirclement. I'll handle this."

"Are you sure?"

"Even without me, Solomon and Carso are there. One person staying behind won't cause any issues."

"Well, if you say so."

Come to think of it, today was supposed to be my day with Elena. Though I'm not sure if Felicia would adhere to the rotation system.

Felicia returned, and we had our usual dinner.

After briefly looking through several evening newspapers that had arrived at the mansion...

"Luke, aren't you coming to bed yet?"

Elena, who had already changed into her nightgown, asked me seductively.

"...It seems a bit early."

"Going to bed early isn't a bad thing."

"Elena, could you not pressure Luke when he doesn't want to sleep?"

Before I could answer, Felicia interjected with a rebuke.

Watching Elena and Felicia exchange a few words and bicker, I thought it best to make a decision.

"Alright. Let's go to bed early today."

"..."

Felicia didn't react strongly to my decision. As if she had other plans.

Later, I headed to Elena's and my bedroom earlier than usual.

Elena, in her nightgown, moved closer to me under the covers, and the muscular physique I could feel through her nightgown was always reassuring.

It was like being embraced by a slightly firm body pillow. Not me hugging the pillow, but the pillow hugging me.

"Ah, I forgot to tell Solomon."

"Tell him what?"

"To start soon."

There was a plan set before initiating the Sanchez encirclement. I thought it might be time to set the first step in motion.

"Don't worry. That can wait until tomorrow morning."

"...I guess so?"

Since it was already late, I decided to follow Elena's advice.

Though we went to bed earlier than usual, just as my eyes were starting to close, I suddenly heard the door open.

Followed by the sound of it carefully closing.

Despite being mentally aware, my body wouldn't respond due to drowsiness.

"Luke."

Whether this voice I'm hearing belongs to Elena or Felicia.

I'll probably find out when I wake up.

***

Here's a rough character design for Felicia!

I'm showing you a version that has undergone some revisions. I requested that her hair be shorter and less monotonous.

This is the second time I'm showing Heb, but there seems to be something addictive about wanting to see him again and again.

Since this is just a rough sketch, I imagine the final cover will have a quite different feel.

Ch.127 - Sanchez Encirclement (4)
"Luke."

A gentle voice tickled my ear. Though heard in my half-asleep state, it was remarkably clear.

"..."

Early morning.

I hadn't checked the exact time, but despite the thick curtains, the overflowing morning sunlight made it obvious.

"Hmm?"

The bed felt unusually narrow today.

Sure enough, when I turned my head to the side, I could see another wife wedged between Elena and me.

I could see Felicia. No, was she actually sleeping?

Whether she noticed I was awake or had been conscious before that, I wasn't sure.

Felicia was tapping my thigh area with the end of her long tail, which looked rigid but was actually quite flexible.

"Feli. How long have you been here?"

"My, don't you remember?"

"Huh? Remember what?"

"I've been here since last night."

"...So you're not going to keep the agreement to take turns with Elena?"

"Who knows?"

Felicia didn't give me a definitive answer.

But contrary to her response, she wrapped her arms around my waist and pushed me back down onto the bed as I tried to get up.

"Luke, have you given up resisting?"

"Who knows?"

I threw back the exact words she had just used.

Felicia smiled faintly at my response and continued to snuggle against me. She seemed to find me utterly adorable.

But at least I knew this situation wouldn't last long.

"..."

Elena. She who had been sleeping beside me and Felicia woke up.

"What? Why are you here?!"

"Since today is my day with him anyway, does it really matter?"

"..."

Elena seemed to be falling for Felicia's words. But that wouldn't be Elena.

"Huh?"

She lifted Felicia up and headed out of the bedroom.

Felicia did try to resist by flailing around, but it was futile.

Click. The bedroom door closed indifferently, with Felicia still knocking on it, clearly not ready to give up.

Elena lay back down on the bed with sleepy eyes and tried to go back to sleep.

I pondered for a moment. Should I follow Elena back to sleep, or open the door for Felicia and fully wake up?

"Brother, don't open it."

Like true siblings. Elena spoke as if she had directly peered into my mind.

But I got up from the bed. I could feel her glaring at me immediately, but I ignored it and headed toward the window.

As I had planned last night, I called Solomon first.

"Proceed as planned."

"Yes, I'll contact them right away."

My instruction and Solomon's response.

After the brief call, I observed Elena's reaction on the bed.

Meanwhile, Felicia's efforts to enter our bedroom continued.

"Elena, it's time to get up."

"Sigh... Alright."

I checked Elena's expression once more and then opened the bedroom door.

Felicia, who had been waiting right outside, immediately grabbed my hand and dragged me to her bedroom.

"Hey! Wait a minute!"

It all happened in an instant.

Leaving Elena shouting urgently behind us, Felicia and I found ourselves lying on a new bed in an entirely different bedroom.

"Elena doesn't seem to know yet, does she?"

"I don't think she does."

The first thing she says after bringing me to her bedroom is about covering her own tracks.

I couldn't help but laugh, and Felicia joined in.

"I called Solomon. He's going to try to contact Gata Melata."

"Then I guess that's the end for the Sanchez Family."

"No, it's just the beginning."

The Sanchez Family. After them comes the Dragovich. Then the Vipers and the Black gangs.

After we and the new five families take control of Heavenly, we'll move on to the major cities of this country. There was a mountain of work ahead.

"But I wonder if they'll hand over Sanchez's daughter."

"They'll probably refuse."

Solomon had quite a few demands for Gata Melata, but the most important one was Eddie Sanchez's daughter.

I believe they call her the Golem Princess.

I've heard that she causes a lot of trouble for those around her, trusting only her father, and that many people like Solomon have a grudge against her.

"Oh, Feli. Old man Leonhart will be joining your father's side."

"Of all people, those two are meeting?"

The founder of the Marinelli Family and his comrade. It was quite a remarkable reunion, if you think about it.

Though I'm not sure how they feel about each other.

"Anyway."

"Anyway?"

"I should start getting ready now. So I'll get up."

"...Alright."

I was hoping Gata Melata would respond right away.

After heading to the shower, I finished a quick one and tried to chase away my sleepiness with coffee in the second-floor living room.

"Luke, you don't need breakfast?"

"No, it's fine. I'll eat plenty when we get to Carmen's place."

Vallis Casino. It wouldn't be too late to have a meal after joining up with the Carmen Family there.

"While you were showering, Salmo called."

"The rat catchers?"

Elena nodded.

"He wants to meet soon. Exactly four days from now."

"I don't think we need to go in person."

"Right. It's probably best to keep leaving it to Salmo."

We could also send Carso along if necessary. But it didn't seem right for either me or Elena, the two bosses, to show up.

It wasn't about saving face, but because it could be dangerous.

"They'll probably tell us to cut ties with the Rat's Nest this time."

"Then we'll cut ties. There are plenty of ways to connect with the Rat's Nest without us doing it directly, just like now."

To be precise, it was Felicia who currently had a contract with the Rat's Nest, not us. They even had a special handler just for her.

Sorry to Felicia, but it was important that the committee meeting photos didn't leak.

Her younger brother Manfredi would be in one of those photos too.

"But if they cross the line..."

"Then we'll have to deal with them. Since they're easier to handle than the Rat's Nest, we might as well wipe them out completely."

If that happened, I thought the Rat's Nest might even bow to us in gratitude.

Of course, as long as the rat catchers continued to be treated as disposable informants by the Rat's Nest, they would always reappear.

"Elena."

"Yes?"

I handed Elena the coffee I had been drinking.

"Thanks. But it's been a while since you've given me something you were going to eat yourself."

"Was I that bad?"

"You are. You might not have other desires, but you're incredibly greedy when it comes to food."

No other desires, huh? That might actually be fortunate.

Slurp. As Elena drank the coffee, I looked at her hair.

"What? Is something wrong?"

"No, I just think it's gradually returning to your original hair."

"Really? I should dye it again soon."

"You don't have to. I like it now, but I prefer your natural hair."

"..."

Elena quickly turned her head away. She acted as if my single comment meant more to her than countless gifts.

*

That's when it happened.

The phone in the bedroom rang, and one of the servants informed us.

I took the transferred call on the living room phone.

"Godfather, it's me."

"Solomon. Did you hear from them?"

"Yes. ...Melata says he'll send the Golem Princess."

"What?"

I was surprised, but immediately shared this information with Elena who was beside me.

That Gata Melata. Even with his boss in prison, I couldn't believe he would so easily agree to hand over his daughter.

"He's sending her right now?"

"Yes, it seems so. What should we do now?"

"Once you receive the princess, contact our side immediately."

One call ended.

Another call began. I relayed this information to Carso, and Carso and his wolves immediately spread the news.

"Elena, I'll be going now."

"Okay."

It would be Elena's job to receive Solomon's next call after he took custody of the Golem Princess.

I said goodbye to Elena and Felicia and boarded the armored car.

"Boss, shall we head straight to the casino?"

"No. Let's go to the Academy first. We'll meet up with Sarina there and then head straight to the casino."

"Yes, sir!"

I wasn't the only one who had started moving.

The new five families. All of them began to move according to what was discussed at the committee meeting.

The first to move was the Russo Family.

Boss Darius Russo had lifted his heavy behind and appeared at the northeastern border of the Sanchez Family's territory with considerable forces.

Their movement was meant to be nothing more than pressure, partly to lure out the Vipers who wouldn't miss such an opportunity.

The second to move was the Marinelli Family.

As previously agreed with the Black gangs, they appeared at the southeastern border of the Sanchez Family's territory without interference from either us or the Blacks.

Like the Russo side, Boss Vito Marinelli personally showed up with over 100 men. Additionally, Alex Leonhart, one of the caporegimes of the Pellini Family, joined Vito Marinelli with his sticky subordinates.

In this situation, I arrived at the Academy and joined up with my men and Sarina, who were already prepared.

Leaving the Academy to Cambara, I headed west with my wolves, organization members, and Gulliman.

We planned to pass straight through the Sanchez Family's territory to meet up with the Carmen Family in the western part of the city.

Meanwhile, as I was moving by car, I couldn't know that the Solomon Family had also begun to act.

"Mmph!"

"Shut up! You bitch!"

Solomon shouted at the Golem Princess, who was mumbling through duct tape over her mouth.

The Sanchez Family members who had come to hand her over to the Solomon Family had already fallen to Solomon's men, who were experienced in dealing with golems despite their tough skin.

"Good, take her to my base! We're moving right now!"

The Solomon Family, immediately after receiving Sanchez's daughter, began pushing across the bridge into the Sanchez Family's territory. Unlike the Russo and Marinelli families, who were merely applying pressure at the borders of the Sanchez Family's territory, this was a clear act of hostility.

In coordination, two caporegimes of the Pellini Family invaded the Sanchez Family's territory from another bridge in the central part of the city.

The five families promptly shared their movements with each other.

They were coordinating their actions in relative harmony.

"..."

Finally, the Carmen Family also made a move.

Boss Veronica personally set out to welcome her brother, Luke Pellini, who was crossing through the Sanchez Family's territory.

Although the Pellini siblings hadn't yet joined forces, if we include that aspect, the situation would be as follows:



I hadn't yet been updated on these developments. So what was I doing?

"Throw it further!"

"That's what I'm trying to do!"

I was gifting black pineapples to the Sanchez Family as we passed near their headquarters—pineapples that would settle everything with a "pong" when thrown.

The pineapples that Sarina and I threw with all our might exploded loudly as soon as they hit the ground.

"Speed up!"

"Yes, sir!"

Unlike Sarina, I didn't even look back at the explosion site as I ordered the driver.

After all, a real man never looks back at explosions.

Ch.128 - Sanchez Encirclement (5)
The pressure and offensive from the five Families against the Sanchez Family came from virtually all directions, except the southwest where the Dragovich Family was located.

The encirclement of the Sanchez Family was proceeding smoothly.

However, there was nothing they could do about the Dragovich Family.

Before the Carmen Family became a member of the new five Families, the three Families—Sanchez, Carmen, and Dragovich—had an incredibly complex relationship.

Sanchez and Carmen were at war, while Dragovich alternated between cooperation and opposition with both Families depending on the situation.

That's why the three Families didn't cooperate even with the powerful Pellini Family as a common enemy... but now things were different.

Amid the five Families' offensive against the Sanchez Family, the Dragovich Family had begun to move.

News about this came after Mikhail Dragovich himself made an appearance.

"Miss, it seems Dragovich is heading toward the Marinelli side."

"As expected."

"..."

Elena responded to the news from her underboss Carso as if it was entirely within her expectations.

However, Felicia, who was listening nearby, couldn't be so calm. After all, it was her father who was leading the Marinelli Family's forces.

"Felicia. Don't worry too much. They must have made their own preparations by now."

Elena comforted her, which was uncharacteristic of her.

In truth, Elena wasn't entirely pleased that Felicia had accompanied her all the way to Solomon Family territory.

The safest place would have been the mansion in the central part of the city, which served as the rear. But Felicia was Luke's wife and the boss's daughter.

The temptation to know the overall situation seemed irresistible.

Fortunately, as Elena said, the possibility of Mikhail Dragovich harming Vito Marinelli was extremely low.

Not only because of the awkward friendship between Vito and Mikhail that might seem unnecessary in the underworld.

But also because Alex Leonhart, a caporegime of the Pellini Family, and his subordinates were lying in ambush near Vito Marinelli.

"..."

"Boss, what should we do?"

"Tell the men in position to keep watch and be ready to attack at any moment."

"Yes, sir."

Old man Leonhart gave instructions to his subordinates as soon as he observed the Dragovich Family members approaching Vito Marinelli.

He was confident in his ability to attack from the blind spots of the attackers, neutralizing their advantage of surprise.

Meanwhile, at that very moment when those not present at the scene were making a fuss...

The bosses of the two Families were beginning their meeting, which was as ordinary as ever. A meeting that might be their last.

Werewolves and descendants of the golden dragon.

As the two forces faced off, another guest appeared at the restaurant where Vito Marinelli and his son Manfredi had entered.

A werewolf with a much larger build and rougher mane than the other werewolves.

As Mikhail Dragovich entered the restaurant, tension began to fill the space packed with Vito and his subordinates.

"Friend, it's been a while."

"..."

Dragovich approached Vito and spoke to him calmly, as if nothing was amiss.

"Have you completely given up on the act now?"

"I don't know what you're talking about."

As the conversation between the two bosses began, Vito's eldest son naturally rose from his seat.

It wasn't just to give the two bosses privacy. Manfredi began answering phone calls coming into the restaurant while keeping an ear on the bosses' conversation.

"Father."

"What is it?"

Manfredi approached Vito before the conversation between the two bosses had properly developed.

Since Vito particularly trusted his eldest daughter and son among his children, he checked what news his son was so urgently trying to convey.

Manfredi delivered two pieces of information.

First, though uncertain, a group of Dragovich Family members had crossed the boundary and entered Sanchez Family territory.

Second, another group had begun responding to black men who had invaded Dragovich Family territory.

"It's not easy after all."

"You're not the only one who can use himself as bait."

Vito Marinelli and the other bosses of the five Families had made several predictions.

They predicted that when Darius, the boss of the Russo Family, left his post, the viper would move, and when Vito Marinelli moved, Mikhail Dragovich would appear in person.

Their prediction was accurate up to the point where Dragovich personally arrived in response to Vito's appearance.

But that was merely a distraction by Dragovich.

The news conveyed to Vito through Manfredi also reached the ears of old man Leonhart, who was watching the two bosses from nearby.

"..."

"We could take care of it now, sir."

"No, it's too dangerous."

In fact, the old man's thoughts were the same as his subordinate's. The problem was that there was a high possibility that Vito Marinelli and Manfredi would die in the process.

Given the situation, the old man proposed his opinion to Elena, one of his bosses, through Carso who had delivered the news to him.

'Let's attack Mikhail Dragovich despite the risk.'

But the answer that came back was:

Absolutely not. Carso clearly conveyed Elena's answer. Elena had no choice but to answer that way.

Not only was Felicia, Vito Marinelli's eldest daughter, right beside her, but if they were to take action at the cost of the death of one of the five Family bosses and his son... the resulting fracture would clearly be uncontrollable.

Of course, the situation wasn't all bad for the five Families.

The Russo Family, contrary to expectations, didn't withdraw at this point but continued to hold its position. The reason was that the viper had moved but hadn't penetrated deeply enough.

Moreover, Darius began releasing his subordinates into Sanchez Family territory for a more dramatic effect.

Their role was merely to apply pressure, but now they were conducting a fake offensive as well.

Other news was that the forces led by Luke Pellini and Sarina had successfully joined with the Carmen Family's forces.

No matter how many members Dragovich had sent to help Sanchez, the combined forces with the Carmen Family were more than enough to handle them.

"Miss, it seems the black men are starting to be pushed back."

"Already?"

The black men were playing their own role in the encirclement of Sanchez.

From their perspective, they were merely acting for their own benefit and revenge, but as a result, they attacked the Dragovich Family.

This allowed the five Families to aim for the dispersion of Dragovich's forces. However, they hadn't expected the black men to switch from offense to defense so quickly.

*

Meanwhile, in this situation, Felicia approached Elena.

While Elena was asking Carso about parts that needed confirmation, Felicia had answered a phone call in Carso's place.

"Elena."

"What?"

"Dragovich has left the restaurant. My father has also quickly vacated the premises."

"What about Manfredi and the rest?"

"That's for you to decide now. Manfredi will be ready."

The Russo Family was conducting a fake offensive contrary to the plan, and the Carmen Family had begun their offensive with the joined forces.

Additionally, the Solomon Family had struck at the waist of the Sanchez Family, isolating their northern territory from the south.

Finally, while the Pellini Family's forces were also on the offensive, only the Marinelli Family's forces were limited to applying pressure.

But now that the two bosses had left the scene, the situation had changed.

Elena called Manfredi directly and gave instructions.

"Start the attack to the north. Old man Leonhart will protect your rear, so don't worry."

"...Understood."

Although the original plan had been significantly distorted, when do things ever go exactly according to plan? Anyway, all five Families had now begun their offensive against the Sanchez Family.

At this stage, Solomon once again unilaterally notified Gatta Melata:

"Surrender, you bastards!"

This was the treatment Gatta Melata received for complying with the unreasonable demand to hand over Sanchez's daughter.

Naturally, Melata thought it wasn't worth listening to, and each district of the Sanchez Family organically launched a counterattack.

The problem was that amid this chaos, the Heavily police began arresting members of the Sanchez Family. The Sanchez Family was largely responsible for the urban chaos following the Godfather's death, having engaged in war-like activities against these law enforcement authorities.

So when such a golden opportunity presented itself while they were already eager to get at them, they took it.

Meanwhile, Luke Pellini, who had joined with the Carmen Family's side, was also able to grasp the general situation.

Fourth floor of the Vallis Casino.

Sarina and I were meeting with Veronica, Pola Carmen, and the underboss McBratney in Veronica's office.

Oh, since Pola Carmen was also serving as the consigliere of the Carmen Family, albeit temporarily, all the upper echelon of the Carmen Family had gathered in one place.

"How's the situation?"

"The underboss's second-in-command was taken out."

"What? That homo guy?"

"Brother."

Veronica reacted as if such a comment was inappropriate, despite her fondness for me.

"No, I clearly remember he was gay."

"That's right. But he was a good guy for a homosexual."

McBratney answered very simply about his second-in-command. So my memory wasn't wrong after all.

"So who took him out?"

"It wasn't the Sanchez side."

"What? So he was taken out by our own side?"

"Yes, but strictly speaking, they're not our allies. They attacked someone on the same side."

It seemed there was someone else with guts sticking out besides the guys who attacked us when Solomon and I were at this casino last time.

"You want us to face Sanchez and Dragovich when bullets might fly from behind?"

"You don't need to worry anymore. Our guys are taking care of it."

McBratney answered immediately.

However, this meant that McBratney's subordinates would temporarily withdraw from the offensive. Instead, the subordinates of Mangano and Iktomi, who had welcomed a new boss, continued to play active roles in the offensive.

"Sarina."

"Yes, Godfather."

Sarina was following Carso's advice very well.

She was careful about how she addressed me in the presence of third parties.

"Release the Wolf and Gorillaman. Tell the members to guard the casino perimeter."

"Brother, our members are sufficient for that."

"Oh? You mean those masked guys?"

"Yes, that's right."

Pola answered my question. She assured me that the members she had gathered wouldn't be easily defeated.

"Alright, then I'll commit all the guys I brought to the offensive."

Sarina and McBratney went down to the first floor of the casino to directly command the forces of the two Families.

That left one Pellini and two Carmens in the office. No, two Pellinis and one Carmen.

Ch.129 - Sanchez Encirclement (6)
The first thing I did after joining the Carmen Family.

It was releasing the wolves led by Sarina and the Gullimen onto the battlefield.

For the Carmen Family, who had been attacking the Sanchez Family, there couldn't have been more reliable allies.

"Veronica, are we really sure we can trust those masked guys?"

"Yes."

"I was asking Veronica."

Only three people were present in the office.

Me, Veronica, and the Carmen Family's consigliere, Pola Carmen. She was none other than the former heir and former underboss.

However, regardless of that fact, I wasn't particularly pleased with the situation where she answered when I had asked Veronica.

"Brother, you don't need to worry."

Instead of giving a detailed explanation, Veronica asked me to trust her.

It was clear that she had formed a decent personal guard with the family members Pola Carmen had gathered and her own associates.

"Alright. But why did you dye your hair like that?"

"...I didn't want to do this either."

Veronica's originally light beige hair was nowhere to be seen, replaced by white hair. Or should I call it silver?

"She's imitating Mother. There are still those who haven't accepted that Mother stepped down from the boss position."

"And this charade is necessary for that?"

"The Carmen have their own ways. Please try to understand."

Pola spoke her mind while maintaining her respect toward me.

"..."

I had no intention of interfering with their internal affairs.

I silently nodded at Pola's words, and she belatedly added:

"Besides, being together like this, don't we look like real sisters?"

"Did you dye yours on purpose too?"

"No, I've always had silver hair. Just like Mother."

Rita Carmen had silver hair too. I doubt she adopted her just because of that. There must have been some other reason for the adoption.

"Brother, do you not like my hair?"

"No. It's fine. You have your reasons."

To be honest, I thought both Elena and Veronica looked better with their original hair colors.

"Anyway, do I need to get directly involved?"

"I don't think the Godfather needs to be personally involved."

"For someone saying that, you still seem uneasy."

Just look at what happened to MacBratney's second-in-command. I can't even remember that homo's name.

I didn't bring up that incident, but Pola mentioned it first.

"Something like that won't happen again."

"Well, no matter what you say, it doesn't create trust where there was none."

"..."

Just as Pola was at a loss for words at my response.

The telephone rang loudly throughout the office. Veronica, who was nearby, picked up the receiver faster than anyone else.

"I understand."

"Who was it?"

"The underboss of the Fellini Family."

Carso. He seemed to be reporting on the battle situations from various areas and news about the Five Families.

"Veronica, you're still the boss. You don't need to be so formal with Carso."

"I'll keep that in mind."

Veronica seemed to have belatedly realized her mistake.

"Anyway, both Dragovich and Marinelli have withdrawn."

"I wonder what those old men talked about."

Veronica mentioned several other pieces of news as well.

That Vito Marinelli had withdrawn, and Manfredi had taken Marinelli Family members north to attack the Sanchez Family.

And that Gata Melata had ignored Solomon's demand for surrender, and Elena and Felicia were heading to the Solomon Family's stronghold.

"Elena and Felicia?"

"Yes, they were in the southern part of the Solomon Family territory but moved to avoid potential danger."

"I understand Elena, but why is Felicia there?"

"I'm not sure about that either..."

For now, I was relieved that both of them had retreated to a safer location.

Of course, I was in the same situation as my two wives.

I spent time discussing the war situation with Veronica and Pola from the relatively safe rear.

When I felt hungry, Veronica had lardo brought to the office as if she had prepared it for me.

Lardo.

Thinly sliced pork back fat cured with various spices.

To put it simply, it was like salty bacon but with only the fat.

To be honest, it was so thinly sliced that it barely registered with my liver, but paired with a moderate amount of wine, its overflowing flavor improved my mood.

"Pola, can I ask you something?"

"Yes, Godfather, please ask."

"Why are you cooperating with Veronica?"

"..."

"...I'm simply following Mother's decision."

While even Veronica held her breath, Pola answered after a brief moment of consideration.

"You seem too enthusiastic for it to be just duty."

"Well, she is my sister after all."

"Not by blood. And you two seemed more like rivals than sisters."

"Isn't that the same for you, Godfather?"

"What?"

I wondered if Pola was comparing my relationship with Elena to her relationship with Veronica.

"Sister. Let's stop this."

Fortunately, Veronica intervened immediately.

Pola took a step back, acknowledging her slip of the tongue, and bowed her head in apology.

Come to think of it, all three people in the office were individuals who had been picked up and raised by mafia bosses. What a coincidence.

Moreover, Veronica and I were raised by different mafia bosses.

Perhaps that's why I could understand Pola Carmen's reaction. Even if they weren't blood sisters, there was a bond and connection between adopted sisters.

Just like me and Elena.

Having that suddenly denied, she momentarily forgot her position and snapped at me.

In a way, it was clear that Pola didn't harbor ill intentions toward Veronica.

Since it wasn't a complete waste of time, I decided to accept Pola's apology.

*

Meanwhile, outside the office, offensives against the Sanchez Family were taking place from all directions.

"Boss, should we move in coordination with the wolves?"

"No! We move according to our own plan. If we try too hard to match their movements, we'll only end up tearing our own legs."

MacBratney, the underboss of the Carmen Family, acted rationally.

Although there was a void left by the death of his compatible second-in-command, who was a homo, he wasn't the type of man to show disgrace over something like that.

The Carmen Family members deployed in this encirclement of the Sanchez Family.

Until recently, they were known as high-ranking officials and their subordinates.

People like MacBratney, Iktomi, and Mangano. In contrast to Iktomi and Mangano who had already passed away, MacBratney was holding his position alone.

Of course, that didn't mean that Iktomi and Mangano's forces had disappeared.

The spider-men and elves had chosen their next bosses, and the two new bosses were leading them according to MacBratney's instructions.

"Boss, it's the police again!"

"What's the situation?!"

"About six of our men have been arrested."

"And the Sanchez guys?"

"Well... it seems they were all killed on the spot."

"Are you sure?"

MacBratney continued to check what happened to the Sanchez Family members whenever the police appeared.

It was clear that the Havily police were siding with the Five Families.

Of course, there were some who were killed rather than arrested, like the Sanchez Family members.

However, in such cases, there were justifiable reasons. Like when they returned fire at the police.

"Tell the others! Don't touch the police, and if they show up, retreat immediately without looking back!"

"Yes, Boss!"

MacBratney made sure this information was also conveyed to the wolves and Gullimen. There was no need to unnecessarily provoke the police.

Because it seemed like the police were determined to completely break the momentum of the Sanchez Family in this opportunity.

Click!

A satisfying gunshot accompanied by the heavy sound of loading, directed at the target in front.

As the gunshot echoed around, at the end of the barrel's aim stood a golem with its chest completely blown away.

Thud. As the golem with its hard exterior collapsed powerlessly, the police shouted:

"Don't let a single one escape!"

They weren't ordinary city police commonly seen in the city.

They were the riot control squad that had been responding to protests across the city after Godfather Vito Fellini's death.

Prepared to confront or suppress violent crowds, they wore sturdy protective gear all over their bodies, and in their hands were heavy shotguns loaded with bullets meant for hunting bears.

It was an extraordinary measure to deal with the Sanchez Family, which had a high proportion of golems.

"You there! Stop!"

"..."

They targeted the Sanchez Family thoroughly and persistently.

For this purpose, they cleanly gave up on the unidentified operatives they were confronting. Except for those who ignored warnings or returned fire.

Thanks to this, the Sanchez Family found themselves in a very difficult situation.

With the Five Families' offensives from all directions and police arrests, they couldn't even counterattack, let alone take any measures when the caporegimes of each area and their subordinates were dying.

However, this situation didn't continue.

It wasn't possible to deal with the Sanchez Family overnight. As time passed and evening came, the offensives taking place throughout the western part of the city entered a lull.

The first to withdraw was the Russo Family.

After judging that the viper's attack had reached a sufficient point, Darius Russo notified the other Five Families and promptly left the scene.

Starting with the Russo Family, the other Five Families also stopped their first day's offensive and returned to their respective territories.

The only ones who didn't withdraw were the Solomon Family and the Marinelli Family.

The other families planned to return to their territories for now and resume the offensive when the time came.

"..."

"Sarina, good work."

I welcomed Sarina and the wolves who had returned to the Vallis Casino after finishing the offensive.

"Not at all, Godfather."

Sarina responded with a title conscious of the surrounding gazes.

"Wolves, please follow me. I have a place prepared for you."

Sarina sought my permission with her eyes, and I nodded.

Sarina had no choice but to take the wolves and Gullimen and follow Pola Carmen somewhere. From what I heard from Veronica and Pola, they seemed to have prepared a banquet for the wolves.

"Veronica, isn't it too early to let them loose on the first day?"

"But thanks to them, we've saved a lot of effort."

There were casualties. About two dozen men had been arrested by the police.

But compared to the Sanchez Family, it was a very minor level of damage. The situation of the other Five Families that Carso reported wasn't much different.

Of course, the Solomon Family, who had set up camp in the Sanchez Family's territory, seemed to have suffered more damage than the other families.

"Brother, let's go too."

"Shall we?"

Although I had just eaten lardo earlier, I decided to follow Veronica's suggestion.

After all, lardo and wine couldn't be considered a proper meal.

Ch.130 - Solomon's Encirclement (7)
I followed the elevator with the two Carmen sisters.

As soon as the bellboy asked for our destination, Paula answered, "Third floor."

"..."

The three of us were simply riding an elevator. But the bellboy seemed extremely uncomfortable just being in this confined space with us.

Ding dong! Even as the elevator arrival alarm sounded, the bellboy didn't move an inch.

I could understand him not wanting to make eye contact with us, but was he really not going to announce our arrival at the third floor?

"Wasn't that bellboy acting a bit strange?"

"I think he was just scared because of you, Don."

As soon as the elevator doors closed, Paula put on her mask while answering.

I wondered if there was any need to put on a mask now, but there was something more important.

"Because of me?"

I don't think so. It seemed more like he was reacting to Veronica and Paula.

"You don't seem to agree at all."

"The chances of a Carmen Family casino bellboy recognizing you and Veronica are much higher than recognizing me."

"That's true, but something still feels off."

Veronica told me she would take immediate action.

After confirming that nearby members were heading toward the bellboy, we on the third floor proceeded directly to the restaurant where the banquet was being held.

"Let's go to the head table."

"I don't think we need to make a show of it."

It was Sarina and her crew who had performed well against the Sanchez Family, not me.

But I considered that this banquet was attended not only by Fellini Family members but also by Carmen Family members.

There could be no better way to show the organization members that the Don had come to help the new boss of the Carmen Family not once, but twice.

"..."

While heading to the head table, I exchanged glances with Sarina and the other wolves.

Those Growlman guys just bowed their heads and showed respect when I looked at them.

"Where's McBratney?"

"Don't worry about the Underboss. He'll be keeping watch outside."

The second-in-command. Especially since the homo guy who claimed they had good chemistry had just died, I decided not to dig deeper.

"The menu is a bit different from what I expected."

"We prepared something special."

Special preparation of sausages, huh. It wasn't just sausages, but...

"They're handmade by a rather famous artisan."

Paula spoke as if she knew exactly what I was thinking. She added that I absolutely wouldn't regret the taste.

There were more varieties of sausage than I expected.

The problem was that, both in my original world and here, I wasn't exactly the type to memorize all the different kinds and names of sausages.

Smoked sausage with peppers and cheese.
A red sausage that looked spicy but was bursting with juices.
A white sausage coiled like a snake, boasting its impressive length.

The flavors and aromas were as diverse as the varieties, making me regret my diminished sense of taste.

If only my tongue wasn't in this condition, I could have enjoyed the full flavor with just a moderate amount of sausage.

"What's this? Is it undercooked?"

It was a sausage that genuinely looked undercooked, with cheese and herbs densely packed between pink-colored meat.

Seeing my reaction, Paula quickly whispered in Veronica's ear, and Veronica answered based on what she heard.

"Brother, it seems that's just how the color turned out."

She explained that it had already been smoked and then cooked again at the restaurant, so there shouldn't be any issues like I was thinking.

"Why don't you tell me directly instead of having Veronica do it?"

"Isn't it a big sister's job to help her little sister score some points?"

"Since when did you start acting like a big sister?"

"Don."

Paula seemed somewhat displeased with my response.

But all she had to say was...

"I may be Veronica's sister and you may be Veronica's brother, but please don't forget that I'm older than you."

"What?"

"I'm saying I'm your noona."

Now I could understand Elena a bit better. That feeling when Felicia called herself her big sister.

I wanted to retort that it was nonsense, but I held back for Veronica's sake.

"Sister. Please stop saying strange things."

*

Veronica must have thought Paula went too far, as she immediately stopped her.

"Wouldn't it be best for all of us siblings to get along?"

"Come on. How much of an age difference is there for you to keep calling yourself noona?"

Paula recited her date of birth as if she had been waiting for me to ask.

"..."

"Even without comparing birthdays, I'm clearly older, aren't I?"

"Making a big deal over just a few years."

"It's definitely clear that I'm older."

As Paula continued, I looked at Veronica with an expression that said I couldn't take it anymore, and Veronica seemed to wisely decide to ignore her.

"Brother, how did you find the sausages?"

"...Not bad."

To be honest, I was quite satisfied. But there was a reason for that.

I had been pondering the sense of déjà vu I felt since eating the first sausage.

"It's natural since these were our father's favorites."

"Our mother was also very fond of them."

"Right, she would be. Anyway, you Carmen people, the whole Family is just creepy."

The fact that she preferred the same things my father liked showed Rita Carmen's obsession with my father was quite persistent.

Nevertheless, thinking about how she never managed to get her hands on anything of my father's made me feel slightly sorry for her, but then I put that thought aside for my mother's sake.

"I won't deny that we're creepy, but I don't think the Fellini side, where siblings like you and the Donna married, has any right to talk."

"Sister. Please stop."

Hmm.

She was right, so I had no room to argue.

Fortunately, Veronica caught Paula's words and started bickering with her, saving me from having to respond.

After that, I focused again on enjoying the various sausages.

"Miss."

Suddenly, one of the Carmen Family members hurriedly approached Paula and whispered something.

Paula whispered to Veronica again, and Veronica told me what she heard.

"Brother, it seems the Marinelli side has also withdrawn from the Sanchez Family's territory."

"Still no news from Solomon's side?"

"No, it seems only Solomon is still holding out."

"That doesn't seem like a good idea."

"Unless our enemies are fools, they won't miss this opportunity."

The Russo Family's withdrawal to achieve their original goal had an impact.

Solomon had cut through the waist of the Sanchez Family, causing their territory to be severed into northern and southern parts.

But the problem was that this could also be interpreted as Solomon being surrounded by the Sanchez Family from both north and south.

"Veronica, let me borrow your phone for a moment."

"Of course, anytime."

As I stood up, Sarina, who had been keeping her eyes on me and the two sisters, also rose.

"Don, is something wrong?"

"Just need to make a call. It seems Solomon has no intention of pulling out."

"It looks like they're waiting for this kind of situation."

"Then it wouldn't hurt for us to lend them a hand."

The restaurant, which had become like a banquet hall, was very noisy. I went out to the quieter corridor, and Sarina stayed by my side.

"Elena, it's me."

"Luke?"

I contacted Elena directly, bypassing both the Underboss and Consigliere.

"Luke, come back quickly."

I heard another voice whispering beside Elena. It was probably Felicia.

"I heard Marinelli's side has withdrawn."

"Yes, Manfredi just informed us about it."

"I think we need to help Solomon a bit."

I was worried Elena might disagree with me, but that didn't happen.

She promised to take follow-up measures, though I wasn't sure exactly who she would send, and I ended the call after sending my regards to Elena and Felicia.

"You're just dripping with sweetness."

"Sarina, let's just keep things pleasant."

"...Fine. Let's just go back."

Sarina looked like she had given up on saying anything more to me.

I headed back into the restaurant and returned to my seat. Sarina's gaze toward me remained the same as before.

"Solomon's side will be fine."

"Sanchez and Dragovich might move faster though."

"Don't worry. Elena will handle it well."

While helping Solomon was important, if they moved against Solomon, we could also exploit that opening.

Expecting various movements, I asked about one of the unusual sausages.

"It's sopressata."

"Is this white part in the middle fat?"

"Yes, it might seem a bit excessive, but the texture isn't bad, right?"

Once again, Paula whispered to Veronica, and Veronica relayed what she heard.

Sopressata. I didn't know anything about this sausage except its name, but it was definitely a salt-cured ham.

As I tasted the sopressata several times, the restaurant staff suddenly began bringing out a new dish.

"..."

The dish they brought was one I knew well.

"Brother, do you like turducken?"

"Asking when you already know isn't a good habit."

"So you do like it."

Veronica and Paula seemed satisfied with my answer.

Turducken.

The name alone might not give it away, but with a slight explanation, it's very easy to understand what this dish is.

Turkey, Duck, Chicken. Combined to make Turducken.

It's a dish where a chicken is stuffed inside a duck, and then that duck is stuffed inside a large turkey before roasting. Of course, sometimes it doesn't just contain turkey, duck, and chicken, but also pork and beef.

Anyway, turducken was one of my favorite dishes.

"How much does one of these weigh?"

"About 30 pounds, I'd say."

30 pounds. About 14kg. Just hearing the weight made me feel full.

For a very brief moment, I forgot all my worries about Solomon and simply savored the taste of the turducken.

Ch.131 - Solomon's Encirclement (8)
Around the time I was enjoying a very satisfying meal on the third floor of Bally's Casino.

The boss of the Solomon Family was also having a very satisfying time.

The area that had been Sanchez Family territory until just half a day ago was now completely under Solomon Family control.

More importantly, some of the Sanchez Family members who had tried to enter the area had been utterly destroyed.

"How is it?! No survivors, right?"

"None, sir!"

The Solomon Family members responded to their boss who was asking from a distance.

They too were golems, while Solomon and the other hamster-humans focused on providing cover or support from the rear.

"Is that all coming from the north?"

"Not sure. I think it's thanks to those vampire guys causing more havoc than expected."

Solomon had anticipated this kind of situation. More precisely, he had expected the worst-case scenario of enemies converging simultaneously from north and south.

But the situation was unfolding differently than he had anticipated.

"Boss! They're coming from the south too!"

"Good! Everyone back to your positions!"

The golems hurriedly moved to the inner area.

Solomon Family members were strategically positioned on rooftops and at windows throughout the buildings. Additionally, they had hastily constructed barricades using vehicles and miscellaneous objects.

"North! They're coming from the north too!"

"What?!"

Solomon stomped his feet, thinking that things had gone from bad to worse.

His vague hope that attacks from north and south would be staggered, allowing them to defeat each group separately, was instantly shattered.

Solomon immediately diverted some of his forces deployed to the south to respond to the enemies approaching from the north.

He didn't know how many enemies there were. Meanwhile, Solomon and his subordinates here numbered around 80.

"Boss, we've contacted the Pellini Family as well."

"Great! Now we just need to hold out here! Everyone, give it everything you've got!"

Despite their boss's dramatic behavior, the Solomon Family members focused on watching the enemies rather than responding with loud cheers.

Embarrassed by the unexpected silence, Solomon quietly found himself a suitable position.

Though their effectiveness was reduced against golems, he and his subordinates were armed with submachine guns.

In addition, some had prepared large-caliber rounds with greater destructive power to deal with golems, or even bullets typically used for hunting bears.

Simply put, their strategy was to have submachine guns provide suppressive fire over a wide area while other members finished off the enemies.

"They're coming."

A convoy of cars visible in the distance.

Their headlights were off to make identification difficult. With the black cars' "eyes" completely closed, they slowly approached their target.

This might sound as if their target was a very limited location, but...

The area occupied by the Solomon Family was elongated from side to side.

It was unavoidable if they wanted to cut the Sanchez Family in half, but it was a somewhat disadvantageous position for defending against attacks from north and south.

"Don't fire the submachine guns yet."

Following the boss's instructions, the hamster-humans began to grip other firearms instead of submachine guns.

Sure enough, the actions shown by the Sanchez Family side were utterly mediocre.

They simply approached the Solomon Family's territory in cars, fired a few shots from a distance, and then retreated, repeating this pattern.

The so-called drive-by shooting.

It was a typical underworld tactic of hitting and running while in a vehicle.

This was merely a preliminary skirmish to assess the Solomon Family's response and equipment level.

Solomon knew this, which is why he prevented an excessive response with submachine guns from the beginning.

In any case, at this distance, even submachine guns with their impressive rate of fire would have had little effect. Contrary to popular belief, submachine guns aren't all-powerful.

From the user's perspective, the accuracy was frustratingly poor. It felt like gaining tremendous firing rate in exchange for terrible accuracy.

That's why the drive-by shooting method emerged—approaching to an impossible-to-miss distance in a car, unleashing dozens of bullets at once, and then leaving the scene.

"Boss, more are coming from the south!"

"What? Are you sure you're not confusing them with the ones who just retreated?"

Solomon responded to his subordinate's report with disbelief.

With black cars moving around in the dead of night without headlights, his skepticism was understandable.

But after receiving a telescope from his subordinate and checking the distant rear, he readily admitted his mistake. Whatever confidence he had was misplaced.

Another group of cars appeared with their headlights blazing.

"Damn it! Everyone get ready! We'll wipe those guys out immediately!"

Solomon reluctantly authorized the use of submachine guns. Fortunately, there was enough time for that order to be relayed to all his subordinates.

And so, as an intense gunfight began around the narrow territory...

South of the battlefield in question, near the bridge connecting the central and western parts of the city, a separate chaotic situation was unfolding.

*

The Sanchez Family members had suffered considerable damage since the major attack by the five families began.

But that didn't last long. They had since holed up in their stronghold and refused to come out.

The Pellini Family attempted drive-by shootings against the Sanchez Family, just as the Sanchez Family was doing to the Solomon Family, but with little effect.

After all, there was no point in provoking people who wouldn't even come outside.

"...."

"Good, we're approaching well."

But they had their own plans.

Though they hadn't expected to implement those plans in reality so soon.

"Vanella. What do you think about our guys crossing the bridge too?"

"No, let's not interfere if we can help it. Let's leave this to those specialist bastards."

Vanella responded halfheartedly to his second-in-command, Hugh Dance.

He was still in a foul mood because of the recent commotion caused by the Nun Robber Gang members.

If he hadn't earned merit by helping the Godfather and the boss of the Carmen Family in their time of crisis, he might not even be alive now.

However, Vanella and Dance weren't important in the current situation.

What really mattered was a group of vampires approaching the Sanchez Family territory across the bridge, facing the strong night wind.

Leading them from the front was Belcastro Granada, a dwarf vampire and one of the caporegimes of the Pellini Family.

"Boss! Isn't it time to descend?"

"Not yet! Don't lower altitude yet!"

There might be snipers, or if not snipers, at least some minimal resistance.

Their role was to overcome that resistance and directly strike the stronghold where the Sanchez Family members were holding out.

Unlike the convoy of cars heading toward the Solomon Family, they were completely blended with the natural environment.

There were no loud engine noises or headlights to announce their presence from afar.

"...."

When Granada reached what he considered an appropriate point, he descended rapidly.

The other vampires began to descend after him. Of course, they avoided the mistake of concentrating too many personnel on a single target.

Thud.

As soon as they arrived on the rooftops of their assigned strongholds, they did what they needed to do.

They installed explosives on the rooftops or, more daringly, went down the stairs to place them inside the buildings. While the standards varied depending on each member's situation, it was honestly an extremely dangerous undertaking.

"...What's that?"

But another problem emerged here.

A mysterious convoy of cars suddenly appeared. The convoy was approaching the Sanchez Family territory with bright headlights on.

"Move! Get out now!"

"What?!"

"Leave the rest and move now!"

Whether the newcomers' purpose was to attack the Pellini Family or to support the Sanchez Family holed up in their stronghold, it was clear that they needed to leave the scene immediately.

...BOOM!!!

Shortly thereafter, explosions of various sizes occurred on the rooftops of each stronghold.

"Wow... quite a spectacle. A real spectacle."

Vanella and Dance watched the scene from across the bridge, clicking their tongues.

While they weren't sure how effective it would be, what mattered was showing those bastards that such methods could be employed against them and that the arrival of night didn't mean they could feel safe.

Despite their worries and concerns, Vanella and Dance were planning to welcome Granada and his subordinates who had successfully completed this mission.

"...."

"Wait, who the hell are those guys?"

But the convoy of cars that appeared across the bridge following the successive explosions...

And the sight of vampires returning to their side as if being chased was a completely unexpected situation.

Meanwhile, at this crucial moment when a new phase was about to begin around the bridge...

The situation with the Solomon Family was also approaching its conclusion.

"Damn it! It's those Dragovich bastards!"

The identity of the car convoy that appeared with their headlights blazing was the Dragovich Family.

Most of the crazy guys who either got out of their cars or crashed into the barricades while still in their vehicles were werewolves.

Since it was obvious that Dragovich would be next if the Sanchez Family fell, this was almost an inevitable choice for them.

"Fire! Keep firing!"

"Boss! I don't think this is working!"

"Shut up and keep firing!"

The attack from the north was still manageable. The problem was the south.

The southern section was much larger, which meant there would likely be more Sanchez Family members coming from that direction.

The situation became truly difficult with the addition of the Dragovich forces. Golems were hard enough to deal with, but werewolves too?

Moreover, as mentioned earlier, the defense line began to collapse because of those crazy guys who crashed into the barricades while still in their cars.

"Boss!"

With his subordinate's urgent cry, Solomon saw golems rushing in from the direction he was pointing, seizing the opportunity.

More than ten submachine guns simultaneously spewed fire at them, but while the suppressive fire was concentrated excessively in one area...

More werewolves in cars smashed through another barricade. Other golems were continuously pouring through the gap.

Solomon, though reluctant to admit it, was considering a retreat.

"...."

But as they say, there's always a way out. Just like the Dragovich Family had appeared, another convoy of cars emerged from the east.

With bright headlights on, flaunting their presence—it looked exactly the same as before.

"They're here! Reinforcements!"

Solomon shouted loud enough for not only his subordinates but also the enemies to hear.

Ch.132 - Solomon's Encirclement (9)
The Timely Arrival of Reinforcements.

Solomon shouted loudly as if watching a movie with perfect timing, but in doing so, he exposed his position to the enemies.

"Get that bastard!"

The golems who were relatively close to Solomon moved urgently.

The boss of the Solomon Family. It was obvious that taking down that greedy hamster bastard would significantly weaken the momentum of the Five Families.

But Solomon wasn't flustered at all.

"...Fire!"

The hamster humans who were crouching and hiding nearby responded to their boss's command.

Slug rounds and large-caliber bullets used for hunting bears.

Particularly, slug rounds loaded in shotguns were extremely effective against golems. The slug rounds, packed with heavy lead pellets, had considerable destructive power and stopping force.

While their penetration might be inferior compared to other bullets, once they hit, they had the extraordinary power to rupture the abdominal cavity of the target even if they were wearing a bulletproof vest.

This applied not only to humans but also to golems with their tough skin.

"...."

Thud.

Gunshots rang out in an instant, and the golems fell with quiet groans, unable to even scream.

"Keep firing! Keep at it!"

After confirming the demise of those targeting him, Solomon decided to change positions. He doubted this tactic would continue to work.

The suppressive fire from submachine guns and the tactical approach of pouring bullets into enemies who had stopped moving remained effective, but thanks to the werewolves, the gap was gradually widening.

"Just hold on a little longer!"

"Boss! More coming from the north!"

"You guys over there! Join up at the north!"

It was uncertain exactly when the allied forces approaching from the east would arrive. Solomon decided to send part of his forces, which were concentrated in the south, to the north.

The werewolves' bold vehicle charges and agile movements as they traversed between buildings and climbed walls.

With part of the forces diverted to the north, the tide of battle began to noticeably shift.

"Target the wolves first, not the golems! Those bastards are definitely weakening!"

Solomon's judgment was close to a misjudgment.

The golems weren't moving because of the continuous suppressive fire and because they had witnessed their comrades being effectively eliminated when they moved recklessly.

They were simply crouching, waiting for the opportunity that Dragovich's werewolves would create.

When the submachine gun barrels turned toward the werewolves instead of suppressing the golems, there was only one reaction they would show.

"Now! Move!"

"Run!"

The golems who had been waiting for their chance rushed forward all at once.

Click. The heavy sound of loading and the rapid replacement of drum magazines.

Without Solomon's orders, the submachine gunners who had been focusing on the werewolves turned their barrels toward the golems.

Unintentionally, it had become a situation where the enemies were deceived into abandoning their cover.

However, taking advantage of the break in suppressive fire, some werewolves managed to infiltrate the building. Both sides exploited each other's vulnerabilities, but neither had the luxury to change the current situation.

"They're in! Those bastards are in!"

Solomon heard his subordinates shouting, but he had no choice but to keep firing his submachine gun at the golems right in front of him.

There was no news about the offensive from the north. What was certain was that there wasn't even time to send someone to find out.

"...."

When gaining the upper hand somewhere, allies in disadvantageous positions would appear elsewhere.

The werewolves who had entered the building targeted allies positioned at windows and on the roof, while Solomon and other gunners tried to finish off the exposed golems without cover.

In this precarious situation.

Bang! A noise loud enough to drown out the gunfire echoing from all directions.

Several cars appeared at the scene of the fierce battle with bright headlights.

"Just push through!"

Several vehicles stopped near the defense line and began attacking from behind the golems and werewolves who were threatening from all directions.

Moreover.

Something black flew toward the hastily constructed barricade made from vehicles that Dragovich Family members had arrived in, and... BOOM!

"Aaaah!"

Solomon shouted as if resonating with the spectacular explosion of the grenade. Even in a situation where bullets could fly at any moment, he burst into maniacal laughter, seemingly delighted by the sight of enemies being blown to pieces.

Before long, the sound of gunfire that drowned out all surrounding noise dominated the battlefield.

Thanks to the fiery black pineapples, the enemies began to lose what little cover they had.

"...."

They say the losers have nothing to say.

The Sanchez Family members at the rear began to retreat quickly. As a result, those who had been fiercely engaged at the front, who had advanced risking their lives, now found themselves in a situation where they had to flee for their lives.

"Boss, what should we do?"

"Send some men to the north! The rest follow me!"

Solomon decided not to waste the initiative regained from the sudden arrival of reinforcements.

Though uncertain, he dispatched part of his forces to counter the offensive from the north, while he personally led the charge.

Meanwhile, at another bridge located south of the Solomon Family's defense line, the battle ended more anticlimactically than at the Solomon Family's position.

There were casualties, but Granada and the vampires safely returned to the east side of the bridge.

Most importantly, they had accomplished their mission.

Not all targets were damaged, but some of the strongholds where Sanchez Family members were firmly entrenched exploded spectacularly.

Buildings collapsed, and smoke and flames rose into the night sky with the explosions, almost like beacons announcing victory.

"...Vanella. Everyone's back."

"Really? Then who were those guys?"

Vanella responded to the report from Dance, her second-in-command, while examining the other side of the bridge through binoculars.

Despite their dramatic entrance, the Dragovich Family members lacked substance.

Actually, as soon as the reinforcements arrived, Sanchez Family strongholds exploded all over, so from their perspective, there wasn't much they could do either.

"Good, report to the Godmother for now."

Following the boss's instructions, Dance reported what had happened on their side to the upper echelon.

Usually, reports weren't made directly to the Godfather and Godmother, the two bosses, but through the Underboss and Consigliere, but in urgent situations like this, such procedures could be ignored.

The news reported to Elena through Dance was then relayed from Elena to the Carmen Family.

*

"...."

The Solomon Family and the Pellini Family.

Reports of the engagements between these two families and the Sanchez Family were delivered to Pola through a Carmen Family member, and Pola whispered to Veronica.

"Brother."

"Hmm?"

"It seems there was a battle on Solomon's side. The same goes for Vanella and Lumini's side."

"So what's the result?"

I was worried they might have lost.

Carini, whom Elena and I had sent, might not have arrived in time, or the Sanchez Family's offensive might have been fiercer than expected.

"Both sides seem to have won for now. But it looks like the Dragovich Family joined Solomon's side. They also appeared on Vanella's side."

"...."

"The Dragovich side is more active than we thought. I thought they'd be busy dealing with the Black people."

"That's right. Either they're stronger than we expected, or the Black people were pathetic."

I was in the middle of eating the turducken on my plate when I wiped my mouth with a napkin.

It wasn't that I lost my appetite or was full, but rather that I wanted to focus on the more important issue at hand.

"Things on Solomon's side unfolded as you predicted, brother. They were attacked from both sides, and it seems Carini's group arrived just in time."

"We still don't know the extent of the damage, right?"

"Yes, sister says Solomon plans to maintain his current position. Aunt is also planning to move soon."

"...."

Was it because of someone Veronica mentioned? For a brief moment, Pola failed to control her expression.

"Ahem."

Realizing that I had witnessed her sudden change in expression, she cleared her throat.

"Anyway, once Viola moves, we won't have to worry about that side anymore."

The Solomon Family had cut through the waist of the Sanchez Family, and Viola was set to clean up the northern area.

The Russo Family had hit and run to deal with the Viper, but that was enough help.

"And one more thing. It seems the Marinelli side is planning to move more substantially."

"Marinelli?"

It wouldn't be the boss, Vito Marinelli, moving directly.

But I could guess why Marinelli was moving so actively. They probably wanted to receive Blue Eyes exclusively from the Carmen Family as soon as possible.

Or they might be trying to expand their influence and voice within the Five Families by making a significant contribution this time.

"Luca Marinelli is joining Manfredi's side."

"Ah, that guy."

Luca Marinelli.

Felicia's younger brother who had spoken impertinently to me and was promptly punished.

He was also a Caporegime of the Marinelli Family, which divided Greenberg with Cambara's brother.

I continued to confirm various details from Veronica. The conversation went on longer than expected, to the point where I resumed eating during it.

While listening to Veronica, I mentally sorted out what to discuss with Elena and what not to.

"Oh, brother. And mother has one request for you."

"I already have a bad feeling about this."

"You have good intuition."

Pola responded to my answer with a slight smile. No, her reaction made me feel even worse.

"Mother says she wants to pay respects at the previous Godfather's grave."

"...."

I couldn't answer readily. Elena would definitely refuse.

A foolish woman who was obsessed with my father and couldn't let go of her attachment even after his death.

It's true that Elena and I benefited from her. In return, the Carmen Family was able to become one of the Five Families.

"...."

Veronica and Pola were waiting for my answer.

"Alright, do that."

I guess I can't stop something like that.

Ch.133 - Gangs of Heavily (1)
I allowed Rita Carmen to visit the grave of my father, Vito Fellini.

Veronica and Paula were delighted to hear my answer. While I expected it from Veronica, Paula's reaction was particularly impressive, given how indifferent she usually appeared.

"Veronica."

"Yes, brother?"

"The outcome won't change, but I'm going to call Elena."

"Yes..."

This wasn't something I could decide on my own.

Even though I was the Godfather now, the opinion of Elena—both Godmother and my father's biological daughter—was important.

I left the restaurant and headed toward the telephone in the hallway. When Sarina tried to follow me, I raised my hand to stop her.

Her change of expression was quite remarkable, but seeing my serious face, she quickly returned to her seat.

"Elena. It's me."

"Luke? Has something happened?"

As soon as I heard Elena's voice through the receiver, another voice chimed in.

"Luke!"

It was unmistakably Felicia's voice.

For a while, I could hear my two wives bickering over the receiver.

All I could do from this distance was wait for their argument to end.

"Luke. What's going on?"

"I wanted to discuss something with you."

Elena fell silent after hearing my words. Perhaps she was ready to listen carefully.

"I heard from Veronica. That woman, Rita Carmen... apparently wants to visit Father's grave."

"..."

I thought she would immediately refuse, but Elena didn't. Instead, she asked me for more details.

"The hearings are over, and before she enters the witness protection program, she wants to visit Father's grave one last time."

I explained to Elena what I had heard from Veronica and Paula Carmen.

"She's not planning anything strange, is she? Like taking Father's remains or something..."

"Surely not. She wouldn't do that."

Elena's imagination might be considered vivid, but with Rita Carmen, such a scenario seemed entirely possible.

"Alright. As long as it's nothing like that, I don't mind."

"Thank you, Elena."

"If you're thankful, hurry back here. I miss you..."

"Yes, I'll come back soon after taking care of a few things."

It was an uncharacteristic response from Elena. The fact that she said such things even with Felicia beside her was telling.

And so my brief call with Elena ended.

I'm pretty sure I heard Felicia's urgent voice just before the call disconnected.

Meanwhile, at the mansion...

As soon as the call ended, Elena leaned her head back while sitting on the sofa. Her quickly closed eyelids felt incredibly heavy.

"Haah..."

"What's wrong? Did something happen?"

"Carmen. That damned woman wants to visit Father's grave."

"..."

Although Felicia was still displeased about missing her chance to talk with her husband, she decided to let it go in the face of this issue.

"So? You ended up allowing it?"

"Seems like Veronica asked Luke."

Elena answered Felicia's question with her eyes still closed.

"I'm surprised you allowed it. If it were me, I would have deliberated for quite a while."

"It's not because I like that woman. It's for Veronica and Luke."

Felicia nodded, seemingly agreeing with Elena's words.

"...What's this?"

Suddenly, something was stroking Elena's head. She opened her eyes, startled by the strange sensation.

The source of the strange feeling was Felicia's tail.

"Since you acted like a big sister, I'll give you a reward."

"..."

Elena closed her eyes again, as if she didn't even have the energy to get angry.

Four days later.

Although I had promised Elena I would return to the mansion quickly, time passed too swiftly.

Despite the delay, I was looking forward to seeing Elena and Felicia again.

"Sarina, I'm entrusting you with commanding the wolves and the golem men."

"Yes, don't worry. We won't lose to those golems."

Of course not. Not with Sarina holding the line.

Besides, with the forces Sarina and I had brought, plus the Carmen Family's support, I wasn't concerned.

If anyone should be worried, it would be the Solomon Family. Or perhaps the Russo Family, who were struggling against the Vipers.

They may call us the Five Families, but in reality, only four families were pressuring the Sanchez Family.

"Veronica, I'll be going now."

"Yes, brother. I believe you'll be back soon."

"...Well, I can't promise that."

Veronica said it would be enough if I just returned.

Although four days had passed, the war with the Sanchez Family was still ongoing.

So... although Elena and Felicia might not agree, I felt I would need to return to help the Carmen Family.

Paula Carmen was watching this scene from a distance.

She happened to be receiving a report from a member who was approaching Veronica.

"I understand. I'll relay this to the boss, so you can go now."

"Yes, miss."

Paula fixed her gaze on Veronica's face, which never lost its smile while talking with her brother.

Truly. Though not her biological daughter, she was certainly her mother's child—in the sense that she harbored an impossible love.

But perhaps because of that, Paula wanted to support her sister who was in love with someone she could never have.

As Paula watched, the Godfather left the Vallis Casino, the Carmen Family's stronghold, and headed toward the central part of the city. Fortunately, there was no worry of being attacked by the Sanchez Family during the journey.

Four days was both a long and short time.

After the Solomon Family cut through the Sanchez Family's waist, the area north of the Solomon Family was completely cleared.

This was because the offensive toward the Solomon Family's defensive line had been thwarted, and seizing that opportunity, Viola Carmen attacked from the northeast while Fabio Carini struck from the south.

While the Solomon Family maintained their position, preparing for attacks from the south, the two caporegimes of the Fellini Family accomplished their mission.

"Boss, shouldn't we take a detour just to be safe?"

"No, just go straight. They won't even recognize my car anyway."

"...Understood."

*

There wasn't only good news during these four days.

Since the war between the Five Families and the Sanchez Family began, the pattern had been quite simple.

They avoided confrontation during the day, but when darkness fell, drive-by shootings occurred throughout the western part of the city, with members boarding vehicles to shoot at opposing organization members and then fleeing.

Occasionally, cars would encounter each other, leading to shootouts on the roads late at night.

The problem occurred just yesterday.

A road shootout between the Fellini Family and the Sanchez Family.

Police officers who happened to be at the scene intervened in the fight, and members of the Dragovich Family, who appeared to support the Sanchez Family, ran over these officers with their cars.

No detailed explanation is needed for the condition of the crushed police officers.

The story of the mafia war in the western part of the city, and the police officers who were tragically and brutally killed while trying to maintain order, spread instantly.

The impact was so strong that the esteemed Financial King sent someone to warn Elena at the mansion.

"Get out now."

"Excuse me?"

"If you're going to talk nonsense, get out right now."

Of course, Elena dealt with the Financial King firmly.

Financial King Hagen expressed concern about the situation where the story of the dead police officers was making headlines and the city's security was deteriorating.

But Elena clearly told Hagen's lackey:

"Be grateful that the war is happening in the western part of the city, not the central part."

This conflict was inevitable. The Sanchez Family and the Dragovich Family were involved in the previous Godfather's death.

It was fortunate that they attacked us first, preventing the central part of the city from becoming a battlefield. Elena instructed the lackey to relay her words to his master without omission.

Hagen would certainly be displeased, but what could he do?

A rich man who neither understood the nature of the underworld nor had ever killed someone himself couldn't possibly comprehend such a war properly.

While I was reminiscing about what had happened during these four days, the car had already arrived at our destination.

"Boss, we've arrived."

"That was quick."

"We can't risk being attacked."

The driver seemed quite concerned. Well, I was happy to see my two wives sooner, so it was all good.

"Godfather."

It had been a while since I exchanged greetings with the hitmen who worked as gardeners and servants at the mansion.

"Hey, Ant. Is Felicia in the annex?"

"Yes, I saw her entering the annex a little while ago."

The annex that George "Ant" Skella and I were referring to was undoubtedly the annex where Felicia kept many animals.

I headed straight for the annex. I wanted to see Elena too, but the annex was closer than the main building.

"..."

As soon as I opened the door to the annex, familiar animal sounds came from all directions.

An environment that was neither too noisy nor too quiet. However, something suddenly appeared, breaking this unstable peace.

"Keeek!"

It was Heb.

"Huh?"

But there was something like paper attached to Heb's back.

"Haha! What's this?"

'I am a fool who startled mom and almost made her slip.'

The handwriting on the paper was Felicia's. And she was the only one who could be considered Heb's "mom."

Meanwhile, Heb kept showing me his back and bumping me with his body and rear, as if begging me to remove the paper from his back.

"Hold still."

"Luke, you shouldn't do that."

"Keeeek!"

Felicia, who had approached me, stopped me from trying to remove the paper from Heb's back.

As a result, Heb reacted irritably, sticking close to Felicia's back and moving around.

"Welcome back, Luke."

But Felicia ignored Heb's reaction and hugged me. Heb then started circling between my back and Felicia's.

"Sorry I'm late."

"It's okay. Given the situation, it couldn't be helped."

Felicia replied and offered me a golden raspberry. It was clearly harvested from the head of the pudu she was raising.

"I just picked it."

"Mmm."

It wasn't extremely sweet, but at least it wasn't bitter.

"Feli, is Elena in the main building?"

"Yes. Since you weren't here, those who should have come to you kept coming to her instead."

"That can't be helped."

Normally, they would have come to find me at the academy. Since I was with the Carmen Family, they were now bothering Elena, the Godmother.

"Your consigliere and that big guy are with her too."

"Big guy? We have more than one big guy."

"The big elf, I mean."

"Ah."

It had to be Armo. Among the big elves, he was the first to come to mind.

I took Felicia with me and headed to the main building. Before moving with me, Felicia didn't forget to take off her work clothes.

As we entered the mansion, it was filled with people who had come to meet the Godmother.

"Godfather."

Those who recognized me stood up from their seats with appropriate respect, not causing a commotion.

I couldn't respond to all of them. I just acknowledged them moderately and went up to the second floor of the mansion with Felicia.

Elena was in the living room on the second floor, directing everything from there.

A visitor who had just finished talking with Elena hurriedly left the living room.

"Elena."

"...Luke. Welcome back."

Elena's reaction wasn't as intense as I expected, but I could understand why. Considering the kind of people who usually visit on days when I'm at the academy.

They come to me when they want to bribe a judge, saying they don't know how much to give. Of course, I take a cut for helping with the bribe delivery.

"Elena, I'll handle the rest. You go and get some rest."

"Thank you."

Elena rose from her seat at my words. As Elena quickly headed to her room, Felicia made a comment.

"That's unexpected. Usually, she would refuse, talking about maintaining a public image."

"That might have been the case before. But you know it's different now."

"..."

Consigliere Tony Salmo and Armo remained in their seats. Felicia also stayed in the living room, maintaining an appropriate distance.

The visitors who came afterward were straightforward. Someone from the union wanting permission for a promotion.

Someone wanting my permission to eliminate someone.

"Armo, select some men with backbone and send them."

"Yes, Godfather."

"Who's next?"

"Just a moment, Godfather."

As Salmo called for the next person waiting, one left and another entered. The newcomer first handed over the money he had brought to Salmo.

"Good, give my regards to your father."

"Yes, Godfather."

"Salmo, has it been like this for the past four days?"

"No, precisely since two days ago."

"..."

Despite everything, Elena was still pregnant.

I didn't want her to be stressed with these issues. It seemed I might not be able to keep my promise to Veronica after all.
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The queue of people coming to see me quickly dwindled.

Each time someone spoke, the Godfather listened attentively to their requests, and they offered money to him in return.

What followed was simple. The Godfather's loyal consigliere and caporegime would prepare the outcome desired by the visitors, using whatever means necessary—be it the law or their fists.

"Salmo, how many are left?"

"About half, sir. If you're tired, we can stop here for today."

"Hmm..."

I found myself pondering Salmo's suggestion.

It was inevitable that so many people would come seeking Elena and me. While I typically handled matters in the eastern part of the city, including the academy and the docks, those gathered now had come from all corners of the city.

"Send in the next one."

If I didn't do this, it would all fall on Elena's shoulders. I couldn't let that happen.

The process of hearing these requests typically followed the same pattern:

Someone would enter and explain their concerns. I would listen quietly, then give instructions. Armo would decide who to send, and Salmo, positioned by the window, would organize and record the details of each problem. Felicia was also present, though she remained silent.

For some reason, Salmo approached this work with remarkable enthusiasm.

When legal measures were required, Salmo would sometimes step in, but even when that wasn't necessary, he never hesitated to create an intimidating atmosphere alongside Armo.

Of course, there were problems I couldn't solve immediately.

"Godfather, this will be a magnificent plan," said a businessman, placing a casino model on the table in the living room.

"If I can secure more loan funds, it will be perfect. Truly."

The reason he sought me out was to ask me to persuade the chairman of the Truckers' Union, who had already heard his business plan.

"What did the chairman say?"

"...He said he couldn't waste the union members' pension on such a risky venture."

At the businessman's response, I immediately looked at Salmo, who assessed that the business plan had numerous potential issues.

The businessman then mentioned his past achievements.

He was likely trying to appeal to my trust in him, but well...

"How much loan money do you need to complete the casino?"

"1.16 million pounds."

Not a small amount by any means. Of course, considering the funds available to the Truckers' Union chairman, that amount wouldn't be a problem.

The Truckers' Union pension fund was a whopping 6.1 billion pounds.

The reason businesspeople, especially those involved in gambling, sought out our family and the Truckers' Union was simple.

In this country, gambling-related funds cannot be processed through banks. In other words, you can't get a bank loan to establish a casino.

And typically, those who establish casinos are either businessmen like him or the mafia.

"..."

I exchanged glances with Salmo and Armo.

"G-Godfather, wait a moment!"

"That's enough. Let's end this."

Armo used his imposing physique to escort the businessman out of the living room.

An independent figure with little connection to the mafia, plus an overly ambitious business plan. And the Truckers' Union chairman had already refused. There was no need to risk souring relations with the chairman, a high-ranking associate of our family, for this guy.

"Salmo."

"Yes, Godfather."

"What did that fellow say earlier? He mentioned being the first to obtain something."

"A strip show, sir. Specifically, he claimed to have received the first permit for a topless show in his state."

"Hmm."

For that kind of business, the Russo family would be more reliable than him. They had considerable expertise in both the film industry and the pornography business.

I usually try to help with these matters. After all, I introduce businessmen who need loans to the Truckers' Union chairman, and in return, I receive at least 10-20% of the loan amount.

While money came in from many sources, there were also many expenses, so this was a decent income stream in its own right.

How much time had passed? Eventually, there was no one left to share their concerns with me.

"Was that the last one just now?"

"Yes, Godfather."

"Good work, Luke."

Felicia had somehow approached me and spoke.

"Phew... I'm sure they'll be flocking back in a few days anyway."

Salmo and Armo didn't contradict my words. This wasn't the first time they'd done this kind of work with me.

"By the way, Salmo. Don't you think it's about time your office increased its staff?"

"Yes. I've been thinking about that lately."

In these situations, the muscle provided by Armo or Carso is never in short supply. The Pellini family has plenty of wolves and members at its disposal.

But legal matters are different. The number of people in Salmo's office is limited.

"I suppose most lawyers are reluctant because of the 'mafia lawyer' label, right?"

"What? No, Godfather. Not at all."

"Really?"

That was unexpected.

"As you know, Godfather, the most important principle for lawyers is one thing: not asking clients how things happened."

Salmo added that this was standard practice for defense attorneys.

In other words, they don't care whether their client committed murder, arson, or anything else.

"Then increasing your staff should be easy."

"Yes. Still, I'm looking for trustworthy colleagues."

Indeed. An incompetent ally is more dangerous than a capable enemy.

[....]

At that moment, the letters on the newspaper on the table in front of me scrambled quickly, then returned to normal. It seemed the status window was trying to tell me something, but I might have preempted it.

"Godfather."

"Yes?"

I was in the middle of a conversation with Salmo when the status window interrupted the flow.

Armo suddenly approached and informed me that Richard Banella, one of the caporegimes, had called.

"I'll take it here."

"Yes."

I pointed to the phone in the living room. As I got up and moved toward it, Felicia followed suit.

*

A few minutes later, Elena was sitting on her bed in her bedroom, gazing out the window with a detached expression.

Her hair, which she had dyed the same color as her brother's, was gradually returning to its natural black.

"It'll be back to my original color soon."

"..."

A visitor appeared without the sound of the door opening. Despite the intruder's appearance, Elena said nothing.

"Felicia."

She could have mentioned again that Luke liked her black hair, but she chose not to.

"You look like you're wondering why it's me and not Luke."

"You'd feel the same if you were me."

At Elena's words, Felicia nodded repeatedly as if it were obvious. This response, completely different from her usual demeanor, was enough to irritate Elena without her realizing it.

"Luke left the mansion a little while ago. The madman said he had something to talk about."

"Why are you the one telling me this?"

The madman. Elena thought she probably meant Banella.

If "madman" wasn't just a nickname but referred to someone truly insane, there would be quite a few candidates.

"Because Luke asked me to tell you."

"..."

While Elena was at a loss for words, Felicia had somehow moved next to her.

Elena didn't even feel like saying anything as Felicia sat down beside her on the bed.

"It seems some problem has come up."

"What kind of problem?"

"Well, I'm not entirely sure, but it seems to involve you two, Solomon, and our families."

"What?"

Pellini, Marinelli, Solomon. An issue involving three of the five families. Elena wondered what on earth it could be.

Meanwhile, Felicia showed no intention of leaving Elena's bedroom.

"Would you please leave now?"

"I don't want to. Luke will obviously come here when he returns. Might as well wait here."

"This is ridiculous."

Elena couldn't help but snap when Felicia tried to be clever.

Of course, Felicia resisted Elena's advance by swinging her long tail like a nunchaku.

While the two wives were in a serious standoff in one bedroom, I arrived at a bar located in the central part of the city.

The Friendly Lounge.

It was a bar operated by Hugh Dance, Banella's second-in-command, and one of the gathering places for Banella and his subordinates. Of course, as with such places, it wasn't exclusively for Banella's men.

It was also where Hugh Dance educated other members about murder and various job handling.

Anyway, it was now 6 PM.

As I entered the bar, I saw walls and furniture with a distinctly Tyrrhenian feel. Banella was at a table in the far back.

"Godfather."

The guy hurriedly stood up even before I got close.

Although I hadn't questioned his responsibility for the Nun Robbery issue because he had saved me and Veronica, it wasn't unpleasant to see him so disciplined.

"So? What exactly is this issue involving three families?"

"I'll explain now."

Banella then told me about a man.

The man's name was Chuckie Grant. He appeared to be one of the hitmen of the Solomon family.

"...I've never heard of him."

"He's been connected to the Solomon family since Big Dom's time."

"And he's your friend too?"

"...Yes. You're perceptive as always."

So that's why he said the Pellini family and Solomon family were involved. Now it was time to hear how the Marinelli family was connected.

Banella mentioned that Grant had recently had twin children.

"When your family grows, you need to earn more money."

"That's true."

"But it seems this friend made a mistake."

I figured that mistake must be related to the Marinelli side. Damn, I hoped it wasn't too serious.

"He was planning to blow up a laundry business operated by the Marinelli family."

"What?"

Harlem Cleaning Service. That was the name of the laundry business Grant was planning to target.

"Wait, he wouldn't do something like that alone. Who's behind him?"

"It seems to be a black man who owes the Marinelli side."

Laundry is one of the Marinelli family's main businesses.

Lowering service prices, intimidating competitors' drivers, stealing customers—these were the tactics that had given the Marinelli family their edge in the laundry industry.

Probably one of the black victims of those tactics was behind this.

"I understand the situation. Handle it immediately."

"Pardon?"

Banella reacted as if this was problematic. Grant had planned such an action but hadn't carried it out yet, he said.

"Then what is he doing now?"

"Dance has him in a car, bringing him here."

Coincidentally, today was the day Chuckie Grant had planned to blow up the Harlem Cleaning Service building. In a way, he had narrowly escaped buying a ticket to the afterlife.

I asked Banella what he wanted.

"I'd like you to spare my friend's life."

Banella said that while this could have developed into an issue between three families, it hadn't yet, so he hoped I would spare Grant's life for his sake.

"..."

It was to Banella's credit that he had prevented the problem before it erupted.

Since Chuckie Grant was a hitman for the Solomon family, Little Dom would bear some responsibility, but he was currently focused on the heart of the Sanchez family's territory, so he likely didn't know about this.

Besides, I already had matters to decide regarding the Solomon family after dealing with the Sanchez family... it might be good to make them indebted to us through this incident.

"Godfather, is it not possible?"

"Alright. I'll let it slide for your sake."

"Thank you!"

Banella quickly expressed his gratitude. The friendship between him and Grant must have been strong.

Afterward, I waited with Banella for Dance to bring Grant to the Friendly Lounge.

Ding! With the sound of the bell, Dance and a green-skinned goblin appeared.

'That goblin must be Chuckie Grant.'

The guy who had planned to blow up my wife's—or more precisely, her family's—laundry business.

Meanwhile, the bar manager flipped the sign from "Open" to "Closed" as soon as the two entered. He stood guard by the door, creating a dangerous atmosphere.

Hugh Dance sat in a suitable spot, and only Grant approached the table where Banella and I were sitting.

There were no customers, and only we existed in this place.
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A green-skinned goblin of moderate height, Chuckie Grant.

Of course, being fundamentally a goblin, his height was slightly less than mine.

"Grant, over here."

"..."

Grant silently approached me following Vanella's instruction. His movements were urgent, as if he had sensed some dangerous atmosphere.

Meanwhile, Danse sitting at another table and the manager standing by the door were already holding pistols.

They were probably preparing for the worst-case scenario if Grant had other ideas.

Crackle. Vanella quickly extinguished her cigarette beside me. I also took a light sip of whiskey before getting to the point.

Normally, Vanella should have introduced Grant and me to each other.

But that wasn't necessary.

"..."

He stood blankly in front of our table, holding his brown fedora with both hands.

"Don't just stand there, sit down, Grant."

At my instruction, Grant carefully sat down across from Vanella and me. His blue eyes, contrasting with his green skin, reflected our images.

Despite the bright light emitted by the lamps and electric lights throughout the bar, shadows fell across Grant's face.

Perhaps it was because his facial structure was well-defined for a goblin. I thought that to others, Grant might look like the mastermind who had deliberately lured Vanella and me here.

That's enough idle thinking.

I asked in a relaxed posture with both arms on the table.

"I hear you've been up to something in Harlem lately."

"...I'm planning to blow up a laundry service."

Grant's deep voice that escaped his lips was quite impressive. The content, however, was not.

"..."

As soon as he finished speaking, Vanella's face and mine hardened.

Grant first looked at Vanella nervously, then quickly shifted his gaze to me. At least he knew something was wrong in this situation.

"It's a side job," he added briefly.

He went on to say that he would completely ruin the laundry service and inflict enough damage that it would never recover.

"They'll get a hefty insurance payout."

"Who ordered you to do this?"

I asked before Grant could say anything more. Otherwise, he would have gone on and on.

"..."

Grant couldn't immediately answer my question about who was behind this.

His gaze darted around before finally settling on Vanella. But Vanella couldn't offer any help.

Judging by his confused expression, it seemed Danse, Vanella's second-in-command, hadn't explained the situation when bringing Grant here.

"Now is not the time for silence, Chuckie."

Vanella spoke up as Grant's gaze kept turning toward him.

"Uh, um. It's Blize. J.J. Blize, to be exact."

Hearing his answer, I pretended to understand.

Though I'd never heard of anyone named Blize. According to Vanella, he was one of the Black men pushed out by the Marinelli Family.

"Do you know who owns Harlem Cleaning Service?"

"I heard it was the colored folks."

"Partly true."

I answered immediately as soon as Grant responded.

"Do you know who else owns it?"

"No."

"I do."

"...Pardon?"

"I'm the other owner of the laundry service you're planning to blow up."

I felt sorry for myself having to explain this.

When the whole story came to light, Vanella shifted his gaze from me to Grant. Grant's reaction was... predictable.

His pupils shook rapidly, followed by his hands and head.

"Godfather, I truly didn't know. If I had known, I would never have touched this job. I swear. What fool in this business would dare do such a thing?"

Grant blurted out several sentences at once. Judging by his visibly flustered reaction, he didn't seem like a goblin who was lying.

"Didn't Blize tell you who the owner was when he gave you the job?"

"He said it was Black laundrymen."

"Black laundrymen."

At this point, even Vanella carefully observed my reaction.

Because the real owners of Harlem Cleaning Service weren't me but my wife and her family. In an instant, my lovely wife had become a "Black laundrywoman."

"What else did he say?"

"..."

"He probably told you to keep it to yourself. Not to tell anyone else."

"Yes, that's right."

A brief silence followed Grant's answer.

"I apologize, Godfather. I failed to verify properly."

The goblin clearly understood what he had done wrong. He quickly apologized to me for his mistake and tried to mention how he would take responsibility.

"I'll return the money to Blize right away."

"No, that's not necessary."

"...But that would cause problems. I haven't spent a penny, so I'll return it immediately."

"Chuckie."

Vanella called his name, as if telling him to listen to me quietly.

"He won't need that money anymore. Just keep it."

The meaning of my words was clear. Why wouldn't that Black man need the money?

Because he's now a dead man. And the reaper visiting him would be Chuckie Grant, who had been given this job.

Grant seemed to understand how things would unfold.

"Yes, Godfather. Thank you."

His gratitude likely had two meanings: for sparing his life and for letting him keep the money Blize had given him.

"Thank Richard for that. If it weren't for Richard, you'd have been killed by the Marinelli Family."

"..."

Grant's expression turned serious again.

"You have a very good friend. You don't seem to realize how good a friend he is."

"No, I do."

"No, you don't."

At my response, Vanella looked at Grant again with a somewhat smug expression.

"Wait at the bar over there for now."

*

Grant quickly rose from his seat and bowed to Vanella and me. I placed my hand on Vanella's shoulder.

"Don't tell Solomon right away. Wait for the right time."

"Are you sure that's alright?"

"Right now, he needs to focus entirely on fighting the Sanchez boys. Telling him about this would only distract him."

"...Understood."

"And manage your expression."

"Yes."

Vanella had essentially put Solomon's Family and Grant in great debt with this incident.

Of course, the same was true for me. I was particularly planning to use this incident as leverage to acquire Solomon Family's current territory.

The entire central part of the city would belong to our Family.

Solomon's Family was planning to swallow up Sanchez's Family anyway, and all of Sanchez's territory, except for the parts recovered by Carmen's Family, would become Solomon's.

Supporting Solomon's Family was justification enough, but with this incident, it became perfect.

"And there are no problems with Karen and the nuns?"

"No. All the troublemakers are dead, so you don't need to worry about that issue anymore."

"Good."

While Vanella and I were talking, Grant was already selecting a gun to eliminate Blize.

"How skilled is that friend?"

"There's a reason Solomon's Family uses him frequently. He'll take care of that Black man Blize quickly."

I decided to see Grant's skills for myself.

Though I felt sorry for Elena and Felicia, I waited with Vanella for Grant's return even after he left the bar.

Before long, the goblin returned, breathing out white puffs in the cold night air.

"Did you handle it properly?"

"Yes, Godfather. One shot in each eye, and I confirmed he died on the spot."

He seemed to have already disposed of the gun used.

Well, according to Grant's report, everything had been completed perfectly without any problems.

"We won't know for sure until we hear the news or radio tomorrow."

There might have been witnesses. But at least Chuckie Grant had properly corrected his mistake.

I left the Friendly Lounge, seeing off Vanella, Danse, and Grant.

"Straight to the mansion."

"Yes, boss."

As soon as I got into the armored car, I told the driver our destination.

It took Grant less than 30 minutes to deal with Blize. Thanks to that, though it would be evening by the time I got home, it wouldn't be too late.

"Boss."

"Yes?"

I was planning to quietly look at the scenery outside the window when the driver spoke to me first.

"The truck union chairman was attacked, it seems."

"What? By whom?"

"By his own union members."

Damn it. Why do these crazy incidents keep happening?

According to the driver, some union members who received compensation for a job felt the payment was too small, so they attacked the chairman and hit his head with a pipe.

"So what's the chairman's condition now?"

"He seems fine."

"What?"

Apparently, the chairman didn't just take the beating.

He snatched the pipe from the union member attacking him and smashed the heads of several charging union members on the spot.

"Are you sure the chairman was the one attacked?"

"Yes, they seem to have been fools."

It was fortunate amid misfortune. It would have been troublesome if something had happened to the chairman.

"It would be good to assign some capable men to the chairman."

I instructed that his security should be strengthened even more than now, even if he objected. The driver couldn't relay my instructions right away, but it would be sufficient to do so after we reached our destination.

A few minutes later, the armored car arrived at the mansion.

The driver immediately moved to convey my instructions to the other wolves, and I headed into the mansion to meet my two wives.

Receiving greetings from wolves and servants, I entered the mansion's entrance but couldn't find Elena and Felicia anywhere.

Just in case, I checked the living room on the second floor and Felicia's bedroom, but there was no sign of them.

The last place I headed was Elena's bedroom.

"..."

I don't know what had happened, but Elena and Felicia were sound asleep on the same bed.

And they were lying on top of the covers, not under them. It didn't seem good for a pregnant woman or the baby to sleep without being covered, so I hurriedly covered them with a blanket.

Of course, with a new blanket rather than pulling out the one beneath them.

Though I hadn't had dinner yet, it didn't seem bad to go to bed early under these circumstances.
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Though my stomach was empty, it wasn't such a bad night.

I woke up earlier than usual. I suppose that's natural since I went to bed earlier than usual.

Sleeping with both my wives, Elena and Felicia, was a first... Oh, actually, there was that time when Felicia intruded on a night between Elena and me.

But even now, strictly speaking, it was ambiguous whether they were aware of each other's presence when they fell asleep.

Anyway, sandwiched between my two wives, I moved carefully so as not to wake them. I was also hoping to get something to eat, even if not a proper meal.

"..."

But that didn't happen.

"Good morning, Luke."

Felicia, who should have been sleeping soundly beside me, suddenly snuggled into my arms and greeted me.

"Feli?"

Her fragrant scent brushed against my nose.

Before I could say more, her finger pressed against my lips. The sudden development made my face flush without me realizing it.

Seeing my honest reaction, she too blushed with unusual delight.

"Seems you can still get excited by me."

"What are you talking about? Of course I can."

She wasn't wearing pajamas, but casual clothes. My hand had somehow found its way to her collarbone exposed between her clothes. A distinctly different feel from Elena.

I had many questions.

Like how Elena and she ended up sleeping together in this bedroom. But for now, I decided to focus on sharing love with the adorable wife in my arms.

'This isn't so bad once in a while.'

"Luke."

"Yes?"

"How about the three of us? I'm okay with it right now."

"...What?"

Her words instantly chased away any remaining drowsiness.

[It's darkest under the lamp.]

As if things weren't confusing enough, a stain that shouldn't exist on the wall beyond Felicia formed into large letters. What is it this time?

"..."

Regardless, Felicia started tapping my thigh with her long tail.

Simultaneously, someone firmly grabbed her tail. The warm atmosphere between Felicia and me vanished instantly, replaced by a coldness like the dead of winter.

"Would you move your tail?"

A voice speaking through gritted teeth came from behind me. Now Elena had awakened too.

Felicia and I naturally looked at her, and Elena noticed the somewhat strange gazes from the two of us.

That was understandable, considering what Felicia had just been suggesting.

"I absolutely won't do it."

"Do what?"

"..."

When I asked again after Elena's confident declaration, she couldn't say anything.

"Forget it. Come here."

"My, no cutting in line."

Argh!

Elena tried to pull me away from Felicia's embrace, while Felicia held onto me firmly, even using her tail, making it clear she wouldn't let go.

Caught between them, I couldn't move either way. Anyone watching might think two grown women were fighting over a doll.

"..."

My two wives faced each other with hostile glares, but that was all.

They probably knew well enough that insulting or crossing lines with the other in front of me would only benefit their rival.

"...This is ridiculous!"

"Now, now, sister."

"You like calling me sister, don't you!"

"Hey, you! Really!"

Or not?

Whether they had reached their limit or I had overestimated them, I decided to change the subject before their bickering got worse.

"Elena."

"What is it, Luke?"

"I took care of those guys who came yesterday."

It sounded like I killed them all, but that wasn't what I meant, of course.

"...Yes. That woman told me. Thank you, Luke."

Elena said, embracing me with her strong arms. Of course, "that woman" wouldn't let that slide.

"Would you stop holding my brother now?"

"He's my husband before he's your brother."

"What?"

Isn't that order reversed?

Anyway, I moved quickly to end this unstable coexistence. I got out of their embrace and off the bed, which surprised both wives.

"Luke?"

"Where are you going?"

"To the living room. I have things to tell you both. About what happened with Vanella yesterday, and about the chairman."

"Chairman? What chairman?"

"The truck union chairman."

Elena's completely confused expression was almost cute. It seemed they had both fallen asleep quite early in this bedroom.

So it was safe to assume they knew nothing about yesterday's events.

"Come on, both of you."

"Wait a moment. Let me get ready."

Felicia answered as she got up from the bed before Elena.

"Huh? But we're just—"

"Luke, don't you know women are different from men?"

"...She's right about that. Luke, wait a bit. I'll be quick."

"Alright."

With even Elena saying that, I had no choice.

I left Elena's bedroom and passed through the living room to my own bedroom. I had no intention of going back to sleep; I just took a quick shower and returned to the second-floor living room.

'They're still not ready?'

I figured it would take some time, since they'd be doing at least some basic grooming.

There's always a solution for times like this.

*

About ten minutes after the husband and his two wives parted ways.

Between Elena and Felicia, it was Felicia who headed to the living room first.

Unlike Elena with her long hair reaching her hips, Felicia's hair was of moderate length, and she was quite skilled at grooming herself.

Creeak. She carefully opened the living room door.

"You're early."

I was just having a simple meal while waiting for my two wives.

"Luke. Were you that impatient?"

"No, it's not that...."

"Come on. You know such lies don't work on me."

Saying that, she sat down right next to me.

"Feli, should I order something for you too?"

"Hmm. Well, meat seems a bit much for breakfast."

Felicia looked at the food on my plate. Thick slices of bacon, well-done fried eggs, a decent amount of mashed potatoes, green beans, and asparagus.

Before meeting her, I would have removed the green vegetables from my plate without a second thought.

While Felicia didn't eat meat, she was eager to dine with me. As soon as I called for a servant, she ordered food suited to her taste.

Shortly after, the plate the servant brought contained beautifully cut figs, green grapes, and soft mascarpone cheese in appropriate portions.

"Are you sure that's enough?"

"Yes. I particularly like this cheese."

Felicia pointed to the mascarpone cheese with her fork. She pronounced it as "mascapone."

"It's actually mascarpone."

"Ma-mascapone?"

"Say the 'car' part a bit faster."

Well, my pronunciation was closer to the Tyrrhenian mainland accent anyway.

While I was teaching Felicia the correct pronunciation of the cheese, Elena appeared.

"What's this? You're already eating? We could have just gone to the dining room if that was the case."

"No, I'm fine with this."

The reason for gathering in the living room wasn't really about eating, but because I had things to tell my two wives.

"Really? Alright then."

At my response, Elena said she understood and sat down on my other side.

"There was a reason Vanella called me yesterday."

First, I explained the issue that could have involved the Pellini, Solomon, and Marinelli families.

The goblin hitman frequently used by the Solomon family, Chucky Grant, had been hired by a Black laundry owner to blow up Harlem Cleaning Service, a laundry business jointly owned by the Marinelli family and other Black businessmen.

"..."

Both Elena and Felicia grew serious as they listened to my story.

Meanwhile, I personally fed Elena some cut bacon, unlike Felicia and me who were already eating.

"So? What happened?"

"Somehow Vanella knew about it and helped resolve the situation before things got out of hand."

The name of the Black man who hired Grant was J.J. Blaze. Felicia sighed at the familiar name.

"You know him?"

"Yes, he's one of the locals from Harlem. I thought he might do something like this someday, but I didn't think he'd be this foolish."

"He paid the price, though."

"Did you handle him?"

"No, Feli. Grant took care of him personally."

This incident began with Blaze's orders and ended with Blaze's death.

"...Thanks to Vanella, it didn't escalate."

I nodded at Elena's words. Though he had made mistakes with the nun robbery issue, it's no exaggeration to say he earned significant points with us through this.

"Luke. Even though the matter was handled well, we should warn the Solomon family."

"Yes, that makes sense."

Separately, I mentioned to Elena what I had been considering. This wasn't the first time I'd brought it up.

From the beginning, turning the district in the central city controlled by the Solomon family into our territory was a shared view between Elena and me.

"What do you think? With us already helping Solomon, and now this incident..."

"Solomon would be in no position to refuse."

Of course, I had no intention of leaving Solomon without help as he relocated his base.

He was now a member of the Five Families, and his contributions during the recent war with the Sanchez family had more than proven his worth.

The conversation paused briefly at this point.

I was busy feeding Elena bacon and fried eggs.

"Elena, how about you stop stealing Luke's food?"

"I'm sorry, but I'm not stealing it—Luke is giving it to me. You should get your facts straight."

Oh dear. Are they going to fight over this now? I quickly explained to Felicia.

"Feli, it's fine. Actually, though I didn't mention it, this is already my third plate."

"..."

"What?"

Felicia seemed speechless at my answer, and Elena looked quite surprised too.

"I didn't eat anything for dinner yesterday, that's why."

I did have some drinks at Danse's bar, the Friendly Lounge, but alcohol isn't food. And I hadn't drunk enough to fill my stomach.

I hurriedly moved on to the next topic.

"And this is a different matter, but yesterday the truck union chairman was attacked."

"By whom?"

"Union members. Probably holding a grudge because he wasn't taking proper care of them."

Unlike Felicia, Elena looked serious.

"I've already taken some measures."

Strengthening the chairman's security. The union extortion specialists were already abundant around the chairman.

What he needed now were shoulders he could trust and rely on.

"How is the chairman's condition?"

"Seems he's fine despite being hit in the head with a pipe. I don't know the details, but apparently he fought back and really did a number on several union members."

"Luke, what race was that chairman again?"

"Ogre."

"More precisely, he's half ogre, half human."

Elena supplemented the parts my answer lacked. Felicia questioned whether even an ogre could be fine after being hit in the head with a pipe.

"Well, that guy isn't your average ogre."

I then fed Elena more bacon and mashed potatoes. Elena didn't seem bothered at all and happily accepted the food I offered.

Of course, Felicia's jealous gaze watching this scene was quite intimidating.

Suddenly, the door opened and Armo appeared. While Armo was in charge of Elena's security, the reason he appeared so frequently in this mansion was simple.

The Sanchez and Dragovich families might target Elena.

It was natural for Armo, as caporegime and head of security, to personally guard her.

"Godfather, Godmother."

"What is it, Armo?"

Armo showed us a morning newspaper. The paper featured a photo of protesters confronting Heavilly police.

The content... It seemed deaths were occurring among protesters due to excessive police suppression. The story of one protester who died particularly horribly was especially striking.

In the western part of the city, innocent police officers were dying after being caught in underworld wars, while in other parts of the city, protesters were dying from police batons.

"We should settle this quickly."

On this point, my two wives and I were in complete agreement.

Ch.137 - Gangs of Heavily (5)
A police officer who died after being caught in an underworld war, and protesters who were brutally suppressed by his colleagues.

If there was one thing these two contrasting incidents had in common... it was that they made the people living in this city feel that something was deeply wrong with this place.

It was obvious who would bear the brunt of this heightened awareness.

My two wives and I had already agreed that we should deal with the Sanchez Family first, and we began to review the current situation.

"The northern areas where Solomon infiltrated have already been subdued through a joint attack by Viola and Carini."

"Carini I understand, but Viola is quite impressive too."

"I'd rather say Carini is the impressive one. Viola's skills are already well-known."

Elena and I had quite different impressions. After all, Viola was the sister of "Rita Carmen."

Not only that, she had betrayed her own sister to side with my father, and was dispatched as a caporegime to keep the Russo Family in check.

It helped that Darius Russo, the boss of the Russo Family, wasn't the type to overstep his bounds...

But even considering that, it was undeniable that she was skilled enough to survive and return safely to the Pellini Family's fold.

"Luke, so are they both moving south now to help Solomon?"

"No, Pelli. Viola won't be moving. Only Carini and his men will be heading south with Solomon."

It would be nice if Viola could join the battlefield too, but this was enough.

She had plenty to do already: stabilizing the areas she recently expanded into and the territories we just subdued, plus helping the Russo Family keep watch for any potential vipers.

Asking more of her would be unreasonable, even if she was subordinate to Elena and me.

"The encirclement of the Sanchez Family is now beginning in earnest."

As Elena said.

From the north, Little Dom and Carini, who had repelled attacks from two fronts, were coming down. From the west, Veronica and I. From the east, the Pellini Family under Elena's command, and from the south, the Marinelli Family.

While it was unfortunate that the Russo Family wasn't participating, we couldn't ignore their contributions during the initial offensive.

"Oh, by the way, I have something to tell you two."

"What is it?"

"It's not more bad news, is it?"

Unlike me, who was just curious, Elena spoke as if she was worried the Marinelli Family had made another mistake.

"Another? The Grant incident wasn't our fault."

"If your family had been a bit more thoughtful, it could have been prevented."

"Elena. Don't be like that."

"...Fine."

Elena immediately agreed when I asked with a sad expression.

"Elena, I'm part of your family now too, aren't I? Isn't that a bit harsh?"

"I said fine. Just hurry up and tell us."

In truth, Felicia didn't seem particularly upset. If anything, she was needling Elena by mentioning her marriage to me.

"After Luca, it looks like Laia will be joining Manfredi too."

"Laia? Your younger sister?"

"Yes."

Felicia added that she was her cute little sister who had willingly given up her horns for her sake.

Laia Marinelli. The second daughter of the Marinelli siblings and one of the caporegimes. That's how I remembered her.

"So that makes three boss's children on Manfredi's side already?"

"Yes. One underboss and two caporegimes."

"...It seems the Marinelli are more proactive than we thought."

Felicia quickly responded to Elena's comment.

"Don't misunderstand. I just heard about it from Manfredi myself."

"Well, the more the merrier. But rushing too much is problematic from our perspective too."

Of course, I could guess why Vito Marinelli was being so proactive.

Mikhail Dragovich. It was probably because of him.

He was even more troublesome than Gatta Melata, the acting boss currently leading the Sanchez Family.

Regardless of the friendship between Marinelli and Dragovich, it seemed likely that Marinelli understood Dragovich's dangerous nature better than anyone.

"But if that's the case, doesn't that old man not need to watch their back anymore?"

"No, having more people is never a bad thing."

With old man Leonhart holding the rear, the Marinelli Family could commit fully to the fight. Setting aside the question of whether that slimy old fox could be completely trusted.

With the addition of the Marinelli Family's forces, the encirclement of the Sanchez Family had become even more solid.

Even if the Dragovich Family attacked the Marinelli's rear, old man Leonhart was there to hold them off.

"I'd like to deploy Carso and Giovanni too, if possible."

"But there's a reason why you can't, right?"

Felicia seemed to already know.

"We're expecting a shipment from Tyrrenia soon."

Elena spoke without hiding anything.

"I thought so. You two seemed to be holding those two and the wolves in reserve."

"With Giovanni, there were other reasons too."

It was the same reason as with Viola. If Viola was helping the Russo Family keep the viper in check from the southwest, Giovanni was doing the same from the southeast.

Plus, Underboss Carso and his men had plenty to do besides managing the southern port.

The dock where the shipment from Tyrrenia would arrive wasn't in Carso's territory but in Giovanni's.

"If it's for drugs, I guess it can't be helped."

"Right. All five families are eagerly waiting for it."

This was enough to review the current situation and share new information.

At this point, I decided to deliver news that my two wives wouldn't be happy to hear.

"Elena, Pelli."

Both of my wives turned their attention to me almost simultaneously.

"I don't want to do this either, but I need to go back to the Carmen Family."

I needed to provide stability at Veronica's side.

"...I see."

"I understand it's necessary, but it's disappointing."

They both seemed to understand my reasoning but couldn't hide their disappointment.

Felicia maintained her usual gentle voice, but Elena's voice sounded hollow.

"Elena. I know you don't like it, but please bear with it a little longer. Once we deal with the Sanchez Family, I'll come right back."

As I spoke, I fed her more food from my plate.

"Alright. Luke has never broken his promises."

Had I?

For some reason, Elena's trust in me seemed to have grown considerably.

"Luke, can I borrow your ear for a moment?"

"Hm?"

While I was creating a warm atmosphere with Elena, Felicia had already moved to my side.

"What do you think?"

"Well, it's not a bad idea... but I don't think it will be easy to convince him."

Gatta Melata was the cautious type. Of course, that's not to say his boss, Eddie Sanchez, wasn't cautious—but Sanchez struck me as more cunning than cautious.

*

"What are you two whispering about?"

Come to think of it, we three were the only people in this living room. I wondered why Felicia needed to whisper in my ear.

Of course, if she didn't trust the servants who were all affiliated with our family, that was understandable.

"Elena."

"Yes?"

I shared with Elena exactly what Felicia had told me. Felicia leisurely sipped her tea while waiting for Elena's reaction.

"If that's the plan, Solomon won't be enough. Melata won't trust him."

"...Then I should handle it myself."

"Luke! That's too dangerous. What if something goes wrong?"

Elena immediately expressed concern about my suggestion. Felicia seemed to feel the same way, but unlike Elena, she hesitated.

"I do think Luke would handle it more effectively than Solomon."

"Felicia, but should we really entrust such a dangerous task to Luke?"

With sufficient preparation, I believed the risks could be minimized. At least, that's what I thought.

"Elena, why don't we at least try it once?"

"..."

I had addressed Elena, but both of my wives hesitated.

"Continuing to push forward as we are now is fine, but it will keep drawing attention to us. It might be better to cut it off at an appropriate point and try Felicia's suggestion..."

Before I could finish, Elena responded.

"Fine. But we need to prepare thoroughly. Understood?"

"Of course. If we do this right and succeed, it could be the end of the Sanchez Family."

Even so, Dragovich would remain after dealing with Sanchez.

Once Sanchez was out of the way, we'd have a 5-to-1 advantage in this city, making it an unlosable situation.

Of course, I didn't expect Dragovich to sit idle. He would likely try to bring in outside forces with connections.

"Good. Then I'll talk to Solomon right away."

It was my job to relay Felicia's proposal to Solomon.

After a brief call, a week passed. During that time, the Sanchez Family suffered continuous defeats but didn't stop resisting from their remaining strongholds.

Having already joined the Carmen Family, I focused on hammering the western flank of the Sanchez Family alongside McBratney.

Meanwhile, Little Dom Solomon occasionally expressed willingness to negotiate with Gatta Melata.

Needless to say, these attempts failed throughout the week.

Today, I called Solomon again with vague hope.

"Yes, Godfather."

"How's it going today? Any response from that rock?"

"...Yes. There was."

Finally!

Giovanni was scheduled to receive a shipment from Tyrrenia at the dock soon.

It was unfortunate that the timing coincided, preventing us from mobilizing Giovanni and his wolves, but an opportunity was an opportunity.

I discussed with Solomon what he would relay back to Melata.

It wouldn't just be Solomon at the negotiation table, but me as well—a Godfather representing the five families.

Since we had the upper hand in this war...

We selected a location that was neutral but, strictly speaking, advantageous to the new five families for the negotiations.

Ch.138 - Godfather of Heavily (6)
Gata Melata showed a positive response to the negotiation conveyed through Solomon.

Solomon and I had thoroughly discussed the negotiation location and how to handle Melata. For now, the five families' attacks against the Sanchez Family had been temporarily halted.

It was necessary to draw Melata to the negotiation table. We needed to firmly establish the image that we genuinely wanted to negotiate.

And so, on the day of the negotiation.

I left the Vallis Casino, the headquarters of the Carmen Family.

Solomon had already departed, and I confirmed that Melata had also set out.

"Veronica. I'll be going now."

I said to Veronica, who had come to see me off at the casino entrance.

Paula Carmen, who was usually by her side, was nowhere to be seen.

"Yes, honorable brother."

"..."

"What's wrong?"

Though there was no time to waste, something had been bothering me for a while.

"Veronica, you don't need to be so formal."

"Pardon?"

"'Honorable brother' sounds too stiff. Just 'brother' is enough."

There was a certain distance between us. It felt like there was a wall between Veronica and me.

Even Elena, who wasn't my biological sister, easily called me "brother." It seemed strange that Veronica, my actual sister, would continue using such a formal address.

Of course, there was an unbridgeable gap between Elena and Veronica. They had spent different amounts of time together.

Though Elena and I weren't always on good terms... I could say, with some exaggeration, that we had spent a lifetime together.

"..."

"Veronica?"

"I-I'll try. Honorable brother."

Veronica looked at me with a bright blush on her face.

Even as her shy, trembling pupils scanned my body, the way she addressed me remained unchanged.

"Don Padrino."

I heard McBratney calling me from near the armored car.

"I'll be back then."

Veronica nodded excessively—more like bowing her head deeply than nodding.

As I moved away from Veronica, Sarina naturally approached me.

She quickly opened the rear door of the armored car without me having to make any effort.

"We'll follow right behind you."

"Got it."

McBratney said this and headed to his own car. The back seat of my armored car was occupied by Sarina and me.

"Let's depart now."

"Yes, Sister."

The armored car started moving at Sarina's command.

Our destination was in the eastern part of the Sanchez Family's territory.

While this area hadn't been greatly affected by Solomon Family and Carini's southern advance, it had suffered significant damage from the Pellini Family's northern push from across the nearby bridge.

Vanella, Lumini, Granada.

These three caporegimes had crossed the bridge to launch an offensive, using various explosives to blow up enemy strongholds for days on end.

The landscape looked as if a typhoon had swept through.

In summary, while it was formally Sanchez Family territory, their control and influence in the surrounding areas had long since disappeared.

"Luke, do you think things will go as planned?"

"...I'm not sure. No one knows how it will turn out."

I answered Sarina honestly. I hoped that Sanchez would fall into the trap that Solomon and I had set.

We even had to halt the five families' attacks from all directions for this trap.

If we failed, it would be a waste of time.

"It's also important whether McBratney and Solomon's subordinates can properly secure the perimeter."

"Honestly, I don't think any of them are that reliable."

"You think so?"

"Well, compared to my subordinates, of course."

"That's true. It's a bit unfair to compare them to wolves."

As expected, it wasn't that Sarina had high standards—the comparison itself was flawed from the start.

Not because I was the leader of the Pellini Family. Wolves simply had superior combat abilities compared to other organizations in the underworld.

They were orphans thrown into a harsh world from a young age, sacrificing everything essential to normal life, and turned into living weapons prioritizing mission completion above all else.

It would be stranger if they weren't strong.

"But we are wolves, so who else would we compare ourselves to?"

"..."

Sarina wasn't wrong. Since we were wolves, it was natural to compare others to us.

While Sarina and I continued our serious yet casual conversation, a problem arose.

The first to arrive at the negotiation site was, of course, Little Dom Solomon.

He had departed first, which was hardly a problem. It was a natural consequence.

The issue was Gata Melata's actions.

As he was moving eastward from the Sanchez Family headquarters toward the negotiation site, he suddenly changed direction.

"What the hell?"

"What do you mean what?! Quickly inform the Don!"

Those tailing Melata immediately split into two groups. Half pursued Melata, who had suddenly turned south, while the rest used the nearest telephone to report this development.

Of course, Sarina and I couldn't immediately receive this news while in the armored car.

"...What?"

"As you've heard! Gata Melata suddenly changed direction and is fleeing south!"

The wolves tried to explain the current situation to Elena with urgent voices.

"I got it! Hang up now!"

"Oh my, what's happening?"

"..."

Elena put her index finger to her lips with a serious expression, gesturing to Felicia. There was no time to waste on conversation with her.

Even if the wolves had already reported it, the priority was to inform the other five families about this development.

She contacted the Marinelli Family first.

"Manfredi. It's me."

"I've heard the news. That Melata is fleeing toward our territory, right?"

"Yes. I'm glad I don't need to explain. Don't let that bastard escape."

"You're stating the obvious."

Manfredi Marinelli boasted to the Godmother of the Pellini Family that they would be the ones to finish off the Sanchez Family.

"..."

Elena honestly thought that talk was cheap, but she added that they should mobilize all personnel.

*

Even without the Godmother's call, Manfredi would have done so. He mobilized not only his own men but also Laia's and Luca's subordinates.

"Brother, what about those guys?"

Luca pointed to the slimes lurking nearby as he spoke to his brother.

They were slimes who had built their reputation by moving between various families—the children and subordinates of Alex Leonhart.

"Tell them to follow us immediately."

"Brother, is that really okay?"

"The Godmother said to mobilize all personnel, so there shouldn't be a problem."

"No, that's not what I mean..."

Unlike Luca, Laia was worried about a different issue. Among the five families surrounding Sanchez, the Marinelli Family was positioned furthest south.

If Gata Melata was fleeing south, they were most likely to make first contact.

Moreover, he hadn't simply headed south but had suddenly changed direction after moving east. The Pellini Family was also holding that area.

For someone as cautious as Melata, this action seemed recklessly foolhardy.

Unless that stone-headed man had truly turned to stone. The most likely explanation was massive support from the Dragovich Family.

"What loyalty would those guys have?"

"Still, it's true that it wouldn't benefit them if Melata fell into our hands."

This sudden debate between the two siblings.

But Manfredi didn't hesitate for a moment. There was no time to waste.

Having already boasted to the Godmother, how ridiculous would it be to lose Melata because they wasted time on such concerns?

"We don't need to worry about our rear."

"Are you serious?"

"If you're that concerned, just have some of them follow behind."

Manfredi allowed no further debate. Luca followed his brother's instructions, and Laia, though not without complaints, complied as well.

Thus, the Marinelli Family's forces began to spread widely but thinly across the southern part of the Sanchez Family territory to secure Melata.

Of course, they weren't the only ones trying not to miss this opportunity.

"What?!"

"This is no joke. The wolves we attached to him confirmed it for certain. You need to move now."

"A-Alright!"

Elena had more to say to the person on the other end of the line, but they didn't.

"Everyone get in the cars! Move! I said move!"

"Huh?"

Instead of explaining the situation to his subordinates, Solomon simply gave one command.

South! To capture the fleeing Melata!

The Pellini Family's wolves and members who had been waiting around the negotiation site as planned were understandably confused.

Solomon, followed by golems and hamster-people, rushed south en masse, resembling a herd of lemmings.

The news also reached the Carmen Family, but they were next in line after the Marinelli and Solomon Families. There was no need to inform the Russo Family, who were busy fighting with the Vipers in the northern part of the city.

"Veronica, where is Luke?!"

"He just left. I'll send someone right away."

"Alright, do that. And tell him there's no need to chase after Melata."

"...Yes, understood."

Elena thought that her beloved brother and husband didn't need to risk himself. However, it wasn't the Carmen Family but our own organization members who delivered this news to Sarina and me.

Sarina and I were confused when we saw our organization members approaching from the direction we were heading.

"Are you certain?!"

"Yes, Sister! They suddenly headed south!"

The Solomon Family's sudden action.

The Pellini Family's response was simple: some remained at the scene, some followed Solomon and his subordinates, and others informed the approaching Don—me—of the situation.

"Luke, what should we do?"

"Wait. We should make some calls first."

The plan Solomon and I had devised was completely ruined—by none other than Solomon himself.

He wouldn't have done this without thinking.

I tried to contact Veronica, while Sarina tried to reach Elena.

"..."

"Honorable brother?"

"Thanks for letting me know, Veronica."

"Honorable brother?! Wait! Bro—"

I grasped the general situation through Veronica.

"Sarina, follow me quickly."

"Yes!"

Sarina hurriedly excused herself to Elena and ended the call. I didn't ask what Elena had said to Sarina or what message she wanted to relay to me.

"Head south. Quickly!"

Melata would be captured by Sarina and me.

I decided this without needing anyone's approval.
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While Little Dom Solomon, Manfredi Marinelli, and I were desperately trying to catch Gatta Melata.

A new pursuer showed his face. It was none other than Vince Lumini.

Richard Banella and Belcastro Granada, the two caporegimes of the Fellini Family who had been pressuring the Sanchez Family from the east alongside Lumini, resumed their attacks following the collapse of negotiations due to Melata's escape.

The five families had briefly suspended their offensive against the Sanchez Family for these negotiations.

But Lumini, who had preserved considerable forces from before, was different.

He immediately unleashed his men to thoroughly search the eastern part of the Sanchez Family territory.

As the number of pursuers continued to grow, Gatta Melata, now being chased from all directions, had his own strategy.

He had already sent his family members to the Dragovich Family's territory.

When this war suddenly began, the first thing Melata did was evacuate his family. They had been in a shelter all along and were now sent to the Dragovich Family's territory during this opportunity.

The remaining issue was Melata himself escaping safely.

"Boss, everyone has joined up."

"Good, head southwest immediately."

This escape wasn't just about Melata and his close associates.

There were caporegimes of the Sanchez Family who refused Melata's sudden orders and chose either to fight to the end or surrender to the five families rather than flee.

But a similar number of caporegimes had joined Melata's escape.

What had started as just a few cars heading to the negotiation site had already transformed into a convoy of dozens of vehicles.

Of course, even with this scale, they couldn't feel safe. The answer was simple. Those pursuing Melata were of such overwhelming numbers that they made the escape convoy look trivial.

The first group they encountered were Lumini's men.

Whether Melata headed southwest or southeast, as long as he was heading south, he would inevitably encounter Lumini's men.

Even if they broke through these men, the Marinelli Family was waiting, and even if they avoided them, the Godfather and Solomon were in pursuit, but Melata neither knew nor could afford to care about that.

"Boss! Enemies!"

"..."

Melata gave no orders.

Without needing direction, several vehicles had already broken from the convoy at the hand signals of some caporegimes, risking their lives to block the cars carrying Lumini's men.

Despite the fact that their boss had eliminated his former boss and taken his position, the members of the Sanchez Family demonstrated loyalty that surpassed their boss.

Of course, that loyalty was directed not toward Sanchez but toward the current acting boss, Melata.

The reason they were willing to risk their lives was clear.

They had followed Sanchez, and Eddie Sanchez was their boss. Sanchez's decisions weren't always right or honorable, but the mafia doesn't question such things.

Sanchez was in custody and couldn't properly know what was happening to the family now. Nevertheless, they had contributed large sums of money to hire expensive lawyers when Sanchez was indicted by the government.

The Sanchez Family respected the very fact that their boss had done everything to reach his position and was detained as a consequence.

However, Sanchez would certainly not have wanted their loyalty toward him to be wasted on saving Melata like this.

"Boss, they say they've lost them."

"What?"

Lumini's first attempt ended in failure.

Just as fiercely as they had charged, the Sanchez Family had fiercely blocked them.

Lumini's men had no way to counter when cars deliberately crashed into them at full speed, resulting in mutual destruction.

"..."

If it had been the usual Lumini, he would have already withdrawn at the unusual response of these men.

"Keep chasing them!"

Lumini ordered his men to pressure them from multiple directions so that one or two cars breaking from the escape convoy to crash into them wouldn't be enough to stop the pursuit.

But while this was happening, others entered this fierce battlefield.

Several cars appearing from the south, Lumini's men coming down from the north.

"Ignore them and keep going!"

"They're too close!"

"Just ram them!"

Melata's luck wasn't bad.

The Marinelli Family members were taken aback by the size of the enemy force they suddenly encountered.

The scale of Melata and his escape convoy was substantial.

It was clear that their few cars would be no match. Nor could they show the same resolve as the Sanchez Family members had.

And so, the Marinelli Family members met a futile end, as if struck by an unexpected blow.

"..."

Though they had somehow overcome the second crisis, a third was approaching.

Since Lumini had only recently begun pursuing Melata personally, he hadn't yet appeared on the scene.

But while Melata was wasting time in the clash with the Marinelli Family, they were closing the distance.

This was Lumini's second attempt.

The Sanchez Family used the same tactic as before. Several cars at the back of the convoy slowed down and began to reverse.

*

Once again, their chosen method yielded meaningful results.

At least for those directly pursuing them.

Leaving behind the scene of the collision caused by mutual destruction, other men of Lumini resumed the chase.

At this point, the Solomon Family belatedly joined the fray.

"Boss! It looks like they're being chased by other guys!"

"Don't worry about it! We're the ones who'll catch Melata!"

The result of Solomon's order. It was the Solomon Family's intervention and the ensuing chaos.

Solomon's men, who had entered from the north and continued straight south, didn't care whether it was the Sanchez Family or Lumini's men blocking their way.

If Lumini had been present, he would have had plenty of curses to throw, even for one of the five family bosses.

To put the current situation differently... Melata's bad luck was good.

Melata and his escape convoy headed south, taking advantage of the two forces entangled with each other. But before long, the Marinelli Family showed themselves.

It all happened in an instant.

Manfredi was unaware of the entanglement between the Solomon Family and Lumini's men, but he was focused solely on not letting Melata escape.

"..."

It seemed Melata's luck had run out.

As if to drive the final nail in the coffin, a single car appeared. A heavily armored vehicle moving with no cars following behind.

It was the bulletproof car carrying the Godfather and the wolf who followed him.

"What is that?"

Manfredi was displeased by the interference in the trap he and his brothers had set. He didn't know that the Godfather was in that car.

The escape convoy and the Marinelli Family began to clash.

From the escape convoy's perspective, there was no option but to ram into the enemies blocking their way. By now, the car carrying Melata, which had been at the front, had fallen back.

Among the chaotic mess of cars, only those still in decent condition got out and started firing their guns.

If we were to compare casualties, the Sanchez Family, with many Golem members, suffered less damage.

"Turn the car around!"

"Wait a moment, brother!"

"Sarina!"

"Yes!"

Meanwhile, the bulletproof car I was in was showing strange movements.

Instead of charging toward the escape convoy, it began to reverse, maintaining a suitable distance.

With a bang, the rear door of the bulletproof car that I kicked open revealed something black and brilliant.

A heavy machine gun with a barrel much thicker and heavier than any submachine gun.

Sarina was holding me tightly from the back seat. Partly to help with the recoil, but also to help me shoot more stably.

The wolf in the driver's seat was watching the rear while reversing, preparing for any unexpected situations. Despite all this description, the outcome was decided in an instant.

As soon as light appeared from the monster's maw, the metal it spewed struck the enemies.

When the metal that occasionally missed hit the thick cement floor, it was instantly destroyed, and fragments struck the surroundings. Even the cars carrying the Sanchez Family couldn't withstand the impact and crumpled like paper.

I had only fired in one direction, but the entire area was turned upside down.

"W-what the hell! That bastard!"

The Marinelli Family was equally shocked by this devastating situation. Unfortunately, they were also in the area I had fired upon.

Though my target was only Melata.

In an instant, half of the escape convoy was neutralized by the series of gunfire. Even Golems had no way to withstand such a disaster.

The Marinelli Family might not want to admit it, but if the Golems I had just dealt with had been unharmed, they would have suffered greater losses.

"Stop! That's enough now!"

"Yes!"

The bulletproof car stopped approaching the scene as it reversed.

Groaning from the recoil of the heavy machine gun, I closed the rear door of the bulletproof car with Sarina.

"Luke, what should we do now?"

Sarina's eyes looked like she was ready to rush out at any moment.

"Leave it to Manfredi. That should be more than enough for him to handle."

"What?"

Initially, I had planned for Sarina and me to handle it, but the recent events changed my mind.

Though it wasn't intentional, my gunfire might have killed members of the Marinelli Family, so I decided to give the final honor of dealing with Melata to Manfredi and his brothers.

"Brother, shall we pull out then?"

"..."

Sarina and I observed the scene.

The Marinelli Family and the Sanchez Family were engaged in a chaotic battle. Firing the heavy machine gun again would only result in indiscriminate slaughter, unable to distinguish friend from foe.

Yet completely abandoning the scene didn't sit right with me either.

Shortly after, the situation was resolved.

Melata was dragged before Manfredi and his brothers like a defeated general.

He was dripping bright red blood from his face, similar to the red sunset spreading across the vast sky.

"With this, I've kept my promise to the Godmother."

Manfredi looked around, celebrating his victory.

The Godfather, the Solomon Family, Lumini's men. He savored the gazes of those who had hunted the same prey.

But he decided to graciously yield the opportunity to end Melata's life to the Godfather.
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Acting Boss of the Sanchez Family, Gata Melata.

His attempted escape was a spectacular failure. Because of Melata alone, the reputation of our five families was severely damaged.

Not only did Solomon Family and Lumini's men clash with each other, but a Marinelli Family member even died from the machine gun I fired.

"Let's get out of here first!"

Manfredi shouted to everyone who had come looking for Melata.

At the same time, he began to withdraw the golden scales that had covered his entire face and body.

It was nothing unusual for descendants of the golden dragon, just as my wife Felicia could reveal and hide the horns on her head.

I'd heard rumors that their skin was harder than a golem's stone skin.

Melata's condition looked serious at first glance, but a golem is a golem. Golems aren't weak enough to die from losing a bit of blood.

"Luke, let's retreat for now as he says."

"Alright."

This was quite a large-scale pursuit.

There was a limit to how much the police could ignore, especially since I had fired a machine gun in the middle of the city.

It wouldn't be strange if the police showed up soon. Meanwhile, the Marinelli Family was lingering at the scene where everything had happened.

"Boss, those guys. Looks like they're recovering their bodies."

"They must have suffered casualties, though not as much as the Sanchez side."

In response to the wolf driver's comment, I told him not to worry about them and instructed him to quickly leave our current position.

"Yes, boss."

"Step on it. Hurry!"

Sarina urged the driver even as he was responding.

"I am, I am."

The driver responded appropriately to Sarina's urging while driving the armored car.

The important thing was to get away from our current location. I looked through the back window at the people getting farther away.

Like us, Solomon Family and Lumini's men were also retreating, and the Marinelli Family had finished recovering their bodies and was hastily withdrawing.

All that remained at the scene were the mangled corpses of Sanchez Family members.

"Boss, I'll head toward the casino first."

"Yes, let's go there."

I needed to inform Elena and Felicia about what had happened.

Although the trap that Solomon and I had planned never came to fruition, we had captured Gata Melata who was trying to escape to Dragovich Family territory.

Additionally, many of the members loyal to Melata had been wiped out. In this situation, negotiations with those still holding out would become easier.

"Luke."

I turned my head toward the voice.

Sarina was looking at me with an expression of disbelief.

"Are you really going to hand Melata over to them?"

"The Marinellis?"

"Yes."

"Sarina, this is just my guess, but they won't dispose of him right away."

That is, if Melata's condition wasn't too serious. I told Sarina that contacting Elena and Felicia was the priority.

"..."

Sarina was silent for a brief moment.

"Are you planning to demand Melata from them through Felicia?"

She asked, changing her way of addressing Felicia compared to before.

"Yes. Little Dom is probably eager too. Though not as much as Sanchez, they've also suffered at Melata's hands."

The two men who ordered my father's death: Eddie Sanchez and Mikhail Dragovich.

That's why I couldn't give up on Sanchez, but I could compromise on Melata.

In short, I was planning to receive Melata from Manfredi and then hand him over to Solomon. In the process, I intended to attach some conditions to get something from Solomon.

"..."

It was a roundabout way to reclaim the central district territory that the Solomon Family occupied.

Later, we arrived at the Vallis Casino.

Veronica, Paula, and Little Dom Solomon—the three of them greeted Sarina and me at the casino entrance.

"Welcome, brother."

"...!"

My sister's bold change in how she addressed me.

Come to think of it, when I left the casino after hearing that Melata was suddenly pretending to attend negotiations while planning to escape, Veronica had called me "brother."

Meanwhile, Sarina looked at me as if wondering what was going on. The rapid change in her expression in that brief moment was quite impressive.

"What about Manfredi and the others? They haven't arrived yet?"

"No. The Russo side probably won't be able to come given the situation."

"Well, that can't be helped."

I hope they deal with the viper properly this time.

It was fortunate that we could somehow handle the Sanchez Family, but I hoped we could be at full strength for the war with the Dragovich Family.

I had no desire to continue fighting on two fronts indefinitely.

"Godfather."

"What?"

As I was entering the casino following Veronica and Paula, Solomon approached me.

"Is Melata going to the Marinelli side?"

"...You have Sanchez's daughter."

Solomon didn't deny my statement.

But he mentioned that they needed to keep her alive to silence or threaten the captured Sanchez. In other words, she wasn't suitable as an object of vengeance.

"I was the one who caught him in the first place."

"Really? I think Lumini would say the same thing."

The Solomon Family and Lumini's men had clashed over Melata, which benefited the Marinelli Family.

I had already figured that much out. When I mentioned this, Solomon seemed at a loss for words and reluctantly grumbled.

As soon as I reached the fourth floor by elevator, I attempted to contact Elena.

While Solomon waited outside, only Veronica, Sarina, and I entered Veronica's office.

Paula and Solomon tactfully waited outside the office. Actually, Paula probably would have left anyway since she needed to prepare for upcoming events.

"Veronica? What—"

"Elena, it's me."

"Luke."

Elena's voice was very calm.

It might have just been how it sounded, but I thought she was doing fine as I shared the results of our operation.

The carefully prepared trap was never used. But we had captured Melata, so it was a success in the end.

"With the boss and now the acting boss eliminated, Sanchez is finished."

As Elena said, the rallying point for the Sanchez Family was gone.

*

"I'll hold a committee meeting here first."

"Should I head over there too?"

"No, that's not necessary."

Although the Sanchez Family had been defeated, I couldn't guarantee what might happen if Elena had to pass through their territory.

And I quickly shared what I was planning.

"...Alright. Proceed with that for now."

"Okay, I'll hang up then."

"Luke."

I was about to put down the receiver.

"Good job."

"What do you mean? The Marinelli guys were the ones who caught him."

Come to think of it, I had planned to send a message to Manfredi through Felicia. But there probably wouldn't be time for that.

Manfredi and his two siblings would be arriving here soon.

"Still, good work is good work. And next time, don't do that."

"Hm? Do what?"

Praise followed immediately by reproach.

"Don't personally get involved in such dangerous situations."

A warning mixed with concern for me and worry that something might go wrong.

"I understand, I'll keep that in mind."

Underboss, the right hand of the Godfather. It was a familiar role for me, but now I was the Godfather. Elena wasn't wrong, so I accepted it graciously.

Meanwhile, I faintly heard Felicia's voice calling for me.

Perhaps Elena had successfully blocked her approach this time, as the sound wasn't loud, and that's how my conversation with Elena ended.

'Felicia will probably have a lot to say again.'

It was predictable.

After the call ended, I left the office with Veronica and Sarina.

"Sister, is the conference room ready?"

"All prepared."

Paula answered Veronica respectfully.

It probably wouldn't have been this formal if it were just the two sisters and me, but Solomon and Sarina were also present, so it couldn't be helped.

We headed to the conference room that Paula had prepared. It was a large room on the same fourth floor, so there was no need to take the elevator.

It was a space large enough for a committee meeting.

"Godfather. Your seat is this way."

The head seat was mine, and Veronica and Solomon sat nearby along the large rectangular table.

Paula sat near Veronica, and Sarina initially stood behind me, watching the others. I wondered if that was necessary so soon, since we didn't know when the Marinelli side would arrive.

"Godfather. Shouldn't we discuss what we can among ourselves now?"

"Let's wait a little. I don't think they'll be too late."

Veronica agreed with my opinion, and Solomon quietly nodded.

A few minutes passed.

A member of the Carmen Family appeared in the conference room to report to Veronica and Paula that the Marinelli side had arrived.

"They're finally here."

It was very welcome news. Not just me, but Solomon also seemed to have a lot to say to the Marinelli side.

Probably complaints about them intercepting Melata.

The Marinelli siblings. No sooner had I recognized that they had arrived at the casino than they appeared in the conference room.

"Sorry for being late, Godfather."

"Was there traffic?"

"..."

Just as Solomon had complaints about the Marinelli side, Luca, the youngest of the Marinelli siblings, looked displeased with me.

"We were recovering the bodies of our men who died."

Ah.

"I apologize for that."

Manfredi and Laia nodded as if accepting my apology.

"Well, without that attack, our casualties might have been worse."

The sudden machine gun fire from the side or rear. Beyond the casualties, it would have had a significant impact on their morale.

I had only targeted the Sanchez Family, but due to the heavy recoil of the machine gun and the close-quarters combat between the two families, the Marinelli Family also suffered casualties.

"..."

The three Marinelli siblings took their seats at the empty places reserved for them.

With this, four of the five families, excluding the Russo Family, were gathered in one place.
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All five families, except for the Russo Family, had gathered.

Before the official meeting began, I apologized to the Marinelli siblings who arrived last.

Though it wasn't intentional, some of their men had died in the machine gun barrage I unleashed, so an apology was necessary.

The apology of the Godfather.

Manfredi, representing the Marinelli Family, readily accepted my apology.

Adding that if I hadn't fired the medium machine gun, there would have been even greater casualties.

"Brother, let's get straight to the point."

"Right. Everyone must be busy."

No sooner had I responded to Veronica's suggestion than the three siblings reacted.

"Well, not as busy as our brother-in-law."

Laia, the second daughter of the Marinelli family.

I couldn't remember exactly who had consumed the horn she'd offered, but she was one of Felicia's sisters who had willingly provided horns for me and her sister.

Laia seemed somewhat interested after hearing Veronica call me "brother."

Anyway, I moved on to the main topic of this hastily convened committee meeting.

We've captured Gata Melata, and the Golem Princess, Sanchez's daughter, is in our hands, but this war isn't over yet.

Although the Sanchez Family will collapse, the Dragovich Family still remains.

Their boss, Mikhail Dragovich, had ample reason to bring in outside forces for his survival. He wasn't the type to prioritize pride, especially not in this situation.

"First, let's agree that all of the Sanchez Family's territory will go to Little Dom's Solomon Family."

Of course, there were some exceptions.

"We're just going to hand over that entire area to this guy?"

"..."

A particularly jarring voice.

Everyone in the meeting room turned to look at Luca Marinelli.

"Godfather, will all the areas that our Carmen Family secured also be transferred?"

"No, that's not the case. After all, some of those areas were originally taken from the Carmen Family by Sanchez."

But the truly important question came from Pola Carmen's lips.

"And one more thing. Little Dom."

"Yes, Godfather."

Following Pola, a dialogue between Solomon and me began. Seeing the situation unfold, Luca wisely kept quiet.

Well, as he mentioned, if you combine the Sanchez Family's territory with Solomon Family's current holdings... it might rival not only the Fellini Family but even the Marinelli Family's influence.

"Do you remember the conversation we had with Elena?"

"..."

Solomon remained silent.

It wasn't so much evasion as him trying to recall exactly what conversation I meant.

To be honest, those discussions didn't happen all at once; they evolved over time with new details added.

The point was that Solomon had promised not to expand his territory in the central city, then later requested expansion, which we accommodated.

"Manfredi."

"?"

"I'd like you to hand Melata over to me."

"Alright, I'll give him to the Godfather."

For that, I first needed Gata Melata.

However, I hadn't expected Manfredi to agree so readily.

"We promised the Godmother we would hold onto Melata."

"...And what did Elena offer in return?"

Manfredi casually replied that nothing specific had been decided.

"Then how about 10% of the goods coming in from Tyrrenia this time?"

"Not bad."

As Manfredi and I swiftly negotiated the exchange of Melata for drug supply quantities, Luca once again became silent as a mouse.

The current drug supply distribution was as follows:

Fellini 50% / Marinelli 15% / Carmen 15% / Solomon 10% / Russo 10%

For this shipment only, it would change to:

Fellini 40% / Marinelli 25% / Carmen 15% / Solomon 10% / Russo 10%

"Good, Little Dom. Let's get back to our discussion."

"Yes, Godfather."

"I'll hand over Melata, whom the Marinelli Family just gave me, to you."

"...Really?"

"On one condition. Give up all your territory in the central city."

"..."

Uncharacteristically, Solomon didn't answer immediately.

Actually, now that I think about it, he was the one who approached us with the initial proposal, but considering how he hesitated to answer then too, perhaps this was typical Solomon behavior after all.

"It's nothing compared to the Sanchez Family territory you'll be swallowing."

Solomon already had Sanchez's daughter, the so-called Golem Princess. Add Melata, the acting boss, and taking over the Sanchez Family would clearly be easy.

He could even kill Melata outright to break their fighting spirit.

"What are you hesitating for? When someone spoon-feeds you such a great opportunity, you should just take it."

"..."

While Solomon remained silent, Luca spoke up again.

When I, seated at the head of the table, gave Luca a threatening look, he quickly averted his gaze.

"What would have happened in this war if we hadn't properly supported you?"

After silencing Luca, I mentioned the favors we'd done for Solomon. The forces led by three caporegimes—Vanella, Lumini, and Granada—followed by reinforcements led by Carini and Viola.

The forces the Fellini Family committed to this war rivaled those of the Marinelli Family, who had deployed three of the boss's children.

"I understand. If you give me Melata, I'll give up all territory in the central city."

"Good. Then we have a deal."

With that, the most important agenda items were concluded.

What remained was sharing what each family would do moving forward.

"Our Carmen Family will focus on reorganizing, especially with our newly acquired territory."

"...Same here."

Carmen and Solomon would be reorganizing due to newly acquired territories and major organizational changes.

The Russo Family, absent from this meeting, was predictable. They had no choice but to focus all their efforts on ending the war with the Viper.

"And the Marinelli?"

"We'll watch the backs of those Black guys. If they collapse, Dragovich could attack us directly."

The Black gang alliance.

Those ambiguous, dark-skinned fellows positioned between the Dragovich Family, the Marinelli Family, and the Fellini Family.

Though they've been consistently losing to Dragovich recently, that doesn't diminish their value.

As Manfredi just said, they function as a kind of buffer zone.

Just as the five families launched a preemptive strike against the Sanchez Family to confine the battlefield to the western city rather than the central city.

The Marinelli clearly intended to support the Black gangs to limit the battlefield to the southwestern and southern city rather than the southeastern city.

*

"Godfather, where do you plan to move the wolves next?"

I was about to speak about the Fellini Family's plans.

But Pola, who was beside Veronica, asked before I could speak.

"For the time being, we'll remain in Carmen and Solomon Family territories, as we are now."

It was obvious what would happen if we returned now that the war with the Sanchez Family was over.

'Dragovich would happily devour Carmen and Solomon before they finished reorganizing.'

In a way, the four families, excluding Russo, were cooperating and dividing roles.

Carmen and Solomon would reorganize for the next offensive, while Fellini would station forces in their territories to prepare for potential attacks.

Meanwhile, Marinelli would attack Dragovich alongside the Black gangs to prevent them from even thinking about striking Carmen and Solomon.

"Good, then let's end the meeting here. Little Dom, you won't need help absorbing the Sanchez Family, right?"

"Yes, my subordinates will be sufficient for that."

As I said earlier, everyone was busy.

The committee meeting ended quickly.

"Mr. Solomon, could I have a word with you?"

"Pardon?"

Veronica and Pola took Solomon out of the meeting room first.

They probably wanted to finalize matters with Solomon regarding the territory newly acquired by the Carmen Family.

"Brother-in-law!"

"Huh?"

An unfamiliar form of address.

My sister-in-law with the same brilliant golden hair and vivid purple eyes as Felicia.

Laia approached me, still seated at the head of the table, wagging her tail gently. The hulking Manfredi came along too.

Luca merely stood up from his seat.

"Don't you think 10% is too much?"

"Well, but since you kept your promise to Elena, I don't think she'll object."

Nothing was finalized yet, and I would need to consult with Elena.

After all, the Fellini Family operated under a joint system with two bosses—the Godfather and Godmother.

"So, did you need something from me?"

"My sister asked me to deliver something."

Laia gave Manfredi a look, and he revealed what he had been hiding behind his back.

"What's this? Another mandrake?"

"It looks a bit unusual, but it is a mandrake."

"Felicia asked me to give it to the boss of the Carmen Family."

"...The last one we sent died rather quickly."

The Carmen Family traitors.

Whatever boldness possessed them, they went all out and ended up going to the next world quite spectacularly.

"I'll give it to Veronica."

"You two seemed to have gotten closer."

"Hmm? Just the way we address each other changed."

"That's proof you've gotten closer."

Laia kept giggling, clearly pleased about something.

"Anyway, we've delivered our message, so we'll be going now."

Laia was the first of the siblings to leave the meeting room, with Luca following his sister.

"Manfredi."

"Wolf. Or should I say brother-in-law now?"

"Since when did you care about such things?"

"I might not, but my other siblings do, so what can I do?"

Although Manfredi called me brother-in-law, I hadn't yet called him brother-in-law in return.

"By the way, Father will be delighted about that 10%, even if it's just for this shipment."

"After capturing Melata, it's the least we could do."

"Is there a chance the Godmother might oppose it and it falls through?"

"..."

I couldn't say it was impossible.

"Don't worry. Felicia and I will make it work somehow."

"Good, then I'll trust my sister and brother-in-law."

By this point, I felt like he was starting to tease me.

"Take care, brother-in-law."

After Manfredi left the meeting room, only Sarina and I remained.

"Sarina, let's head back too."

"To the academy?"

"No, to my mansion."

"...That's a bit disappointing."

What's disappointing about that!
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The committee meeting attended by four of the five Families.

As soon as the meeting ended, the participants quickly dispersed.

Of course, there were exceptions like Solomon, who remained at the Vallis Casino to speak with Veronica, Paula, and the two Carmen sisters.

"Sarina."

"Yes?"

"...Was it tomorrow night?"

"What are you referring to?"

"The goods coming in from Tyrrenia."

"Yes, tomorrow is correct."

"Giovanni was supposed to receive them this time too, right?"

Sarina confirmed that was the case.

It made sense, as the northern port was Giovanni's territory, while the southern port belonged to Carso. Receiving goods from the north was safer in many ways.

There was nothing stopping fearless thugs like Galliman—before he submitted to our Family—from launching an attack.

"...Where is Giovanni now?"

"I'm not sure. He should still be helping the Russo side."

Giovanni and his wolves under his command.

They were making thorough preparations to support Viola and the Russo Family in the war against the Vipers if needed.

Viola Carmen had returned to her original position after subduing the northern part of the Sanchez Family with Carini.

That's where the problem arose.

The Russo Family's operation didn't yield as much effect as expected. The original plan that Darius Russo and I had devised was simple.

We created the appearance of all five Families attacking the Sanchez Family together, with Darius, the boss of the Russo Family, personally leading a considerable force to begin the assault on the Sanchez Family.

A sudden, fierce offensive from the northeast against the Sanchez Family.

From the Vipers' perspective, there couldn't have been a better opportunity than now, with a significant portion of forces withdrawn.

Darius withdrew from the battlefield as soon as the Vipers took the bait.

Although the Russo Family only cooperated in the initial offensive against the Sanchez Family... that brief offensive allowed Viola and Carini to easily subdue the northern part of the Sanchez Family.

"Those Vipers are really tenacious."

"Or maybe those Russo vampires aren't doing their job properly."

"Surely not. They're one of the five Families after all. It can't be that bad."

My train of thought was interrupted by the conversation with Sarina.

Anyway, immediately after withdrawing from the battlefield with the Sanchez Family, Darius surrounded the Vipers who had penetrated deep into their territory.

What Darius hadn't anticipated was that all the Vipers, except for the traitor, were gathered in one place.

The Vipers fell perfectly into the trap but managed to escape completely using the deadly poison they could secrete from their bodies.

No, perhaps "completely" wasn't the right word, since the Vipers' own subordinates suffered heavy casualties in the process.

After escaping the trap, the Vipers went into hiding once again.

Even as the territory controlled by the Vipers gradually shrank, their whereabouts remained unknown.

Instead, during an overzealous pursuit, Darius's brother Vesus fell victim to the Vipers' deadly poison.

In this situation...

*

A beautiful woman with snow-white hair and a handsome man with a tall stature and the distinctive beauty of his race entered a bar located in a remote part of the northern city.

Coincidentally, both were elves.

"Is the informant really here?"

"Yes, according to my intelligence."

"..."

The interior of the bar was utterly shabby. It felt exactly like distinguished guests visiting a humble place.

"I was really surprised when I heard you joined those people."

"I still can't believe it myself."

The two passed by patrons lost in their own world of intoxication and approached a man and woman engaged in conversation.

"Is that him over there?"

Nod. The beautiful woman slightly nodded at the handsome man's question.

They positioned themselves on either side of the man who was deeply engaged in conversation.

"..."

The beautiful woman gestured to the bartender to order a drink.

"Well, shall we begin?"

The man noticed the two people now flanking him and swallowed hard.

He quickly sent away the woman he had been conversing with.

"I didn't expect two of you to come. May I know your names?"

"Not necessary."

The handsome man answered with a frivolous smile.

Viola Carmen and Giovanni. The two caporegimes of the Pellini Family had personally come to this place to gather information.

"...I understand."

The man answered involuntarily, intimidated by that cold, piercing gaze that was as beautiful as it was merciless.

"You'll be fine on your own, right?"

"..."

When Viola nodded, Giovanni asked the man where the bathroom was.

"It's over there."

"Good, it's close."

As Giovanni headed to the bathroom, the man took out a lighter to light his cigarette.

Click. Click.

Though it made a sound, no flame appeared. Seeing this, Viola personally lit it with her own lighter.

It was a lighter gifted by Rita Carmen, the boss of the Carmen Family, but the man clearly had no idea of the significance of the lighter being used for him.

The man smiled again. For good reason.

He had no real intention of betraying the Vipers.

While the man continued his conversation with Viola...

Giovanni headed to the bathroom the man had pointed out.

He had been thinking that although the bar was somewhat shabby, the atmosphere wasn't bad.

But the state of the bathroom... was enough to make Giovanni regret having such thoughts.

"Ah, damn it."

Giovanni decided he should just take care of business quickly and leave.

"Hmmph."

Just as he relaxed his body and began to release his golden stream...

At that moment, new faces appeared in the bathroom.

'Well, look at this?'

A golem sporting a fancy beard. A snake-man disgustingly flicking his tongue.

And a human acting all high and mighty as if he were something special.

It was truly a rare combination to see in this city.

"Hey, fancy pants."

"What brings you here?"

"I came to use the bathroom. Do I need another reason?"

The men started laughing at Giovanni's witty response.

Click.

The bathroom door locked with a heavy sound. Giovanni's gaze momentarily shifted toward the door.

Just as Giovanni found himself in this unexpected situation...

Viola was listening to absurd information from the man.

"I'm telling you the truth! They said they're going to leave Heville through the north."

"..."

"That's really what they said. Isn't that surprising?"

"..."

Viola, still sparing her words, took the cigarette from the man's mouth and extinguished it in one go.

"Get serious. Have you heard what happened to the Sanchez Family when they fought the wolves? If you keep acting like this, we won't need someone like you."

She pressed him without giving him any chance to object.

"I understand."

The man responded very politely, unlike before.

He was completely overwhelmed by Viola's demeanor. Because of this, he forgot to mention the important fact that he had lured Giovanni into a trap.

Meanwhile, Giovanni, forgotten by the man, was still releasing his golden stream into the urinal.

"Hey, let me give you some advice."

"Advice? What advice?"

"If you came to see Gerard, you're barking up the wrong tree."

"That's right."

As soon as the golem spoke, the snake-man beside him agreed.

Although Giovanni was wary of them while urinating, there was little he could do. The golem approached Giovanni's back without any hindrance.

"Gerard is with the Vipers. And here, the Vipers are king!"

As soon as the words ended, something sharp touched Giovanni's chin.

"..."

But Giovanni didn't cower.

Although he was still in the middle of urinating, he stepped back while quickly turning his body. In an instant, the still-flowing stream of golden urine struck the golem's pants.

Immediately, Giovanni's fierce fist smashed into the golem's face.

"Ugh!"

"Tsk."

Although the golem was the one who cried out, Giovanni's situation wasn't particularly good either.

The golem might have no real skill, but he was still a golem. The difference in weight class due to racial characteristics wasn't something to be ignored.

But stopping now would mean wasting the opportunity that had presented itself.

Giovanni quickly turned his head and swept the legs out from under the guy who was trying to escape toward the toilet stall. The golem, having barely recovered from the pain in his face before receiving a new shock, lost his balance and fell forward.

"Argh!"

Just before the golem's face entered the toilet bowl...

Giovanni stomped fiercely on the golem's back, helping him enjoy the toilet water to the fullest without reservation.

The snake-man and human behind just stared in shock at this scene.

"..."

Giovanni quickly assessed the location of the knife the golem had dropped. There was no time to pick it up anyway.

"Mmmmph!"

While the golem's face was shoved into the toilet, Giovanni drew his gun with one hand and aimed it at the other two.

They were so startled they couldn't even properly raise their hands.

"How about it? If I shoot at this distance, I'll be covered in blood too, but if you're okay with that..."

"..."

"You've got guts, I'll give you that. Huh? Ambushing a man while he's taking a piss?"

Giovanni firmly instructed the remaining two to enter different toilet stalls.

Terrified, they did as Giovanni commanded. At this point, Giovanni flushed the toilet. Thanks to this, the golem got to experience the swirling vortex of dirty toilet water right in his face.

One had his face shoved in a toilet, and the other two were too scared to come out of their stalls.

It was Giovanni's complete victory.

"The Vipers are king? I'm a wolf, you idiots."

Shortly after, just as Viola finished extracting useful information from the man, Giovanni joined her with his zipper perfectly fastened.

"Weren't you a bit late?"

"There were too many people in the bathroom. Ah, I think they were this guy's friends."

"..."

The man belatedly remembered the trap he had set.

"Let's go. I've gotten all the useful information."

"Is that so?"

*

While the two caporegimes left the bar and headed somewhere...

Sarina and I arrived at a large mansion located in the central part of the city.

"Be careful going in, Luke."

"Yeah, got it."

Sarina waved her arm at me several times. The armored car that had carried me now took Sarina and headed east.

Sarina's destination was either the Academy or her territory.

I walked through the garden and entered the mansion. In the process, I received greetings from George Skella and other gardeners, wolves, and organization members more times than I could count.

But my most important wives were nowhere to be seen.

If Felicia had been in the annex, she would have come running long ago. It seemed they were in the main building.

"Where are Elena and Felicia?"

"They are in the second-floor living room, sir."

When I asked a servant, it was one of the answers I had expected.

Creeeeak.

As I opened the door wide and entered the living room, the attention of two beauties focused on me.

"Luke, welcome back."

"Did you receive the gift I sent to Veronica?"

I nodded in response to the questions from my two wives, Elena and Felicia.

There was much to say and much to hear.
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As I entered the living room on the second floor of the mansion, Elena and Felicia welcomed me.

While answering my two wives' questions, something caught my eye.

Not just one thing, but two.

The first was whatever Felicia was eating. I couldn't see it up close, but even at a glance, it looked like a lobster pot pie, deliciously simmered with red lobster meat.

"...Hello."

The second was this little fellow who belatedly approached me and shyly greeted me.

"Hello, little one."

Though Elena and Felicia hadn't said anything about this kid yet, I had a vague idea of who he was.

"Luke, he's Solomon's son."

"Yeah, I figured as much."

He resembled his father, and his chubby appearance was quite adorable.

Hamster humans may be a bit bulky, but they're short, which makes them endearing. I definitely wasn't saying that just because they're shorter than me.

"What's your name?"

"Dominic, sir."

His age... was hard to guess just by looking at him. Judging by how clearly he spoke, he didn't seem too young.

Wait, what should I nickname this kid?

Little Little Dom? Li-Little Dom?

While I was lost in these silly thoughts, Dominic quickly moved to hide behind Elena's legs.

"Now I see there's actually a real Little Dom."

The nickname for Dominic is also Dom. His father, Little Dom Solomon, was named Dominico Solomon, hence his nickname Little Dom.

His grandfather was also Dom, so he was called Big Dom.

"Dominic, you don't need to be so afraid."

"Really?"

Elena naturally spoke to Dominic, who seemed scared of me.

But while Dominic was momentarily distracted, I had already moved right next to him.

"So why is he here?"

"Luke, Solomon asked us to take him in."

"..."

It was Felicia who answered me.

Elena didn't seem pleased that her response was stolen, but she didn't show it in front of Dominic.

"Well, I don't mind. Did they just send this little one?"

"No."

Elena stood up and whispered in my ear.

According to her, it seemed they had evacuated the entire Solomon family to my mansion.

Little Dom's mother, who had introduced hamster human genes into the Solomon family, as well as Little Dom's wife and child.

"Just until things settle down over there, right?"

"Yes. If it's uncomfortable for you..."

Elena, unusually, looked at me cautiously. I had clearly said it was fine earlier.

Lately, Elena seemed increasingly attentive to my feelings. In a way, it was evidence that she cherished me, so I didn't mind it.

"Dominic."

"Yes?"

"It's unnecessarily large, but not a bad house, right?"

"...Yes!"

It was strange of me to ask such a question, but Dominic's response—thinking for a moment before answering loudly—wasn't exactly normal either.

I hoped Dominic and his family would feel at ease during their stay, but there seemed to be no need to worry.

"Now, go back to your mother for today."

At Elena's suggestion, Dominic left the living room quickly without replying.

...Or so it seemed. But after completely leaving the living room, Dominic turned back and bowed his head to us.

Solomon seemed to have raised his child well.

"By the way, Feli, what's the occasion?"

It was rare to see her eating before me, and alone at that.

"I suddenly had a craving."

"Ah."

As soon as I heard her answer, I had a vague idea.

Even I knew about pregnant women suddenly craving certain foods.

"What about you, Elena? Do you have any cravings like Felicia?"

"Well, I sometimes crave sour things, but it's not too bad."

"Sour things?"

Lemons, oranges, pickles. These were the first things that came to mind.

"It's good that it's not too severe."

"Well, Elena got pregnant later than me, so it's natural that her symptoms are delayed."

"Why don't you keep quiet?"

Felicia didn't miss the opportunity to tease Elena.

But Elena casually dismissed Felicia's attempt to get under her skin.

"Oh, Felicia. I received the gift your brother sent."

"What gift? Did he give you another strange animal?"

"It was actually for Veronica. And don't call them strange. Please don't say such things about those cute creatures."

"Cute? Why don't you do something about that disgusting moth that's always carrying around paper?"

Heb.

Just from Elena's description, I could guess what it was. I remember removing the paper it had attached last time.

It seemed that while I was dealing with the Sanchez family, Heb had done something wrong to Felicia again and was being punished.

"Hahaha!"

"Luke, I'm being serious."

"Don't hate him so much."

He was the first one who could help us when we were injured.

He enjoyed treating others' wounds so much that he would check various parts of my and Felicia's bodies.

"Maybe I worry too much, but you never know what might happen."

"That's true. Veronica has that woman and McBratney with her, but it doesn't hurt to be careful."

The woman I mentioned wasn't Rita Carmen but Paula Carmen.

Lately, she'd been casually referring to herself as my sister and trying to link the Fellini and Carmen families, calling herself the eldest daughter of the Fellini-Carmen siblings.

Of course, she wasn't seriously claiming this—it was just a joke—but it wasn't a particularly pleasant one.

"Elena, did Little Dom say how long he wanted us to take care of his family?"

"Until they finish cleaning up the Sanchez territory. Even Little Dom doesn't know exactly how long that will take."

*

As I listened to Elena, I sat down next to Felicia.

"Would you like some, Luke?"

"No, I'm fine. You eat plenty."

It was enough just to see Felicia enjoying the red lobster.

"That's unusual. Turning down food."

"Indeed."

Elena remarked with curiosity. But Felicia's craving for that food... it felt as if the child in her womb was the one craving it.

Not that it was actually the case, just how I felt.

"Luke."

"Yes?"

"How was the meeting today?"

This time, Elena sat down next to me. First I had moved next to Felicia, and now Elena had come to sit by me.

And Elena had asked a good question.

"I was just about to tell you. You heard that Manfredi caught Melata, right?"

"Yes."

Elena answered, and Felicia beside her nodded.

"I took Melata from Manfredi and made a deal with Little Dom."

"...So Melata ultimately went to Little Dom."

"Yes, and in exchange, we got all of the Solomon Family's territory in the central part of the city."

That was my biggest achievement at this committee meeting.

"I doubt Manfredi handed over Melata without getting something in return."

"He said he promised Elena. He didn't mention what he'd get in return."

"Ahem."

Elena seemed to belatedly remember that she hadn't been clear about that part. It could have looked like she had given Manfredi a blank check.

"So I agreed to give him an extra 10% of the incoming drugs."

"From our share?"

"Yes. But just this once."

"...Well, that's not too bad."

Fortunately, Elena didn't find any fault with the compensation I had offered Manfredi.

"All of the Solomon Family's territory in the central city. You'll have to think about who to give that territory to."

"We can decide that slowly. It'll take a while for them to finish reorganizing that area anyway."

Though I said this, even I thought it would be a difficult decision.

However, we don't necessarily need to give it to someone new... we could give it to an existing caporegime. Of course, in that case, we'd need to make some adjustments with other caporegimes.

"And we decided how the five families, excluding Russo, will move."

This part didn't need a lengthy explanation. I just needed to share what I had heard with my two wives.

Carmen and Solomon would focus on stabilizing their newly acquired territories and reorganizing their operations.

Fellini would station themselves in the two families' territories to buy them time for reorganization.

Finally, Marinelli would support the Black community to pressure Dragovich from another direction.

"Not bad, all things considered."

"But Russo still struggling with the Vipers is different from what I expected."

"..."

Elena and Felicia each made a comment.

I agreed with both of my wives. It was clear that the five families, excluding Russo, had distributed specific roles and were showing proper movement.

Meanwhile, Russo Family's situation—being unable to join this flow because they were dealing with the Vipers—was something I hadn't anticipated at all.

"Luke, but there's some good news too."

I asked Elena what news had come in.

"It seems Viola and Giovanni have found out where the Vipers are hiding."

"Viola I understand, but Giovanni?"

"Yes, they've started working together."

It's not that I don't trust Giovanni.

Along with Carso and Sarina, he was one of my most trusted inner circle members.

"Isn't Giovanni busy tomorrow anyway?"

"That's what concerns me. Should we leave it to Carso just this once?"

I agreed with Elena's suggestion. If Viola and Giovanni were tracking the Vipers, they would likely achieve some results.

But if Giovanni suddenly had to leave to receive the drugs... it would be neither here nor there.

My two wives and I continued our necessary conversation.

Time passed very quickly during our talk. After finishing dinner, it was already time to go to bed.

As I headed to the bedroom with sleepy eyes, my two wives followed me as if it were the most natural thing.

"What? Why are you following me?"

"Oh my, the rotation system doesn't really matter anymore, does it?"

"..."

"I don't mind."

Elena and Felicia might disagree, but I was now used to sleeping with both my wives.
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The war with the Sanchez Family had ended.

And while it wasn't completely over, we had already conducted one committee meeting that could be considered part of the aftermath.

Though the Viper in the north and Dragovich in the southwest still remained, I could finally catch my breath after what felt like forever.

Perhaps that's why I let my guard down.

Early the next morning.

I clearly remembered how Elena and Felicia had been competitively nagging me until I fell asleep last night.

"..."

But something felt strange about my body.

The sensation was different in many ways from being in a person's—or rather, an elf's—body.

Scents I normally couldn't detect were now pricking my black nose, and I could feel the tail attached to the end of my back and hips moving naturally in different directions.

"Luke, are you awake?"

It seemed I wasn't the only one who had undergone this transformation.

As soon as I heard Elena's voice, her pink tongue licked my body.

If I had become a small gray wolf, Elena had transformed into a much larger gray wolf.

She took in my appearance completely with her red eyes.

Even transformed into a wolf, seeing those intense red eyes—just like in her original form—gave me a sense of reassurance without me realizing it.

"Luke, is this the first time we've both changed like this together?"

"...I think so."

At least as far as I could remember. And it seemed Elena remembered it the same way.

I naturally turned my head to look at Felicia.

She was still sound asleep. I was curious how she would react if she woke up and saw two wolves on the bed.

"How about sleeping a bit more?"

"Sure."

Elena spoke as soon as I looked at Felicia. I felt her unspoken pressure not to mind that woman over her.

I curled up my body slightly.

A wolf's body is quite flexible, making it possible to lie down with my tail tucked under my face.

As I curled myself into a gray donut shape, Elena slowly approached me.

She looked so natural, like a mother wolf embracing her cub.

"Wolf"—one of the five families that formed the foundation of the Fellini Family.

That name wasn't just a metaphor but implied the abilities possessed by wolves.

Not all wolves can do it. Only elven-born wolves with high affinity for nature or animals can transform.

The compatibility for transforming into specific animals varies greatly between individuals, but the most versatile animal form was the wolf.

"..."

With my eyes closed to go back to sleep, I decided to lean my body against Elena completely.

Since Elena was already holding me, there was no need to keep my eyes open.

Every time I rustled my body, Elena would flinch and adjust her position to accommodate me. Like me, wolf-form Elena felt like a fluffy fur pillow, to exaggerate a bit.

It was like a small fur pillow using a large fur pillow as support.

How much time passed after that?

"Oh my."

Along with the feeling of the blanket being completely pulled back, I heard a slightly surprised voice. Without question, it was Felicia's voice.

"...Feli?"

Felicia carefully picked me up as I was squirming in Elena's embrace.

"Luke, it's been a while since I've seen you like this."

Still not fully awake, I nodded to her. Very slowly at that.

"Grrrr!"

As soon as Felicia carefully lifted me with both hands.

Elena, who had lost me from her embrace, growled at her in wolf form.

"Elena, I didn't know you could transform like that too. More importantly, could you speak in human language?"

Regardless, Elena fully bared her fangs. Even I could see how threatening her slightly trembling eyes and red irises looked.

"Wait a moment."

Speaking human language with a wolf's oral structure feels quite strange.

But it wasn't impossible for those who were originally elves before transforming into wolves.

I shook my body around to escape from Felicia's hands. Elena tried to catch me as I came down to the bed, but I avoided her too and headed for the floor.

"Luke, where are you going?"

"Bathroom. Won't take long."

Both wives seemed quite disappointed that they couldn't hold onto me in this form any longer.

But there was no benefit to staying in this state.

Unless it was a situation that required a wolf's sensitive sense of smell and wild instincts.

Above all, it was obvious that both Elena and Felicia would try to monopolize me in this form.

"..."

But there was something I hadn't anticipated.

It was quite difficult to enter the bathroom in my current form. Since I wanted to return to my original form in the bathroom, I turned my head to look at Felicia.

"...Luke, wait a moment."

Creak.

"Thanks."

"Don't mention it."

I safely entered the bathroom, and confirmed that the door closed properly.

I couldn't lock it, but... that probably wasn't necessary.

Meanwhile, I could faintly hear Elena and Felicia talking outside after I entered the bathroom.

Elves have good hearing, but wolves clearly have even better hearing.

"..."

Standing in the middle of the bathroom, I shook my body once or twice.

After repeating this process several times, I, who had been a small wolf, had returned to being a small elf.

"I'm still small either way."

Compared to my wolf form, I had grown several times taller, but the fact that I was short in my original form remained unchanged.

It was frustrating, but that was an unavoidable aspect in this world.

I wondered why, with both science and magic available, there wasn't a way to grow taller. They could even solve baldness.

Well, to be precise, it was possible to make oneself appear taller. By distorting one's actual appearance to make others perceive you differently.

But I didn't want to become that ugly.

Click.

Warm water poured through the shower hose, and soon steam filled the bathroom.

Unlike Elena, I didn't have long hair, nor did I have special body parts like Felicia's tail that required particular care.

Being a man, I was already quick with showers.

Before long, I emerged from the bathroom with just a towel covering the necessary parts, accompanied by steam, and both wives welcomed me.

Meanwhile, wolf-form Elena's and Felicia's tails were tangled together. They must have been fighting with their tails.

*

"Luke, don't close the door."

"Going to shower right away?"

"Yes, I need to return to my original form too."

Elena said that and came down from the bed toward me.

A noble wolf. I opened the bathroom door wide for her, and as soon as she entered, I closed it.

From inside, I could hear Elena belatedly thanking me.

"Feli, what's with that look?"

"I'm just a bit disappointed. I liked your cute wolf form."

"I'm sure you did. You've always liked animals."

"No, not for that reason. I liked it because it was you as a small wolf."

Felicia spoke boldly and honestly, saying things that made even me blush just hearing them.

But just as she likes "me" in wolf form, I also really like this honest side of her.

While I was briefly thinking about that, Felicia had already approached me and grabbed my wrist. Then she tried to lead me to the bed.

"Felicia, wait a moment."

"Whyyy? I should get to have you all to myself until Elena comes out."

I was planning to get dressed first, but Felicia wanted to take advantage of Elena's shower time to make love more seriously.

"Hmph."

As I made a face that suggested I had no choice, Felicia started tapping my thigh with her long tail.

I was about to be led to the bed by her.

If only the phone hadn't suddenly rung.

"..."

"Just a moment."

I could see Felicia's face quickly hardening. But answering the phone had to come first.

Calls coming in early in the morning were often urgent matters.

"Hey, it's me."

"Boss, we've found the Vipers."

The owner of this calm yet somehow excited voice was Giovanni.

"Where are they? They're in the city, right?"

"In the northern outskirts. It was originally territory held by the Russo Family."

According to Giovanni, the Viper was hiding in a small town.

It was a place ruled by one of Darius's cousins, a caporegime of the Russo Family, but it seemed the original owner had been eliminated by the Viper.

"Did you tell the Russo guys too?"

"Yes, but there's something else I need to tell you."

"What is it?"

It was strange that Giovanni was being uncharacteristically hesitant.

"Viola and I have surrounded the town, but they've noticed us."

If he said they noticed, not just that they might have noticed, something must have happened.

"One of the Vipers came to us and told us to relay a message to you."

"I'm fine, just tell me quickly. What did they say?"

"They want to meet you in person to talk."

"Are they suggesting some kind of summit at this point?"

"Yes, it seems so."

The voice on the other end of the receiver had changed. It sounded like Viola Carmen.

"Viola?"

"Yes, Godfather."

After confirming it was indeed Viola, she asked me how I wanted to respond.

"How long until the Russo guys arrive?"

"It will take at least a few more minutes. And even longer for enough reinforcements to be truly helpful."

"Then let's stall for time."

I told Giovanni and Viola to relay my words to buy time.

According to what the Viper had conveyed, I was willing to meet with them directly for talks, but I attached several conditions.

I delivered these conditions sequentially, and Giovanni and Viola relayed the Vipers' responses back to me.

I hoped this would buy us a few minutes.

Meanwhile, I decided to make the final condition somewhat significant.

"..."

"Boss, are you sure about this? What if they actually agree?"

"We'll see when the time comes."

The final condition I conveyed to the two:

I would meet the Viper directly for talks, but the content would be their submission or surrender.

Recently, the Vipers had lost a significant number of their subordinates, and in their current situation, there seemed to be no hope. On top of that, Giovanni and Viola had discovered their hideout.

In such a desperate crisis... I thought it might be possible.
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"Just relay what I said."

"Yes, brother. Understood."

Click.

No sooner had I put down the receiver than I felt Felicia's piercing gaze.

"Feli, what's wrong?"

"It doesn't seem like such a good idea."

Felicia had interrupted our intimate moment that we were about to have while Elena was in the shower.

She wasn't angry about that, though. More precisely, she didn't seem to like what I was planning to do.

"I heard one of Darius Russo's brothers was also taken down by the Viper."

"Vesus?"

"You know him well. And yet you still want to meet the Viper in person?"

"..."

I moved away from the phone and approached Felicia. Gently taking both her hands, I slowly led her to the bed.

"Felicia. I understand your concern, but sometimes we need to take risks."

"That may be true, but Luke, you take too many risks."

"Ahem."

"Don't you think so too, Luke? If we asked Elena, she'd say the same thing."

The fact that she even brought up Elena showed how serious she was. But I had my reasons.

Of course, I needed Felicia's help to confirm whether my plan would actually work.

"Feli, let me ask you one thing."

"...What is it?"

"I heard poisons don't affect slimes. Is that true?"

"..."

Felicia gave me a puzzled look as soon as she heard my question.

"It depends on the poison. But slimes as a species are already a kind of poison themselves..."

She shared with me what she knew about slimes.

I figured it might have something to do with old man Leonhart being a founding member of the Marimelli Family.

"But why are you asking?"

"I think it might be useful when meeting the Viper."

I whispered my plan into her ear.

"..."

"What do you think? Will it work?"

"It's not perfect... but if combined properly, it might work. But are the Vipers really at that level?"

"Snake people are known to be sensitive and perceptive."

She had a point.

The Vipers are typically snake people, and snake people share some physical characteristics with actual snakes. The good news is that they can't see infrared like real snakes.

But even excluding that, they were still formidable opponents.

At that moment.

"What are you two talking about?"

The bathroom door opened, and Elena appeared. Like me, she had covered herself with a towel, but the effect was quite different.

Maybe it was because she was taller and bigger.

While I was adequately covered by my towel, Elena was far from it.

"Elena. We all know you're unnecessarily muscular, so how about covering up a bit more?"

"Are you jealous right now?"

"...What?"

Felicia was taken aback by Elena's sudden provocation, especially since we were in the middle of a serious conversation.

"Elena, while you were showering, Giovanni called."

"Giovanni? Why, did he catch the Viper?"

"..."

"Really?!"

I nodded silently. Elena asked again, as if she couldn't believe it.

"It's true. Giovanni and Viola found their hideout. Soon, the Russo Family and others will gather to completely surround them."

"Luke, you shouldn't leave out important details."

"..."

"What? What else is there?"

"The Vipers want to meet me directly. But for now, I've instructed our side to relay our demands while keeping them contained."

It was important for Giovanni to buy time by going back and forth between me and the Vipers until our allies arrived on the scene.

"...So? What did you tell him?"

"I told him to relay that I might meet them in person if they submit or surrender to us."

"What?!"

"Elena, don't you think that's a bad idea too?"

Felicia didn't miss the opportunity to confirm that Elena shared her concerns, as Elena's reaction was not much different from what Felicia had expected.

"Luke, that's too dangerous."

"It's just to buy time until our allies arrive."

"What if they accept those terms?"

"If the Vipers submit or surrender to us... it might be worth trying."

Both my wives, Elena and Felicia, looked like they had a lot to say.

"Elena. Just calm down for a moment. Hear me out first."

"...Alright."

I shared with her the same plan I had told Felicia.

A method to minimize the risk while meeting the Viper in person, utilizing the slime's immunity to poison.

"Felicia. Is it true that poisons don't affect slimes?"

"Generally, yes. Though it depends on the poison."

The venom that the Viper carries isn't just any poison. It's an extremely potent toxin.

That's what Felicia was concerned about.

"And there's another issue. Which slime will accompany you?"

"Alex Leonhart. He's the one I have in mind right now."

"..."

After hearing everything I had to say, Elena's expression was quite profound.

She seemed to respect me but thought there were too many uncertain elements for success... yet she couldn't bring herself to say it outright.

It was just my guess, but Elena's current expression was deep enough for me to make such an assumption.

"Luke."

"Yes?"

*

I left the two wives in the bedroom and departed from the mansion alone.

Elena and Felicia watched their small, cute husband leave from the bedroom window and spoke.

"Will he really be okay?"

"Sigh... Luke will be fine. And we've added conditions just in case."

"I hope nothing happens, as you think."

There was no trace of their usual sharp responses or mockery towards each other.

Both of them loved their husband deeply and equally wished for his safe return.

Afterward, Elena called Giovanni again.

She wanted to inform him of the conditions her husband had set in exchange for taking this risk. The conditions she relayed to Giovanni were as follows:

The meeting place must be open, not enclosed.

Both sides should bring sufficient escorts and maintain distance from each other during the proceedings.

"Got it? Make sure they understand clearly."

"Yes, Miss."

Meanwhile, I boarded an armored car waiting in the mansion's garage.

I had already changed into a black double-breasted coat. Normally, I would have worn a white suit with a red shirt, but perhaps I was unconsciously tense.

"Boss, where should I take you?"

"First to old man Leonhart's territory."

"Understood."

I would have preferred to head directly to the Viper's hideout that Giovanni had discovered, but that wasn't possible.

First, I needed to meet with old man Leonhart to prepare what I needed for my plan.

More accurately, I needed to make preliminary arrangements.

"..."

The preliminary preparations for my plan went more smoothly than I had anticipated.

Finding a capable magician was quite easy. The next part required old man Leonhart's cooperation.

"It doesn't have to be you specifically, just any slime would do. What do you think?"

"Hmm..."

Old man Leonhart had a rather ambiguous reaction to my plan to deceive the Viper.

"What? Is the Viper's poison too much even for slimes?"

"No, it's not that bad. But ordinary slimes wouldn't be able to withstand the Viper's poison."

"So it has to be someone of your caliber?"

"Yes."

Old man Leonhart answered with an unpleasant smile.

I wasn't particularly thrilled about trusting an ambitious man who had moved between the five Families.

"Are you sure?"

"You might be fine. But it's not a probability I'd recommend."

"Tsk."

No choice, then.

At least old man Leonhart didn't mention what he would receive in return for this job.

That part was quite positive. Of course, it could end up with me giving him a blank check like Elena did with Manfredi, but I'm not that easy to push around.

"But I'm not sure if this method will work on them."

"That's because you don't know how much magic has advanced these days."

"Is that so?"

I told the old man not to trust me, but to trust the steadily progressing magical community of our country.

He agreed without much resistance.

To explain my plan to deceive the Viper: it's quite simple.

I prepare a stand-in for myself and use magic to disguise them to look like me.

Next to the fake me will be old man Leonhart, who will have me inside his body. Of course, he'll be disguised as someone else.

This way, even if the Vipers clearly intend to harm me, we can create enough confusion.

The person they thought was me won't be me, and the escort beside them will actually be me.

Plus, while inside the old man's body, I'll be immune to the Vipers' most powerful weapon—their poison.

'Even if my disguise is discovered, I can still smooth things over.'

Although I used a disguise to deceive them, I wasn't absent from the meeting.

It's closer to "I didn't lie" than anything else.

After getting old man Leonhart into my car, we met up with a capable magician at a suitable location.

Our Family regularly employs several magicians.

The one who joined us this time specialized in illusion magic that distorts a specific target's appearance to make them look different to others.

"Good, now let's head straight to the Vipers' hideout. Step on it."

"Yes!"

The driver began driving roughly as soon as I gave the order. It was necessary to maintain speed.

"If we succeed this time... the only one left will be Dragovich."

"Let's save those thoughts for after we finish this job."

***

Here's the latest update on Felicia's color cover.

It's almost complete, but finishing touches are currently in progress. It was supposed to be done yesterday, but it seems it will be extended until Wednesday.

Purple lines have been added to the stripes on her horns, and the overall body proportions have been readjusted.

The artist feels that issues like hands appearing too small compared to other covers they've worked on have been reduced, but I'm not sure how readers will perceive it.

Ch.146 - Wolf and Viper (4)
# Death Plains, a small town located on the northern outskirts of Heavily.

The name sounds incredibly brutal, but to be precise, it's not "Death" Plains but "Des" Plains. Apparently, the city was named after the Des Plaines River that flows nearby.

A typical small town with nothing particularly noteworthy.

With a population of less than 60,000, there was only one reason for my visit.

This was where the Vipers had their hideout.

"Hmm, it's been a while since I've been here."

"You've been here before?"

"It's natural for people of your age, Godfather, not to know about it."

A statement that might seem disrespectful.

But old man Leonhart simply said whatever he wanted to say.

This seemingly unremarkable town... was apparently where a famous fast-food chain first opened.

"Jimmy Kroc operated the first Airdrome here."

"Airdrome?"

"That's what they used to call Greenberg back then."

I wondered just how far back in time he was talking about.

According to the old man, the Greenberg brothers, who were Orcs, ran a hamburger restaurant called Airdrome, and a businessman named Jimmy Kroc approached them and changed the name from Airdrome to Greenberg.

Greenberg was a fairly well-known fast-food chain in this world. In the world I came from, it would be something like McD*nalds or L*tteria.

Particularly, the fact that the founding brothers' surname became the name of the business made me think it was most similar to McD*nalds.

But I wondered what significance any of this had.

"So what's your point? The Vipers didn't hide here just to eat hamburgers."

"Well, that's true... I was just trying to lighten the mood a bit."

The old man spoke as if he detested serious and heavy atmospheres.

"Lighten what? We're almost there anyway. Let's start getting ready."

"Yes, Godfather."

Both the old man and the wolf driver responded energetically to my words.

That was because the person who would be playing the role of my decoy this time was none other than my armored car driver.

He had been my driver for several years and knew my mannerisms to some extent, yet he wasn't part of the Family's upper echelon or a caporegime.

If something were to happen, he was in a suitable position.

Of course, even as a driver, a wolf is still a wolf.

It would be a shame to use him as a mere disposable pawn. So while it wasn't as safe as hiding inside old man Leonhart's body, there were still some safety measures in place for him.

"Godfather, how does it look?"

"It's perfect. What do you think, old man?"

"...On the surface, he looks no different from you, Godfather."

The old man answered my question acknowledging the impressiveness of the advanced magic, though with some reservation.

"If everything goes according to plan, we couldn't ask for more."

"Godfather, it's time for you to get on the walker."

"..."

The armored car driven by the driver who now looked like me was about to arrive at our destination.

The old man hurriedly tried to hide me inside his body. That was the plan from the beginning, after all.

"I thought about this before, but it feels really disgusting."

"Perhaps you could spare a thought for this old man who has to put you inside his body, Godfather?"

Neither I who was being hidden nor the old man doing the hiding felt particularly good about the arrangement.

"Sigh... can't be helped."

All three people in the armored car did what they needed to do.

A few minutes later, the armored car arrived at its destination. Only two people got out of the car.

Luke Pellini, one of the bosses of the Pellini Family and a Godfather, and his driver.

As soon as the Godfather appeared in Des Plaines, two other people approached.

Giovanni and Viola Carmen.

They had helped the Russo Family in the war against the Vipers, and now they had even discovered the location of the Vipers' hideout.

"Brother, you arrived earlier than expected."

"...How's the situation with the Vipers?"

Luke Pellini responded with a slightly awkward voice, unlike his usual self.

The gait of the driver following him was also strangely off, but Giovanni and Viola didn't mind.

Now wasn't the time to worry about such trivial details.

"They've been complying with all our demands."

"Though they seem to be reaching the limits of their patience."

As soon as Viola answered, Giovanni approached Luke and whispered in his ear.

He said that the Vipers had also accepted the two conditions conveyed by Elena Pellini, another boss of the Pellini Family.

Before Luke could ask what those two conditions were, Giovanni began a thorough explanation.

The meeting would take place in an open location, not a closed one.

And they would both bring sufficient escorts, maintain an appropriate distance from each other, and not approach more than necessary.

"...Not bad."

"Brother, shall we meet the Vipers right away?"

Luke instinctively looked at his driver after hearing Giovanni's words. The driver didn't move a muscle, and Luke nodded.

"You make it sound like we have other options."

"We could wipe them all out right now if we wanted. Even without the Russo Family, we already have them surrounded."

At Viola's sudden suggestion, Giovanni slowly nodded.

The opinion was to clean things up neatly here, without taking any risks. But Luke didn't want to end things that way, especially since they were dealing with the Vipers.

No, at least the person they thought he was would certainly think that way.

"Take me to them now."

"...Understood."

While Giovanni led Luke and the driver somewhere with a resigned expression,

Viola began directing her subordinates and the wolves under Giovanni's command. Although the easy path had been blocked, it was uncertain when the situation might take a turn for the worse.

They needed to be fully prepared to respond immediately to whatever might happen.

And so.

According to the conditions set by the Godmother, the meeting between the two sides was held in a suitable field in Des Plaines.

"Are those guys over there?"

"Yes. The taller one is the leader, and the shorter one is his escort."

"Names?"

The leader of the Vipers, Dwight. And the escort beside him, Viper Connor.

Thanks to the information provided by Viper Angela, who had fallen out with them and become a caporegime in our Pellini Family, we knew a fair bit about Dwight.

But there was nothing about this Connor in the information Angela had passed on.

Luke and Giovanni only had a brief moment to talk. They were approaching the field where the Viper side had already arrived.

*

"Wolf."

"Viper. Dwight, was it?"

Dwight called out to Luke first, and Luke responded in kind.

Giovanni tactfully moved away from Luke and the driver, keeping his distance and starting to watch the field.

Two people on their side, so two people on our side was sufficient.

The Godmother had clearly instructed to bring sufficient escorts, and accordingly, there were members of the Pellini Family surrounding the field along with Giovanni.

"I know you well, but you probably don't know me."

"...Well, I suppose that's true."

Dwight, the current leader of the Vipers.

He was originally just one of the Vipers.

When the Five Families began the purge of the Vipers, and the Spiders and Wolves thoroughly ravaged them, he unexpectedly became the leader of the Vipers.

He had the most experience among the surviving Vipers. Even that was only about 5 years.

That's how far the Vipers had fallen.

"I heard you recently took down Sanchez."

"To be precise, it was Gata Melata. Sanchez is still in custody."

They had captured Gata Melata and also had Sanchez's weakness, his daughter the Golem Princess, in their grasp.

They hadn't been able to deal with Sanchez yet, but the situation was essentially a victory.

"Anyway, that leaves only Dragovich."

"Yes, you could say that."

So far, these were not particularly important conversations.

Well, they did serve as an indicator of the level of intelligence the Vipers had.

"Let's get to the main point."

As Luke said this, he carefully examined Dwight.

Was his impression a bit different from what he had heard beforehand? According to Angela's information, Dwight was a man obsessed with revenge and lacked the ability to objectively assess situations.

But the Viper leader he was facing now was quite... calm.

"...Alright, let's do that."

Submit or surrender.

It was the final condition thrown out just in case.

"But we have conditions too."

"What? I don't think you're in a position to set conditions."

"..."

At Luke's words, the driver's body momentarily flinched.

Luke seemed to understand why, but Dwight didn't think much of it.

"Let's hear it at least."

"Vito Marinelli. We want a chance for revenge against him."

"No."

"In return, we'll pledge absolute loyalty to you. Just like we used to show to the Five Families in the past."

"I said no. The situation now is completely different from the past, both for you and the Five Families."

He wondered if they were in their right mind to suggest such a crazy idea as targeting the Godfather's wife and her family.

"And Vito Marinelli. That guy is just an old man addicted to Blue Eyes."

"..."

Originally, three families from the Five Families had led the creation of the Vipers.

Casio, Marmala, and Marinelli.

The Casio Family became today's Sanchez Family, and the Marmala Family became today's Carmen Family.

Regardless of the creation of the Vipers, all Five Families decided on the purge of the Vipers. Of course, there were differences of opinion regarding the severity of the purge.

"How about being satisfied with Eddie Sanchez and Mikhail Dragovich?"

It was a generous and kind offer for the Vipers who had been pushed back by the Russo Family and were hiding in a place like this.

They might not want to admit it, but still.

"It's not entirely satisfying, but it's generous. Do you want us in your hands that badly?"

"That's part of it, but it's also about helping someone who was in the same situation."

Luke continued speaking.

He said that if the Vipers submitted to him here and now, they would become directly subordinate to the Godfather, and he promised them a caporegime position like Angela.

"..."

"You have the luxury of silence, so I guess you're still doing okay."

Luke immediately sneered when Dwight's reaction was more lukewarm than expected. The escort beside him flinched again.

"Alright."

"What?"

Luke asked again at Dwight's sudden response.

"I'll submit or surrender, whatever you want to call it. But you'll guarantee our safety, right?"

"Yes, I just said that. You'll be directly under me."

"But there's something I want to confirm first."

"Here we go again. I told you that you're not in a position to set conditions."

"Yes, that's right. Then how about this?"

Dwight nodded to his escort. Immediately, the Viper named Connor hastily left his position.

"Hey! Stop!"

Giovanni and his subordinates, who had been waiting from a distance, immediately tried to stop Connor's sudden action.

At that moment.

An abnormal green smoke erupted from Dwight's body.

"Let's test how lucky you are."

"You crazy bas—"

The threatening poison mist rushed towards Luke and his driver.

Luke quickly rolled to avoid it, but the poison mist covered him faster than he could escape.

The situation was similar for the driver beside him. But simultaneously, the forms of the two people flickered.

As if they weren't in their original forms.

"Brother!"

Just as Giovanni shouted with a voice full of concern, bullets began to rain towards the poison mist.

It was the Pellini Family members following Viola's orders.

After a barrage of bullets, a dull gunshot followed from within the dark green poison mist.

At the same time, there was a sound like a figure collapsing onto the field from within the mist.

Meanwhile, there was also a change on Luke and the driver's side, who had been caught in Dwight's self-destructive attack.

The appearances of the two people who had been Luke and the driver until just a moment ago were nowhere to be seen. Instead, there was a driver collapsed on the field and a slime moving with the help of a walker.

"...Godfather. Godfather!"

The old slime shouted urgently while rapidly transforming his body. As if creating an emergency exit for someone inside him.

That someone also quickly escaped from the slime's body.

"...Phew."

He was the real Godfather, Luke Pellini.

The small elf who Dwight had believed without a doubt to be Luke Pellini was merely Luke Pellini's driver.

Ch.147 - Wolf (5)
**The Head of the Vipers, Dwight.**

I don't know what he was thinking when he did this.

But the old man Leonhart and I turned his final test into a miserable death.

"Brother!"

Giovanni approached me right after it happened. I didn't let him support me.

"...Not yet. Not yet. I'm fine, so keep your guard up."

Although the old man had acted as a barrier against the viper's poison, there was still a chance some of it had gotten on me.

And while I heard gunshots in the green mist and saw something fall, I couldn't be certain of anything.

Even now, the old man, the driver, and I were appearing as completely different figures, our true appearances distorted to others' eyes.

"Stay back! I said stay back, you idiots!"

Meanwhile, old man Leonhart fled as if having a seizure when organization members approached him.

It was a natural reaction, considering that both he and his walker had been directly exposed to the poison.

"...!"

I'd been so distracted by the old man that I'd forgotten something important.

"Where's Warren?!"

"He's over there, Brother."

Giovanni pointed to where my driver was, and the organization members standing there quickly moved aside.

I got up without anyone's support.

I wasn't seriously injured thanks to the old man's soft body, but I had taken some impact from the sudden movement.

"I'm fine."

I answered the wolves and organization members who tried to support me and instructed them to step back.

"..."

Compared to the old man and me who had been in the same place, Warren looked to be in the worst condition.

"At least he seems to be breathing."

"That's fortunate, but..."

He didn't appear to have been fully exposed to the viper's poison.

If he had been exposed to their deadly venom, Warren would be convulsing violently and writhing in agony by now.

I had seen people die like that several times before.

Though our relationship is what it is now, the Vipers were once on the same side as us Wolves.

"At least the expensive magic was worth it."

"Godfather."

"Viola."

A lady with snow-white hair approached Giovanni and me as we checked on Warren's condition.

"We've subdued all the other Vipers. What should we do with them?"

"Don't keep them together. Knock them out separately and take them to Angela."

"Yes."

I was contemplating how to deal with the other Vipers besides Dwight.

If this incident was carried out on his own without informing the other Vipers, then the others must at least have different thoughts from him.

Above all, they didn't show any solidarity even though their leader had self-destructed.

...No, maybe he had already told them what he was going to do.

"You there. Follow me."

Viola selected the necessary personnel to carry out my instructions.

"Warren. Warren! Wake up!"

While I was talking with Viola, Giovanni tried to wake Warren up. Of course, he didn't make physical contact, instead shouting from a safe distance.

It was natural to be cautious since Warren had also been exposed to the viper's poison.

Meanwhile, the blue barrier surrounding Warren's body began to fade. That was one of the spells we had prepared for this meeting with the Vipers.

The first was magic that distorted the user's appearance, making them look completely different to others.

That magic was used on Warren and the old man who was inside my body, but Warren also had the barrier spell cast on him. Just changing one's appearance wouldn't neutralize the viper's poison.

We needed something to protect Warren safely from the poison.

"Giovanni, bring the magician."

"Yes."

Though he hadn't gotten out of the car, there was someone who had been riding in the armored vehicle Warren was driving.

He was the one who had cast the spells on me, the old man, and Warren.

"Brother, at least he's still breathing."

"...Don't get too close. The Vipers' poison is stronger than you think."

I was inwardly relieved at the other wolves' words.

But I didn't forget to warn them. The Viper's poison was perfect for claiming additional victims if approached with misplaced sympathy.

"Are you alright, Godfather?"

"What about the old man and his walker?"

"I discarded it. It's not like I only have one, you know."

He treated the walker like the families he had moved between over the years.

"So it seems even the Viper's poison is truly useless against slimes."

"I told you before, not all slimes are like that."

Yes, yes. He certainly did.

The old man didn't miss the opportunity to start boasting about himself again.

"But your color looks a bit strange."

"It's gotten a bit darker."

"Must be from those Viper bastards' poison."

I said that while moving away from the old man.

I had prepared so thoroughly to avoid being affected by any poison; I couldn't let it all be for nothing by coming into contact with the old man.

"Brother. I've brought him."

"Ah, you're here."

"Godfather? Is the dangerous situation over?"

I nodded to the magician.

"Don't worry and just cast your spell on our driver friend."

"Godfather, as I mentioned earlier, the cost of that spell is—"

"...Don't worry about the money. Just do it."

The magician was terrified by my response.

No wonder, since not only my expression but also those of Giovanni and the other wolves beside me had turned grim.

The old man had put some distance between us and was now far away. The sight of a rectangular slime sitting alone in the middle of the field was quite something.

"Godfather, it's done."

"You used the same one as before, right?"

"Yes."

Only after the magician's matter-of-fact response did I finally feel at ease.

"Giovanni, get Warren into the car too. Let's get out of here right away."

"Yes, Brother."

*

We left this small town as suddenly as we had arrived.

Viola and her subordinates headed to their territory, and Giovanni's subordinates were the only ones escorting my armored car.

"He's definitely not as good as Warren."

"Of course not. Warren's been driving your car for over five years."

When we came to Des Plaines, there were four people in the armored car, but when we left, there were only three.

Warren and the old man were put in separate cars.

"..."

Honestly, taking the old man in the car didn't seem like a great idea, but we couldn't just leave him there either.

I considered putting him in the trunk, but... he would have hated that so much.

"Brother, I think that was the Russo guys just now."

"They're late."

"Too late. Come to think of it, those bastards are so incompetent that we ended up doing all the important work."

"Well, they were up against the Vipers, so it's understandable."

I thought there was no need to be overly harsh about failure, even if we shouldn't be too lenient either.

"...Brother."

"What?"

"What are you going to do with the remaining Vipers?"

I had entrusted them to the woman who knew the Vipers best—a former Viper herself. But that was closer to a new beginning than an end.

"Call Carso and Salmo."

"Yes, I'll contact them as soon as we arrive at the mansion."

The Underboss and Consigliere.

Along with the Godfather, Godmother, and Felicia from the Marinelli Family.

Essentially, the entire upper echelon of the Fellini Family would be gathering. There was no need to call all the Caporegimes.

After all, it was Carso's role as Underboss to represent their concerns.

Meanwhile, news of how the meeting between the Wolves and Vipers in Des Plaines had ended spread instantly. The Russo Family, who arrived at the scene a bit late, immediately contacted the Five Families.

"Damn it!"

"Arta, don't waste your energy on pointless matters."

Damar Russo, the Consigliere of the Russo Family, tried to restrain the heir, Arta Russo.

"Uncle, how is this pointless?"

Arta was furious and incredulous that the war had ended so anticlimactically.

Above all, it had been a golden opportunity to avenge another uncle. After all, Vesus, one of Darius Russo's brothers, was fighting for his life after being poisoned by a Viper.

Though "fighting for his life" was putting it mildly—he was essentially as good as dead.

"We should be grateful that the Godfather took the damage we might have suffered."

"..."

Damar tried to make a rational judgment.

It wasn't that he didn't want to pay back the Vipers for what they did to his brother.

But what could he do?

The Russo Family's contribution to this war had been so pathetic.

While the Russo Family experienced a mix of emotions at this news, other families also showed various reactions.

The Solomon Family was too busy dealing with the remnants of the Sanchez Family and stabilizing their new territory to care much.

"Now we don't have to worry about being bitten by Vipers from behind."

"Yes, sister. I just hope my brother wasn't injured."

The two sisters of the Carmen Family were in a better situation than Solomon.

Pola was relieved that they could now focus on the Dragovich Family, while Veronica was deeply worried about her brother.

"It seems our brother-in-law has dealt with the Vipers."

"Then Dragovich will be next soon."

"We've wasted too much time on those dying bastards from the start."

The Marinelli siblings didn't miss this news either. Manfredi was the first to bring up the topic.

"Luca, you're too negative."

"Laia, maybe you're too positive."

"Both of you, stop it. The Vipers were already holding grudges against us, so this incident isn't bad from our perspective."

The eldest son Manfredi, second daughter Laia, and youngest son Luca.

Felicia's other sisters were also present, but they were distracted by other topics. They had little involvement in family business anyway.

"Brother, but it's not completely over yet."

"Right. Only their leader died; the rest of the Vipers are still alive."

"What if our esteemed brother-in-law decides to spare them?"

"No way, he almost died because of them."

Laia responded negatively.

Even if the Godfather made such a decision, she didn't think her sister—the Godfather's sister and Godmother—would stand for it.

"You never know. He's always liked keeping strange people around him. Besides, they're Vipers. Spiders, Wolves, Vipers—birds of a feather, right?"

"..."

But Luca had a point.

Even Manfredi was momentarily speechless, thinking it plausible.

While the Marinelli siblings were considering all possibilities, the armored car driven by Giovanni arrived at the grand mansion in the central city.

"Giovanni, call Carso and Salmo right away."

"Yes, and what about you, Brother?"

"I'll check on Warren's condition before coming in."

I checked the car Warren was in and told the wolves inside to bring Warren and follow me.

I headed to one of the annexes of this large mansion.

Creeak. As soon as I opened the door, a familiar sound accompanied a cute white ball of fur flying toward me.

"Keeeeek!"

"Heb."

The owner of this mansion I was looking for had found me first.

Without needing to ask, I placed Heb on Warren's body. Heb then moved around on Warren, whose complexion was visibly poor.

"Brother, are you sure it's okay to leave him like this?"

"Don't worry. This little one is the best at healing people."

"..."

The other wolves still looked doubtful.

After Warren's treatment was completed in the annex, I instructed the wolves to take him into the mansion and lay him down in a suitable room.

"Yes, Brother."

"..."

Since Giovanni had contacted them, the Underboss and Consigliere would be arriving soon.

I headed to see my two wives first.

'They must be very worried about this incident.'

Ch.148 - Viper (6)
In a parking lot in the northeastern part of Heavily.

There, two caporegimes of the Pellini Family, Angela and Michael, were waiting with their subordinates for someone's arrival.

How much time had passed?

More than five cars began to appear in a line.

"Boss, they're here."

"I know."

Michael replied to his subordinate's words with a troubled expression.

The reaction that this situation was unbearably burdensome wasn't his alone.

"..."

Angela was positioned right next to Michael.

Despair and anxiety hung heavily on her face. Her viper-like nature only accentuated these feelings.

Vipers had darker skin than other snake people due to the influence of the venom they had injected into their bodies.

"Sigh..."

How did things end up like this?

Was it from when the five families decided to purge the vipers?

Or when Dwight, the last leader of the vipers, decided to stand against the new five families without considering his chances?

Or perhaps when Angela herself chose to walk a different path from the other vipers?

Of course, even if she hadn't left the other vipers, the number of surviving vipers would have been only six. The war with the Russo Family might have lasted longer, but they wouldn't have won.

Objectively speaking, that would be the case.

But even so, Angela had no way to deal with these indescribable emotions tormenting her deep inside.

While Angela was lost in thought, several cars arrived at the parking lot.

"..."

Angela decided to deliberately hide her anxiety. Ordinary people might say that such things can't be hidden just by trying to hide them, but it was different for vipers.

They had received various training from the five families.

They needed to infiltrate among enemies while carrying powerful deadly poison in their bodies, and approach targets without arousing suspicion.

And so, Angela's mind became like the surface of a quiet lake, without significant ripples.

With the sound of car doors opening, several new faces appeared in the parking lot.

Viola Carmen.

Needless to say, she was Rita Carmen's younger sister and a caporegime who had been entrusted with managing the northeast of Heavily by the Godfather and Godmother.

Angela and Michael were also caporegimes like her, but that didn't mean there was no hierarchy among the three.

"Miss Viola."

Angela cautiously approached Viola and her subordinates.

She didn't get too close at once. She waited for Viola's permission at an appropriate distance, and when Viola nodded, she approached completely.

"Angela, I assume you've heard about the current situation?"

"Yes."

The viper traitor bowed her head to the spider traitor standing before her.

The two women were quite similar in that they had betrayed their original organizations and now belonged to the Pellini Family.

"Michael."

"Yes, Miss Viola."

Meanwhile, Viola called for the other caporegime after finishing her brief conversation with Angela.

Since Michael was originally a wolf... coincidentally, wolves, spiders, and vipers were all gathered in this parking lot.

"We've captured five vipers from the scene. And..."

"...Pardon?"

"Angela, is there a problem?"

Michael's expression soured at Angela's sudden question. After all, Viola had been speaking to him, not her.

"Did you say five?"

"Yes, it would have been six if Dwight hadn't died."

"..."

Ironically, Michael was the first to understand the problem with this conversation.

"I thought there were six surviving vipers including Angela."

With six, and Dwight having met his pathetic end, there should be five left. And since Angela was here now, the number of vipers Viola should be handing over to them should be four.

But despite Angela and Michael's reactions, Viola maintained her calm demeanor.

"I was just about to mention that. They must have created a new viper in the meantime."

Viola mentioned that the name of this new viper was Connor.

This wasn't simply to introduce Connor to the two caporegimes, but to ask if they knew anything about him.

"I've never heard that name."

"Then it seems he really is a newly made viper."

*

Having resolved one small question, Viola proceeded with her task.

She entrusted the five vipers to Angela and Michael.

"Are we supposed to continue managing these guys?"

"No, not at all. Only until the Godfather and Godmother decide on their treatment."

Viola answered Michael's question with a wave of her finger.

"Angela, I think it would be good for you to settle any unresolved feelings."

It was advice that could be interpreted as mockery from a certain perspective.

But Viola meant it with good intentions. Although Angela had decided to walk a different path from the vipers, she had still been one of them.

It was clear that this would be her only opportunity to meet with them before their fate was decided.

Meanwhile, at the Godfather and Godmother's mansion located in the central part of the city.

The upper echelon of the Pellini Family had gathered there to discuss important matters.

"..."

"Luke. What's wrong?"

"Nothing, just feels closer than usual."

The location was the living room on the second floor.

Although there wasn't much damage thanks to perfect preparation with Old Man Leonhart, Felicia was holding onto me unusually tightly today.

"That's because you keep doing things that make me and Elena worry."

"..."

For someone saying that, Elena didn't seem much different from usual.

No, that's not right. Considering the importance of the upcoming meeting, Elena was clearly holding back. While Felicia was the Godfather's wife, Elena was the Godmother, equal in rank to the Godfather.

As the Godmother, Elena couldn't behave like Felicia at a meeting where she had summoned the underboss and consigliere.

"Elena, don't you think so too?"

"Luke must have had his reasons."

"Hmm."

Felicia narrowed her eyes as if she understood something after hearing Elena's answer.

"By the way, how is Warren?"

"He'll be fine. The magic worked properly, and I took him straight to Heb just in case."

"Oh, really?"

Felicia seemed disappointed to hear that I had visited the annex without her knowing.

And while Elena found it creepy, honestly, Heb's usefulness was probably equivalent to ten illegal doctors.

In the sense that he could heal immediately without any special surgical tools or preparation.

"Heb didn't seem to have much to heal, and now he's resting in an empty room on the first floor."

"Is he conscious?"

"Not yet. But he should come around soon."

"...That's good."

Knock knock. Someone knocked on the door while I was conversing with my two wives.

"Come in."

"Boss. Both the underboss and consigliere have arrived."

"Good, Giovanni. Send them up right away."

"Yes."

Giovanni was about to leave the living room after hearing my answer.

"Giovanni, wait a moment."

"Yes?"

"Bring Carso and Salmo, and join us too."

"Ma'am, I'm fine."

"Giovanni. Do as Elena says. We have time until we receive the goods anyway."

"...Yes."

"Don't worry too much. It'll probably end quickly anyway."

Unusually, Elena was the first to include Giovanni in this meeting.

It meant she was going to treat Giovanni as if he were on par with the underboss or consigliere, even though he wasn't. I helped Elena ensure that Giovanni wouldn't refuse further.

A moment later.

Giovanni appeared along with Carso and Tony Salmo.

The three greeted us in the living room, with Salmo notably bringing his fedora down to his navel as he bowed his head.

It was clearly a sign of respect toward us, but combined with his characteristically vile expression, it created a strange atmosphere.

"Alright, everyone sit comfortably."

"Yes."

There were six people in the living room.

Elena and I sat together on one sofa, and Felicia had somehow gotten up and moved behind me.

On the opposite sofa sat Carso and Salmo. Giovanni sat awkwardly on another chair nearby.

"Everyone's heard the news, right?"

"Yes, we heard that the viper leader rushed at the Godfather and only he died."

"And all the remaining vipers were captured at the scene."

Carso and Salmo's answers.

They didn't include all the details about my and Old Man Leonhart's exploits, but that was enough.

Just as I was about to get to the main point, the telephone on the living room wall rang loudly.

"I'll get it."

"Luke, here."

"Thanks."

Without needing to say anything, Felicia handed me the receiver. As soon as I put it to my ear, Viola's voice tickled my ear.

"Godfather."

"Viola. I assume you've safely transferred the vipers?"

"Yes, I've entrusted them to Angela and Michael as you instructed."

Although I didn't mention that we were in an important meeting, Viola quickly relayed the information she had confirmed through Angela.

A mysterious viper named Connor who had appeared relatively recently.

The fact that even Angela didn't know his identity suggested he might be related to Dwight's scheme.

"I see. Thank you for letting me know."

I handed the receiver back to Felicia, and the sudden call ended.

"It seems there's a viper among those we captured that even Angela doesn't know."

"...Then he must have become a viper recently?"

"That's what we have to assume. Giovanni, you've seen him."

"Me, sir?"

"The guy who was waiting alongside Dwight. His name was definitely Connor."

He was important enough to accompany Dwight over other vipers, so regardless of how we decided to treat the vipers, it seemed best to kill that one.

"Now, before we get to the main point, we need to clarify the situation."

"I'll explain."

I volunteered for the role as soon as Elena finished speaking.

I started by explaining what preparations Warren, Old Man Leonhart, and I had made.

Then I mentioned what conversation had taken place when I met Dwight, the viper leader, in Des Plaines. After that, I also mentioned the insane self-destruction that Dwight had suddenly carried out.

"So, that's the end of the story. Now there are five vipers left, including Angela."

Whether to let them all live or kill them all.

Their fate was important, but if we let them live, how to use them was equally important.

"First, I want to make one thing clear. The most recently made viper, Connor. Let's kill him."

"I think that would be best too."

Giovanni responded as soon as I spoke.

Of course, after answering, Giovanni checked the reactions around him, worried that he might have been rude.

"...Good. I think that's for the best."

Elena and the other two didn't think much differently.

"I think it would be better to kill all of them, not just this Connor."

"As much as I hate to agree with Felicia... I think the same. Why do you think the former five families tried to get rid of them? They're too dangerous."

"..."

Huh? This development was beyond my expectations.

Felicia's statement and Elena not only not stopping her but agreeing with her.

In this situation, Carso and Salmo carefully waited for my reaction.

'Well, I can understand Elena and Felicia's thinking.'

Still, I thought it would be a shame to kill all the vipers and end their lineage.

Ch.149 - Death by Poison (7)
From the start of the meeting, Elena and Felicia strongly advocated for the purging of the Vipers.

"..."

"I know how useful the Vipers are, but there's no need to take unnecessary risks."

While I was still holding back my words, Felicia seized the opportunity to express her opinion more forcefully.

"Miss Felicia. We're not yet certain if all the Vipers share Dwight's views. What about sparing at least those we can control, like Angela?"

Carso spoke up before my two wives could add anything.

In truth, the reason Felicia was so adamant about purging the Vipers was simple. The Marinelli Family, to which she belonged, was one of the three families that had led the creation of the Vipers.

The other two families, Casio and Marmala, had been replaced by today's Sanchez and Carmen families.

In a way, the Marinelli Family was the most important target of revenge for the Vipers.

It was the same when I met Dwight in Des Plaines. He mentioned Vito Marinelli's death as a condition to me.

"Carso, how many Vipers can we really control? It's better to just clean this up neatly while we have the chance."

"..."

Carso alone seemed somewhat overwhelmed trying to counter both Elena and Felicia.

Meanwhile, Salmo, who hadn't been in the underworld for long, focused on listening to the exchange.

"How about we do this?"

"Do what?"

Elena asked impatiently. She was quietly furious that the Vipers had tried to harm me.

"Let's deal with the dangerous ones preemptively, and keep an eye on those Angela can control sufficiently."

"Luke, what's your criteria for 'dangerous'?"

"The most experienced ones, those recently made Vipers by Dwight, those most loyal to Dwight, and those with the strongest desire for revenge against the five families."

I quickly answered Felicia's question.

"Boss, I believe there are only five Vipers remaining."

Salmo seemed to suggest that the criteria were too numerous or strict compared to the number of remaining Vipers.

"Elena, what do you think? Is this filtering enough?"

"...Fine. But let's contact Angela and Michael first to see how many meet these criteria."

"I'll contact them right away."

Carso stood up. This time, he didn't need Felicia to hand him the receiver; he directly attempted to contact Michael.

"Luke, Elena. It seems we still have a lot more to discuss."

"Feli, let's first check which ones meet the criteria before we continue talking."

"...Alright."

"Excuse me, Boss, Madam. How about entrusting the disposal of the Vipers to the Russo Family?"

While Carso was making the call, Salmo made a rather good suggestion.

The Russo Family had been at war with the Vipers all along but was left in an awkward position after I captured all the remaining Vipers.

Besus, Darius's brother, had nearly died because of them.

It wouldn't hurt to appease their feelings a bit.

"Well, handing them over to the Russo guys again seems like unnecessary trouble."

"Why not have them come and handle it themselves?"

According to what Viola had just told me, Angela and Michael had carefully isolated the remaining Vipers.

Although they were captured, they would have plenty of ways to resist if they realized they were about to die.

That's why they were kept in separate spaces at appropriate distances rather than together. Angela was planning to talk to them directly to keep them as calm as possible.

"I'll contact Darius."

Carso's conversation with Michael was taking a while.

To make the most efficient use of time, I left the living room and headed to the bedroom to use the phone there.

"Yes, Boss. What can I do for you?"

Despite my call, I wasn't immediately connected to Darius Russo.

The first voice I heard on the other end was that of Darius's brother and the Russo Family's consigliere, Damar Russo.

"Damar, I have good news for you."

"Good news, you say?"

His voice still held some caution toward me.

"About the Vipers we caught in Des Plaines. Not all of them, but those deemed dangerous by strict criteria will be dealt with immediately."

"...Could you elaborate on these strict criteria?"

"Of course."

I repeated the conditions I had mentioned earlier in the living room.

"Anyway, I'd like to give you the opportunity to handle these guys. We want them dealt with right away, so I'd like you to leave immediately. What do you think?"

"...Understood. Where should we go?"

*

After ending the call, I returned to the living room.

"Luke, what did Darius say?"

"I didn't speak directly with Darius. His brother answered instead."

"Darius's brother? The consigliere?"

"Yes. Besus is probably in no condition to take calls right now."

Felicia interrupted my conversation with Elena. It was a necessary question since Darius had more than one brother.

"So, Carso. What did Angela say?"

After answering my two wives, I sat down and immediately asked Carso.

By now, the Russo Family had probably set out for Angela and Michael's territory as I had instructed.

"After filtering out those who meet your criteria... only two remain."

The most experienced Viper, Dallon.
The most recently turned Viper, Connor.
The most loyal and vengeful Viper, Christopher.

Carso directly named those who met my criteria.

"Hmm...."

Hearing this made Dwight's actions even more puzzling.

Why did he bring Connor to meet me instead of Christopher, who was most loyal to him and had the strongest desire for revenge?

Was it because Christopher's vengeful nature might have ruined things? But that doesn't make sense considering Dwight himself refused to accept our conversation and resorted to self-destruction in the end.

If not just Dwight but both Dwight and Christopher had carried out the suicide attack, neither I, Warren, nor old man Leonhart would have survived.

"So only two remain."

Excluding Connor, whom we had already decided to kill, we were essentially deciding the fate of four people. Half of them... that seemed like a reasonable outcome.

"So to summarize, these two lack experience, aren't loyal to Dwight, and don't have strong vengeful feelings toward the five families?"

"Yes, Miss Felicia. That's what Angela and Michael said."

"Wait a minute. What exactly does 'lacking experience' mean? They have less experience than Angela, right?"

"Yes, Boss."

If they had more experience than Angela, even if they weren't the most experienced, it would increase uncertainty in her ability to control the two remaining Vipers.

But that wasn't the case, which was fortunate.

Not long after finishing his call with Michael, Carso attempted another call. This time to Angela.

The matter concerned the Russo Family heading to her and Michael's territory.

Carso informed her that they would carry out the execution of Dallon, Connor, and Christopher, and asked her to prepare for this.

Click. The receiver was put down, and we returned to our original topic.

Of the five captured Vipers, three would be handled by the Russo Family, and the remaining two would be entrusted to Angela and Michael.

Or more precisely, Viola would also be overseeing these two.

With three caporegimes monitoring and managing them, it seemed reasonable enough.

'It's a bit of a funny combination.'

The current Wolf, the former Spider, and the former Viper. Each of the three caporegimes came from organizations under the five families.

"I said earlier that we should keep an eye on them for a while."

"We should decide exactly how long that period will be."

"Six months. I think that should satisfy both Elena and Felicia. What do you think?"

I answered Felicia, who was showing interest and participating in this matter. Then I shifted my gaze to Elena.

Immediately after, Elena and Felicia exchanged meaningful glances.

"Boss, six months seems too long."

But here an unexpected obstacle appeared. Salmo suddenly voiced his opposition.

"No. To form some level of bond under Angela and make them know their place, six months is necessary."

"I agree with the Boss. But if Madam and Miss Felicia wish, we could extend that period...."

It fell to Carso and me to smooth over Salmo's mistake.

Fortunately, perhaps, my two wives' expressions turned grim for a moment but quickly recovered.

"Or... Elena, should we ask for Veronica's opinion too?"

"I'll ask her separately later."

Veronica's opinion was predictable without asking. She would want to kill immediately those who tried to harm me.

In a way, it was one of my suggestions to appease Elena.

But Elena tactfully declined my suggestion while maintaining the appearance of not completely excluding Veronica's opinion.

"This effectively ends the Vipers' lineage."

"Regrettable, but unavoidable. It's the outcome they chose for themselves."

I won't contradict Elena's words.

Although it was the five families who first pushed them into the gutter, the reckless war that followed was decided by the Vipers and their leader.

The Pellini Family meeting at the mansion concluded this way.

Giovanni, who had been reserved throughout the meeting, hurriedly left to prepare for receiving goods arriving at the port that evening.

"Then we'll be taking our leave."

"Ah, Carso, stay. I have something to discuss with you."

"Yes, Boss."

While Salmo swiftly departed from the mansion.

The boss, underboss, and consigliere of the Russo Family—essentially their entire upper echelon—headed toward Pellini Family territory.

The time had come for them to claim their rightful share of revenge.

Ch.150 - Aftermath of War (1)
The meeting at the grand mansion of the Fellini Family had ended.

Some of the attendees, excluding Carso, had to return immediately to their territories, and Giovanni was no exception.

"Brother, how was the meeting?"

Giovanni was riding with three wolves.

They seemed extremely curious about the meeting Giovanni had attended.

For wolves, silence was the highest virtue, but the years they had spent together had long since slowly diluted even the importance of that virtue.

"I bet there was tension between the Big Brother and the Lady."

"No, it wasn't like that."

"Really?"

"Yes. The Lady has changed a lot."

"..."

The other wolves couldn't readily believe it.

Regardless, Giovanni emphasized how the Godmother's attitude toward the Godfather had changed, more than the important discussions that took place during the meeting.

Even Giovanni himself thought it was the most surprising aspect.

During the time when the former Godfather—that is, the first boss of the Fellini Family, Vito Fellini—was alive, such a scene would have been unimaginable.

Besides... not to brag, but Giovanni, who had made countless women cry, could tell instinctively.

It might seem like the Godfather's two wives had strongly pressured the Godfather, Under Boss, and Consigliere regarding the handling of the vipers at this meeting, but the reality was the opposite.

It meant they couldn't stop the Godfather's will without taking such an approach.

When the Godfather proposed conditions at appropriate points and attempted compromise, both women accepted without much resistance.

"Brother, but doesn't something seem off?"

"Hmm? What?"

"That a Marinelli woman is included in such an important position in the first place."

"...What?!"

Giovanni was shocked to see someone even more tactless than the Consigliere who had behaved inappropriately during the meeting.

The expressions of the other wolves weren't particularly pleasant either.

While none of them were fond of Felicia Marinelli, she was, before anything else, the Godfather's wife.

Insulting her was equivalent to insulting their Godfather who had chosen her.

"Have you lost your mind! How dare you disrespect your sister-in-law."

Giovanni punished him immediately, so swiftly that the other wolves had no chance to intervene.

"Ah! Ah! Wait, Brother!"

"Brother, let's just half kill him this time."

Everyone in the car, except for the wolf being beaten, agreed.

Of course, Giovanni had more important matters than educating a tactless fool. There was no benefit in doing such things while the car was speeding down the road.

"I'll deal with this bastard later. Drive to the harbor at maximum speed."

"Yes, Brother!"

"..."

Giovanni urgently instructed his driver and then sank back into his thoughts.

The behavior of the tactless fellow just now was highly inappropriate. But... the old Giovanni. No, not just Giovanni, but Carso and Sarina too.

All the wolves who were closest to the Godfather had disliked Felicia.

For good reason—she was the eldest daughter of the Marinelli Family, one of the five fallen families.

She must have harbored resentment toward the Little Wolf who, along with the wolves, had brought down her family. If not that, then she clearly intended to seduce the Little Wolf to gain something.

"I bet my balls that woman will stab the boss soon."

It was an extremely reckless statement.

What on earth had he been thinking to say such a thing?

Fortunately, nothing like that happened, and Giovanni's balls were still very much intact where they belonged.

The relationship between the two, which had seemed unlikely to last, gradually lengthened and increased in frequency over time. The wolves who always stood by Luke Fellini's side couldn't help but notice this relationship.

"Carso, look over there. That woman is here again today... Doesn't she ever get tired?"

"Well, from what I see her doing with the boss lately, she seems to genuinely like him."

"What? Are you serious?"

"That's how it appears on the surface."

"Anyone can see she's just trying to get something out of Luke."

Giovanni and Carso had somehow let down their guard against Felicia.

Of course, Sarina still hated her enough to kill her, but paradoxically, she couldn't do anything because she loved the Little Wolf more than anyone.

"..."

While the Godmother, now Elena, was in sharp conflict with the Little Wolf, Felicia slowly conquered him.

If she had been determined to cross the line during that process, she could have done so easily. But she never did. She was like a woman who had genuinely fallen for Luke Fellini.

"Come to think of it, it's fortunate."

"Pardon? Brother, what's fortunate?"

Giovanni ended his long contemplation and spoke again. The subordinates riding with him responded immediately.

They might be able to revive the atmosphere that had sunk because of one tactless fellow.

"That we don't have to fight with the Marinelli folks."

"..."

An awkward silence. But like all silences, it was bound to break eventually.

"It was unexpected. I thought they would clash with us first."

"Then they probably would have clashed with Greenberg."

Giovanni just listened attentively to the conversation between the other wolves.

"...It would have just been that kid anyway. That's nothing."

One of the wolves dismissively mentioned Luca Marinelli, the Godfather's brother-in-law. The wolf who spoke realized his mistake too late, but Giovanni reacted to a different aspect.

"That kid might be easy, but the rest are not at all."

"You mean Manfredi and Lady Felicia?"

Another wolf was careful to use an honorific for Felicia. Giovanni nodded at the response.

Felicia, the eldest daughter, and Manfredi, the eldest son of the Marinelli family.

In terms of the Fellini Family, they would be like Luke Fellini and Elena Fellini. They would have been extremely difficult to deal with.

If that had happened, what would have occurred while the two families were fighting...

If one were to guess, the Fellini Family would have been surrounded by the other five families before they could even attempt to expand.

Just as Giovanni was beginning to sink into thought again.

The northeast district of the city, controlled by Angela and Michael, was quite busy. This was because the upper echelon of the Russo Family had arrived.

"This way, please."

"..."

The one who greeted them was Michael, a caporegime of the Fellini Family—the very wolf who was dating a female professor from Heavily Academy.

"I only see one of them."

"The rest are elsewhere. You know better than anyone how dangerous vipers are, even when caged."

"..."

Darius didn't respond further to Michael's words. Only small sparks appeared and disappeared at the tips of his hair.

*

Michael didn't miss that small change.

When the boss of the Russo Family experiences intense emotional changes, his entire head begins to burn.

Despite the intense, dazzling flames, he himself suffers no damage from the fire. Only himself, that is.

"..."

Darius pondered deeply about how to deal with the vipers. He had been contemplating it extensively even in the car on the way here.

"I think that's the only way after all."

"Father, isn't that a bit dangerous?"

"..."

Despite the words of Arta, his under boss and successor, Darius moved toward where the vipers were confined.

"Mr. Darius!"

Michael couldn't help but be alarmed by his sudden impulsive action.

Viola Carmen was already on her way to respond to the Russo Family. But for Darius Russo to act before she arrived...

"Brother! Arta!"

The situation was resolved by an unexpected figure.

Damar Russo, Darius's brother and consigliere, was unusually informal despite the presence of outsiders.

"What? What's the matter?"

Unlike with Arta, Darius turned his head and responded to Damar's unusual behavior.

Damar quickly relayed what he had heard to his brother and then shared the same information with his nephew.

"..."

Damar waited for the reaction of his brother and nephew while catching his breath.

"Father, let's go back for now."

"Yes, let's go back."

After hearing what Damar had to say, the Russo father and son, Darius and Arta, turned around and got into the car they had arrived in.

"Has something happened?"

"...Tell the Godfather that Vesus, a caporegime of the Russo Family, is dead."

"..."

Michael was at a loss for words. But he quickly regained his composure and assured that he would accurately relay Damar's message.

"We'll deal with those vipers later."

"Yes, understood."

The death of a brother. Although the enemies who had driven that brother to death were right before them, mourning the brother's death took precedence over revenge.

And so, the upper echelon of the Russo Family appeared suddenly and disappeared just as suddenly.

I was spending quality time with my two wives at the grand mansion in the central part of the city.

Caporegime Michael informed me of Vesus Russo's death, and shortly after, the Russo Family officially notified me of Vesus Russo's funeral schedule.

"I express my condolences."

It was Damar who brought me the news.

He had confirmed his brother's death and conveyed what he had confirmed to me.

How heartbroken Damar must be. Having experienced my father's death in this world, I could understand to some extent.

I clearly promised him that both the Godfather and Godmother would attend the funeral.

"Understood, Godfather."

Before I could relay this news to my two wives, I received another call from Caporegime Giovanni.

"Boss, we've received the goods properly."

"Is that so? Is the quantity the same?"

"They seem to have sent a bit more than usual."

Giovanni answered me quickly. I asked first, sensing the urgency in his voice.

"Has something happened?"

"Yes, there's been a problem."

Vesus's death. And now what else... To be honest, I didn't want to hear it, but I had no choice.

***

Finally, Felicia's cover art is complete!

And along with her, we have Herb of the Ming and Mandrake, who hasn't appeared yet.

Just like Elena, I think Felicia turned out very charmingly attractive. I really like the placement of the mole too!

Ch.151 - War's Aftermath (2)
Just minutes before the news of Besus Russo's death and the Russo Family's funeral spread, visitors had crossed the vast sea to reach this city.

It was the fleet of the Tyrrhenian Mafia.

Their vessels were closer to speedboats, and as always, they formed a single fleet composed of multiple ships.

Kazin and his subordinates were eagerly anticipating setting foot on land after their long voyage, but a different situation was unfolding.

"Orders to the fleet ahead!!"

"Damn it! Who the hell are those guys?!"

"Stop immediately! Or we will open fire!"

"Boss, what should we do?"

"..."

Kazin couldn't comprehend the sudden turn of events. Clearly, the ships pursuing them now were coast guard patrol vessels, the pride of this country.

He couldn't understand why these patrol vessels, of which only seven existed, were chasing them.

Usually, the Pellini Family handled such matters.

"Your vessel is transporting unidentified cargo in restricted waters!!"

The loudspeaker's performance was impressive.

Despite shouting from far behind, it sounded as clear as if someone were speaking right beside them.

"Damn it. This isn't good."

"...Should we stop?!"

"No! Tell them to go faster! If we get caught here, it's all over!"

Judging by the coast guard's behavior, they clearly knew what this fleet was transporting.

Otherwise, they wouldn't be mentioning unidentified cargo.

"Accordingly, we are authorized to use force against your vessel! Stop your ship immediately!!"

"..."

"Boss, are you sure this is okay?"

Despite the coast guard's continued warnings, Kazin calmly assessed the situation.

However, apart from Kazin, the rest of the Tyrrhenian Mafia didn't know what to do in this unexpected situation.

"Tell them to keep going! We're heading straight to the dock!"

"Stop immediately!!"

No sooner had Kazin shouted than the loudspeaker's voice followed.

There was a reason why those guys couldn't easily approach the fleet despite making such a commotion. What was it?

They simply couldn't catch up with this fleet. The patrol vessel was trying desperately to approach the fleet, but it was futile.

While there was no way to confront a patrol vessel head-on, a chase was a different story.

The patrol vessel couldn't be faster than the Tyrrhenian fleet composed of speedboats.

"..."

Kazin was checking whether the distance between the patrol vessel and the fleet was narrowing. It seemed to close, then widen again, in a repeating pattern.

"Boss!"

"What?!"

While Kazin was watching the rear, an urgent cry from his subordinate reached his ears. Kazin quickly turned his head, but there was no need for his subordinate to explain.

Another patrol vessel had appeared ahead.

"Campbell! Campbell! Hamilton will handle this. Please return to your designated area!!"

The patrol vessel that appeared in front of the fleet used a loudspeaker, just like the one behind them had done.

"..."

The patrol vessel called Campbell seemed to hesitate for a moment before ceasing pursuit. Immediately after, it turned its bow and began to leave its current position.

It was an impossible appearance given Hamilton's original schedule, but since this was clearly Hamilton's designated area, there was nothing they could do.

"Orders to the fleet ahead!!"

The patrol vessel that identified itself as Hamilton. They were just as noisy with their loudspeaker as the others.

"We will unload and inspect the unidentified cargo your vessel is transporting!!"

But their actions were completely different.

When the coast guard wanted to check unidentified cargo, they would forcibly board the ship and proceed. It was rare for them to unload the cargo first and then inspect it.

"Move again! Those bastards are on our side!"

Kazin quickly made his judgment. The Hamilton patrol vessel had clearly been bribed by the Pellini Family.

The other patrol vessel that had been pursuing the fleet until just now might have been from a different area trying to make a sudden raid.

And so, the Tyrrhenian speedboat fleet safely docked.

Dock No. 2, located in eastern Heavily. Usually, they would dock at Dock No. 1, located furthest north, but they had to vary occasionally for security reasons.

After docking, Kazin met with Giovanni and received an explanation about what had happened today.

*

Before the Tyrrhenian fleet was pursued by the patrol vessel.

On land, there were already signs foretelling the patrol vessel's pursuit.

Late evening.

Nevertheless, many stevedores were waiting at Dock No. 2 to unload the goods that would soon arrive.

And not just stevedores.

Since the Pellini Family had graciously provided this job, there were occasionally those with bad habits who weren't satisfied with the given compensation.

Wolves and organization members watching the stevedores, as well as customs officials and security officers, were also occupying spots at the dock.

"Boss, all preparations for unloading are complete."

Giovanni was directing this entire operation from a warehouse near the dock.

"Is that so? How's the Gullyman side?"

"So far, no issues reported."

This time, many of Gullyman's men under Zakaya were included among the organization members guarding the port.

Those who had once targeted unloading operations were now in a position to protect them.

"Boss!"

"What?"

"Cockroaches. They don't seem to be our people."

Cockroaches. This was slang used by the Heavily Mafia.

It referred to unwelcome guests, whether security officers or police, who attempted sudden raids.

"Tell customs. Don't let those bastards approach the dock."

"Yes!"

"..."

Giovanni immediately made a phone call to someone. The operator's voice was heard, and soon the person on the other end responded.

"Where are you now?"

"Ah, it's my day off. Is there something wrong?"

"Cockroaches have appeared. Today's the day the goods are coming in. What's going on?"

"What?!"

"I clearly told you to keep your subordinates in check!"

"Wait a moment! I don't know either. Let me contact my subordinates..."

"You don't know? How much money have we given you to come up with this kind of response?!"

"Don't worry! I'll handle it."

"Move now. The goods will be arriving soon."

"Yes, understood."

The other party hastily ended the call. Giovanni left the warehouse to check how the situation was unfolding.

The dock, which had been busy with unloading preparations, was in a dire state.

Eight security officers, divided between two police cars, had appeared.

"Damn, why are those bastards here?"

"Where are our guys and what are they doing?"

The wolves and organization members tried to maintain their composure, while the stevedores acted as naturally as possible.

"Is this job going south?"

"Leave it be. They'll handle it."

For this job to end like this... there was too much at stake for either side.

The security officers approached the dock, and the most senior stevedore greeted them.

"Working hard at this late hour! This is a regular check. Please show us the unloading list."

"...Of course. Here it is."

The stevedore, without showing any panic, showed them what they wanted. This was possible because they had properly prepared the formal aspects.

"Here's the unloading plan."

"When is the ship arriving?"

"The arrival time is written here. It should arrive shortly."

All necessary documents were presented. However, the security officers' gaze was not on the documents handed over by the stevedore, but on the other stevedores.

"We'd like to inspect the unloading site."

"What? All the documents are right here."

"..."

The security officer frowned at the stevedore's response. In turn, the stevedore's face also turned grim.

"This sudden request is troublesome for us too. It disrupts our unloading plan and schedule. The ship will be arriving soon, and this is all..."

"We're just following orders. We'll check quickly, so please gather all the workers in one place."

"..."

The stevedore decided to engage in a significant dispute at this point. They needed to buy as much time as possible at this stage.

"What's going on?"

At that moment.

Customs officials who had been waiting nearby appeared. They were urgently deployed on Giovanni's instructions.

"This has already been cleared by our side."

The official informed them that the customs had approved the unloading and there was no issue.

"We've been instructed to inspect the unloading site."

"All workers must step back, and we need to check the site and the unloaded goods. We can't leave until that's done."

"How can you do this? We all have schedules to keep, and you're disrupting the unloading!"

The security officers wouldn't back down. But neither would the customs officials.

The stevedore said nothing but was ready to side with the customs officials at any moment. They needed to stall for more time.

"Customs has already given approval. There's no issue, so isn't this clearly overstepping your authority?"

The logic from both sides was simple.

One said they had orders and couldn't help it, while the other said the matter had already been settled.

As the verbal exchange continued, a police car rapidly approached from the distance. Simultaneously, other security officers who had been waiting nearby revealed themselves.

"Hey, what's going on?!"

A security officer who got out of the car. He was wearing an armband indicating his rank as a sergeant.

He wasn't the person Giovanni had spoken to directly, but he had arrived urgently on that person's instructions.

"We need to inspect the unloading site."

"And the cargo."

"...Then do it. What's the problem?"

The sergeant appeared quite angry but responded as if it were obvious to the security officers' answer.

"That's not necessary. This unloading has already been approved."

The sergeant looked at the customs official who spoke, then back at the security officers.

"Alright. It's resolved."

"Sergeant, but..."

"Can't you understand? The customs side says it's fine!"

In an instant, all eight security officers lowered their eyes and became as silent as mutes.

"And I'm your superior. If your direct superior gives an order, what more do you have to say?!"

"..."

"What's the problem, I said!!!"

At the sergeant's thunderous shout, the security officers hastily retreated.

The sergeant, customs official, and stevedore amicably watched as the two police cars returned in the direction they had come from.

*

Because of this incident, Giovanni had separately contacted the coast guard just in case.

Thanks to that, the coast guard that appeared at the right time was able to save the Tyrrhenian fleet from crisis.

"So that's what happened."

"I'll make sure this doesn't happen again."

Kazin and Giovanni were meeting in person to discuss various matters.

Meanwhile, the sailors and stevedores were busy unloading goods that would spread throughout the city.

"By the way, our Don couldn't come?"

"Yes. I'm in charge today."

"Can't be helped."

Kazin seemed disappointed that he couldn't meet the Wolf directly.

But as a substitute, he had some things he wanted to hear from Giovanni.

"Is the Don's revenge going well?"

"Yes. We've dealt with the Sanchez Family, and now only Dragovich remains."

"That stone guy?"

"The head is still intact. But the organization has been completely shattered."

"The body is shattered but the head is safe?"

Kazin seemed to have a general idea of the situation. Usually, in such cases, the head had either disappeared or... was in prison.

He confirmed this, and Giovanni admitted that things were proceeding as Kazin had expected.

"We'll be able to deal with Dragovich soon."

"Faster than expected."

Kazin seemed somewhat surprised by the progress, which was greater than before.

But Giovanni was even more surprised by the news Kazin delivered.

Thirty minutes later.

Kazin headed to the Lupus Carlton Hotel, and Giovanni immediately called the Don to report.

He mentioned the completion of unloading, the quantity of goods received, and the problems that had occurred today.

"The security officers and coast guard both pulled that stunt?"

"Yes... There seems to be something going on."

"...For now, distribute more money to both sides and keep an eye on the situation."

"Yes, boss."

"And there's something else I need to tell you."

"What is it?"

My head was already throbbing. Honestly, given the city's situation, I had been feeling somewhat at ease.

But to think the coast guard and security officers would try to betray us like this.

No, more precisely, it was likely a planned raid by others, not those who were receiving money from us.

"The Tyrrhenian side had a message to deliver."

"...If it's about those nuns, tell them that's been resolved."

"No, it's not that."

Huh?

There had been an incident where the brother of the Tyrrhenian organization's boss, who was also a high-ranking associate of our family, was injured by a former nun robbery gang.

But it wasn't about that.

"It seems they've already discussed it on their side."

"..."

From what Giovanni said, it seemed Max Hamington had directly contacted his brother to explain.

"Then what's it about?"

"It seems Don Cremona has sent some people to help with your revenge."

"...Is that so?"

So it's finally come.

It seemed Tyrrhenian had finally decided to make a move.

And they only informed me after arriving with the goods, not beforehand.

"How many came?"

"According to them, they sent about 20 experts."

"That's quite a number."

Assassins dispatched by the Tyrrhenian Mafia to target the life of Mikhail Dragovich, who killed Don Vito Pellini.

In terms of numbers, it wasn't many, but considering their skills, it might be excessive.

"...What should we do? They said they'd start work immediately if we agree."

"Can't be helped. They also need to show they've done something for revenge. Let them do as they please until the five families complete their reorganization."

"Yes, boss. Understood."

I ended my call with Giovanni.

"What did Giovanni say?"

"Seems like they had a lot going on."

Now it was my turn to explain all this to my two wives.

Ch.152 - War's Aftermath (3)
I had heard quite a bit of news from Giovanni.

Now it was time to share it with my two wives, Elena and Felicia, in the second-floor living room, along with Under Boss Carso who had remained at the mansion even after the meeting ended.

"Boss, did something happen?"

"Seems there was a problem receiving the goods from Tyrenia."

"Luke, what kind of problem?"

"I'll tell you now. Everyone, please have a seat first."

"...Me too?"

"Well, this isn't a formal meeting, so it doesn't matter."

"No. I'm more comfortable like this, so don't worry about me and continue."

"Felicia. It's not you, but us who are uncomfortable. So hurry up and sit down."

"Well, if that's the case, I have no choice. Since the older sister should accommodate her younger sister."

"..."

For the sake of moving the conversation forward, Elena didn't comment further.

It was always like this. Felicia had clearly anticipated Elena's reaction and deliberately provoked her.

"There were some people targeting our goods from the Civil Guard and Coast Guard."

The fortunate part of this unfortunate situation was that it was led by people we hadn't bribed.

The truly unfortunate part was that neither the Civil Guard nor the Coast Guard detected such movements.

"They're targeting our goods when half the city is in chaos?"

"You never know. Dragovich might be behind it. If not, then they're crazy bastards willing to risk their lives to score some achievements."

I thought the former was more likely than the latter.

Of course, I couldn't completely rule out the latter possibility. There were still some who refused to cooperate with us and tried to fulfill their duties as Civil Guard and Coast Guard.

"I think it's the former too. From their perspective, cutting off our funding would be a pretty good strategy."

"And they'd take the drugs confiscated by the Civil Guard and Coast Guard for themselves."

Elena responded to Felicia's comment.

What could be more thrilling than using your enemy's resources for yourself?

If that was Dragovich's plan, then he was indeed no easy opponent.

"And one more thing. It seems Tyrenia has sent people."

"...People?"

"People to help us with our work. According to what Giovanni heard from Kazin, there are about 20 of them."

Assassins from Tyrenia.

While their exact skill level remained unknown, I was honestly a bit excited.

Strictly speaking, I didn't want them to take care of Dragovich. We had just dealt with the Sanchez family, after all.

It was obvious that Dragovich's people would be watching our next move.

Moving against Dragovich in this situation would be tantamount to suicide.

"As expected. They've started to move too."

"For Tyrenians, they've been quite patient. They're the type who believe their revenge is their revenge, and your revenge is also their revenge."

Elena seemed to have anticipated this to some extent.

"Kazin said they're ready to start as soon as we agree."

"...So? Luke, what do you think?"

At this point, I had something to tell Elena.

First, that I had given orders regarding the actions of the Civil Guard and Coast Guard. And that I had given permission for the assassins' activities through Giovanni to Kazin.

"..."

"I'm sorry. I should have discussed it with you properly."

Elena said the former was fine. She said it was a necessary measure to spread more money to the Civil Guard and Coast Guard and monitor the situation.

"But you should have discussed the assassin matter with me."

"Elena, since you both seem to have the same thoughts anyway, why not let it go?"

"What?"

"That the Tyrenian side won't be able to kill Dragovich."

Felicia abruptly joined the conversation. To be honest, I wasn't certain that the Tyrenian assassins would fail.

No, I knew they would fail, but I thought there might be a very small chance of success.

"Luke, what do you think?"

"They'll make an effort in their own way, but they'll fail."

"I think so too. In a way, he's the most difficult one among the five families."

The most difficult, huh.

Personally, I thought Eddie Sanchez would be the most troublesome to kill. But apart from killing, Mikhail Dragovich would indeed be the most difficult to deal with.

"Anyway, I understand. We should respond too."

Elena didn't scold me further, as if to let bygones be bygones.

In the past, she would have not only expressed her anger in various ways but also held onto it for days or weeks.

...Could it be that she's not being harsh on me because she's conscious of Felicia's presence?

"It would be good to assign one task each to Carso and Salmo."

"Elena, how about assigning Salmo to handle the bribes for the Civil Guard and Coast Guard?"

"I think it would be better to assign it to Carso. It would be good to give the consigliere such experience."

"Then let's assign Carso to help the Tyrenian guys."

Elena nodded at my words.

"Yes, Boss."

I had things to discuss with Carso as well, but for now, he left the mansion to prepare to help the Tyrenian guys as Elena and I had decided.

"I don't know about the Tyrenian side, but I think my family and I could help with the Civil Guard and Coast Guard."

"..."

While Felicia's offer was welcome, I looked at Elena before answering.

"Having more hands wouldn't hurt. Do you have a plan?"

"We have our own informants. I'll find out exactly what happened."

"Felicia, your informants aren't the Rat's Nest, are they?"

"Of course not."

Felicia replied as if it was absurd.

Come to think of it, Felicia had cut ties with the Rat's Nest at the request of the Rat Catchers.

In reality, even if Felicia didn't directly use the Rat's Nest, it would be difficult for the Rat Catchers to notice if she used the Rat's Nest through associates of the two families.

"Then I'll make a quick call and come back."

Felicia kissed me on the cheek before getting up. I could almost see sparks flying from Elena's eyes as she watched.

Thud. As soon as the living room door closed, Elena moved immediately.

"Finally, the nuisance is gone."

"..."

Elena quickly closed the distance between us without caring about anyone's gaze.

*

"Elena, aren't you too close?"

"What does it matter? We're husband and wife."

Come to think of it, Elena seemed much more convenient compared to Felicia.

Being both my sister and wife... she would switch between being a sister when she needed to be a sister, and a wife when she needed to be a wife.

"More importantly, don't you have something to say to me?"

"If it's about the Tyrenia matter, I am reflecting on it."

"...Really?"

I nodded repeatedly.

When she asked if there was any other way I could prove it, Elena just started laughing instead of telling me what that method might be.

"It's fine. They probably won't really harm Dragovich anyway."

"I think so too, but let's not keep mentioning it."

Usually, when you let your guard down thinking something won't happen, that's exactly when it does happen. A kind of cliché, you might say.

"Then I should get going..."

"Where are you going?"

"Lupus Carlton Hotel."

"Why there?"

Me answering as if it were obvious, and Elena questioning as if it were obvious.

"Kazin will be waiting there. It's predictable."

"Did they specifically ask to meet right away?"

"No, not really. But it's better to meet them sooner rather than later."

"..."

Instead of answering, Elena tightly embraced me with her muscular arms. This action itself was her answer that she wouldn't let me go.

"Alright. I'll go later. I have to attend the Russo family funeral soon anyway."

"What?"

"Ah."

I realized I had forgotten to tell Elena and Felicia about this.

Before I could tell them about it, I had heard from Giovanni about the Civil Guard, Coast Guard, and Tyrenian assassins.

"Vesus Russo has died."

"...He was Darius's brother, right?"

"Damar was the second son, and Vesus was the third. He seems to have been suffering since being poisoned by those Vipers."

"When is the funeral?"

"Three days from now."

Elena finally recalled that I had earlier answered that both the Godfather and Godmother would attend.

"So that's what it was. Oh, Luke."

"Yes?"

"I think it would be better not to bring Felicia if possible."

"...I suppose you're right?"

There was a causal relationship between Vesus Russo's death and Felicia.

The Marinelli family, along with the Casio and Marmala families, had played a leading role in establishing the Vipers. The Russo and Dragovich families had been in opposition.

During the purge of the Vipers, all five families had participated together.

Of course, the decision-maker at that time was Vito Marinelli, not Felicia.

But from the perspective of the bereaved who had lost brothers and family members, there was ample reason to resent Felicia.

"It would be troublesome if Felicia were to be harmed by them."

"...I didn't expect you to be so considerate of Felicia."

"Luke, don't misunderstand. How would it look if the Godfather's wife were to be insulted? It would damage not only your reputation but mine as well."

"Sure, sure."

"Are you really listening to me?"

Despite making up a convenient excuse, it was clear that Elena was being considerate of Felicia.

"Then I'll tell Felicia myself."

I said this and escaped from Elena's embrace. The method was very simple.

I transformed into a wolf.

"...I'll leave your clothes in the bedroom."

"Thanks."

Indeed, there's a good reason why I don't use the wolf transformation often.

During the transformation process, I couldn't take care of the clothes I was wearing or my belongings.

Anyway, transformed into a small wolf, I headed toward Felicia through the door that Elena had opened for me.
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Where Could Felicia Be?

Tracking her as she left the second-floor living room to contact her family wasn't difficult.

Of course, this mansion had quite a few telephones, but in my wolf form, I possessed a sense of smell and hearing incomparably superior to humans or elves.

How good was it? I could detect the location of targets far beyond visual range by scent alone. Even if they remained completely still and hidden.

'This way.'

I moved alone, sniffing the air.

Not just smell and hearing—wolves have excellent vision too, and my sight seemed so much clearer than usual, as if my eyes had suddenly opened wide.

The problem was that my senses had improved too much compared to normal.

It felt like my brain had to process an exponentially increased amount of information. My head was spinning from information I wouldn't have even noticed in my original form.

The sense of smell was particularly overwhelming.

I was looking for Felicia, but being able to confirm Elena's position in the living room by scent alone gave me a strange feeling.

'What's this smell?'

I unconsciously wrinkled my face at another scent coming from various parts of the second-floor corridor.

I couldn't imagine what a wolf with a wrinkled face looked like, though.

Anyway, this scent belonged to none other than Little Dom's son. Judging by his location in a room near the first-floor living room, I suspected he was with his grandmother.

"He's been licking all over the mansion."

'Well, he's still a kid, so I guess it's natural?'

If it had been Little Dom, I wouldn't have been in a forgiving mood, but since it was Little Dom's son, Little Little Dom, I decided to let it slide.

I soon arrived at Felicia's bedroom. More precisely, our bedroom.

"Feli!"

As I tried to open the bedroom door in my small wolf form, it was, of course, locked.

"Luke, wait a moment."

Felicia's urgent voice leaked from inside the room.

"Manfredi, I'll call you back later."

I squeezed through the gap as the door opened, accompanied by her soft voice.

"...I've been seeing this form quite often lately."

After hanging up the receiver, Felicia very naturally picked up the small wolf that had come looking for her.

"You don't mind, do you?"

"Not at all. You're my little wolf."

She said this and hugged me tightly.

I'd rather not mention it, but in wolf form, I was essentially naked.

Whether Felicia was conscious of this or not, her touch seemed to have some ulterior motives.

"Feli, wait! I need to talk to you."

"Does it have to be in this form?"

"No, not necessarily. But it's important."

She stopped wagging her tail, as if ready to listen attentively to what I had to say.

"In three days, Vesus Russo's funeral will be held."

"That's unfortunate."

"Yes. Even for people like us, family is the most precious thing."

Still, I wondered.

Was Arta Russo, who had been in competition with Vesus, feeling the joy of having a troublesome tooth pulled?

"I think it's best if only Elena and I attend the funeral."

"...Alright. I'll stay here. Give my condolences to the deceased."

Felicia hesitated, but only for a moment.

"Are you sure that's okay?"

"They're probably not stupid enough to target me, but given the situation, it's better for both sides to be cautious."

Elena and I thought the same.

The Russo Family probably weren't the type to disregard propriety, but right now they weren't just vampires—they were vampires driven to the edge.

They might not be thinking straight with blood rushing to their heads.

"Besides, it makes me happy that Luke is thinking of me like this."

"..."

"Hmm? Why that expression?"

"It wasn't me who brought this up first, but Elena."

"Luke, there's no need to tell such a lie."

She seemed to think I was telling a white lie to improve her opinion of Elena.

"...Really?"

But when I maintained a serious expression, she asked again.

"Yes, really. Why would I lie about something like that?"

"..."

Felicia put me down after holding me tightly. She looked a bit shocked.

"How did it go with contacting your family?"

"Manfredi agreed to mobilize our associates."

According to her, we would be able to confirm the results soon.

"You still look like you don't believe it."

"Honestly, it's hard to."

The fact that Elena had advised her not to attend the Russo Family funeral out of concern for her—it was something difficult to believe, not just for her but for me as well.

"Well, she might have other motives... but it's probably best not to think too deeply about it."

At that moment.

Felicia reached out to grab me again.

But something approaching from behind the door snatched me away faster.

"Aaack!"

Suddenly seized by the scruff of my neck, I was carried off without a chance to resist.

My view now showed the corridor while being held in the jaws of a larger wolf.

"Hey! Stop right there!"

Felicia rushed out of the bedroom shouting, but her horns and tail weren't much help in this chase.

"Awoooo!!!!"

The wolf, having easily won the pursuit, howled to celebrate its victory.

*

Leaving behind the bizarre victory where the Godmother had essentially snatched the Godfather away from his wife while naked...

Three days later.

The Godfather and Godmother appeared at a funeral home in northern Hevili.

"..."

The name prominently displayed on the funeral home's sign wasn't important.

And we didn't bring all the caporegimes of the Fellini Family rushing in together.

"There are more actors than I expected."

"That makes sense. The Russo Family has many connections in the film industry."

Looking around, I could recognize some faces despite not being particularly interested in movies. Elena's reaction was more subdued than mine.

We were at a funeral home, not a cemetery.

This wasn't where Vesus Russo's coffin would be buried, but rather a place to pay respects before his well-prepared body in a coffin whose lid wasn't yet fully closed.

Elena and I headed toward the room with Vesus's body, paying no attention to the gazes around us.

Vesus's body, visible through the open coffin, appeared to have been embalmed.

In simple terms, all the blood had been drained from the deceased's body and replaced with formaldehyde to preserve it.

Other races might do the same, but draining all the blood from a vampire—that seemed like true death for a vampire.

"..."

"..."

Though completely motionless, Vesus's body looked as if he might rise again at any moment. Of course, traces of pain were still visible.

The overall reddish-black complexion, blackened fingertips and toenails, and slightly swollen neck and abdomen.

The funeral home had done their best, but some things couldn't be helped. Having seen several bodies killed by poison before, I could tell.

The room containing Vesus's body was guarded by Russo Family members.

They bowed their heads in respect as Elena and I left the room.

"There they are."

After leaving the room, Elena spotted Damar and Arta in the distance. A woman and children near them appeared to be Vesus's family.

As we approached, Damar seemed to notice us.

He came toward us as soon as the person he was talking to left. Arta followed a step behind, and Elena and I said what needed to be said to the two Russos.

"I'm truly sorry, Damar."

"Thank you for coming, Godfather."

As I expressed my condolences, I noticed Arta clenching his jaw behind him.

I wondered if he somehow held me responsible for Vesus's death or harbored some other grudge.

"May the deceased rest in peace, Arta."

"...Thank you, Godmother."

Elena offered her condolences to Arta as well.

She must have noticed his reaction too. But when Elena extended her sympathies to him as well as Damar, Arta no longer displayed his previous demeanor.

"I don't see Darius. Is he in the restroom?"

"...He's dealing with the vipers."

"..."

Well, everyone has their own way of coping with someone's death.

But I suddenly remembered something I needed to confirm with Damar.

"Damar, have you identified which vipers killed Vesus?"

"Yes."

Dwight and Christopher.

Of the two names Damar mentioned, I had already dealt with one. Or more accurately, he had taken care of himself.

Fortunately, the other viper was one of the three we had handed over to the Russo Family.

While it was unfortunate about Dwight, I was glad we had at least turned Christopher over to the Russo Family.

"Luke, wait."

"Yes?"

Elena leaned in and whispered in my ear.

While we were talking, more mourners approached Damar and Arta to offer condolences.

"So where is Darius now? I don't see him anywhere."

"Probably in Michael's territory. Seems he's dealing with those guys there."

"..."

Elena was speechless, apparently finding it absurd.

No, her silence wasn't because of Darius.

"Luke, look over there."

Kazin. The guy who should have been at the Lupus Carlton Hotel had come all the way here.

While a senior member of the Tirrenia organization attended the Russo Family funeral...

The family's boss was elsewhere, handling something important.

What could be more important than a brother's funeral? From an underworld perspective... probably nothing except avenging that brother.

"...This one took over two hours too."

"What? Did you forget? The first one took at least three hours."

The Fellini Family members near the isolation sites of the three vipers whispered among themselves.

"..."

Regardless of their chatter, a giant emerged from the place where the second viper had been isolated.



Judging by the skull size of the second sacrifice hovering over the giant's hand, his build was large for a vampire.

In fact, his physique would have been more fitting for an ogre or an orc.

The flames that started from his head continued to burn fiercely, gradually spreading throughout his body. The problem was that while his body remained unaffected, his clothing was a different matter.

"Where's the last one?"

But he had no intention of stopping what he was doing just because his clothes were slightly burned. While the Fellini Family members were captivated by his threatening appearance...

"This way, sir."

Caporegime Michael personally guided the Russo Family boss to the final sacrifice.

Crack! Before moving, he grabbed the second sacrifice's skull with his hand and crushed it in one go.

Pulverized bone powder scattered in all directions.

Thus, Darius Russo took heavy steps toward the final sacrifice, his eyes flashing through the flames.

Just like a scene from a movie.
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# At the Funeral of Besus Russo

"You must be heartbroken."

An elf approached Damar Russo and Arta Russo to express his condolences.

He spoke in Tyrenian, but his accent was so heavy that it almost sounded like a completely different language.

"Thank you for coming."

Damar responded in Tyrenian as well. His speech was somewhat awkward, but not incomprehensibly so.

"Kajin, if you're going to offer condolences to the bereaved, you should use their language."

I advised Kajin, but only after making sure there was no further conversation between Damar, Russo, and him.

"The Wolf. And even the Godmother. Everyone's here."

Kajin finally responded in a language others could understand.

"But it seems the boss of the Russo family isn't here."

"Don't worry about that. He seems to have some urgent business elsewhere."

"Huh? Ah."

Kajin made a puzzled expression when I suggested something more urgent than a brother's death. Though he understood my meaning shortly after.

"Let me express my condolences again. No one deserves to die in such agony."

Afterward, Kajin properly offered his sympathies to Besus's brothers and nephew.

The family members thanked Kajin and left to attend to other mourners.

"Surely you didn't come all this way just to meet us?"

"No. Running into you here is purely coincidental."

"..."

Elena remained silent at Kajin's answer.

Neither of us looked like we believed him. What are the odds of such a coincidence?

"Well, I was wondering when I'd get to meet you."

His follow-up statement turned our suspicion into certainty.

"There are too many ears here. We should move somewhere else."

"If the Godmother wishes it."

Kajin seemed somewhat displeased with me for neglecting him, yet he readily complied with Elena's suggestion.

The reason I hadn't met with Kajin for three days was because of her. Or more precisely, because of my two wives, Elena and Felicia.

"Good, this should be far enough."

Elena and I stopped near the funeral home's parking lot.

Kajin, who had been following closely behind in his black coat with a red scarf draped over his shoulders, also came to a halt.

"So what happens now?"

"About what?"

"Though my boss and I don't think much of it, there was some commotion when the goods arrived. Because of that incident, there's been talk within our organization."

"For example?"

"They're wondering if we can continue to trust you people."

Kajin answered Elena's question with a certain formality, though the content was anything but formal.

"You don't need to worry about that."

"It's hard to believe that after what's already happened..."

"Nothing will change. I think I know who's behind the people who caused this incident."

"Is there an enemy within the Five Families?"

"No, they're from the Five Families, but not from within our ranks—they're outsiders."

"Werewolves. They're trouble wherever you go."

Werewolves are trouble everywhere?

Come to think of it, I didn't see Haremo, the werewolf who usually accompanied Kajin, anywhere.

"Did you come alone this time?"

"No, I came with my subordinates as usual."

"Then where is he?"

"Haremo. He's dead."

"Did something happen on your end as well?"

Elena asked Kajin when he mentioned Haremo's death.

Elena hadn't met Haremo many times directly, but she had heard enough about him through me to have a general idea of what kind of person he was.

"It's the usual story. Someone who receives everyone's expectations and favor betrays that trust in spectacular fashion."

From Kajin's words, I could infer that Haremo had betrayed the Tyrenian organization and died for it.

Given his comment about werewolves being trouble, it seemed that Haremo and other werewolves had been at the center of it.

"We both suffer from those who don't know their place."

"You could say that. Anyway, I'd like to know what follow-up measures the Godfather and Godmother plan to take."

Kajin answered me while steering the conversation back to the main topic, with an ill-fitting formal tone.

"We've almost finished identifying who was behind this."

"Now we just need to deal with them. We plan to make it widely known what happens to those who touch our sensitive areas."

Elena started, and I finished with the crucial part. Felicia and her family had been a great help in this matter.

The Fellini Family and the Marinelli Family.

When the intelligence and influence of the two most powerful families in Hevilly combined, all efforts by the police and coast guard to protect their people were in vain.

"So now I just wait for good news?"

"That's right. You weren't planning to leave anytime soon anyway."

Kajin didn't bother asking why I thought so.

The twenty assassins he had brought with the goods were still openly operating in this city.

"I actually have a gift for you two. Since I've heard good news is coming, it's only right to show you a good gift."

"What is it?"

"..."

Silently, Kajin rummaged inside his coat and pulled out a medium-sized brown wooden box.

It wasn't as small as a ring box, but it seemed just large enough to fit a finger.

"Here."

Damn it. I hadn't even said it aloud, just thought it.

When Kajin opened the box, the grotesque contents were revealed—two severed fingers with no identifiable owner.

"Mikhail Fedorovich. And Andrei Lukin."

"What?!"

Elena reacted strongly to the two names Kajin mentioned.

"Are these their fingers? Did you kill them?"

"How else would I get their fingers? Feel free to verify if you don't believe me."

We had recently received reports that those two capos from the Dragovich Family hadn't been seen lately.

Mikhail Fedorovich and Andrei Lukin.

They weren't exactly the right and left hands of Dragovich. Those positions belonged to others.

But these men had been following Dragovich for quite some time. They were like trusted loyal servants.

*

"This is the second time I've touched severed werewolf fingers."

"Was Haremo the first?"

Kajin nodded at my words. Yes, I thought as much. I took the box he was offering.

"I'll be going now."

He left the funeral home as if he had completed everything he needed to do.

His steps seemed remarkably light yet hollow. I thought I should probably visit the Lupus Carlton Hotel soon.

[When you drink with the moon, you are not alone.]

The flowers around the parking lot created a commotion, forming the shape of letters.

It was as if the status window was telling me there was no need to be Kajin's drinking buddy.

'Or did it just want to show me those words?'

Sometimes when it warned me of danger, it clearly tried to be helpful. It's just that it rarely was as helpful as intended.

"Luke, let's go back. We've finished what we came to do."

"Right. No point in staying here and getting photographed."

Elena spoke with a serious expression, but she seemed quite pleased.

Was it because there was no obstacle between her and me, unlike with Felicia or Kajin?

"Are you that happy Felicia isn't here?"

"No, you should say it correctly."

"Huh?"

"Luke, I'm happy because I'm alone with you."

"..."

I'm pretty sure I heard something similar from Felicia before.

Really, I was too lucky for someone who hadn't saved a country in my previous world. To have two such wives.

Two days had passed since Elena, Kajin, and I visited the funeral home where Besus Russo's body lay.

During that time, his body had been visible through the open casket... but now it was time to send the deceased to where he belonged.

The time had come to bury Besus Russo's coffin in the cold ground.

"..."

"Boss, Godmother. We've arrived."

"Good."

My driver, Warren, informed us that our armored car had reached its destination.

The car shook violently as Carso, who was sitting in the passenger seat, got out before us.

"I thought a bomb had dropped."

"Luke, I always enjoy your jokes, but... please hold off for a bit."

"Of course. It's a funeral."

I knew that much. But Elena seemed very worried about her brother.

"Godfather."

As soon as I got out of the car, Tony Salmo and other capos approached me.

The Spider's sister Viola Carmen, the old slime Alex Leonhart, the dwarf vampire bomb expert Belcastro Granada.

And Richard Banella and Vincent Lumini too.

Essentially, all the capos of the Fellini Family who could come were present.

"The other families have gathered in force as well."

"Well, that's to be expected."

Marinelli, Carmen, Solomon. The other Five Families showed the same movement as us.

I carefully observed the Marinelli Family. Following behind the capos was not Vito Marinelli, but his eldest son, Manfredi.

"As expected, Father didn't come."

Felicia appeared behind Elena and me.

"Felicia, I told you to stay in the car."

"Even if they're targeting someone, it would be Manfredi, not me."

Felicia wagged her tail dismissively at Elena's words.

"...That's not something you should say, sis."

"It's fine. Manfredi isn't weak enough to be killed by vampires."

"Feli. It's fine to follow us, but you need to be careful. Understood?"

"I understand."

Felicia quickly hid her light smile at my serious tone.

Before long, all the famous mafia figures in the city had gathered around Besus's coffin. Except, of course, for the Dragovich Family.

Among them were Black people associated with the Marinelli Family.

Right next to where Besus would be buried stood a red tombstone shaped like a drop of blood. A truly vampire-like tombstone.

"Darius."

There was a face I hadn't seen at the funeral home before.

Darius Russo. The boss of the Russo Family and the elder brother of the deceased who would soon be buried in the cold ground.

Flames continuously rose and extinguished around his head. His struggle to contain his emotions looked precarious.

"The parting with a loved one is always sad and painful. We have gathered here today for the funeral of Besus Russo."

A voice broke the heavy silence from where Darius was looking. A vampire priest had begun the mass—a funeral mass for the deceased.

"Today is also a time to comfort those who are plunged into sorrow after sending off their beloved family member, with our prayers and consideration."

Elena, Felicia, and I, along with the other attendees, maintained silence.

Whether we agreed with the priest or not, our diverse views and opinions, as varied as our numbers, were of no use.

"(omitted) Finally, we beseech God to forgive the sins committed by our departed brother Besus during his lifetime."

With those words, others besides the priest broke the silence.

Besus's brothers and friends.

Those who had lived life alongside him began to move his coffin.

Four on each side. A total of eight men carefully lowered Besus's coffin into the deep hole dug in the ground.

Thud.

A heavy sound announcing the deceased's arrival in the afterworld.

"May God hear our prayers and show mercy before the tears of those who have lost their beloved family."

The priest seemed to focus more on comforting the bereaved than on the deceased during the mass.

Some of those attending the funeral were already holding white flowers. But the first person to place flowers on the coffin was predetermined.

"Mom, can I do it?"

Besus's young son asked his widowed mother.

Even before he spoke, soil had begun to be sprinkled over Besus's coffin.

"..."

When the widow nodded with a sorrowful face, the young son left his mother and bravely stepped forward alone.

Though he walked alone, everyone at the funeral was with him.

Plop.

The white flower dropped by the son fell onto his father's coffin.

As the child returned to his place, Darius approached his brother's coffin, crossing paths with the boy.

Around them, sniffling sounds and busy hands wiping away tears could be seen.

"..."

Elena quietly watched the scene with reddened eyes.

"Elena."

"Thank you."

I handed her a handkerchief.

I checked on Felicia too, but she didn't need one—she was already wiping her tears with the tip of her tail.

"Godfather, Godmother."

A deep voice accompanied by intense heat came from behind me as I was watching Felicia.

"Darius."

Darius expressed his gratitude to me and my two wives for the tears we shed. Apparently, tears had formed in my eyes as well.

"Let's move somewhere else. I have something to say."

"..."

I signaled to Carso and Salmo. Just Elena and I would be enough.

Darius was also alone, seemingly wanting a boss-to-boss conversation.

"So what did you want to say?"

"You probably know that I burned to death the last three Vipers?"

"Yes, I heard they died quite horribly."

"The last one told me something important."

I distinctly remember all three Vipers burning to death. Apparently, one couldn't withstand the pain and spilled everything.

"He said there's still a facility breeding Vipers."

"...What?"

Elena and I reacted almost simultaneously.
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# The News from the Russo Family Boss

The news that the Russo Family boss delivered to Elena and me was rather shocking: viper breeding grounds still exist.

Do I need to elaborate on how relentlessly the five Families, deploying spiders and wolves, purged the vipers?

And yet, to think there are still viper breeding grounds remaining...

"..."

Elena maintained a serious expression and said nothing in response to Darius's words.

Even just a handful of viper remnants were this threatening... and now we might have to deal with a new generation of vipers.

"Wait."

The thought that crossed my mind was truly horrifying.

But before giving in to despair, there was something I needed to confirm directly from Darius.

"Where did you hear this from?"

"Connor. That was definitely his name."

"The one Dwight newly made into a viper."

He was also one of the three vipers Darius personally burned to death in agony.

"..."

I had assumed it might be one of the Russo Family's informants, but the source of the information was impeccable.

"The location of the viper breeding grounds? Do you know where they are?"

"There are two places that were still properly functioning until very recently."

Two places. Not many, but certainly not good news either.

"Wait, when did these two breeding grounds start producing vipers?"

Flames sparked around Darius's head. His expression, not engulfed in fire, was smiling as if appreciating the sharpness of my question.

"One was newly established by him, and the other seems to be an old one still in use."

"..."

Suddenly, I wondered why he was sharing this information with Elena and me.

"I'll handle both breeding grounds with my men. I'll burn everyone associated with those places."

Darius displayed the hatred one should rightfully feel toward everything related to viper breeding grounds.

"Fine by me. It's only natural to deal with those dangerous creatures."

I agreed with him.

We'd already secured the two vipers under Angela, so we didn't need the others.

Especially since they'd just be unfinished products anyway.

"..."

However, Elena and Darius remained silent, as if they already knew what I was going to say next.

"But we have procedures. I think you know that well enough without me explaining."

The Russo Family boss wouldn't need detailed explanations.

"A viper breeding ground seems significant enough to warrant a committee meeting."

"Fine, do as you please. The location doesn't matter."

"But there's another condition, right?"

"Start immediately after my brother's funeral. Everyone will be gathered anyway, so that should be possible."

Elena and I nodded almost simultaneously.

And so the Godfather and Godmother moved away from the Russo Family boss, heading in different directions.

The Godfather went to the Marinelli and Solomon Families, while the Godmother approached the Carmen Family to inform them about the committee meeting to be held right after the funeral.

"Elena, how did it go on your end?"

"Veronica agrees."

"So do Manfredi and Little Dom. No Family is opposing, so it seems Russo will get what he wants."

"Well, they might not oppose the meeting itself, but I think some Families will object to what Darius intends to do."

As Elena and I were conversing, Felicia approached from behind Elena.

"Feli."

"Luke, Manfredi asked me to tell you one thing."

"What?"

"He wants the location to be Dragon Hill Hotel."

"...What? That's too far."

Elena was right.

The cemetery where we were is in the northern part of the city. The Dragon Hill Hotel, the Marinelli Family's stronghold, is naturally in the southern part.

A long-distance drive across Heavilly.

Of course, we anticipated resistance from the Russo Family, who wanted a quick and efficient meeting.

"So the Marinelli boss will personally attend the meeting?"

"Yes, if we had known this would happen, it would have been more convenient for Father to come directly."

Felicia seemed to understand that it was an unreasonable request, even though she was the one delivering it.

"Elena, what do you think?"

"I don't know about us or the other Families, but will Darius just sit still?"

It wasn't that I was afraid of Darius's anger. It wouldn't look good for the Godfather to fear a mere boss.

"But there are some advantages."

"Like what?"

Instead of arguing or opposing my words, Elena chose to hear me out first.

'Elena's personality has really mellowed.'

"At least we can shake off the troublesome ones. If we hold the meeting near this cemetery, we might have the same issue as with the rat hole last time."

Previously, the rat bastards from the rat hole had taken photos of us returning to our territories after a meeting.

We tried to be careful, but these things happen sometimes.

We managed to resolve it through deals with the rat catchers, but there was no need for the same thing to happen twice.

"Sigh... that's true."

"I'll handle convincing Veronica."

Felicia acted as if Elena and I had already made our decision. Elena seemed about to object but then gave up.

"Elena, go see Little Dom."

"What about you, Luke?"

"Well, the rest is obvious."

It was my job to convince Darius and the Russo Family. Come to think of it, if the committee meeting was being held at the Marinelli stronghold at their request... shouldn't they be the ones doing this?

"..."

Just the presence of Felicia and Manfredi at this funeral was already a provocation to the Russo Family.

I decided to intervene before the relationship between the two Families changed dramatically—and for the worse.

*

To cut to the chase, I succeeded in persuading the Russo Family.

The most important thing was that our Fellini Family and the Marinelli Family achieved this result without giving anything to the Russo Family.

When I approached Darius, I first mentioned the tears that Elena and I had shed earlier.

It was none other than Darius who had expressed gratitude for our tears shed for Vesus and his young child.

"But isn't that too far?"

"I think so too. But if it's far for us, it's equally far for the others, isn't it?"

Darius could have easily resolved this.

But to convince Damar, the consigliere, I needed a different reason. In the end, I argued that since the Russo Family was the one who necessitated the committee meeting, we might as well do it properly.

From this cemetery in the northern part of the city to Dragon Hill Hotel in the southern part.

The federal government, the Dragovich Family, the rat hole, rat catchers, and more.

There were plenty of vermin interested in our movements. Oh, and I should include the city's various media outlets and journalists too.

Anyway, to shake off such nuisances, sufficient distance and time were needed.

If we met at Dragon Hill as requested by the Marinelli Family, we would certainly have more than enough distance and time.

"..."

While Damar was deliberating, I continued to list the few advantages of this arrangement.

It was clear that it would take time for the consigliere's opinion to emerge. Darius, who wanted to deal with the viper breeding ground issue quickly, reluctantly nodded.

"Alright, I'll take that as agreement."

And so, the persuasion of the Russo Family ended successfully.

Immediately afterward, I returned to the armored car where my two wives were waiting.

"Warren. We have a long way to go, so let's get moving."

"Yes, boss."

As Warren promptly started the car, Elena watched the Russo Family, who were also beginning to move like us.

"You managed to convince those Russo guys."

"I believed Luke would succeed."

"Felicia, before saying such things, could you stop creating problems?"

"What?"

Felicia seemed to have a lot to say about this sudden assignment of blame.

Her involvement in this matter was merely relaying what her father had said to us. More precisely, she probably relayed what her father had said to Manfredi and then to us.

While my two wives were arguing about this, I watched out the window.

The other Families were also departing toward the same destination without any issues.

"Warren. Don't get too close to the other Families, maintain an appropriate distance."

"Yes, understood."

"Wouldn't it be better to take a completely different route?"

"That would take too much time. We're already traversing from the north to the south of the city."

"Hmm..."

Elena wore an uncertain expression after hearing my words.

"Elena, moderation is best in everything."

Felicia suggested we follow my advice for now.

We would maintain an appropriate distance while moving, and if anyone followed us, we would disperse in different directions.

"Fine. That's not a bad idea."

As the bosses and entourages of the five Families headed toward Dragon Hill Hotel.

The situation Elena was concerned about did occur.

Not enough to threaten our lives, but these people were clearly very curious about what we were up to.

"This seems like a good time to split up. Warren!"

"Yes!"

We were the first to choose a different path.

What happens once tends to happen twice. The Carmen Family and Solomon Family followed our lead and deviated from their routes.

The Marinelli Family and Russo Family would have moved accordingly as well.

Thus, the armored car carrying me and my two wives arrived at the destination before any other Family.

"...Elena, did we arrive first?"

"Seems like it."

The armored car was heavier and slower than other vehicles due to its special modifications and the machine gun mounted at the rear.

It was hard to believe that we had arrived first.

"I'll lead the way from here."

"..."

As soon as we got out of the car, Felicia volunteered to guide us.

There was no reason to refuse when the boss's eldest daughter offered to personally escort us.

The hotel staff and Marinelli Family members seemed more surprised by Felicia's appearance than by Elena and me.

"Father?"

"He's waiting in the conference room on the 8th floor, Miss."

Elena and I followed Felicia into the elevator.

In this situation, it felt like we weren't the protagonists of our own lives but rather supporting characters meant to make another protagonist shine.

That's how absolute Felicia's influence within the Marinelli Family seemed to be.

"Here's the conference room."

"The doors are bigger than I expected."

"The interior is even larger and more magnificent."

Felicia pushed both sides of the door inward with her arms.

I was about to help, but Elena moved first. With Elena's assistance, the doors opened noticeably faster.

There was no need for me to join in at all.

As soon as the conference room doors opened, we saw several enormous chairs arranged inside. No, not just chairs, but something more like royal thrones.

"Finally, you've arrived. It was quite tiresome waiting."

In one of the occupied chairs sat the ruler of this hotel, Vito Marinelli, the boss of the Marinelli Family, hunched over.

Even while seated, he was leaning on a cane, which seemed to represent the years he had lived through.

Similarly, the most prominent feature on his wrinkled face, full of the traces of time, was... his eyes, still tinged with blue.

It seems the effects of his Blue Eyes addiction hadn't quite faded.

"Godfather, Godmother. I've prepared seats for both of you."

Regardless, he pointed with the tip of his cane to where Elena and I should sit.

Looking in the direction indicated by the cane tip, there were two enormous chairs placed unusually close together.

"So we really are the first to arrive."

In this situation, all I could do was... wait with my two wives for the bosses of the other Families to arrive.

While waiting for their arrival.

Naturally, Vito Marinelli began to engage us in conversation.
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"Ahem!"

Before we could even take our seats, Vito Marinelli cleared his throat.

The size of this conference room, with large chairs arranged for the other bosses excluding me, Elena, and him, was quite spacious.

Despite being at a considerable distance, his throat-clearing was remarkably clear.

"Godfather, Godmother. There's something I'd like to discuss before the other bosses arrive."

"Don't tell me it's about Blue Eyes again?"

"Pardon?"

Unlike Elena who responded nonchalantly, I answered more politely.

Even though I was the Godfather, he was Felicia's father—my father-in-law.

"I think it's about time, don't you?"

'Time? What time is he talking about?'

I didn't bother to answer, but both my wives flinched almost simultaneously.

Elena and Felicia might have flinched for different reasons, but their subsequent actions were identical.

They both approached me and pressed their bodies close.

"For a father, you've said something quite sensible."

"..."

Vito Marinelli made an enigmatic expression at Felicia's response, which was ambiguously complimentary.

"Alright, could you back off a bit?"

Felicia embraced me from behind while Elena approached from the front, trying to separate me from her. I ended up sandwiched between them before I could even sit down.

Of course, I managed to slip away while the two wives were distracted with each other.

"Are you referring to the wedding?"

"At least my son-in-law isn't completely clueless. We've dealt with the Sanchez Family, eliminated the Vipers—isn't this an appropriate time?"

"Even with Dragovich still out there?"

In this world, Vito Marinelli is one of the people who knows Mikhail Dragovich best.

It was clear that if we indulged in something like a wedding ceremony while our victory was incomplete, Dragovich would seize the opportunity to strike.

'Surely he must know that.'

"That fellow is now just an isolated island floating alone on the sea. Why should the sea fear a single island?"

"Other islands might extend a hand to that island. Or vice versa."

The five families of Havily.

The absolute rulers who once managed all mafia families in this country.

That role was passed to my father when they fell, but after his death, Elena and I had yet to restore that level of authority.

The western and central regions, plus other families around Havily.

They wouldn't just stand by and watch the current situation where the five families of the east and the Fellini Family were in disarray.

"So you're postponing the wedding with my daughter again?"

"We just need to deal with Dragovich first."

Mikhail Dragovich and his family, who controlled a significant territory in Havily and wielded influence comparable to the other five families.

With such a force holding out, the situation could change instantly if external forces joined the conflict.

The Russo Family could fully engage in the coming war now that they've dealt with the Vipers, but the opposite could also happen—like declaring war on their cousins beyond northern Havily who had cooperated with the Vipers.

In that case, all four families would be drawn into the war again.

Carmen and Solomon had limited forces they could allocate, as they needed to stabilize their newly acquired territories.

That left only our Fellini and Marinelli families with proper combat strength.

In this situation, dragging things out seemed like a bad idea. I wanted to explain this thoroughly.

"It's fine, Luke."

"...Huh?"

Felicia had approached me from behind without my noticing.

"If you want... I can wait as long as needed."

"..."

This wasn't what I wanted to hear from Felicia. It was clear she was saying this reluctantly for my sake.

At least, that's what I thought.

"Our child, who's already more important than any wedding, exists now. It will probably be more special than Elena's wedding. After all, it will be a ceremony watched by my and Luke's child..."

Maybe I didn't know her as well as I thought. Felicia's thinking was far beyond my expectations.

"..."

Neither Elena nor I could say anything in response to Felicia's statement, and neither could Vito Marinelli.

Especially her father, who looked completely dumbfounded.

"Father, is this satisfactory enough?"

"...Hahaha! More than enough!"

Felicia's gaze toward her father was intensely cold.

I suspected she had the same thought as me—that her father was trying to use his eldest daughter and grandchild as bait to catch the dangerous fish named Dragovich.

I could only hope that what Felicia and I were thinking wasn't true.

"..."

Meanwhile, amid the dangerous current between father and daughter, Elena made no attempt to hide her discomfort.

She was probably upset by Felicia's earlier comment, but Vito Marinelli's intended scheme also involved me—Elena's husband and brother—as bait.

"Let's go sit down."

"Alright."

It was my role to defuse the situation.

Elena and I took our seats at the head of the table, while Felicia positioned herself on the armrest of my large chair, leaning slightly against me.

After that, it was just a tedious wait.

However, the shock of Vito Marinelli's earlier suggestion hadn't fully dissipated.

To use his own daughter. To use his own grandchild as bait.

The same daughter who had struggled to keep the family together with her older brother when he himself became incapable of running the family due to drug addiction.

Perhaps that's why Felicia's gaze toward her father remained razor-sharp. The atmosphere was so tense that Elena and I found ourselves watching Felicia cautiously.

Well...

Maybe this level of ruthlessness was to be expected from one of the bosses of the five families when faced with power and crisis.

I suddenly realized I was glaring at Vito Marinelli alongside Felicia.

"I think we have other guests arriving."

Just as Elena spoke, footsteps could be heard outside the conference room. Despite being an elf like me, Elena had superior hearing.

I wasn't sure if that would still be the case when I transformed into a wolf.

"Oh my. It seems we've missed being first."

Veronica Fellini and Paula Carmen.

The boss and consigliere of the Carmen Family appeared together amicably.

"They're starting to arrive. The young spider's seat is over there."

Vito Marinelli pointed his cane toward where Veronica should sit.

"Mr. Marinelli. Don't you think there are too few chairs for such a large space?"

"In the East, they call that the beauty of simplicity."

Vito Marinelli didn't back down from Paula Carmen's complaint when she realized there was no seat for her.

*

That left three families.

As soon as Veronica took her seat, she looked toward Elena and me with a bright smile.

"...This is a bit uncomfortable."

"Oh my, isn't that a bit harsh toward your sister?"

"No. I wasn't talking about Veronica, but the one beside her."

"Ah."

Felicia nodded unconsciously at Elena's words.

While Veronica was one thing, Paula Carmen standing beside her was also directing an artificial smile our way.

It was clearly meant to be a smile, but somehow it made the recipient feel tense—quite a talent.

"Feli, what about those cut horns? Who used them?"

"Who else? Himself."

I asked Felicia about Vito Marinelli's two severed horns.

Apparently, after Vito Marinelli became addicted to Blue Eyes, his children used their father's horns before using their own.

"However many horns he used, the effect is certainly impressive."

"Elena, it seems even that can't change one's innate nature."

Felicia was clearly mocking her father, for anyone to hear.

Whether Vito Marinelli could hear our conversation was uncertain. Given the distance, it seemed unlikely.

Unless the descendants of the Golden Dragon had hearing as good as us elves or wolves.

Thump. Thump.

I found myself perking up at the heavy footsteps coming from outside the conference room.

"..."

The heavy door swung open forcefully, revealing Darius Russo, Arta Russo, and Damar Russo.

The boss, underboss, and consigliere of the Russo Family—the entire upper echelon had come in person.

"Is that rat bastard not here yet?"

"Wrong. Not a rat, a hamster."

"Hmph, isn't that the same thing?"

Darius asked as he headed toward one of the remaining large chairs.

Before I could respond, Vito Marinelli pointed his cane at where Darius should sit and answered.

"Now we just need Marinelli and Solomon."

No sooner had I spoken than both my wives reacted.

"Aren't your brothers running late?"

"Yeah. Manfredi wouldn't normally be this late."

"Russo, did you part ways with the other two families on the way?"

"Yes."

Darius answered with remarkable brevity. Shortly after, multiple sets of footsteps could be heard.

The sounds seemed irregular because there were so many, but that wasn't it. There were quick footsteps with short strides, and heavy, deliberate steps.

Just from the footsteps, I could tell who was coming.

"Damn it."

Manfredi Marinelli and Little Dom Solomon had arrived.

Little Dom cursed when he realized he was effectively the last to arrive.

The Marinelli Family had just arrived too, but their boss, Vito Marinelli, was already seated at the head table.

"Please take a seat, young man."

This time, Vito Marinelli didn't even need to point his cane at the chair.

"Nngh!"

As Little Dom settled into the large chair with help from his men, I announced the start of the committee meeting. After all, I was the chairman of the committee.

"This meeting was called at the request of Darius Russo."

"What? Not Mr. Marinelli?"

"No, it wasn't. That old man just suddenly changed the venue to this place."

Veronica and Paula looked at me after Russo's statement.

"Russo is correct."

"Well then, let's start the meeting right away."

If I was the chairman, Elena was the vice-chairman. Not officially, but as Godfather and Godmother, it felt that way.

The committee was originally a governing body that oversaw all mafia families in this country.

When a committee meeting was called, it usually meant very important matters were at hand.

For example, succession disputes within specific families, resolution and mediation of large-scale conflicts involving multiple families, sharing of mutually beneficial business information, and so on.



"Let's first confirm the newly established territories and domains."

Coincidentally, Vito Marinelli had prepared for this as well.

We marked the new territories of the five families on a map of Havily City.

Compared to the previous situation, the most notable change was that the central part of the city had completely become our Fellini Family's territory.

The Sanchez Family's territory, except for some parts, had been entirely absorbed by the Solomon Family. Additionally, the Carmen Family had expanded northward rather than southward, and the Russo Family had completely suppressed the Vipers.

"Since everyone has already amicably agreed on the territories, we don't need to spend more time on this."

It was merely a formal reconfirmation.

"Russo."

I prompted Darius Russo to say what he had been holding back. For someone with his hot temper, this might have been quite an effort.

"We've located two Viper breeding grounds that are still operational."

"..."

Elena and I already knew this fact.

But the other family bosses, excluding us, looked quite shocked.

"So they can breed more Vipers again?"

"You could say that. But forget about it. We'll handle them."

Darius responded irritably to Vito Marinelli's question.

"The Vipers are certainly too dangerous. But how can we believe these two breeding grounds still exist?"

"It doesn't matter if you don't believe it, Spider. Your disbelief doesn't make the facts disappear."

Veronica's challenge and Darius's response.

Darius added that this was information he had heard directly from the mouth of the last Viper he had dealt with.

"You're more naive than you look. It could just be something said in the throes of agony."

"We've already confirmed the location he mentioned."

Darius remained unshaken by Paula's provocative comment.

"The point is this: whether we should deal with the two remaining Viper breeding grounds, and whether we should entrust that task to the Russo Family."

I intervened before the conversation between Darius and the other bosses could continue.

The vote proceeded quickly.

Vito Marinelli opposed, but all other bosses were in favor, including Darius Russo himself.

With this, it was decided that the Russo Family would take full responsibility for dealing with the Viper breeding grounds.

"What a waste. Such a waste."

"..."

Darius didn't lose his temper even when Vito Marinelli expressed regret right in front of someone who had lost his brother.

"Good, let's move on to the next agenda item."

There might be other bosses with important matters to discuss besides Darius Russo.

If not, the meeting was essentially over. I wanted to end this meeting as quickly as possible.

"If no one else has anything, this old man would like to make a proposal."

"..."

Vito Marinelli.

He alone raised his hand. He had two agenda items to propose.

"What about putting a bounty on Dragovich's head?"

The first was to put a price on Mikhail Dragovich's head.

"The Wolf and the Spider have already become the Five Families themselves, and the Vipers will soon be completely gone. Don't we need a new tool befitting the new Five Families?"

The second was to create a new subordinate organization for the Five Families.

Ch.157 - Huh? (1)
# The Bounty on Mikhail Dragovich and the Need for New Tools for the Five Families

No sooner had the matter of Darius Russo's viper breeding facility been decided than Vito Marinelli presented two new agenda items.

"...Come to think of it, I had something to tell the other bosses too."

I said this while fidgeting with the small box I had received from Kazin at the cemetery in the northern part of the city.

Inside the box were two werewolves' fingers. And not just any werewolves, but the fingers of Dragovich Family caporegimes.

"What's that box?"

Darius Russo was the first to react to the box.

"It'll be faster if you see for yourself."

Vito Marinelli belatedly instructed one of his men to receive the box.

The box passed from me to a Marinelli Family member, then made its way from Vito Marinelli to the other bosses.

Before it even returned to Elena and me, I revealed who the fingers belonged to.

"The fingers belong to Mikhail Fedorovich and Andrei Lukin."

"..."

"Some of you might know them well, others might not."

Elena deliberately spoke up when the reactions were more subdued than expected. Thanks to her, I was able to continue the conversation more naturally.

"They're werewolves who have followed Dragovich for a long time. Both are caporegimes, needless to say."

"I can't tell just by looking at the fingers."

Little Dom made a perfectly timed comment.

"True, they might have just lost their fingers. But the guys who gave me these fingers came from Tyrenia."

Tyrenian assassins.

Though they numbered only about twenty, they were incredibly reliable. They had already taken care of two of the Dragovich Family's caporegimes.

"...Have they already started hunting wolves?"

"Faster than expected. Their skills seem as sharp as ever."

Darius and Vito Marinelli responded immediately.

"Please don't speak in such confusing terms. To be precise, they're hunting werewolves."

Veronica seemed displeased with Darius's words. Well, most people probably don't care much about the distinction between wolves and werewolves.

"Anyway, what I want to say is simple. It would be good to put out a bounty, even for the sake of our Tyrenian friends."

I didn't elaborate on the reasons.

If we put a massive bounty on Mikhail Dragovich's head, it was clear that every skilled criminal in the underworld would move against Dragovich.

The Dragovich gang would be on high alert if that happened.

Nevertheless, it wouldn't be bad for the Tyrenian assassins to operate. Their activities would be seen as the work of independent hitmen or bounty hunters.

And crucially... it would remain difficult to target Mikhail Dragovich directly.

In other words, the chances of Elena and me avenging our father would increase.

"Godfather, we might just end up provoking them unnecessarily."

"True, but they might mistake them for random thugs after the bounty."

While I was thinking about various aspects internally, Little Dom and Veronica brought up the pros and cons of the bounty that I was already aware of.

"Solomon. What's there to provoke or not? We're already at war with them."

As Veronica and I naturally expressed opinions in favor of the bounty, Vito Marinelli joined in.

It was natural since the bounty proposal was his idea in the first place.

Little Dom didn't seem to like this flow at all, but Darius observed the situation regardless.

The discussion ended there.

As chairman of the committee, I began the vote.

"In favor."

"I'm in favor too."

Veronica and I.

Following us, Vito Marinelli also voted in favor, and Elena belatedly expressed her support.

With the majority decided, Darius also voted in favor.

"..."

Solomon, seeing how things were going, changed his position and voted in favor as well.

Typically, committee votes end in unanimity like this, with bosses who initially opposed changing their minds at the end.

"How much bounty are you thinking of placing?"

Veronica's question to Vito Marinelli.

"It would be good to put it not just on Dragovich but on his subordinates as well."

His answer was evasive.

"How much was the bounty on those public enemies?"

"The highest was probably 10,000 pounds."

I mentioned some reference cases, and Solomon conveniently provided the bounty amount for the number one public enemy.

'10,000 pounds... isn't that too stingy?'

Public enemies were notorious criminals designated by the federal government as causing great harm to local communities. Usually, those who engaged in organized crime, bank robbery, serial killing, and other flashy crimes became public enemies.

Even Eddie Sanchez, who was detained after the Borges hearing, was a public enemy.

Actually, we didn't need to go as far as Sanchez; we had someone who was a public enemy on our side.

Bier Salmo.

Once known as the "Mafia's Lawyer," he was my father's consigliere and the father of the current consigliere, Tony Salmo.

While Mr. Salmo took on various tasks on behalf of my father, he also operated behind the scenes of various crimes. From the federal government's perspective, he was someone they had to keep an eye on.

"So, how about 100,000 pounds on Dragovich's head?"

"Is that the amount the Godfather and Godmother are personally offering?"

If the Five Families were jointly putting out the bounty, it would be right for the Five Families to split the amount equally.

But 100,000 pounds... while not a small amount, I wondered if it would be face-losing for the Five Families to split just this much.

"Elena, I think this level of expenditure should be fine, what do you think?"

"..."

Elena seemed to share my thoughts. She nodded without hesitation.

"The Pellini Family will put up 100,000 alone."

"Then let's add another 100,000 from Marinelli."

"?"

Suddenly, what was going to be solely borne by our Pellini Family became a joint burden.

"Solomon will also put up 100,000 pounds."

Not to be outdone, Little Dom joined in on the joint bounty. Veronica and Darius each added 100,000 pounds as well.

The Solomon Family and Carmen Family were both adjacent to the Dragovich Family, so it was natural in a way, but the Russo Family was willing to contribute 100,000 pounds despite it being a relatively less important issue for them.

A total of 500,000 pounds.

It was fifty times the bounty on the current public enemy number one, a bank robber.

"This should be enough to maintain the face of our Five Families."

"What about setting bounties for his underlings as well?"

Vito Marinelli advocated for comprehensive bounties not just on Dragovich but also on his underbosses, consiglieri, caporegimes, and other family members.

As a result, it was decided that underbosses and consiglieri would have bounties of 100,000 pounds, and caporegimes would have 10,000-30,000 pounds.

*

The next agenda item was about new tools for the Five Families to replace the wolves, spiders, and vipers.

"As it happens, we have some individuals we're personally preparing."

"Is that so?"

"I'll reveal them to everyone soon. They're still at a stage where it's awkward to show them."

Vito Marinelli drank a blue liquid from a glass that seemed to appear out of nowhere, with an incredibly wicked smile.

Seeing that, the first thing that came to mind was:

"Felicia. Is that possibly Blue Eyes?"

"Well, I've never heard of anyone diluting it with water and drinking it."

Felicia answered my question with uncertainty.

"Wait a minute. Then can't we discuss this agenda item later?"

"Other families might have good ideas too."

"Well, at least we don't have anything particular."

'Wolves,' composed of orphans with special qualities selected to transform into elves and various races, and 'Gullyman,' a gang composed of crocodile-men and shark-men.

There were organizations that could serve as tools for the Five Families, but I had no intention of sharing them with all five families.

"We're also in an awkward position since the spiders aren't what they used to be."

Veronica was in the same boat.

Of course, the Carmen Family's situation was different from the Pellini Family's, as they were focusing on stabilization after a rebellion and internal reorganization.

"Then how about an organization made up of golems?"

"My young friend, what use would something that's just rigid be?"

"Then how about golems bitten by vampires?"

In response to Vito Marinelli's retort, Little Dom started talking nonsense.

Vampire golems? No... if there are vampire dwarves like Granada, who's to say vampire golems can't exist?

"..."

Several bosses, including myself, naturally looked at Darius. He responded with great displeasure.

"Stop this nonsense. With a golem's weight, it couldn't fly anyway."

"Tsk. That's a bit disappointing."

Indeed. Though I didn't show it, I thought vampire golems didn't sound too bad.

Little Dom continued to offer a few more ideas, but none seemed to be considered proper suggestions.

"Then let's end today's meeting here."

The discussion on the two agenda items presented by Vito Marinelli was over. I immediately announced the end of the meeting.

"..."

Darius Russo was the first to leave his seat.

He seemed eager to deal with the viper breeding facility. Meanwhile, Veronica and Paula also left the meeting room after Darius.

Veronica seemed to want to talk to me and Felicia personally.

"Godfather."

"Yes?"

"But don't you think vampire golems were kind of good?"

"Ahem."

I turned my head and quietly gave a thumbs up.

"I knew it!"

Little Dom approached me with wide eyes, but Elena prevented him from getting unnecessarily close to me.

"Little Dom. Stop with the strange talk. When are you going to take your family back?"

"Ah, would it be alright if they stayed at your mansion a bit longer?"

Elena asked Little Dom if the cleanup of his territory was still incomplete, or if there was another reason.

"The cleanup is still incomplete, but... we'll soon be fighting Dragovich."

Indeed. My mansion in the central part of the city was a safe place.

"Then let's do that. With the Tyrenian guys' work and the bounty we just placed, those guys will probably react soon."

"Thank you, Godfather, Godmother."

Meanwhile, as we were talking with Little Dom, Vito Marinelli had already come down from his large chair, given some instructions to Manfredi and Laia, and left the meeting room.

"Brother-in-law, and Godmother. I have something to show you both."

"Manfredi, that includes me too, right?"

"..."

Manfredi reluctantly nodded when his sister interjected.

"Laia will guide you."

"Everyone, please follow me."

Dragon Hill Hotel.

We left the Marinelli Family's headquarters and headed somewhere. Our armored car followed the car Laia was in.

"..."

"Feli, what's wrong?"

"No, it's nothing."

For some reason, Felicia's expression seemed to darken as we headed to our destination.

"Boss, I think we've arrived."

"Yes."

As our driver Warren said, Laia's car stopped. Only after she got out did we exit our armored car.

"Where is this?"

"Please just follow me for now."

Laia hastily answered Elena's question about where we were.

At a glance, it looked like a hospital, but it didn't seem like an ordinary one.

"Are we going straight down to the basement?"

"Yes, brother-in-law."

Laia answered, blinking her violet eyes like Felicia's and wagging her tail.

Basement level 2.

After exiting the elevator, we followed those who welcomed Laia into the building.

The atmosphere and smell were clearly closer to black than white.

"Here we are. Can you see that over there?"

"...What is that?"



Like Elena who asked in surprise, I couldn't help but be shocked by what I saw.

A machine or metal human with a massive body that must have been at least 3 meters tall and incredibly heavy.

And in its abdomen, instead of the body parts that should be there, something green pickled in liquid...

Little Dom?!

"Wait, why is he...?"

"Pardon?"

Ah, no. For a moment, I thought the creature in the container of the giant armor-like thing was Little Dom's son.

While it looked similar at first glance, it was a completely different being.

"...No, I was mistaken."

"Oh come on. I thought it was something serious."

No, that doesn't seem to be the important thing right now.

Ch.158 - Dreamer (2)
The Underground Laboratory.

And there, far inside the laboratory, was the thing that had captured all of our attention.

"Laia, I'd like to see it up close."

"Yes, just a moment."

Laia asked for permission from the laboratory staff. Though it felt more like an order than a request.

Anyway, we followed Laia deeper into the laboratory.

Despite the special clothing requirements and rules we should have followed, none of it seemed to apply to us.

"..."

Seeing it up close made certain things clearer.

This thing was much larger than I'd expected. Perhaps because I'm on the shorter side, I had to crane my neck painfully just to look up at it.

The main body located in its abdomen was manageable to view, but looking at the separate head attached above was truly a struggle.

"Peli, did you know about this thing?"

"To some extent."

"And you didn't tell us anything about it?"

"...You never asked?"

"Please don't misunderstand. We've only made this much progress recently, so even my sister probably didn't know much about it."

Just as Elena began interrogating Felicia, Laia quickly spoke up in her sister's defense.

"Besides, I'm part of the Pellini family now."

As Felicia said this, her expression revealed joy rather than sadness.

Though Laia might have felt a bit hurt by those words, she showed no signs of it.

From this interaction alone, the sisters seemed incredibly close.

"So how complete is this thing?"

I nodded at Felicia's words while asking Laia what I was curious about.

"Hmm... I'd say it's about 70 to 80% complete."

"Can it move, then?"

"Of course. Would you like to see?"

After answering, Laia instructed the laboratory staff to prepare for activation.

Some researchers approached us and asked us to step back further, which we did.

In situations like this, not following the researchers' instructions would be an excellent death flag.

As the researchers began their busy preparations, the true outline of the machine became clearer.

The first changes appeared in the creature contained inside something similar to a Lilyttle dome.

Lights illuminated from three recessed grooves on its face, and the animal in the tube filled with green liquid uncrossed its arms and began looking around.

"Peli, I've been wondering, what's that creature inside?"

"..."

Elena approached naturally, apparently curious about the same thing.

"It's a herbivore called a wombat."

"A wombat?"

When Elena repeated the word as if hearing it for the first time, Felicia explained that it wasn't a commonly seen animal.

Once she started talking about animals, not just the wombat, she became quite talkative.

"..."

But I actually knew something about wombats.

Except that I didn't know the name of the animal that produces cube-shaped droppings. Anyone who'd spent time on the internet in my previous world would recognize that animal.

The problem was that I only remembered its most distinctive feature—the cube-shaped droppings—but had forgotten the animal's name.

"Sister, that's enough now."

Meanwhile, as Felicia continued her animal lecture, Laia finally intervened.

Elena and I didn't mind, though. It was something we often witnessed living together.

"Alright."

"Sister, you're not upset, are you?"

She clearly looked upset.

While Laia worked to improve Felicia's mood, Elena and I focused on the wombat and the machine it was operating.

The wombat seemed to notice us too, pressing its face against the wall of the tube.

"Is that thing really moving properly?"

"I'm not sure. That hyperactive creature seems to be controlling it though."

Watching it behave like an ordinary animal gave me a strange feeling.

"Lady Laia. Activation preparations are complete."

"Good. Then give us a simple demonstration."

As soon as Laia gave her order, the light emanating from the grooves in the machine's head intensified.

Ziiing—!

A sound effect straight out of comics or movies.

At the sound, the wombat stopped its restless movements and sat back down.

The machine began walking with heavy yet precise steps using its two legs. In front of the machine were several rails it could run on.

The wombat, seemingly familiar with the controls, guided the machine to start running on those rails.

"Increase the speed."

"Yes!"

Despite the gradually increasing speed, the wombat showed no signs of fatigue.

'Ah.'

Of course, it makes sense since the machine is doing the actual running.

"Is this its maximum speed?"

"No, brother-in-law. It can run faster if we push the main body harder."

I see. Its mobility isn't bad at all.

"It seems almost as fast as a car. That's pretty impressive."

In response to Elena's comment, Laia began explaining how difficult it had been to achieve this level of completion.

"Laia, that's enough now."

A complete reversal of the earlier situation.

Now Felicia was saying to Laia what Laia had said to her earlier.

"Sister, are you getting back at me for earlier?"

"What do you mean? I have no idea what you're talking about."

"Laia, wait. Can I ask you one question?"

"Yes, of course, brother-in-law."

Laia turned her attention to me. She wagged her tail while saying I could ask more than one question if I wanted...

As expected of sisters, even unintentionally, her tail-wagging motion was remarkably similar to Felicia's.

"I haven't seen its full capabilities yet, but the mobility seems good and everything else looks fine, but..."

"But what?"

"...I'm wondering if it's necessary to expose its weakness so obviously."

"Ah."

*

Felicia and Laia, the two sisters, reacted simultaneously.

"Laia, you should have explained the most important part first."

"You're right. That was my mistake."

Laia acknowledged this and ordered the rail to stop. When the rail stopped, the wombat in the machine approached us.

"Brother-in-law, would you like to touch it with your hand?"

"Touch what? That thing?"

She pointed at the tube containing the wombat.

I approached the wombat and the machine, following my sister-in-law's instructions.

"...!"

Before my fingertip even reached the tube, I felt something solid.

Clearly, in my vision, there was nothing between my finger and the tube. Confused by this strange situation, I looked at the two Marinelli sisters.

"Luke, what's wrong?"

"What I'm seeing and what I'm touching don't match up."

Elena responded before either of the sisters could.

"Yes, actually, that tube is inside the machine."

Ah, so that's how it was.

"Did you use some kind of magic?"

"That's right. It cost quite a bit, but I think it's worth it."

Magic in this world is incredibly convenient.

It can warp space to allow a giant like Eddie Sanchez to fit in a car smaller than himself, or if you have enough money, make the interior of your mansion larger than it appears from outside.

In this case, it probably interferes with spatial perception, creating a difference between the actual structure of an object and how others perceive it.

"..."

Understanding the principle was one thing, but accepting it firsthand was another matter entirely.

I repeatedly touched what appeared to be the tube on the machine's abdomen.

"Hoe-ek! Hoo-ek!"

The creature placed its tiny paws against where my hand was touching and began making peculiar sounds as unique as its appearance.

Just as we could see the wombat, it seemed the wombat could see us too.

Though separated by the solid wall of the machine, pressing my hand against the wombat's gave me a truly strange feeling.

"Peli, Laia. So what's this thing called?"

"For now, we're calling it the Dreamer."

Spider, Wolf, Viper. And now the Dreamer.

"The Dreamer? That doesn't sound like it was named with positive intentions."

"You're right about that meaning, brother-in-law. Neither my sister nor I named it—our father did."

"Hmm."

Like a dreamer trapped in a tube, indulging in futile dreams? From the perspective of animals forced to operate machines from inside tubes, it didn't seem like a pleasant name.

'That old man. You've got to admire his nasty personality.'

"So how many Dreamers are there in total?"

"For now, just seven."

Laia answered Elena's question while directing the wombat's machine back to its original position.

The wombat that had been pressing its paw against my hand moved quickly at Laia's command.

"How many of them can be activated immediately like this one?"

"Only the wombat. We've tried with various animals, but the most efficient ones are marsupials or rodents."

I had many questions about the Dreamer.

From watching Laia communicate with it without much difficulty, it clearly understood human language.

"Can it speak human language?"

"No, that would be impossible."

Some of the animals Felicia kept seemed capable of human speech.

Of course, being able to speak human language and being able to control the Dreamer machine were probably separate abilities.

"This is all good, but how long do these creatures live? Regular mice don't live very long."

"About 20 years."

"Really?"

Felicia quickly answered Elena's question. I looked at Felicia with surprise.

"As short as 15 years or as long as 25 years. If they're not living in the wild but under human care, they can live even longer."

15 to 25 years.

Considering it was an animal-operated weapon, that wasn't a bad lifespan.

"One more thing. Do the animals used in the Dreamers stay in those tubes all the time?"

The wombat, for instance, produces cube-shaped droppings.

I wondered what happened to those cube droppings inside the tube.

The horrific image of multiple brown cubes floating alongside the main body might be a calculated psychological weapon against enemies, but it seemed like a terrible idea.

"No, not at all. They're only in the tubes when operating the machines."

"That's a relief."

That concluded our tour of the Dreamer, which was still in its preparation stage.

Laia led us back to the elevator heading to the surface.

"Ah."

"Laia, what's wrong?"

"I forgot the most important thing..."

What Laia had forgotten to show her sister:

How much power the Dreamer could actually exert.

"Can't be helped. We'll check it out when it's unveiled to the other families."

We were three people who didn't ask about the most important thing, and she was a sister-in-law who didn't explain the most important thing. Whose fault was it really?

Since there were three of us, we decided to overlook her cute mistake.

Afterward, we took the elevator back to the surface and boarded the armored car with Laia seeing us off.

"Sir, it seems the Russo Family has begun processing the breeding facility."

"Really? Has Viola arrived at the scene?"

"Yes."

While we were examining the Dreamer, Darius Russo had apparently arrived in the northern part of the city.

At the committee meeting, we had agreed to leave the handling of the viper breeding facility to the Russo Family.

However, we needed to send someone to supervise the Russo Family to prevent any misconduct, so Elena and I had dispatched Viola Carmen for this purpose.

"Warren, we're heading straight back to the mansion."

"Understood, Miss."

While I was lost in thought, Warren began driving according to Elena's instructions.

I asked Warren to change our route and take some detours.

There might have been people following us since the committee meeting.

Ch.159 - Dreamer (3)
While my wife and I were heading to the large mansion in the central district in an armored car.

In the northern part of the city, Darius Russo was doing what he needed to do. He had begun attacking one of the last Viper training facilities.

"Going in now."

"What?!"

After arriving at the scene, Darius checked only what he needed to and immediately charged toward the facility.

He unleashed the anger he had been suppressing all this time.

In an instant, his head was engulfed in flames, and soon those flames began to spread throughout his entire body.

The fiercely burning flames caused no harm to Darius himself.

Whoosh!

A large pair of wings, fitting for Darius's massive frame, finally revealed themselves.

Though these wings had lost their primary function of flight due to his unusually large build compared to other vampires... the enormous flame-covered wings served as both a weapon and shield that other vampires didn't possess.

"Let's go!"

The Russo Family members surrounding the Viper facility had only one option: to follow their boss as he charged toward the main entrance.

"Everyone move!"

At the caporegimes' shouts, the members began to move, but they couldn't have predicted what would happen next.

BOOM! Their boss shattered the facility's main entrance, shielding himself with his two wings and arms.

"..."

Two figures watched this scene from a distance.

Two caporegimes of the Pellini Family, Viola Carmen and Michael.

They were there to oversee the Russo Family's handling of the Viper facility on behalf of the five families.

"He's charging in more recklessly than I expected."

"That's true, but more than anything, it's quite an unsightly..."

Michael couldn't finish his sentence.

Setting aside whether Darius's method was effective, the flames enveloping his entire body had left him completely naked.

A massive, naked, burning vampire smashing through a building.

It was a sight that neither Viola nor Michael would have wanted to imagine or could have predicted before seeing it with their own eyes.

"Do you think they'll spare the children, Viola?"

"We'll have to wait and see."

Apart from the horrific scene unfolding before their eyes.

Viola had briefly conveyed the information Darius needed to know after he arrived at the scene.

"There's only one fully developed Viper named Corner. The rest can't even use the Viper's deadly poison."

"Are you certain?"

"Yes, we've confirmed this multiple times through the Vipers remaining on our side."

Viola was telling the truth.

Caporegime Angela. And the last two Vipers who survived Darius's revenge.

After confirming with these three Vipers, they learned that Corner was the only completed product of the Viper training facility.

Angela didn't know much about Corner, but the other two Vipers were different.

They had been working alongside not only Dwight, the leader of the Vipers, but also with Corner until recently.

"There seems to be quite a number of orphans gathered to be turned into Vipers."

"...What are you trying to say?"

"I hope you'll spare the other orphans, if not the failed Viper trainees."

"Your intentions are obvious. You want to raise them as Wolves instead."

"Yes, but only if the Godfather and Godmother permit it."

"...I'll consider it."

That was all Darius had to say.

Without the Viper's deadly poison, there were extremely few means to harm Darius with his burning wings deployed.

Back to the present.

The Russo Family members began entering the Viper facility through the massive breach their boss had created.

The sight resembled a wave of bats flowing in.

"Let's go too!"

"Under Boss! Wait!"

Even Under Boss Arta joined the flow.

"I didn't expect the baby bat to go in as well."

"If the Dragovich folks saw this, they'd consider it a golden opportunity."

Viola nodded slowly at Michael's words.

Not only would they consider it a golden opportunity, but they would have personally rushed in to end the lives of both Darius and Arta, father and son.

The one fortunate aspect was that the forces inside the facility consisted only of a handful of facility staff and children who were failed experiments.

They were no match for the Russo Family's forces.

"Viola. Should we continue to wait here?"

"..."

Viola looked around at Michael's question.

Although a significant number had entered the Viper facility, the forces surrounding it were still considerable.

"I'll stay here. You should go inside."

"...Understood."

Viola gave Michael several instructions.

Of course, even if Michael followed her instructions... Darius and Arta might not comply.

Such a situation would be beyond their control.

Hoping that wouldn't happen, Michael began entering the Viper facility with his wolves and organization members.

*

Inside the armored car heading to the mansion in the central district.

While Elena and I were in our usual mood, Felicia was notably depressed.

This was very unusual for Felicia, who was typically cheerful and rarely sulked.

"Feli?"

"..."

"Are you going to keep sulking like that?"

"..."

Even when Elena and I took turns speaking to her, Felicia barely responded. She just kept staring out the window.

"Luke."

"Hmm?"

Elena didn't miss this opportunity.

She whispered to me and quickly wrapped her arm around my waist, pulling me toward her.

Thwack!

A sudden attack. Felicia's tail wrapped around Elena's arm with perfect timing.

"Elena, everything is visible through the window."

"Well, at least Elena got Feli to speak."

That's my sister for you.

Though judging by her reaction, it was clear she hadn't intended this situation.

"Feli, so what do you think about it?"

"I don't know. I don't want to think about it."

"Then we'll decide without you, so don't complain later. Got it?"

"..."

Felicia subtly adjusted her posture at Elena's words.

Just as Felicia was best at getting under Elena's skin, it seemed Elena knew exactly how to get to Felicia as well.

"So what do you two think? Actually, I don't need to ask. This deal clearly benefits you both."

"Yeah, that's true."

To be honest, this was a very good opportunity for Elena and me.

The reason Felicia was so upset was because of the territory exchange proposal from the Marinelli Family.

The content was very simple.

In exchange for completely handing over Greenberg and its surrounding areas—which our Pellini Family and the Marinelli Family had been amicably sharing—to the Marinelli Family.

The southern part of Rosedale, currently held by the Marinelli Family, would become ours.

For reference, northern and central Rosedale were Armo's territory.

Our territory in the eastern part of the city would shrink, but our territory in the central part would expand.

The important thing was:

Southern Rosedale could serve as a crucial bridgehead for the Marinelli Family.

What the Marinelli Family could gain by voluntarily giving up this important strategic point to completely take over Greenberg was...

"Nothing. Absolutely nothing. There's nothing to gain except saving Luca's face."

Felicia said with an expression of disbelief.

I couldn't help but smirk since her words naturally connected with what I was thinking. Of course, this wasn't the time to be smirking over something so trivial.

"Okay, okay. I get it, so please calm down."

"I am calm, so could you please stop telling me to calm down?"

"What do you mean you're calm? You're still snapping at me."

"Elena."

"What? Felicia started it."

"Feli, please calm down a bit too. You're too excited right now."

Even when excited, Felicia didn't shout or raise her voice like others would.

Well, she did raise her voice, but the difference was so subtle that by others' standards, it was barely noticeable.

"Luca, that guy doesn't actually want to make Greenberg completely his territory, does he?"

"Of course not. Luke, this is just one of my father's pointless schemes."

Right, I suspected Vito Marinelli was behind this, but I didn't expect to get confirmation directly from his daughter.

"Luke and I aren't going to miss this opportunity. You won't hold that against us, will you?"

"No."

"Well, that's good."

Felicia answered very firmly.

"Then we'll need to decide on other territories to give to Zakaya and Gulliman."

"Well, we needed to reorganize the central district anyway. In a way, this worked out well."

The Solomon Family had taken all of the Sanchez Family's territory, and in exchange, the Solomon Family's territory in the central district became ours.

We hadn't yet decided who would get that large territory.

"Yeah, yeah. Elena, you must be very happy."

Meanwhile, Felicia sarcastically commented loud enough for Elena to hear, not considering her own position in the conversation.

"Felicia. Didn't you just say you're part of the Pellini family? Shouldn't you be happy about family matters?"

"Being part of the Pellini family and being in the Pellini Family organization are different things."

"Is that so?"

"Luke, are you going to keep doing that?"

It's a very subtle difference. I do understand the difference, but... I was just trying to lighten the mood.

Felicia, with a thoroughly displeased expression, tried to embrace me.

"Get away!"

"Move! He's my husband!"

"You!"

We had clearly been discussing important matters like territory exchanges between the two families and the distribution of newly acquired land.

But somehow it had turned into a passionate fight between my two wives over who would claim me.

As I was being grabbed and shaken by Elena and Felicia.

"..."

For a brief moment.

Warren, our driver, was looking at me through the rearview mirror with pitying eyes.

"..."

As our eyes met, I returned his pitying gaze from my current predicament to the guy holding the steering wheel.
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The two wives' jealous quarrel continued until we arrived at the mansion.

"..."

Am I the problem?

No matter how I thought about it, it seemed like my very existence beside Elena and Felicia was the issue.

When I was alone with either of them, things weren't this serious.

"Boss, we've arrived."

"Thanks, Warren."

When the armored car stopped in the front yard of the mansion after passing through the wide-open main gate.

I transformed into a wolf before the door even opened.

"Luke?!"

All that remained in my two wives' hands were the clothes I had been wearing.

Though I was in a wolf's body, opening the back door of the armored car was a piece of cake. My body might be a wolf's, but my intelligence certainly wasn't.

"Elena, Feli. See you in a bit."

I felt bad for both of them, but doing this once in a while didn't seem like a bad idea.

"Luke! Wait!"

I ran quickly toward the mansion in my wolf form.

"What the...?! Why is there a wolf...?"

Meanwhile, George Skela, who seemed to have completely adapted to his life as a gardener, appeared startled by my sudden appearance.

"That's the Godfather. Don't worry about it."

"Ah..."

Fortunately—if you could call it that—an explanation from one of the nearby wolves followed.

"..."

Having safely entered the mansion, I glanced back for a moment. I was worried Elena might transform into a wolf and chase after me.

"Luke! Stop right there!"

'Hmm...'

Both wives clearly showed signs of wanting to follow me, but they didn't push themselves unnecessarily.

They're both pregnant, so that's natural.

I quickly went up the central staircase, then veered left and came back down another set of stairs. I figured Elena and Felicia would probably head to the second floor.

As I wandered around the first floor, something suitable caught my eye.

It was Little Dom's son, bustling about in the mansion's large corridor.

"Huh?!"

As soon as I noticed him, he seemed to notice me too.

"..."

Little Little Dom didn't move an inch after spotting me. Well, if I suddenly encountered a wolf inside a mansion, I'd probably react the same way.

A small hamster-human and a small wolf in a standoff.

In that tense situation, I was the first to make a move.

"Hello, little one."

"Hello!"

"...What? You're not even surprised that a wolf is talking."

Does he perhaps know my identity?

More importantly, it seemed Little Dom had done a good job raising his child. Greeting a talking wolf right away.

Even by the standards of the "Land of Eastern Courtesy," this would probably earn a passing grade.

"Wolf?"

"Huh?"

It seemed my assumption was a bit off.

From his response, Little Little Dom didn't seem to realize I was in wolf form.

"Aren't you Godfather?"

"You could tell by my scent?"

"Yes!"

Having guessed correctly, Little Little Dom quickly approached and began petting me.

Come to think of it, I heard hamster-humans have poor eyesight. But in exchange, their hearing and sense of smell are quite developed.

"But why did you become a wolf?"

"I'm sort of running away at the moment."

"What?"

He responded with disbelief.

'I guess it is funny that the owner of the house is running away in his own home.'

"Will you help me?"

"How?"

Little Little Dom asked how he could help rather than refusing. The more I saw of him, the more I liked this kid.

Maybe it's just because he's cute.

"Just hide me somewhere suitable."

"..."

After hearing my request, he thought for a moment, then lifted me up with his small, dainty hands.

"You're quite strong for a young one."

"Godfather is light!"

The correct expression would be "Godfather is light, you know," but since he's still young, I decided to let it slide.

Come to think of it, how old is this kid anyway?

"..."

Being held by Little Little Dom was a bit uncomfortable, but perhaps because of all his fur, it felt somewhat soft. A comforting feeling that made me unexpectedly drowsy.

*

My interrupted consciousness returned.

I had no time to realize when I'd fallen asleep or how long I'd been out.

"Luke, are you awake now?"

A familiar voice reached my ears as I blinked a few times in my wolf form.

"...Huh?"

Wait, what exactly happened here?

I was being held in Little Little Dom's arms, and Little Little Dom was sleeping on Elena's lap.

"Did you think we wouldn't find you if you hid in this little one's room?"

"..."

I hadn't intended to hide in Little Little Dom's room. For him, the "suitable place" was the room where he and his family were staying.

"Oh, Elena. Anyone listening would think you found him. It was Sarina who found Luke."

That figures.

Where Elena was, Felicia wouldn't be far behind. However, what she mentioned was quite unexpected.

"Sarina did?"

"She's at the mansion. The other caporegimes are here too."

"Ma'am, would you take this child for me?"

"Yes."

While Elena was answering my question, another furry arm appeared in response to Felicia's request. That arm belonged to Little Dom's mother—Little Little Dom's grandmother.

She was the very person who had completely overwhelmed Big Dom's elven genes and conquered the Solomon family with hamster-human bloodlines.

As Little Little Dom was carried away from the second-floor living room in his grandmother's arms, I settled on Elena's lap.

"...Elena, how much time has passed?"

"About three hours. You were sleeping so soundly, like you had no idea time was passing."

"Time flies."

Elena laughed lightly at my response. But Felicia's reaction was different.

"Luke, you're not pushing yourself too hard lately, are you?"

"No, it's not like that. I'm not usually one to sleep much anyway."

It was probably just that Little Little Dom's embrace was soft. That's what I wanted to think.

"I'm glad to hear that."

As soon as Felicia finished speaking, Elena asked me to return to my original form.

"Are Sarina and the others waiting for us?"

"Not for us exactly, but for you, Luke."

Hmm. In that case, they could have woken me up sooner.

"But there's no rush."

From what I gathered, they were keeping Sarina and the other caporegimes occupied with a lavish feast.

Especially the oxtail roast personally prepared by Little Dom's mother, which was apparently receiving rave reviews.

"..."

Just hearing about it made my mouth water.

"I'll be right back."

I said as I got down from Elena's lap.

I needed to go to my bedroom to put on some clothes, not to where the feast was being held. When I return to my original form from wolf form, I'd be completely naked.

Well, at least things like rings stay on even in wolf form, so that was fine.

Elena and Felicia couldn't hide their smiles as they watched the small wolf hurriedly leave the living room.

'I guess it's okay to rely on that kid once in a while.'

While hurriedly changing, I thought of Little Little Dom. Being held in his soft embrace didn't just make me sleepy—it was practically like a walking sleeping pill, as proven by this incident.

It might not be bad to rely on him occasionally.

"Luke."

"Hello, Sarina."

After returning to attire befitting a civilized person, I met Sarina on my way back to the living room.

"Where have you been? I couldn't find you anywhere."

"I was just taking a nap."

"A nap?"

"I'm a person too, you know. I can take naps."

In this world, the meaning of "person" is quite broad. Not just humans... more like any species with intelligence.

The exact definition was something like an animal that thinks, uses language, creates and uses tools, and lives in societies.

"So when will you be coming downstairs?"

"Well, I have a few things to check first."

"..."

Sarina didn't press further. She only said she'd see me later.

Though her expression suggested she had more to say.

"I'm back."

"Welcome back, Luke."

"Then let's get started right away."

Felicia greeted me quickly, and Elena wanted to get straight to the point as soon as I appeared.

"About the new territory distribution? I had some thoughts on that."

"Wait. There's something else you need to know first."

"...What is it?"

"Darius has taken care of one of the Viper breeding grounds."

Three hours was more than enough time for that. But what's important isn't the time, but what happened.

"Did they eliminate everyone inside?"

"No, not everyone, it seems. According to Viola, they spared the orphans inside."

The total number of orphans was about 100. Michael and his subordinates escorted 70% of them and handed them over to Viola, while Arta Russo took the remaining 30% under his own care.

It seemed Arta refused to hand over the orphans he rescued to Viola and Michael.

"Those guys. Are they planning to open an orphanage or something?"

"I don't think so. They're probably trying to imitate us."

It was obvious what they planned to do with the orphans who were meant to become Vipers. They'd likely try to turn them into loyal organization members according to their own preferences, just like wolves.

"Elena, what about the last breeding ground?"

"They apparently started attacking it again just now. They'll probably spare the orphans this time too."

"Hmm..."

That was enough about Darius and the Viper breeding grounds.

My two wives and I moved on to the next issue. We needed to redistribute territories to the caporegimes due to newly acquired areas and territory exchanges with the Marinelli Family.

"How about putting the Galliman district under Armo?"

"Not bad. Armo's role is to protect us anyway, besides managing territory."

"Let's move Sarina over here."

"...Sarina?"

"What's wrong with Sarina?"

Usually, it was an exchange of opinions between Elena and me, but occasionally Felicia joined in.

She remained silent about matters related to her brother, but was more proactive when it came to Sarina.

Anyway, after various discussions, my two wives and I decided on the following territory distribution:

[Note: The territory distribution details appear to be missing from the original text]

Hmm... it looked like a pretty good arrangement no matter how I looked at it.
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"Alright, this should be enough."

I assessed the map with newly marked territories laid out on the living room table.

"I don't think we need to go. We could just tell them to come up here..."

"..."

The bombshell announcement from Elena's mouth.

"Fine. Let's go down ourselves."

But Elena took back her words in less than a few seconds. Was my face that shocked? I didn't think it was that bad.

"Elena, really... Don't you still understand Luke too little?"

Felicia cut in before I could respond.

"Feli, you're not still upset about Sarina, are you?"

"Well. How does it look to you, Luke?"

I intervened before the two could start arguing again, but I seemed to have chosen the wrong topic.

"How does it look? Obviously you're sulking. How can someone be so narrow-minded?"

Tsk.

Unable to hold back even for that moment, Elena opened fire.

"Elena, let's just go downstairs."

"Oh my, Elena, you weren't exactly fond of Sarina either, were you? Rather than me being narrow-minded, I think your inability to be honest in front of your husband is the bigger problem."

Since Elena fired first, Felicia returned in kind.

Their words came at a speed I could barely follow, leaving me dumbfounded.

"If neither of you is going, can I go ahead?"

"..."

"...Fine. I'll go."

Felicia and Elena only stopped arguing after I threatened to leave without them. They couldn't just let Sarina have all the advantage.

I linked arms with both wives as we left the living room. It was the perfect picture of a man with a flower on each arm.

"Ah, wait a moment."

I just realized I forgot to grab the map I'd left on the desk.

"Luke, don't worry, I've got the map."

Felicia answered while swishing her tail.

It was quite impressive to see her rolling up the map with her tail.

"Elena, there's more than just oxtail, right?"

I threw out a safe topic as we descended the stairs. Surely they wouldn't fight over this.

"Of course. You don't think I'd serve only oxtail to the Caporegimes, do you?"

That makes sense, since she called it a 'banquet.'

It's not that I dislike oxtail, but it's the kind of food best enjoyed by picking at it with your hands.

That might be fine for someone like Banella or Granada, but it would be quite awkward for the more refined Caporegimes like Viola or Lumini.

"Still, I was surprised."

"About what?"

Felicia's sudden comment and Elena's question.

"That you agreed to share territory with Luke."

Ah, that's true.

With the new territory distribution, the entire Little Village district—the prime real estate in the central city—became a joint territory between Elena and me. While I have my own exclusive territory around the Academy and its surroundings, Elena doesn't.

All of her territories are essentially joint territories with me.

"Why? What are you trying to say this time?"

"Nothing, I'm just impressed with you."

Impressed, huh.

The word itself doesn't carry any derogatory or mocking meaning, but when Felicia uses it toward Elena, it somehow takes on a different nuance.

"You're always making noise about something."

"I was surprised too."

"Luke, you too?"

"I'm being sincere."

"..."

Elena quickly turned her head away at my response. Felicia noticed and showed signs of discomfort, but I couldn't allow any more bickering.

We had already reached the bottom of the stairs, and it was time to meet the Caporegimes.

This mansion is so large that it even has a separate banquet hall on the first floor.

The first-floor living room could have been an adequate venue, but considering its purpose, it wouldn't have been the best choice.

"Alright, shall we go in?"

*

My entrance with my two wives.

We didn't need to push open the large doors to the banquet hall ourselves. That was the job of the servants attending to the Caporegimes.

"Finally, you've arrived."

"Huh?"

As soon as we appeared, the Caporegimes scattered throughout the banquet hall reacted.

According to Elena, she had invited the Caporegimes affected by the territory redistribution... but I could see some who didn't fit that criteria.

"Ahem! Ahem."

The first to catch my eye were Cambara, Samia, and the Zakaya brothers.

Unlike the older brother Samia, who was enjoying his meal distractedly, the younger Cambara finished his meal and stood up as soon as we appeared.

"..."

The most prominent among the Caporegimes were Viola and Banella.

Viola had gathered several Caporegimes around her with her beauty and influence, while Banella did the same with his unique sociability.

It was as if the Caporegimes had divided into two factions.

Only four Caporegimes didn't belong to either group: the aforementioned Zakaya brothers, Lumini, and Sarina.

"Godfather, Godmother."

Meanwhile, Armo was the first to approach us as soon as we entered.

It made sense that Armo would be here, given that his territory was close to the mansion and he was responsible for Elena's security.

"Armo, everything quiet?"

"Yes. Everyone has been behaving."

Hmm. I wondered if what Armo said was true.

With such a colorful group gathered in one place, could there really have been no incidents?

No, that's right. No one would be crazy enough to make trouble in my and Elena's mansion.

"There are more people than before."

"Some Caporegimes arrived in the meantime."

Ah, I see.

So it wasn't that Elena misspoke, but that some arrived after she had checked.

"Well, it doesn't matter. They've come all this way, we can't send them back."

"And having more isn't a bad thing anyway."

"Elena, isn't that a bit too obvious? Your intentions are completely transparent."

"Huh?"

I tilted my head at Felicia's words. It took me a moment to understand what she meant.

'Ah.'

Little Village is now entirely a joint territory between Elena and me.

The more Caporegimes present, the more Elena can demonstrate how strong our relationship is.

"What does it matter? It's not like we're lying."

"Luke. Aren't you too soft on Elena?"

That's not true. Felicia seems to be under a big misunderstanding.

I'm not just soft on Elena; I'm soft on Felicia too.

"Godfather."

"Alright. Let's keep moving, there are eyes watching."

Just as I was about to answer Felicia, Armo urged us to continue.

It wasn't difficult to identify the head table in the banquet hall. It was set on a slightly elevated platform.

"Felicia, hand the map to Armo."

"..."

Before we reached the head table, Felicia followed Elena's instruction and handed over the map that had been rolled around her tail.

Armo received the map with both hands as Felicia offered it with her tail. The scene looked exactly like that of a noble and a servant.

"Looking at it now, the map seems a bit small."

"Can't be helped. But it's still readable enough."

Armo hung the map in a suitable spot, but given the distance and the map's modest size, it seemed the Caporegimes would have difficulty seeing it clearly.

As soon as we took our seats at the head table, a profound silence fell over the banquet hall.

All eyes and attention of the gathered Caporegimes were focused on us.

"I know you've all been waiting, so I'll keep this brief."

Only Elena's voice resonated clearly throughout the spacious banquet hall.

"You all know what changes have been made to your territories, right?"

I felt uncertain about Elena's statement.

"Luke, while you were sleeping, Elena already gave everyone a basic explanation."

"Really?"

According to Felicia, Elena had already informed each Caporegime about the upcoming changes while I was asleep with Little Dom.



Elena started by assigning two territories to Viola.

"I don't see Michael. Is he still with the Russo family?"

"Yes, Godfather. That's correct."

It seemed that, somehow, Michael ended up doing the dirty work while Viola reaped the benefits.

'There's no need to explicitly warn Viola.'

Elena seemed to share my opinion as she moved on to the next topic: the entire Little Village becoming a joint territory between her and me.

"..."

The Caporegimes asked no questions about this change. Its implications were clear.

As mentioned earlier, it showed that my relationship with Elena was very strong.

Moreover, unlike Elena, I exclusively owned the Academy as my own territory, so in a way, Elena had made a significant concession to me.

"Good, next are the newly acquired territories."

Elena continued her explanation.

In the territory taken from the Solomon Family, Sarina would control the northern part, while Banella and Lumini would amicably share the southern part.

"Are the three of you okay with this?"

I asked the parties involved on Elena's behalf.

"Yes, that's fine."

Sarina was the first to answer. Banella and Lumini followed suit. Lumini's response was the slowest, suggesting she might have some reservations.

"Cambara will take over Sarina's former territory."

This was another significant change. Elena promptly mentioned that we had handed over Greenberg to the Marinelli Family and received southern Rosedale in exchange.

"Since Zakaya's territory is gone, it's only right that the territory we received in exchange goes to Zakaya and Gulliman."

Cambara's older brother seemed not just content but rather excited about our decision.

Sarina also appeared pleased about receiving territory closer to me, though she was trying to contain her excitement.

Samia lacked such restraint.

Of course, it was understandable—he had moved from a remote area to the central city, and his younger brother had unexpectedly become a Caporegime too.

"Elena."

"I know. Luke, don't be so impatient."

All the formal business was done.

At my prompting, Elena told the Caporegimes to focus on the banquet, looking at me as if I were hopeless.

Just like us, the Caporegimes surely had plenty to discuss with us.
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The discussion about zone distribution was over.

Now it was time for Elena and me to meet the parties involved in this zone distribution.

"Alright. Let's go then."

"Luke, eating is fine, but don't forget to eat in moderation."

"I got it. I'll eat moderately, so don't worry."

"...You're always good with your answers, at least."

"I'll take that as a compliment."

Elena and I headed in different directions.

I went toward the Cambara brothers. Elena headed toward the madman and the caporegimes gathered around him.

"..."

As the Godfather and Godmother moved in different directions, the Godfather's other wife also began to move. She naturally tried to follow the Godfather.

But the Godmother wasn't about to let that happen.

"Felicia, you come this way."

"What? Why me?"

"Just come over here."

"Sigh. I guess I have no choice."

An entirely unwelcome invitation.

It was an unappealing invitation for both Felicia and Elena, but Felicia did as Elena asked for now.

While the Godfather's two wives headed in different directions, the Godfather had already approached his destination.

Meanwhile, Samia Zakaya was calming his excitement over the zone distribution through binge eating.

Though shorter than a real alligator, he repeatedly stuffed food into his characteristically long alligator-man mouth without any care.

"...Are you just going to stand there? Eat up."

"I'm fine."

Unlike his brother who was acting like a violent tyrant at the table, Cambara behaved politely. He had already finished his meal quickly.

Above all, Cambara was aware of the distinguished person approaching him.

"Damn it. This oxtail has plenty of meat, but the taste is..."

"How does it taste? I heard Little Dom's mother made it."

A sudden voice from behind.

Samia responded immediately without hesitation.

"It seems to be the most consistently good oxtail I've ever had, sir."

"...Is that so?"

That clearly wasn't what he was originally going to say, but I just wondered if this guy had unusual taste.

According to Elena, that oxtail was the most popular dish.

"The Zakaya brothers. Now you're both caporegimes side by side."

"Yes, it somehow turned out that way."

"Sorry about the Greenberg situation. They contacted Elena and me directly instead of going through you."

"I'm fine with it."

"Well, thanks to that, you and Gulliman have expanded into the central part of the city. Right?"

"Yes. That's right."

Samia answered my question honestly.

Yes, I like guys like this. While I do tend to collect special races, it's not just because of that.

Usually, people involved in the underworld are... how should I put it?

Everything they say and do needs to be reinterpreted multiple times. I often get exhausted trying to figure out their true intentions.

Of course, that might not be a virtue for surviving in the underworld.

"Zakaya. You should be careful, unlike Cambara."

"Pardon? What do you mean by that..."

"While Cambara's zone might have fewer dangerous incidents, your new zone is unpredictable."

Rosedale South.

New territory gained after giving half of Greenberg to the Marinelli Family. It borders Armo's zone to the north and Old Man Leonhart's zone to the west.

To the south, whether southwest or southeast, it's the Marinelli Family's zone.

Just like with Greenberg, friction with the Marinelli Family remains unchanged, but the situation is different from when they were just playing around with Luca Marinelli.

Samia's zone, like Lumini's and Old Man Leonhart's, is a main alley for entering the central city from the southern part.

It goes without saying that it would be the first target for the Dragovich Family and others who oppose us. Or it was a place where one had to preemptively block such enemies.

"And Cambara."

"Yes, brother."

"You stupid bastard. Call him Godfather."

Samia pointed out Cambara's form of address toward me, but I said it was fine.

"..."

This actually made Samia the embarrassed one. Well, from Samia's perspective, it might naturally be difficult to sense the distance between Cambara and me.

"Congratulations. You're the second after Viola."

"Pardon?"

"You're the second caporegime to have two zones."

"..."

Cambara seemed to vaguely understand. He had a truly perplexed expression, and seeing that, I couldn't help but smile.

"Brother. This might sound weak, but for me, it's too..."

"Overwhelming? Or undeserved?"

"Both, I think."

Overwhelming and undeserved.

Actually, Samia reacted more strongly to Cambara's words than I did. It's understandable that he'd be frustrated with his brother saying such things at this critical juncture.

"What's the problem? Just keep doing what you've been doing with the Academy."

"...That's true, but for me to handle the lady's zone as well is a bit..."

Cambara expressed his feelings more through his expression than his words.

"And above all, I don't have suitable members to place under my command."

It's not wrong—the wolves and members under Sarina will follow her to the new zone. The wolves and members at the Academy were technically under my command, not Cambara's.

"You have Gulliman, and there are the Zips too."

I answered as if it were very simple.

"...Zips?"

Zips. They might sound similar to gypsies at first glance, but they're unrelated.

It's slang for elves who came directly to this country from Tyrenia. The origin comes from the Tyrenian elves' preference for homemade firearms (Zip Guns).

Anyway, from the perspective of assimilated elves, the Zips were a huge nuisance.

They committed murders and crimes without hesitation, and perhaps because they hadn't fully abandoned their tree-worshipping ways from their homeland, many of them seemed to have a screw loose somewhere.

From their reckless thinking that didn't consider consequences to their undisciplined behavior that disregarded the implicit rules of this country's underworld.

The Tyrenian elves in the underworld disliked them.

However, that didn't mean they kept their distance. While there were many reasons to dislike them, there were even more reasons to like them.

First of all, most Zips had no proper identification, making them perfect for one-time use in drug deals or contract killings.

Additionally, unlike the elves of this country, Zips were prepared to risk their lives for any crime, making them like a reserve army for the underworld.

After briefly explaining about the Zips to the Zakaya brothers, I immediately asked Samia:

"Zakaya, does Gulliman have some capacity to spare?"

"Yes, plenty."

"Then half from Gulliman. Fill the other half with suitable guys from the Zips."

"..."

When his concerns were resolved so quickly, Cambara seemed sad rather than happy.

"Don't overthink it."

If it was determined that Cambara lacked the talent to manage his own zone in addition to the Academy, the situation could change at any time.

The Pellini Family. In this massive organization, there was no shortage of men who wanted to become executives.

*

That concluded my conversation with the Cambara brothers.

Of course, before moving on, I tried the oxtail that Samia had given his not-quite-praise to.

Unlike in Korea where I'd eaten it thinly sliced and barely reaching my liver, here it was a thick, well-trimmed chunk.

"..."

Damn, this is delicious. Really.

I loved the flavor that came with each bite of the soft, moist meat. I also appreciated that there was enough to take big bites.

However, I had things to do right now, so I decided to postpone further savoring for later.

'Elena must be...'

Elena was busy dealing with Banella alongside Felicia.

I had finished with the Cambara brothers, so Viola was next.

By Viola's side were the northeastern caporegimes like Antonio Alini and Jacob Drid, as well as Old Man Leonhart. Caporegimes with separate business like Angela and Michael hadn't come here in the first place.

Come to think of it, Granada, who had been in the Russo Family, was by Banella's side.

"Viola. Do you have a moment?"

"Yes, Godfather. Of course."

Alini and Drid hastily withdrew, and Old Man Leonhart also moved away from us with his walker.

"It seems the relationship between the Godmother and Miss Felicia has improved quite a bit."

"Yes. It seems that way to me too."

Viola showed no signs of tension even in front of me. Rather, she was the one to throw out an appropriate conversation topic first.

"By the way. You understand the meaning behind Elena and me entrusting you with two zones, right?"

"I'll handle everything that happens in the northeast and my zone well. So that you two won't have to worry while dealing with the Dragovichs."

Not a perfect answer, but not bad either.

"Did Michael follow Russo?"

"Yes, he followed Darius to the second training facility."

Viola explained the current situation to me in great detail. The accurate parts precisely, and for the inaccurate parts, she clearly indicated they were just possibilities.

However, in the process, there was a slight feeling that she regarded Michael as her subordinate.

"There's one thing that bothers me."

"Yes?"

"Viola, there's something you're forgetting."

"..."

Instead of answering hastily, Viola waited for me to speak. Her caution seemed to resemble her sister's.

"Don't forget that you and Michael are equals."

"I'll keep that in mind, Godfather."

I had considered expressing it more indirectly, but this seemed fine too.

The conversation with Viola ended even more quickly than with the Zakaya brothers.

Elena and Felicia were still talking with Banella. It didn't seem like an important conversation, but it would clearly take more time.

'Alright, now it's that guy's turn.'

Vince Lumini.

The caporegime who secured my sister Elena before anyone else, and my blood sister Veronica before anyone else.

"Godfather. Just a moment."

"Hm?"

But before I could approach Lumini, someone came up to me.

It was Sarina.

"Sarina, wait. Let me talk to Lumini first..."

"Come on, don't be like that."

"No, wait a second!"

SQUAWK!

It seems that just as I was targeting Lumini, Sarina was targeting me.
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I ended up getting caught by Sarina while trying to catch Lumini.

[Even if caught by a tiger, you can survive if you keep your wits about you.]

"..."

Right, that's exactly what I need to hear right now. Except it wasn't a tiger that caught me, but a she-wolf.

"Godfather. Aren't you being too negative about this?"

Who is she trying to tease?

Sarina brought me to a corner table in the banquet hall and belatedly checked my reaction.

"No, if you have complaints, just say them. There's no need for this."

"Complaints? What complaints?"

"Aren't you unhappy with your new territory?"

"...Me?"

Sarina threw up her hands as if the idea was absurd. As I stared at her palms spread wide open as if she had no complaints whatsoever, she continued.

"I have no complaints at all. If anything, I'm closer to Luke now, aren't I?"

"Didn't you actually get further away?"

"You're hardly ever at the Academy anyway."

That's true.

Formally, the Academy was my territory, but the actual manager was Cambara.

By the way, there was a subtle change in how Sarina addressed me.

There are other caporegimes around... but she probably considered that we were in a secluded spot.

"Then why did you grab me?"

"I just wanted to talk."

"Couldn't we do that later?"

"I don't want to."

"..."

I glanced briefly toward Elena and Felicia.

They had finished their conversation with Vanella and started moving. Judging by the direction Elena was heading, she seemed to be going toward Lumini.

"I guess I have no choice."

I had actually planned to talk to Lumini myself.

Somehow, thanks to Sarina, it became Elena's turn. From Lumini's perspective, it probably would have been better to talk to me instead.

"But do you really have no complaints?"

"Ah, I do have one."

"What is it?"

"...Isn't it a bit too early for Cambara?"

Ha, I wondered what Sarina's only complaint would be. It wasn't because her territory was transferred to Cambara, but because Cambara had become a caporegime.

And not just any caporegime, but one who essentially managed two territories in addition to overseeing the Academy.

"He was already whining earlier."

"In front of his brother?"

When Sarina asked, I naturally looked toward the Zakaya brothers.

They seemed to be in the middle of discussing various issues, probably continuing their earlier conversation.

"Zakaya was shocked too. Well, I think it's best to just keep an eye on things for now."

"I didn't expect Cambara to get two territories, even if that Viola woman did."

"Who did you expect then?"

"Either me or Giovanni. There's also that big guy Carso or Armo, anyway, there were many candidates."

"The number of territories isn't everything."

"...That's true."

Simply having more territories didn't necessarily mean someone was stronger.

What mattered wasn't the number or size of territories, but how much money could be extracted from them.

You could tell just by looking at the territories of the underbosses, Carso and Giovanni. Their territories divided the port into upper and lower sections. Plus, their territories were quite large.

In comparison, Viola's two territories were somewhat far from being profitable.

They were in a good position to keep the Russo family in check and control other caporegimes in the northeast, though.

"Ah, and one more thing."

"You clearly said you only had one complaint earlier."

"This isn't a complaint, just something I'm curious about."

"What are you curious about?"

"Whose idea was my new territory?"

Huh?

"What do you mean?"

"I'm asking if it was Luke's idea or the Mistress's."

"Ah, I see."

It wasn't really anyone's specific idea.

Of course, I was the one who brought it up first. Elena agreed it wouldn't be a bad idea and set up the territory that Sarina would receive.

"I was the one who brought it up first."

"...That's all I needed to know."

Sarina quickly turned her head away.

She was grinning as if she'd gotten the answer she wanted, but she covered her face with both hands, perhaps out of shyness.

"Aaaah!"

"What was that?"

*

A scream echoed loudly through the banquet hall.

When I directed my sharp gaze toward the source of the scream, I saw a familiar face. Little Dom.

He was being held by two wolves who were guarding the entrance to the banquet hall, flailing his short legs in the air.

"Aaaah! I'm sorry! I was wrong!"

"..."

The two wolves looked at Armo.

Armo, who had been focused on guarding Elena and me while keeping a reasonable distance from the other caporegimes, now looked at me when he noticed the wolves' gaze.

I gestured to Armo to bring Little Dom to me.

Armo went directly to the two wolves, received Little Dom, and carried him in his arms to me.

"..."

While he had been squirming when caught by the wolves, Little Dom was completely still in the arms of the giant Armo.

"Kid, how did you get here?"

"Hello, Godfather."

We started our conversation even before Armo put Little Dom down.

'At least he has good manners.'

Instead of answering my question, he greeted me first. Armo put him down completely and returned to his position.

"Luke, who is this kid?"

"Who do you think he is?"

"Ah, stop teasing and tell me quickly."

Ignoring Sarina's impatience, I picked up the boy.

"Ack."

Little Dom, now on my lap, moved about busily. He touched his face with both hands and sniffed around to smell the food nearby.

"You still don't know?"

"..."

"He looks like Little Dom."

"Ah. But isn't that a bit of a stretch?"

Sarina whined even as she sighed upon learning the answer.

"Isn't it stranger that you couldn't recognize this face?"

"...Sigh."

Sarina was about to say something more but then gave up.

"Godfather."

"What?"

Little Dom, in my arms, looked at the food laid out on the table.

"Kid, eat as much as you want."

"Really?"

"Of course it's real. I never lie about food."

"..."

When I answered with a serious expression, Sarina struggled to hold back her laughter. Some chuckling sounds escaped, but I was completely unembarrassed and quite proud.

And for good reason.

There's no law saying a grandchild can't eat food prepared with care by his grandmother.

I immediately deboned an oxtail dish on the plate. I had originally intended to eat it myself, but there was no harm in giving it up for this cute little guy.

"It's quite fascinating."

"What? That I'm giving up food for someone else?"

"No, not that."

It seemed I had jumped to conclusions too quickly. Sarina waved her hands and pointed at Little Dom as she answered.

"He's naked, though I guess it doesn't matter since he's so fluffy."

"Whaf?"

Little Dom spoke with his mouth full of meat.

I was much slower at deboning the meat than he was at eating it.

"Well, I guess hamster people are like that when they're young."

"..."

Sarina couldn't say anything.

"May I join you two?"

"Feli, when did you get here?"

"What were you two talking about that you didn't even notice me approaching?"

"Ha, it wasn't two, it was three of us."

Sarina proudly refuted Felicia's words. I also showed Felicia the Little Dom who was busy eating on my lap.

"Hello!"

"Hello, little one."

Felicia responded to Little Dom's greeting with a big smile.

A young kid who was not only well-mannered but also lively. It was a combination that was impossible not to find adorable.

"Where's Elena?"

"Over there."

Felicia answered somewhat discontentedly when I asked about Elena before her.

"..."

Sarina's face also darkened as she saw Elena approaching after Felicia.

"Hey, who said you could go first?"

"My, isn't that my freedom to choose?"

Elena spoke as if addressing an enemy, while Felicia responded nonchalantly.

"Hel—"

"It's okay, keep eating."

"Yes!"

"Why is this kid here?"

"You saw him get caught by the wolves earlier."

"Yes, but I didn't expect him to be here."

Elena answered as if she hadn't anticipated that part.

"What does it matter? He's just cute."

Felicia was already stroking Little Dom's head with her long tail.

"Would you mind keeping that precious tail of yours away from the child?"

Elena and Felicia began another round of their nerve war, this time over Little Dom.

Regardless, he remained focused on eating the meat I had deboned for him. I'm sure I deboned quite a lot, but rather than piling up, it was disappearing in the blink of an eye, reminding me of myself when I was young.

"Elena, how are things with Vanella and Lumini?"

"Fine. No problems."

"...You mean you made sure there were no problems, right?"

"Is there really a difference?"

Felicia had barely finished her comment when Elena answered as if it was nothing.

"I thought Lumini would have a lot of complaints, even if Vanella didn't."

"She had all sorts of trivial complaints. She talked about where her members live, and how the territories change too frequently."

They were clearly legitimate complaints, but Elena dismissed them as if they were nothing.

From what I heard, she countered the first point by explaining that there are often cases where members don't live in their own territories, and for the latter, she somehow deflected by emphasizing the importance of Lumini's new territory.

The latter was actually true, but the former was a clear fact.

It wasn't that common for members to live in their own territories.

At the very least, living in a different territory allowed them to escape if necessary and made it easier to separate their underworld activities from their daily lives.

"Elena, so that's Lumini's situation. What about Vanella?"

"Vanella is the same as always. Do you know what her only complaint was?"

"That it's become harder to meet her nun girlfriend?"

"...Exactly."

When I guessed correctly on the first try, Elena answered as if she found it ridiculous herself. Felicia and Sarina also wore expressions of disbelief.

"Luke, how was your side?"

"Nothing special."

Of course, I didn't intend to dismiss it as truly nothing special.

The Zakaya brothers, Viola Carmen, and then Sarina. I organized what they had said and what I had said in response, and relayed it to my two wives.

"Sarina."

"...Yes, Godmother."

"I'll make sure to consider your opinion later."

It was like bowing to receive a blessing. Sarina had a strange expression throughout as she listened to me relaying what she had said directly to Elena.

"Thank you."

Of course, there was an inevitable hierarchy between Elena and Sarina.

While Sarina was expressing her gratitude to Elena, I briefly detected a suspicious atmosphere near the entrance of the banquet hall.

Soon, one of the wolves approached where we were.

'What's going on?'

"Godfather."

"Sarina, can you take care of him for a moment?"

"Me?"

Sarina said that, but she naturally took Little Dom.

"What's happening?"

"It seems Dragovich has been attacked."

"...Is that so?"

Unexpected good news.

I thought it might be the perfect seasoning for this banquet.
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The good news delivered by one of the wolves guarding the banquet hall doors.

And it wasn't just any news, but the important information that Mikhail Dragovich had been attacked by someone.

Dragovich could be considered a mortal enemy from both my and Elena's perspective.

While it was cause for celebration that the bastard had experienced something tragic, killing him was something like our right.

"..."

Perhaps that's why?

Elena's expression wasn't particularly good after hearing the wolf's words.

"Who attacked him?"

"It seems to be the work of those Tyrenia folks."

"Hmm."

Yes, that made sense.

They were the ones who could take down two capo regimes of the Dragovich Family in an instant.

It was clear they didn't target the underboss or consigliere next, but went straight for the boss.

"Don't tell me he's dead?"

"We don't know that much yet."

"..."

Elena seemed somewhat relieved by the answer. Not because Dragovich was safe, but because we could take revenge for her father with our own hands.

"But it seems he was shot multiple times."

"So he's hovering between life and death?"

"Well, that's not quite..."

The wolf who delivered the news wore a troubled expression.

Well, he probably heard it from someone else, so it couldn't be helped.

"Fine, whatever. If it's the work of those Tyrenia folks, I can hear about it directly from them."

"Luke, are you going to see Kazin?"

"Yeah. He's probably waiting for me anyway."

After the two capo regimes, they had pushed the boss of the Dragovich Family to the brink of death.

From the Tyrenia organization's perspective, they'd saved some face.

The best scenario would be for the Tyrenia folks to cease their activities at this point, and for Elena and me to claim the fruits of their labor.

"Are you leaving already?"

"No, I should stay a bit longer."

I answered Sarina while taking back Little Dom, whom she had been holding.

Good news like this deserved to be savored.

With my two beloved wives by my side and this cute little one in my arms, things couldn't be more perfect.

"...?"

Little Dom slightly raised his head at the conversation between Sarina and me.

"Little one. It's nothing to worry about, so just enjoy your meal."

"Yes!"

As soon as I gave my permission, Little Dom began inhaling the well-separated oxtail on his plate.

"Anyone would think he hadn't eaten for days."

"Haha! Both he and Little Dom seem similar in that regard."

At Elena's words, I stroked Little Dom's head and said:

"Can't be helped. Being restless whether eating or sitting still is characteristic of hamster people."

"Well, I see you're quite the discriminator."

"What?"

Elena's sudden accusation against Felicia's personality.

It came out of nowhere without any warning, and I almost laughed despite myself.

"..."

I would have laughed if I hadn't bitten my lip. I flinched a little, but I thought my response was decent enough.

"Luke?"

While I was congratulating myself on handling it well, Felicia called out to me.

At the same time, the meat I had prepared for Little Dom moved in an abnormal way, taking the form of letters... but I didn't have time to see what the status window was saying.

"Do something about your sister. She's getting worse by the day."

"Oh my, feeling guilty, are we?"

"..."

Fortunately, Felicia didn't blame me. Her arrows were aimed squarely at Elena.

But was Elena riding the momentum? She was even mimicking Felicia's usual speech patterns to tease her.

I wondered if she had been drinking while I wasn't looking.

"Elena."

I intervened before things got worse.

"I was just joking. But your reaction is quite amusing."

"..."

Unlike Elena, who was savoring her victory, Felicia focused on me. She silently moved closer to my side, leaning her entire body toward me along with her head.

Naturally, her actions provoked Elena and Sarina.

"It's not like you're interfering with feeding the child. What are you doing?"

"What's the problem? We can feed him together."

Felicia adjusted her posture in response to the criticism directed at her and began giving food to Little Dom.

"Gasp."

Perhaps it was because her food was healthier than mine?

Unlike the oxtail I had been giving him, Little Dom reacted sensitively to what Felicia offered, opening his eyes wide and bristling his fur.

'Look at this guy.'

Eventually, he subtly pushed away the vegetables Felicia had given him with the fork he was holding.

"Little one, you should eat some vegetables too."

At my words, he quickly averted his gaze and looked at the others, as if asking for help.

However, thanks to his round appearance, such behavior seemed cute rather than cunning.

"Godfather."

Instead of helping Little Dom, Sarina whispered in my ear.

"I see him too."

Even without her whispering, I could clearly see Armo approaching us. He had a large build for an elf.

"Armo. What's going on?"

It was Elena, who had been glaring at Felicia, who spoke to Armo first. She must have noticed him approaching as well.

"Godmother."

"..."

Armo whispered something in Elena's ear, and she listened quietly.

If I hadn't been holding Little Dom with Felicia clinging to me, I would have heard it.

"Understood. Prepare immediately then."

"Yes, ma'am."

*

After hearing Elena's words, Armo quickly left the banquet hall.

Felicia, Sarina, and I watched, wondering what was happening.

"Luke, come here for a moment."

Instead of telling me what Armo had said, Elena asked me to come to her.

"I'll take care of the child."

"Thanks, Feli."

Little Dom continued to focus on his meal even as he was transferred to Felicia's arms.

"So what's going on?"

"It seems Kazin is looking for you."

"..."

"Why don't you go to the Lupus Carlton Hotel?"

"Seeing how urgent this is, something must be up."

"Even if not, we needed to confirm something anyway."

Hmm. Can't be helped.

I needed to confirm whether those who attacked Dragovich were from Tyrenia. But seeing how they were looking for me first, it seemed pretty much confirmed.

"I'll be back soon. But everyone seems to have a lot to say to us."

Viola Carmen, Old Man Leonhart, and even Vanella and Granada.

Although Elena and I had spoken with them separately earlier about the district distribution, that was just us saying what we needed to say.

What they had to say to us was a separate matter.

"Well, that's how these gatherings are. I'm fine, so go ahead."

Elena showed an unexpectedly understanding attitude.

In that case, she deserved a reward, right?

"Thank you, always."

It seemed like just yesterday that she dyed her hair the same color as mine. Now it was completely black again. I felt her warm breath as I moved past her hair.

Such a soft sensation.

Despite the gazes around us, I found myself kissing Elena.

"Oh my."

Someone commented on the sight.

Surprisingly, it wasn't Felicia. She was looking at Elena with jealous eyes alongside Sarina.

I assumed it was probably Viola.

"..."

Even after the kiss ended, Elena caressed her lips with her hand. That touch seemed full of lingering attachment.

"I'll be going then. Ah, Sarina!"

"Yes!"

I called for Sarina, intending to have her accompany me to meet Kazin.

In the meantime, I didn't forget to blow a kiss to Felicia as well. She gestured for me to go ahead, as if that was enough for her.

If Felicia hadn't been pregnant, I would have taken her along too.

Before long, Sarina and I reached the entrance of the banquet hall.

"Hey, both of you, stay alert."

"Yes, sister."

Before I could say anything, Sarina addressed the two wolves.

"Pass it on to the others. Important members of our family are gathered in one place, so don't make any mistakes."

"Understood, Godfather."

The two wolves said this as they opened the doors of the banquet hall wide.

We left the mansion and boarded the armored car waiting beyond the garden.

Warren had finished preparations to depart at any time, and Armo and several other wolves were waiting to see off Sarina and me.

"Armo."

"Yes, Godfather."

"Make sure nothing happens to Elena and Felicia. Understood?"

Armo nodded with a serious look after hearing my words.

"Warren, let's go."

With those words, I raised the window at the back of the car.

"I hope nothing happens."

"..."

"What's wrong?"

"No, I was just wondering if you were serious."

"No matter how much I dislike those two, I didn't mean it that way."

So you admit you dislike them. You're too honest for your own good.

"We have Armo. What's there to worry about?"

"..."

Sarina was about to say something but then stopped. I could roughly guess what she wanted to say.

To be coldly honest, Armo had made a mistake once before. Well, people can make mistakes, but...

The problem was that his mistake had resulted in the catastrophe of my father's death.

'Sigh.'

Father. Mother. I miss you.

Although they weren't my birth parents, they were the only ones in this world I could call my parents.

The armored car that departed from the large mansion in the central city headed straight east.

We passed through what used to be Sarina's district, now Cambara's territory instead of the Academy, and arrived at the port.

"Brother."

The one who came to see me off was Underboss Carso. It made sense since the Lupus Carlton Hotel was in his district.

"Where's Kazin?"

"He's waiting upstairs."

"But he didn't come down here."

It was a simple joke, but neither Carso nor Sarina reacted. They both seemed busy giving various instructions to the personnel around.

"..."

I didn't particularly wait for them though.

Here, the best way to help them was for me, the security target, to quickly enter the hotel.

I entered the elevator first, followed by Sarina and Carso. As soon as Carso got in, he pressed the button for the floor with the restaurant.

"He's at the restaurant?"

"Yes."

Not bad. Honestly, I had focused on feeding Little Dom at the banquet hall's feast and hadn't filled my own stomach.

After a brief wait, the elevator doors opened wide with the familiar chime.

"..."

The atmosphere changed as we entered the restaurant.

Although I no longer lived here, that didn't mean I was no longer an honored guest.

"Wolf!"

"Kazin."

Kazin's call directed at me. I responded immediately.

Carso seemed displeased with Kazin's form of address, but I told him it was fine.

"It seems the men you sent caught a big fish."

"Yes. You could say that. But also no."

"...What?"

Wait, what does that mean?

***

Sarina's character design rough is out!

While she looks charming in a coat, her appearance underneath is truly outstanding.

Actually, Luke's color illustration is also complete, and there are ongoing black and white illustrations, but I'll show those later.
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It was the work of Tyrenia's assassins, but also not.

Kazin's answer couldn't have been more ambiguous.

I sat down to hear a more detailed story.

Sarina and Carso headed to nearby seats. After all, there was no telling how long my conversation with Kazin would last.

"So what exactly happened?"

"All the remaining guys moved together to try to kill Dragovich, that bastard."

"How many in total?"

Kazin's expression made it seem like someone had died.

"Eighteen."

"Seems like a few are missing."

"The ones we killed last time. Their names were definitely..."

Mikhail Fedorovich and Andrei Lukin. Those two for sure.

Both were caporegimes of the Dragovich Family. In other words, they were executives of the Dragovich Family.

Anyway, it seemed there had been some casualties in the process of dealing with the two caporegimes.

"What happened next?"

I asked Kazin while telling him the names of the two dead caporegimes.

If as many as eighteen people were all deployed, I could understand how Dragovich had been pushed to the brink of death.

"It's not easy to be that lucky."

I wondered whose luck he was referring to.

Dragovich, who didn't die but came to the brink of death? Or the ones who drove Dragovich to the brink of death?

"They said they followed him as soon as they saw him leaving his base."

"They went in pretty deep."

Well, things worked out relatively well this time, but... usually going that deep into enemy territory is extremely dangerous.

Moreover, most of the Dragovich Family are werewolves.

What this means is that beyond just having sensitive noses, there are many with canine-level smell.

"Then they smoothly approached from both sides of the car he was in."

"..."

What's this? Was Dragovich such a pushover?

Or did he not expect the Five Families to move this quickly?

"It was practically over at that point."

"That's right. All they had to do was fire from both sides."

Kazin smacked his lips as if he found it incredibly unfortunate even in his own estimation. But what happened next was a bit different from what I expected.

Tyrenia's assassins approached from both sides of the car Dragovich was in.

They initiated action before the target could move elsewhere. The problem was that the assassins attacking from both sides were too skilled.

They aimed at Dragovich's head without the slightest error, but Dragovich detected the anomaly appearing simultaneously from the vehicles on both sides.

"Duck!"

Dragovich immediately lowered his head, and the bullets fired by the two assassins hit each other's faces.

Didn't someone say that life is a tragedy when seen up close, but a comedy when seen from afar?

This was exactly the kind of situation that's ridiculous but impossible to laugh at.

"Is that all?"

"No, that's where his luck ran out."

And that's where the luck of the two assassins ran out too.

According to Kazin, the other assassins who accompanied them didn't just sit idle. In the ensuing concentrated fire, Dragovich and his companions were nothing more than large targets.

But when the sudden shootout broke out on the road, two types of interlopers got involved.

One was the Heavily City Police, and the other was members of the Dragovich Family.

"But there was one more person who jumped into the situation."

"...Do you know who it was?"

"No, no idea."

Tyrenia's assassins were from a distant land, so it couldn't be helped.

Anyway, what was certain was that someone who intervened in that situation delivered the finishing blow to Dragovich, who was being supported by his men.

"Hmm."

"Even though things went wrong at a crucial point... it's not a bad result for you and the Godmother, is it?"

"That's true. But I'm curious about one thing."

I asked Kazin how many assassins remained in total.

"Fourteen."

"I get the two who died stupidly, but how did the other two die?"

"They died during the shootout. The police and his subordinates wouldn't have just stood by."

In this incident, Tyrenia's assassins suffered only four casualties. In contrast, the Dragovich Family's boss, Mikhail Dragovich, was critically injured and on the verge of death.

It was an overwhelmingly favorable exchange ratio.

"Brother."

A voice suddenly came from behind.

Kazin and I belatedly realized that Carso had approached us at some point.

"...What is it?"

I was somewhat bothered that Carso's form of address to me was "Brother" rather than "Godfather" with Kazin present.

Though Carso spoke, it was Sarina beside him who brought a small radio.

Thud.

Sarina placed the radio on the table where Kazin and I were seated.

*

"Today's headline is, without a doubt, this news. A shootout on the road in the middle of the city. The incident where the notorious mafia boss Blood Mikhail Dragovich was attacked."

Blood is Mikhail Dragovich's nickname.

To understand why he has such a nickname, we need to go back to before he became a boss.

If I remember correctly, he had been arrested by the police several times, and each time he was covered in blood.

It's a nickname that became meaningless after he became a boss.

"News travels fast indeed."

Kazin's words were far from sarcastic.

"Tonight, a hospital in the city is bustling with visitors. Could the person who ordered his attack be among the visitors? According to judicial authorities, they suspect a man who seems to benefit the most from Dragovich's death."

As soon as the radio host finished speaking, everyone around looked at me. Not just Kazin, but Carso and Sarina too.

After all, I was the one who best fit the condition mentioned by the host.

"A man who was a captain of the Sanchez Family and recently became the boss of his own family."

"...?"

What?

"It's Little Dom Dominico Solomon."

"Who the hell is that?"

My reaction, along with Carso's and Sarina's, was one thing, but Kazin's reaction surpassed ours.

Regarding Little Dom being mentioned on the radio, Kazin treated him as nothing more or less than a 'nobody.'

"Hahaha!"

"Luke, is this the time to laugh?"

"It's not bad for us. There's nothing good about the media focusing on us intensively."

Carso answered Sarina's reaction.

Appropriately so, without me needing to explain.

Meanwhile, I briefly told Kazin who Little Dom was.

That he was born to an elf father and a hamster-human mother. That he was originally dispatched to monitor the Sanchez Family from within but somehow ended up occupying a corner of the Five Families.

"If he's one of the bosses of the Five Families... isn't this a problem for the other Five Families too?"

"No, with news like this, they'll all have started responding by now."

Except for the Solomon Family, which has already been identified as the mastermind behind this incident.

It would be hard to be this unlucky even if you tried.

Meanwhile, related content continued to come from the radio.

It was as I expected that Mikhail Dragovich had not yet regained consciousness and was fighting for his life.

The radio indirectly mentioned the hospital where Dragovich was hospitalized, but finding out which hospital it was would be no trouble at all.

"Remember this name well. Little Dom Solomon. He might become the new Godfather of this city someday."

"..."

I was about to give some orders to Carso.

Maybe it was because the host spoke in such a serious tone. I barely held back my laughter at the suggestion that Little Dom might become the Godfather.

What, do they think the Godfather is chosen based on cuteness? Stupid bastards.

"Then this incident isn't much of a disappointment for you guys."

"That's right. Their attention is focused on Little Dom."

To think this is how he repays the favor of me letting his family stay at my mansion.

It wasn't like Little Dom wanted to repay it this way, but considering he's also Lil' Little Dom's parent, he was indeed hard to hate.

"But why Little Dom of all people?"

"There have been ongoing conflicts since the Sanchez Family days, so that's probably why."

"Hmm."

As soon as I expressed my doubt, Carso provided the most plausible answer.

The western part of the city had been a mess since the war with the Sanchez Family, but now it was in the hands of the Solomon Family.

While those involved with the Five Families and members of the underworld might understand, it was impossible for the straight-laced people in the light to fully comprehend what happens in the shadows.

Currently, Eddie Sanchez is detained, and his territory has been taken by Little Dom, so at a glance, it might seem like he's on the rise.

"Wolf."

"What?"

"So what are you going to do now?"

"What else? I'm going to finish off the wounded wolf."

Kazin smiled as if he knew that would be my answer.

"Use the remaining guys as you see fit. That's what they were prepared for."

"Good. Then I'll take all of them this time."

The main force consists of me and the wolves.

But judging by their achievements so far, Tyrenia's assassins could also be a pretty powerful card.

To think that the supporting force is on par with the main force. How reassuring.

"Carso."

"Yes, Brother."

However, there were a few things to take care of first.

Since the judicial authorities have started watching Little Dom, preparations were needed from a legal standpoint.

"Tell Salmo to put together a team dedicated to Little Dom."

"Yes."

I also decided to issue a kind of guideline to those among our family associates who have connections with the media.

"One more thing."

"..."

This is the last one.

Carso was just waiting for me to finish speaking.

"Since Sarina is here, just call Giovanni."

Me, Sarina, and Giovanni. Carso was left out, but it would be a gathering of the strongest among the wolves.

Wolves setting out to hunt a wolf.

Even I found it a bit funny.
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Four days after the meeting between the Godfather and the Tyrenia organization executive.

The hospital where Mikhail Dragovich, the boss of the Dragovich Family, was admitted was remarkably quiet.

It was hard to imagine that just a few days ago, this place had been bustling with visitors and journalists with press badges from various newspapers.

But this quietness at the hospital was clearly abnormal.

The Dragovich Family members and police officers who had been present until just a short while ago were nowhere to be seen.

There was a clear reason for this.

It was due to an order suddenly issued by the police high command in the middle of the night.

"As the large number of visitors to the hospital in recent days has caused significant disruption to hospital operations, police in the jurisdiction are to immediately remove all persons except hospital staff."

At the top of the hierarchy of Hevily Police, this country's largest police organization, sits the Hevily Police Commissioner, a civilian appointee, and under his command, the Hevily State Police Chief, who comes from police ranks.

Unlike the usual procedure, this directive came directly from the Police Commissioner rather than the State Police Chief.

"..."

The officers on the ground knew exactly what this order meant. If such a directive had been issued a few days ago when the hospital was overflowing with visitors, there would have been no issue.

An order issued at this precise moment clearly showed the police taking sides in a war between criminal organizations.

The problem was that while the Police Commissioner might let this slide, the Police Chief was not someone who would stand by and watch such a situation unfold.

Many of Hevily's police officers were, to put it simply, corrupt.

However, the standard for corruption here differed from other cities. No, it was very different.

Parking violations, prostitution, gambling operations—these were the typical crimes that corrupt police in other cities would take bribes to overlook. Illegal, yes... but crimes where no one dies.

Such crimes might occasionally become legal or illegal depending on state laws.

On the other hand, there were crimes that even corrupt police wouldn't touch. These were violent crimes like murder, rape, robbery, and drug trafficking.

Turning a blind eye to such serious crimes would put their own positions at risk. No matter how substantial the payment, it wouldn't be worth it.

But Hevily's corrupt police officers would compromise even on these violent crimes.

As long as a sufficient amount of money was placed in their palms.

Even in this seemingly hopeless situation, the Police Chief had earned much respect among his subordinates for his integrity and firm stance against crime.

"Damn it, what choice do we have? When the higher-ups say jump, we jump."

There was nothing the local police could do.

They could only speculate that the Police Commissioner had received a massive payoff and somehow overridden the Police Chief's opposition.

The reality was somewhat different.

Far from receiving any payoff, the Police Commissioner was in the worst possible situation—his beloved family had been kidnapped.

The unidentified kidnappers had made only one demand.

It was precisely the order that the Police Commissioner had issued to his officers.

Instead of making this public, the Commissioner had sought advice from the Police Chief.

"..."

The Police Chief immediately understood who was behind the kidnapping but deliberately chose not to inform his superior.

If his cowardly boss learned that the Godfather and the Five Families were behind the kidnapping, the situation would only worsen, not improve.

Moreover, even the Police Chief had no clever solution to this crisis.

In the end, it was the Police Chief who spoke first.

He told his superior that it would be best to comply with the kidnappers' demands.

"...Are you sure that's all right?"

"We have no choice in this matter."

His commitment to someday eradicating all crime in this city remained the most important milestone in his life.

However, as a police officer, there was something he had to value even more than his own convictions.

That was human life.

With both the Police Commissioner and the Police Chief complying with the kidnappers' demands, the hospital had truly become no man's land.

*

The midnight metropolis was far from pitch-black darkness.

Though night had fallen completely, the city shone brightly, as if mocking the dark sky where the sun had disappeared.

It was good that the level of amenities one could enjoy improved as times progressed, but I could do without this constant brightness regardless of day or night.

Given my line of work, after all.

I was moving through what little darkness remained in the city's night scenery.

"What's this? There's still a rat left?"

"You're..."

*Thwack*

Dealing with a rat who doesn't even notice me approaching from right behind is no challenge at all.

The only downside was that no matter how cleanly I handled it, my clothes would inevitably get dirty.

But it seemed the police hadn't done their job properly.

I thought they were ordered to remove everyone except hospital staff from the hospital. What was the point if they just let them wander around outside?

"Who's there!"

As soon as I dealt with one rat, bright flashlight beams illuminated me. Not just one, but several, it seemed.

I quickly hid the weapon I had just used for murder as soon as I heard the voice.

However, the flashlights were so powerful that I could barely open my eyes due to the blinding light.

"..."

But almost immediately after a brief silence, the flashlight beams began to lose their intensity.

This wasn't some convenient story about batteries running out.

"Godfather?!"

"Shh. Your voice is too loud."

"...I apologize."

No need to apologize. But caution never hurts.



I raised the hat I had been holding to block the flashlight beam, intending to put it back on.

Now I noticed how much blood had splattered on my clothes. Unavoidable, I suppose, after dealing with four men.

"Have you already finished on your end?"

"Yes, we've checked all the areas assigned to us."

Those addressing me with such deference were clearly wearing Hevily police uniforms.

Of course, not everyone in a police uniform was necessarily a police officer. It wasn't that difficult to obtain police uniforms.

"As expected, the Fangs are quick with this kind of work."

These guys were wolves of the Pellini Family, specifically the assassination unit known as the Fangs. The Fangs were led by none other than Sarina.

Meanwhile, the strike force known as the Claws was led by Giovanni.

I hadn't brought my direct subordinate wolves this time, but I had brought Sarina and Giovanni.

And naturally, bringing those two meant their subordinate Fangs and Claws came along as well.

"Where's Giovanni?"

"He still seems to be checking."

"Tell Giovanni to finish quickly and come to the main entrance. Have the rest guard all entrances to the hospital."

"Yes, understood."

I didn't know exactly how many entrances the hospital had. Well, at most there would be a main entrance and a back entrance.

More important was something else.

The location of the private room where Mikhail Dragovich was fighting for his life.

That was the first thing I had confirmed when preparations for this attack began four days ago.

The Dragovich Family wasn't stupid, so they had moved Dragovich's room around during those four days, but they couldn't fool me.

After all, I had an insider closely monitoring this hospital.

"..."

To be honest, there was no need to kidnap the Police Commissioner's family.

Our Family associates could have easily found opportunities to snipe Dragovich through a window from a reasonable distance.

But that wouldn't constitute a true vendetta.

I felt I needed to kill my father's murderer with my own hands to satisfy my vengeance. One night—tonight—would be enough to kill him.

Later, I arrived at the hospital's main entrance with Sarina's Fangs.

Some Fangs had split off along the way to relay my instructions to the Claws.

"Brother."

"What, you've only just finished?"

"Yes, I apologize for the delay."

No need to apologize. This wasn't late by any standard.

It was simply that Sarina and the Fangs had been quicker than Giovanni and the Claws.

Seeing that Sarina and the other wolves were ready to enter the hospital, I was about to join them with Giovanni.

"Brother."

"What? Did you find something strange?"

"Yes. None of the men we dealt with were werewolves, so I looked into it and..."

"And?"

"They all appear to be private detectives."

"..."

They weren't members of the Dragovich Family?

That was a bit strange, but not a reason to delay what I needed to do.

"They even had gun licenses. Seems they wanted to eliminate any pretexts for police harassment."

"But that all turned out to be wasted effort."

"Yes, I suppose so."

In truth, with that level of preparation, there would have been ample grounds for legal battles between the Dragovich Family and the Hevily Police.

But what does it matter? By the time such issues arise, Dragovich will already be dead.

"Sarina. Begin."

"Yes, Luke."

I gave the order to Sarina and the Fangs waiting in front of the main entrance.

The large wolves beside Sarina flung open the hospital doors.

"Don't touch the hospital staff. Deal with anyone hiding immediately. Avoid using guns if possible. Too noisy."

I spoke calmly in a not-too-loud voice.

If Dragovich Family members were barricaded inside the hospital, I would have permitted the use of guns.

"Yes!!!"

The wolves' response was remarkably loud, as if something was boiling up inside them.

As soon as the wolves entered the hospital with its aquamarine-colored walls, they split into three groups.

Sarina began searching the first floor. Giovanni headed up the stairs to the third floor.

And I followed Giovanni and the Claws, but headed to the second floor.

Dragovich was originally on the third floor, but now he was in a private room on the second floor.

We didn't have much time. Someone among those the police had sent away must have made contact by now.

"It's over there."

"I know."

As soon as we reached the second floor, a wolf pointed to Dragovich's room.

"Search the surroundings first."

"Yes!"

Not many wolves accompanied me. Most headed down the corridor to other rooms.

There might be organization members or private detectives the police had failed to remove. But it seemed there weren't any.

No shouts or gunshots were heard from the first or third floors either.

"..."

In a fleeting moment.

I caught sight of a large werewolf lying in shambles on the hospital bed.

They had tried to patch him up as best they could, given that he was a patient, but his condition looked dire.

'He might have died even if I hadn't come personally.'

No. What am I thinking?

The only thing to remember is one thing: revenge for my father.

I immediately swung the knife clutched in my hand. For Dragovich, unconscious with a black tube in his nose, resistance wasn't even a dream.

....

How much time had passed?

I had confirmed he was dead and had taken both his hands as trophies. I should have completed everything I needed to do.

But I didn't feel as relieved as I had expected.

Now only Eddie Sanchez remains...

Belatedly, I reflected on the inscription engraved on the knife in my hand.

'May every wound I leave be fatal.'
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"..."

I emerged from the hospital room with the wolves, all of us covered in blood.

Mikhail Dragovich's private room.

That space, prepared exclusively for him, had ultimately become nothing more than a large coffin.

The Dragovich Family had tried to be clever in their own way... but they never expected us to make this move.

They even went so far as to kidnap Police Chief Heavily's family as their trump card.

"Boss. Please give that to me."

"Ah, right."

One of the wolves approached and spoke to me.

I handed him the two hands freshly cut from Dragovich's corpse. I didn't cut off his hands due to some strange collecting habit.

It was more of a symbolic act, considering what Mikhail Dragovich had done with these filthy hands.

It was also a method commonly used by the Tyrenia mafia when killing those who committed sacrilegious acts.

"Seems like Sarina and Giovanni aren't having any trouble either."

There had been no contact from the two who had gone to the first and third floors. No gunshots loud enough to shake the hospital had been heard either.

"Yes, it seems that way."

"Boss. I think it would be best if you left this place first."

"Yes, let's do that."

The wolves urged me to leave this place quickly. There was no reason not to.

I had personally ended the life of one of the men who dared kill my father, and there was nothing to gain from clashing with the Dragovich Family members who would soon swarm here after receiving word from the private detectives who had escaped.

"Begin withdrawal. Inform the others on different floors as well!"

"Yes!"

At my brief command, the hospital quickly became chaotic.

While some wolves headed to other floors, I left the hospital with the rest.

"What about Sarina and Giovanni?"

"They seem to still be inside."

"Godfather. Let's depart first."

The way they addressed me varied even among the wolves.

Some who had been through thick and thin with me had grown accustomed to calling me "Boss," while others used different terms.

"..."

I followed the wolf's suggestion to escape from this place first.

I was worried about Sarina and Giovanni, but there weren't any particular concerns to be anxious about.

It would be disastrous if we happened to run into Dragovich Family members who might arrive late to the scene.

With the machine gun mounted on the back of our armored car, we wouldn't be outgunned, but... you never know what might happen.

Besides, even if we used the machine gun, the aftermath would be problematic.

This hospital and the surrounding area were Dragovich Family territory, so all nearby police who would respond immediately were essentially in league with them.

Using a machine gun against a hostile organization in the city center was already a significant burden. Using it against the police was unthinkable.

"Warren, let's go now."

"Yes, understood."

After boarding the armored car, I gave instructions to Warren, the driver. Hearing my words, he immediately started the engine and drove off.

For now, we needed to get as far away from this hospital as possible.

I sent word through other wolves to Sarina and Giovanni that I had departed first and informed them of our rendezvous point.

Naturally, the meeting point was outside Dragovich Family territory.

To be precise, it was in Solomon Family territory.

"..."

In truth, we could have met within Dragovich Family territory, considering the chaos they would be experiencing after this incident.

But this time, I decided to eliminate any risk factors entirely.

Inside the slightly swaying armored car, I remained silent. I simply gazed at the city's night view through the window.

I wondered if Sarina and Giovanni had escaped the hospital and were following me properly.
If Elena and Felicia at the mansion were getting along without fighting.
If my deceased father would be pleased to see his son achieve his revenge, albeit incompletely.

As I thought about the people who formed the foundation of my life, I felt my mind becoming calmer without even realizing it.

"Boss, we've arrived."

"Already?"

"..."

While it might not have felt that way to Warren, who had been driving the armored car, to me it seemed like just a fleeting moment.

Warren appeared to be contemplating how to respond to me.

"Good. Then let's wait here for Sarina and Giovanni."

"Yes."

Of course, there were things to do before that.

*

Our rendezvous point was a gas station located in Solomon Family territory.

First, I gathered the other wolves.

There were about twenty of them. Half were disguised as Heavily police officers. I thought some might believe it was the police who had attacked the hospital where Dragovich was staying.

"Boss, everyone's here."

"Good. Collect all the police uniforms and dispose of them together."

"Yes."

At my command, several wolves immediately began removing their police uniforms.

"Godfather."

"What is it?"

"Should we report Dragovich's death to the Godmother right away?"

In the midst of this, one wolf reminded me of something more important than the police uniforms.

Ah, right. That's what it was.

There was a reason I hadn't felt much after completing my revenge. To truly savor revenge, what happens afterward is more important than the moment of vengeance itself.

"Inform all the capo regimes of the Family and the Five Families as well. Good news should be spread widely, after all."

"..."

The wolf who had reminded me of this important matter seemed overwhelmed by the unexpectedly increased workload.

But that moment didn't last long. Other wolves quickly volunteered to contact specific individuals and families.

"I'll tell Elena myself."

Needless to say, avenging my father wasn't something I was doing alone. It was a revenge shared by both of father's children—me and Elena.

"Boss, here it is."

While I was briefly lost in these thoughts, one of the wolves brought a telephone over.

Fortunately, being a gas station, there were more telephones than I had expected. Some wolves were already announcing Dragovich's death.

Come to think of it, telephones in this world seemed to be evolving quite rapidly.

When my father and I rebelled against the Five Families, we still had to insert fingers into numbered holes and rotate them.

Now, you just needed to press buttons with numbers on them.

Moreover, it seemed they were using automatic exchanges, as there was no need to speak with an operator. I just had to wait for someone to answer the telephone in the second-floor living room of the mansion in the central city.

"Hello. Who is—"

"Elena, it's me."

Elena's voice was remarkably calm, not yet recognizing that I was the caller.

"...Luke?"

But the moment she realized it was me, that calm atmosphere and voice vanished completely.

"What happened with Dragovich? More importantly, where are you now?"

Yes. She must have many questions.

In truth, Elena had wanted to join this operation, but both Felicia and I had adamantly opposed it.

It was surprising that even Felicia objected, but considering Elena's pregnant state, it wasn't so strange.

"Don't worry. He's been perfectly dealt with."

"...Are you hurt anywhere?"

There was a slight hesitation before Elena responded. Or rather, it seemed like she had momentarily felt relieved.

"There was nothing to get hurt over."

Sarina and Giovanni hadn't arrived yet, and since we were already in Solomon Family territory, we weren't being pursued.

There was plenty of time to explain to Elena what had happened at the hospital, and that's what I did.

"I'm glad it ended smoothly. So when will you be coming back?"

"I'll head your way as soon as I meet up with the others."

"You mean Sarina and Giovanni?"

"Yes. They haven't arrived here yet."

Elena seemed somewhat anxious after hearing my words. She might have been thinking that the wolves led by those two could be under attack.

Meanwhile, I could hear another person's voice besides Elena's through the receiver.

Judging by how someone was trying to take the receiver Elena was holding, it had to be Felicia.

"There's nothing to worry about. I'll come back as soon as they join up with us."

"...Alright."

"Don't forget to tell Felicia too."

"I'll think about that."

Click.

I couldn't help but smile at Elena's final response.

At least there was not a trace of anxiety in her voice.

"Godfather. The Boss and Lady have arrived."

Perfect timing—it seemed Sarina and Giovanni had arrived. The timing couldn't have been better.

The sight of several cars lined up near the gas station was quite a spectacle. Though I suppose that's normal for a gas station.

"Luke!"

I didn't need to look for Sarina and Giovanni; the two of them approached me after getting out of their car.

While Sarina called my name and ran toward me, I noticed Giovanni handing money to another wolf nearby.

"Giovanni."

"Yes, Boss. You arrived faster than expected."

"You bastard. What kind of bet did you make this time?"

"It's obvious without even looking. Probably something like who would arrive first."

Sarina was absolutely right. It was obvious.

"You didn't bet on anything inappropriate, did you?"

No matter who Giovanni was, if he had shown such disrespect regarding my father's revenge, it would have been a serious problem.

"N-No, Boss, not at all."

Giovanni hastily replied, seemingly understanding the meaning behind my words.

Fortunately, or perhaps as expected, the subject of the bet was exactly as Sarina had said—who would arrive at the rendezvous point first.

"If that was the bet, shouldn't you have bet on me?"

I had departed before both Sarina and Giovanni, so I would have been the most likely to arrive first.

But Giovanni said I was naturally excluded. That left only Sarina and Giovanni as options.

"The odds were fifty-fifty, and you lost?"

"Well, that's me. I could write a few books about losing bets."

The words "then don't bet" almost escaped my lips, but he wasn't the type to listen anyway.

"Right. I'm sure it would be a bestseller among gamblers."

Giovanni readily agreed with my comment. Sarina's gaze, looking at Giovanni as if he were pathetic, seemed particularly fierce.

"Anyway, good work everyone."

"Now only the stone guy is left. Are we going to deal with him soon too?"

"No, I think we'll have to wait and see about him."

Eddie Sanchez. The massive golem who had been the boss of the Sanchez Family.

Somehow, the legacy he left behind had been completely stripped away by a hamster-human with an elf father.

Afterward, we discussed which routes each of us would take to return.

Although it seemed unlikely that we would be pursued, Sarina and Giovanni took the task of determining my return route very seriously.

"Godfather."

"What is it?"

"They're talking about the incident on the radio."

Already? That's quite fast.

"This is the most significant mafia murder in Heavily since the death of the Godfather!"

Since I hadn't heard the broadcast from the beginning, I couldn't grasp the earlier content.

"Ah, that disrespectful bastard."

Meanwhile, Giovanni reacted sensitively to the broadcaster's mention of my father's death.

Yes. My father's death was indeed a significant event. Today's incident was simply repaying the one who orchestrated that significant event with an equally significant one.

Fortunately, the stories coming from the radio weren't particularly important.

As expected, there were plenty of misguided opinions, such as pointing to the Heavily police as the perpetrators of this incident. More specifically, they claimed it was carried out by police under the influence of anti-Dragovich forces.

In fact, since the police were involved, it wasn't entirely incorrect, strictly speaking.

"Surely no one saw us, right?"

"Even if they did, there's no need to worry."

"Giovanni's right. Everyone will keep their mouths shut and won't say a word."

Giovanni and Sarina spoke with confident tones. There was a basis for their confidence.

Witnesses to such mafia murders typically don't speak up.

If they do, it's clearly foolish. The mafia involved in the incident would come to kill that fool immediately. Who would admit to seeing anything in such a situation?

"Still, you never know. It's not our territory but Dragovich's."

"No one would commit such an act trusting a man who's already dead."

Giovanni pointedly mentioned that with Mikhail Dragovich's death, the Dragovich Family was essentially finished.

Yes. There are some who might step up as successors, but they're not nearly as intimidating as Dragovich was.

"Alright. Let's all get moving now."

"Yes, just a moment."

"No. I said just decide roughly."

As soon as I urged departure, Sarina and Giovanni tried to discuss my return route again. I stopped them and instructed Warren to follow the route they had initially determined.

Ah, the time was approaching to return to the mansion where my two wives were waiting and enjoy the fruits of my revenge.

Ch.168 - The Hunt, Aftermath (1)
Warren's armored car quickly traversed the city.

"But why are you two riding along?"

"Come on, Luke. What's the big deal?"

"Boss, we can protect you better than the others, can't we?"

"Well, that's true."

Giovanni wasn't wrong.

Among the wolves, these two were considered top-tier in terms of skill.

However, my concern wasn't about their abilities. The Don—me—along with Sarina and Giovanni.

If something were to happen while three key figures of the Pellini Family were traveling together...

Come to think of it, it was the same when my father passed away.

It was supposed to be a monumental occasion celebrating my father's victory, but then that incident happened.

"...Boss?"

"It's nothing."

I brushed off Giovanni's concern, but Sarina persisted.

"Your expression says otherwise."

"Just had some unpleasant thoughts."

"That's always your problem, Boss. You need to think more positively."

"I don't want to hear that from a gambling addict."

Sarina nodded vigorously, clearly agreeing with my comment.

"..."

Giovanni fell silent at our reaction.

"Anyway, thank you both."

Including Carso, even though he wasn't here.

"Huh?"

"What's with that suddenly?"

Both looked confused by my gratitude. Yeah, I guess it was a bit out of nowhere.

"Back then. When you decided to follow me and my father. We've made it this far because of that."

"..."

The Wolves.

An organization created by the Five Families to eliminate those who interfered with their activities.

The Wolves were composed of orphans abundant in this city, primarily elven orphans. Back then, we killed anyone the five mafia families ordered us to—politicians, businessmen, even other mafia members.

Each had strictly defined roles, and with the connections and influence of the Five Families throughout the city, their operations were swift and efficient.

Needless to say, it was a completely different organization from what we have now—one where members were loyal to the Five Families without proper compensation, subjected to brutal, almost brainwashing training.

Simply put, there was no trace of humanity.

The same was true for Sarina and Giovanni beside me. They used to kill targets with dull eyes, devoid of any vitality.

"Boss, is something wrong?"

"..."

While Sarina remained silent, Giovanni asked cautiously.

"Hmm? No, nothing like that."

"You suddenly started talking about the past, so I wondered."

"Just reminiscing a bit..."

Not all wolves followed me and my father in rebelling against their masters.

The shackles of the Five Families were incredibly cruel and unjust. Anyone who didn't feel that way might as well have been emotionless.

Despite that, half of the wolves didn't join us—hundreds of them by number.

Even my father's former right-hand man chose to remain loyal to the Five Families and oppose us.

To be honest, looking back now...

The wolves loyal to the Five Families were a greater threat than the Families themselves.

After all, the Five Families were already in disarray with the Marmala Family being devoured by Carmen and the Spider, and the Casio Family by Eddie Sanchez.

"By the way, Boss. How's it going these days?"

"What?"

"Living under the same roof with two beautiful women."

I couldn't immediately answer Giovanni's question.

While not as heavy as reminiscing about the past, it was certainly a difficult topic to address.

"How does it look to you?"

"On the surface, everything seems fine. Even the young lady is head over heels for you these days."

"Yeah, that's true. And Felicia goes without saying."

While Giovanni and I conversed...

"..."

Sarina didn't join in but listened attentively to our conversation. Normally, she would have scolded Giovanni for talking nonsense.

"Everything's fine except for when Elena and Felicia bicker whenever they meet."

"That seems like the biggest problem to me."

"Really? I don't think it's that bad."

Giovanni and I had different perspectives on the issue.

Although the relationship between my two wives had improved compared to before, the fact that they were rivals for my affection remained unchanged.

Given the situation, the bickering wouldn't stop unless they found a common enemy to unite against.

"Well, I'm glad you're doing alright."

"Of course, especially with the children on the way."

Come to think of it, I was fortunate to deal with Dragovich this time. I wanted to eliminate as many threats as possible before the two children were born.

"Boss, how about a bet with me? Whether they'll both be boys or girls?"

"..."

"Ah, this gambling addict..."

Sarina began to scold Giovanni as I remained silent, but before she could finish, I confidently answered.

"Girls."

"Luke?"

"Then I'll bet they'll both be boys."

Sarina didn't seem pleased that I was playing along with Giovanni's bet. She suddenly turned her head away without a word, clearly upset.

Regardless, Giovanni moved on to the next step.

"Here's the stake. What do you think?"

A thick wad of cash. Not a small amount, but not so large as to be burdensome either.

"I don't mind. But are you sure you're okay with this?"

"I'm going to win anyway, so don't worry."

[Everyone has a plan until they get punched in the mouth.]

Giovanni answered confidently, but the pattern on the stake he showed rippled like waves and formed into text.

It seemed the status window shared my thoughts.

*

While I bet that both children would be girls...

It's not that I dislike sons. Children born between me and my two wives would be precious regardless of gender.

But... there's something called a wolf's intuition. Since it's too early to call it parental instinct with the children not yet born, let's just call it animal instinct.

I didn't feel the need to explain my intuition to Giovanni. After all, it was a bet—someone had to win and someone had to lose.

"Warren, speed up a bit."

"Yes, sir."

I checked the time and instructed Warren to go faster.

It was already the middle of the night when we headed to the hospital where Dragovich was, so now it was completely dawn.

Both Elena and Felicia seemed to be awake when I called from the gas station. However, given the hour, I couldn't guarantee how long my two wives would stay up.

"That's right! It's night, so floor it!"

"No, don't floor it too much. Just moderately."

Giovanni was always extreme—no middle ground. Is that why he always loses at gambling?

"Luke."

"Yes?"

This time, Sarina, who had been sulking, spoke to me first.

"Are you really content with your current life?"

"Why? Would you prefer if I had complaints?"

"...That's not what I meant."

Yeah, right. It's written all over your face that you'd like that.

Being with Sarina and Giovanni meant I was never bored. It might be exhausting in a way, but it was too late to start thinking like that now.

"Actually, there is one thing."

"What is it?"

Sarina asked, but Giovanni also turned his head, showing interest.

"Little Dom's son will have to return to his father's side soon."

"What?"

Sarina looked confused, but not being able to see that cute kid at the mansion anymore was quite sad.

Well, there were other cute animals that Hevna and Felicia kept.

"...Then let's just keep him as a hostage."

"No, that's not..."

Unlike Sarina who completely misunderstood, Giovanni made a seemingly reasonable suggestion. The problem was that it was reasonably absurd.

While we did have some productive conversations, the unproductive ones vastly outnumbered them.

Of course, it didn't matter much since we weren't the type to only have formal discussions. And as we engaged in various non-productive conversations, our car finally arrived at our destination.

"Wow, they've turned it into a fortress."

"..."

What is all this?

As soon as Giovanni spoke, I noticed the changed appearance of the mansion.

Several cars and organization members were waiting at the front gate, and as soon as our armored car appeared, they hurriedly opened the gate.

Besides the thick gate door, I could see chains that seemed to have been brought from somewhere.

Beyond the chains, another vehicle was blocking the entrance. It was clearly positioned in case intruders tried to force their way in with a vehicle.

The members moved quickly. One near the chains unlocked them, while another near the blocking car instructed the driver to back up.

Warren swiftly entered the mansion's courtyard once the gate was fully open.

The members showed respect to those of us in the car.

"Boss, we've arrived."

"Right."

At Warren's words, Sarina and Giovanni got out before me and opened the door for me.

Quickly exiting the car, I looked around at the transformed mansion.

"..."

I could see men with rifles and weapons stationed at their posts all around.

Most of them were wolves and members of our Pellini Family, but there were also those who appeared to be from other Five Families.

For instance, one of the balconies was crowded with hamster-people.

They noticed my gaze and winked at me.

I wasn't sure what that meant, but they were likely Solomon Family members, so I decided not to dwell on it.

"Don!"

"Armo."

An elf with an unusually large build approached.

"You've built quite a fortress here."

"It was the Donna's orders."

"..."

Armo responded to Giovanni's comment as if he had no choice in the matter.

"Armo. So how many people are here now?"

"Easily seventy, sir."

"Hmm."

That was more than the combined strength of two or three minor mafia families. With this many, they could handle any contingency.

For instance, Dragovich Family members seeking revenge for their boss, disregarding their own lives.

"What about Elena and Felicia?"

"Both are waiting for you in the second-floor living room."

As expected.

Were they both staying up waiting for me? I worried it might be too much strain, given they were both pregnant.

"Luke!"

Sure enough, a familiar voice called from the second-floor living room window.

As I turned my head, I saw two pairs of beautiful eyes looking at me. It was clearly Felicia who called my name.

Elena didn't call out, but she was waving her hand just as enthusiastically as Felicia.

'These two are really something else.'

"Alright. Let's all head inside."

"Yes, sir!"
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"Let's go in."

As soon as we reached the entrance, Armo opened the door for us to enter.

"Thanks, Armo."

He nodded, and I stepped inside the mansion with the other two.

When Sarina and Giovanni followed me into the mansion, Armo closed the door he had opened.

"Armo is still a man of few words, isn't he?"

"You should understand that. Unlike you guys, he has a lot to do."

Officially, Armo is one of our family's caporegimes, but he's also in charge of security for Elena and me. If I had to be specific, he seems more dedicated to Elena's protection than mine.

On top of that, Armo's territory is northern Rosedale.

To the south are Samia Zakaya and Gulliman, and to the west are the bomb-crazy Granada and the ambitious old man Leonhart the Slime.

He was essentially monitoring the other three caporegimes as well.

If Vanella and Lumini's territory hadn't been moved westward, those two would have been enough to keep an eye on Granada and old man Leonhart.

Anyway, just counting his major responsibilities, there were already three.

"What? Anyone would think we're just playing around."

But Sarina immediately objected to my words.

True, just because Armo was busy didn't mean the other caporegimes had fewer responsibilities.

"..."

"Hey, say something too."

But Giovanni remained silent in this conversation.

Giovanni shared control of the harbor in the eastern part of the city with Carso, and he was essentially a firefighter who would rush to the northern and northeastern parts of the city with his wolves whenever something happened.

In terms of responsibilities, his were by no means few. But despite Sarina's urging, Giovanni said nothing.

Was it because he felt guilty when he thought about it? Or was it because he knew Armo had a lot to do?

"See? Even Giovanni is keeping quiet."

"He might be, but I'm not."

Sarina had recently received a new territory.

And it was the former heart of the Solomon Family, no less. The size and importance of the territory needed no explanation.

It was an area that had to be passed through to go from the western part of the city to the central part.

In other words, she was like the gatekeeper of the Fellini Family.

"Yes, yes. I know very well."

"..."

At this point, I decided to end the subject.

I agreed with Sarina and acknowledged that she was right. Giovanni didn't say much either way, so it didn't matter.

We were about to climb the large staircase located in the center of the mansion.

"Cough, cough!"

"Huh?"

I could tell who it was just by the sound of coughing.

Little Dom. He was heading somewhere from the corridor next to the stairs. He was still not wearing anything.

I couldn't help but smile at the sight of his small bottom cutely wiggling as he moved.

"..."

"Ah."

But something seemed off. Sarina, who was right beside me, reacted as if she knew what it was.

"What is it?"

"I think it's because of the cigarette smell?"

Only after hearing Sarina's words did I notice the thick cigarette smoke permeating throughout the mansion.

"Well, with so many men around now, the mansion is bound to be filled with cigarette smoke."

Armo had said there were easily seventy of them.

It's appreciated that such a large number of people are guarding the mansion, whether to protect Elena and me or to keep watch.

But this isn't right, especially with Little Dom's family around.

"Boss, I'll let Armo know."

"Yeah, please do that."

Instead of climbing the stairs with us, Giovanni headed toward the door we had entered through.

"That little one disappeared in an instant."

"Well, it's already surprising that he's awake at this hour."

The cigarette smoke issue in the mansion would be handled by Giovanni and Armo. So I decided to address the more urgent matter.

Meeting my two wives.

Sarina seemed already deflated at the thought of meeting Elena and Felicia, my two wives. Moreover, since she was meeting them with me, it would only make things worse, not better.

"Let's go in, Godfather."

Decisively, her form of address toward me had changed back to formal.

"..."

I deliberately ignored such a change as I entered the living room on the second floor.

"Luke, welcome back. Now we're just missing one."

"You've worked hard, Luke. It couldn't have been easy, even for you."

Two pairs of beautiful eyes immediately approached me and whispered various things.

The red eyes whispered about the father's revenge that was not yet complete, and the purple eyes mentioned the effort I had put in.

Of course, that didn't mean either of them didn't care deeply.

"..."

Indeed, the owner of the red eyes embraced me as soon as she spoke.

Her hands holding me were trembling with anxiety. Though she didn't show it, I could imagine how worried she must have been about something happening to me.

Meanwhile, Felicia's eyes met mine as I was embraced by Elena, and she gave Elena a look that seemed to say, "You're hopeless."

"Oh."

Regardless, she was surprisingly strong.

I was carried to the sofa in the center of the living room while still in Elena's embrace.

"Nothing happened while I was gone, right?"

"Well, the whole city is in an uproar, so I'm not sure how to answer that."

"Huh? What do you mean, Feli?"

"Exactly what I said. Sarina, could you turn on that radio over there?"

"..."

Sarina didn't refuse Felicia's request, but she didn't respond either.

She just slightly bowed her head as a minimal courtesy... and did as requested.

"In connection with the brutal murder of mafia boss Mikhail Dragovich, a new group of protesters has emerged."

As soon as the radio was turned on, the content was about a protest group.

"A group of beastkin protesters appears to be in a standoff with police near the police station close to the hospital where the incident occurred."

The radio continued.

It was almost pitiful how the announcer kept talking about various things even at this late hour without rest.

"That's enough."

"Yes."

Sarina turned off the radio as soon as she heard my words.

"So that protest is happening because of me?"

"Yes. It seems they've gathered in large numbers even though Dragovich has only been dead for a short time."

"They probably mobilized them urgently from their side."

Elena and Felicia each made a comment.

It seemed the Dragovich Family had hastily assembled a protest group by mobilizing their associates and connections.

"The protesters are mostly beastkin, but wolves are the most numerous."

"That makes sense. Are they trying to vent their anger because their boss died?"

"There seem to be quite a few others besides wolf-men."

Felicia spoke up as soon as I answered Elena.

"What other kinds are there?"

"Other beastkin. They're not surprising, but there seem to be some golems and black people too."

Golems and black people, huh.

The golems must be the ones who fled to Dragovich Family's territory when Little Dom was swallowing up the Sanchez Family.

It wasn't strange that black people were included since the Dragovich Family did have some influence over them in the southern part of the city.

A protest group that suddenly appeared in the southeastern part of the city.

But what was important wasn't their race but their intentions.

Were they trying to divert attention like this and plot something behind the scenes? Or were they just venting their anger at the police who helped with this incident?

"Our associates will continue to monitor the protest situation."

"So we don't need to worry about it for now?"

Elena hesitated a bit before nodding.

"Let's stop the conversation here. Sarina, you've worked hard too. Go and get some rest now."

"...Yes, Godmother."

Sarina immediately responded to Elena.

What Elena said seemed normal on the surface, but it apparently didn't feel that way to Sarina.

While Sarina was about to leave the living room, Elena and Felicia had already moved closer to me.

"Godmother."

"Yes?"

Sarina spoke to Elena before leaving the living room.

"May I stay here tonight?"

"What do you—"

"You must be tired, so go ahead. We have plenty of rooms."

Of course, "here" didn't mean the living room. I interpreted it that way and answered Sarina.

"Thank you, Godfather."

Sarina disappeared, satisfied with a result that was neither the best nor the worst.

"There's no reason why she can't, right?"

"Well, I suppose that's true."

"Come on, both of you, why don't we head to bed?"

Elena seemed somewhat unsettled, but Felicia didn't allow any further conversation. So Elena and I followed Felicia to our bedroom.

Fortunately, my two wives didn't make any unreasonable demands of me.

They must have been tired from waiting for me, and I had just returned after killing Dragovich, so it was natural.

I changed out of my blood-stained clothes belatedly and surrendered myself to the soft bed. Not long after, I felt the bodies of my two wives, softer than the bed.

"I have a lot to say, but I'll say it after we wake up. Is that okay?"

It was a question for both of my wives.

Neither Elena nor Felicia bothered to answer.

"..."

No, now that I looked, Felicia seemed to have already fallen fast asleep.

Elena, like Felicia, didn't say anything, but she simply closed her eyes and embraced me.

And so my memories in the mansion were temporarily cut off.

*

Several hours later.

Someone arrived in front of a shabby building in the southern part of the city.

"We've arrived."

"Yes, thank you."

A woman emerged from a yellow taxi.

The taxi driver, about a head shorter than the woman, left as soon as he received fair payment for his work.

One reason could be that he was off to find another customer, but the security in this area wasn't particularly good.

As soon as the taxi drove away, ominous gazes directed at the building and the woman began to be felt from the surroundings.

"Sigh..."

The woman sighed deeply and headed for the entrance of the building. Once inside, she began climbing the stairs.

The walls on either side of the staircase were covered with yellow stains and cracks. The woman felt that these walls were no different from high-priced works of art.

The walls weren't the only element that made this building seem terrible.

Not only was the air murky, but as soon as she reached the second floor after climbing all the stairs, the garbage scattered throughout the corridor was beyond imagination.

"Again? This isn't the first or second time."

The woman passed through the garbage-filled corridor and reached her destination.

What disgusted her wasn't the garbage but the wooden sign proudly displayed in front of the door that said "Open for Business."

"Director! I'm coming in!"

It was obvious that he would be sprawled out after drinking cheap liquor.

But the woman maintained a minimum level of courtesy. After all, the miserable man inside the door was her superior, no matter what anyone said.

A tiny office. Unlike the corridor, the inside of the office was very neat. However, there was one thing that contrasted with the neat appearance of the office.

"Director!"

"..."

It was a middle-aged elf.

As the woman had expected, he was sprawled carelessly on the desk, completely unconscious.

"Director!!!"

"..."

No matter how much the woman shouted, the man didn't move at all. Anyone would think he was a corpse.

"Ah, really."

The woman began searching for something in her bag as if she had no choice.

A moment later, the refreshing sound of opening a cap echoed.

"...What's that smell?"

Had the smell spread? The man hastily got up at the familiar sound.

"What smell do you think it is? It's the smell of alcohol that you love. Now that you're up, why don't you sober up?"

The woman waved her hands in disgust. It was ironic that someone who had fallen asleep drunk was waking up to the smell of alcohol.

"..."

The man narrowed his eyes and checked the current time.

11 AM. It wasn't late, but it wasn't an important time either.

"And how many times do I have to tell you? If you're not going to receive clients anyway, just fix the sign properly!"

"Miss Binda, as I've answered the many times you've mentioned it, desperate clients will wake me up on their own, so don't worry!"

"..."

It was exasperating and infuriating.

The director said that and got up from his seat, starting to walk with a stagger. He was trying to sober up as the woman suggested, but his body wasn't moving as he expected.

"Director. You've heard the news, right?"

"What news? I told them not to kill that guy yet. Did something happen?"

"Sigh..."

How could he be so out of touch? The woman couldn't believe it.

It was hard to believe that this person was the director of the most outstanding private detective agency in Heville.
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Southern Security Office.

Despite its grand name, it was a small detective agency with fewer than five employees.

In the office of this agency, there were only two people.

The director, who was so drunk he couldn't think straight, and a woman who acted as if she were the director's secretary.

The two had a brief conversation about the death of Mikhail Dragovich yesterday, and then a moment of silence fell between them.

"..."

"Say something, please."

"I didn't expect them to move this quickly."

"Is that all you have to say?"

"It's also surprising that the police would so blatantly take sides."

The director spoke while rubbing his brow.

The state police commissioner wouldn't tolerate this kind of thing, even if the city police chief might. Clearly, someone had been cornered or had their weakness exploited.

The Wolf's Revenge. Wolves moving under such a pretext would stop at nothing.

"Well, thanks to those guys, we're in a difficult position."

"At least they weren't our full-time employees. That could have been disastrous."

"What's done is done."

In the end, it was a blessing in disguise. If they had deployed full-time employees of the Southern Security Office, they would now be corpses scattered near the hospital.

"If you had gone yourself, Director, this wouldn't have happened."

"Miss Binda, how many times have I told you? Small-time detectives like us are no match for the police or the mafia."

"...I think you would be more than enough, Director."

Despite his current disheveled appearance and the strong smell of alcohol, the woman never underestimated the director.

"..."

The director said nothing.

Whether that meant he agreed or thought her comment wasn't worth responding to was unclear.

"So what are you going to do now?"

"What else?"

He staggered to pick up his nearly square glasses that had been tossed aside somewhere.

The director was not only stocky but also tall, giving him quite a large build.

Despite his completely bald head, he had a bushy beard that made it seem like the hair meant for his head had migrated to his face.

And to top it off, his tattered, pointy elf ears that made one wonder about his past.

"..."

As the director put on his glasses and stood up straight, the woman felt herself involuntarily overwhelmed by his presence.

"I was planning to meet him eventually anyway. Just one more score to settle personally."

"You're going to meet him directly?"

"Miss Binda, originally it would have been enough for you to just quietly inform the Godfather."

"Yes, yes. It's all my fault. But approaching the mansion itself was impossible."

The woman claimed that what happened to her was beyond her control.

Anyone she asked on the street would say she was completely insane if they heard what she had done. Because the place she had fearlessly approached was... the Godfather's mansion.

She couldn't even begin to imagine how much blood had been spilled by that pair of hands that had stopped her.

The fortunate thing was that she had been disguised as a reporter, which had saved her life.

Even the director was shocked when he heard about the incident.

"..."

After the woman finished speaking, the director said nothing.

Instead, he looked at a frame placed in the corner. It contained faces that were truly nostalgic to him.

He couldn't help but miss those who had shared the prime of his life with him, but the bitter fact that most of those preserved in the frame had met terrible ends added a sour note to his long nostalgia.

"Should I call the others?"

"No, that's not possible."

"This isn't a situation we can resolve by hiding our cards."

"Miss Binda, I think you misunderstood me. Do you think he doesn't know I'm the director of two agencies?"

"..."

In the director's opinion, bringing along his most capable subordinates wouldn't change the situation.

The woman said nothing after the director spoke so firmly. Or rather, she couldn't.

"Then at least let me accompany you."

"Thanks for offering."

"You're not refusing?"

At the woman's words, the director found himself smiling despite the situation being far from amusing.

And so, the pair left the shabby office and headed somewhere.

*

At the same time.

How many hours had passed since I had somewhat completed my revenge for my father and gone to bed with my two wives?

"..."

Looking at the clock that dominated the bedroom wall, it seemed about four or five hours had passed.

"Elena? Feli?"

I spoke to check if either of them was awake, but neither answered.

They were so deeply asleep that someone might think it was Elena and Felicia who had killed Dragovich, not me.

It was understandable, considering they had been waiting for the moment I would return safely.

"..."

I quietly got out of bed so as not to wake them.

Elena and Felicia had been embracing me from both sides as they slept. Now that I was gone from the middle, they were embracing each other.

"Ha."

I couldn't help but chuckle at the sight.

I headed alone to the second-floor living room. It had been so long since I had quiet time to myself like this.

I suspected such moments would essentially disappear once our two children were born. Not that I minded the blessing of having two children.

Come to think of it, parenting was what my father had struggled with too.

His only two children had been competing with each other, causing succession disputes. Who would have thought Elena and I, not being blood siblings, would end up like this?

"Luke."

"...Huh?"

Lost in thought while sitting in a luxurious chair, someone called my name.

It was Elena in her red pajamas. Come to think of it, Elena really liked red clothes. ...Though her inclinations weren't that way at all.

"I didn't wake you, did I?"

"Of course not. It was Felicia."

"Huh?"

"She keeps poking me with her tail."

"Ah."

That was one of Felicia's habits. When sleeping with me, she always touched me with her tail. The methods varied so much that they were different each time.

Sometimes she would wrap her tail around my face, and occasionally, when it got bad, she would stimulate body parts that were difficult to mention.

"Felicia does have some bad sleeping habits."

"It's more than just 'some.' Besides, isn't it too much?"

"I'm sorry for slipping away alone."

"..."

Elena lost her words when I quickly apologized.

"But you both were sleeping so soundly that I didn't want to wake you..."

"Ahem."

Elena cleared her throat as if she understood why I had no choice. Then she approached the chair next to mine.

"How's your stomach?"

"How does it look?"

Answering a question with a question. Elena asked me back while moving her arms to show her stomach clearly.

I unconsciously stood up and placed my hand on her belly.

"Luke, I didn't say you could touch it."

"It's definitely gotten firmer. I guess that's normal at 16 weeks?"

"...I'm surprised. You even know it's 16 weeks."

"Of course I do."

That's about 5 months in terms of months. I know that elves' pregnancy periods aren't much different from humans', so we have 5 months left.

Time seemed to fly by so quickly. I hadn't even fully completed my revenge for my father, and already 5 months had passed.

Elena's lower abdomen hadn't just become firmer. Elena had always been muscular, so her stomach was naturally firm, but this was a different kind of firmness.

Not muscles, but the feeling of a life growing inside her belly.

Above all, I could see that along with becoming firmer, her lower abdomen had protruded slightly.

"Will it get bigger from here?"

"Of course. We're only halfway."

Elena spoke as if it were obvious. Though this must be her first pregnancy too.

Just wait a little longer, baby. Dad and Mom will have everything ready for you.

As I thought this, I couldn't help feeling anxious. These kinds of thoughts usually raise death flags, after all.

"Luke. How long are you planning to keep touching?"

"What's the problem? I just want to touch my wife's belly."

Elena just laughed off my comment.

"..."

While Elena and I were getting along well, someone was watching us through the wide-open living room door.

"Brother, Sister."

"What? When did you get here?"

"..."

A voice both familiar and strange. Veronica was showing a cute eye-smile with her eyes slightly closed, but her lips were tightly sealed.

I quickly stood up from touching Elena's belly, and Elena turned to look at her sister who wasn't really her sister.

"You two look so close. Would it be okay if I joined you for a moment?"

"Of course, Veronica. We're family, why wouldn't it be okay?"

Elena answered Veronica's question confidently.

They were both smiling, but the invisible flow of air seemed to have changed.

"Veronica. Did something happen?"

"Not to me exactly, but to you, Brother. I also have something to tell you."

"What is it?"

"Sister, you're too hasty."

Veronica playfully responded to Elena, who wanted to get straight to the point.

Well, I figured she would tell us when the time was right.

***
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"...."

In the living room on the second floor of the mansion. This space, which until just moments ago had been shared only by Elena and me, was now invaded by Veronica.

"Can we stop this and get to the point already?"

Elena spoke as if she had endured enough.

But Veronica paid no attention as she sat beside me, holding my hand.

"Veronica?"

"...."

Veronica seemed not to hear my voice. Her touch was very delicate and careful, as if handling a fragile child.

"Veronica."

Elena's stern voice sounded like an ultimatum.

"Ah, ahem. I got carried away without realizing."

Only then did Veronica clear her throat and turn her gaze toward Elena and me.

"How about you stop making Luke uncomfortable?"

"Uncomfortable? What's wrong with a little sister worrying about her big brother?"

Veronica explained that she was merely checking whether I had been injured during the process of dealing with Dragovich.

...It was a plausible reason, but I wondered if she couldn't have come up with something more convincing.

"If that's the case, I suppose it can't be helped."

She's just going to accept such a flimsy excuse? Elena's response was different from usual, making me feel strangely uneasy.

"I understand why you'd worry, since you don't know Luke very well."

Ah....

That's more like it. Elena wouldn't let such an opportunity pass by.

"...."

"If you're curious about Luke, you're welcome to ask me."

"No thanks. It's more meaningful to learn these things on my own."

"Sure. But your progress seems too slow. I guess you can't help acting like a little sister when you've suddenly popped up out of nowhere."

"Suddenly popped up? I've been alive this whole time."

"That's not what I meant. It's a figure of speech."

"...."

Their conversation was nothing short of fierce.

But after a while, Elena and Veronica went from picking at each other's words to silently glaring at one another.

"There's no need for this between siblings when there are only three of us."

Finding myself caught between them, I felt extremely awkward.

"Luke, originally there were only two siblings, so that's why."

"My, the only real siblings connected by blood would be me, so shouldn't the others be considered fake siblings?"

"...Watch your mouth."

Fake siblings.

It was true that we weren't connected by blood, but it was also an undeniable fact that Elena and I had lived our entire lives as siblings in this world.

"Veronica."

I told her to apologize to Elena for her previous comment.

"If you want to be considered my sister, you should treat Elena like your sister too."

"...I was being thoughtless. Sister, I'm sorry."

Though it was practically a forced apology, Elena responded to Veronica's apology with a slight nod. With this, I hoped their argument would enter a lull.

Just as I was about to suggest to Veronica that we move on to the main topic...

"Though there are advantages to not being considered a sister."

"What advantages?"

"If I'm not your sister, then there would be no problem if we were together, right?"

"...."

"Veronica, what kind of outrageous thing is that to say between blood siblings?"

"If we're talking about outrageous, isn't it more outrageous that sister married brother after living as siblings all this time?"

In a way, she had a point.

Though it was certainly a delicate issue to consider.

"Besides, elves practice polygamy anyway."

"You clearly don't know what you're talking about. Only those elves obsessed with World Tree worship do that."

At Elena's words, Veronica looked at me.

Her gaze seemed to ask if I was a World Tree fanatic.

"It's easy to misunderstand, but I don't believe in that stuff."

Having already married two women, Elena and Felicia, it wasn't uncommon for elves to misunderstand me as having such tendencies.

"Anyway, if there's already the case of Sister Felicia, why should I be any different?"

"...."

Elena and I had almost the same reaction simultaneously.

Does our youngest even understand what she's saying?

"You and Felicia are different."

Elena spoke as if there were too many points to refute, making it difficult.

"I know very well why you accepted brother's relationship with Sister Felicia."

"Sorry, but I never accepted it. She just decided that on her own."

"...Even if that's the case, aren't you letting it be because of your relationship with the Marinelli Family?"

Veronica was digging into quite a sensitive area.

Father's sudden death. In that situation, engaging in all-out war with the Marinelli Family would have been a dangerous gamble in many ways.

Of course, there was also the fact that it would be difficult to say Elena had been a faithful wife since marrying me, but that was another matter.

"...."

"In that sense, wouldn't it be worth considering a relationship between brother and me for the sake of relations with the Carmen Family?"

"Veronica. I'm sorry, but the situation now is different from then."

"Yes, brother. I know that. But unlike Sister Felicia, who is just the daughter of a boss, I am actually the boss of a family."

Though the situation had changed, Veronica emphasized that her rank was higher, taking that into account.

"So what?"

"...Pardon?"

"If I reject your proposal now, what would change? If the Carmen Family leaves the Five Families, who would suffer more? Us or you?"

"...."

Veronica's ears drooped downward.

Though she might not want to admit it, she instinctively knew how precarious the Carmen Family's position was.

The intelligence network they had boasted of during their spider days was no longer what it used to be.

Having waged war against the Sanchez Family and the Dragovich Family early on had reduced their power, and on top of that, they had fought a civil war during the process of Veronica becoming the new boss.

Honestly, the current Carmen Family could probably be dealt with by the Solomon Family alone if they wanted to.

If the wolves and I didn't help them.

*

"Nothing would change, but it wouldn't be good for you either if such a thing happened."

"That's true."

Despite being in a precarious position, the Carmen Family was still one of the Five Families.

Although the Russo Family had shown weakness in recent wars, there were reasons why the other families hadn't cast them out.

"And you wouldn't want to earn brother's hatred by doing such a thing to your only blood sibling."

"...No, you don't need to worry about that. Since you brought it on yourself, Luke would understand that much."

Elena answered as if there was nothing to worry about regarding Veronica's concern.

Of course, judging by her slight hesitation before answering, it seemed Elena might agree with Veronica's point to some extent.

"How about we stop this and move on to the main point?"

I spoke before Veronica could ask for my opinion on what Elena had said.

"This is practically the main point for me."

"Veronica."

"...Fine."

Veronica didn't go against my words. It was natural that she wouldn't oppose me since she desperately wanted me.

But once again, her long ears pointed downward.

"If it's about what happened after Dragovich's death, Luke and I already know about it."

"I'm not so sure about that."

In response to Elena's words, Veronica mentioned two family names. Marinelli and Russo.

"Why those two families?"

"I have important news to share with you and sister."

She had clearly said earlier that being with me was practically the main point, so I wondered how important this news could really be.

"Then tell us about the Marinelli side first."

"After Dragovich died, they immediately took action."

According to Veronica, the Marinelli Family had begun attacking Black gangs.

The Black gangs had served as a buffer zone between the Marinelli Family and the Dragovich Family. They had even been incited to attack the Dragovich Family.

But as the saying goes, once the hunt is over, the hunting dogs are cooked.

Now that the wolf hunt was over, they had begun disposing of the black dogs.

"I thought some gangs were still intact."

"No. The intact gangs have returned to their territories. The gang bosses who were still holding out are being eliminated by the Marinelli side."

This would mean the Marinelli Family would have a tight grip on the Black community.

Well, we or other families could potentially pick up Black people who resented this attempt.

"I wonder if Felicia knows about this."

"Who knows."

Veronica quickly moved past the point I mentioned.

It seemed like Felicia's family had been cutting off information from her since she became my wife.

"So that's the situation with the Marinelli side. What's the news about the Russo side?"

Elena also chose to end the conversation about the Marinelli Family at this point, perhaps out of consideration for Felicia.

In truth, Heavenly was already too cramped for the Five Families to coexist, so there was a limit to allowing other forces like the Black gangs.

"It seems the eldest daughter of the Russo Family has returned."

"The eldest daughter?"

"Statei Russo, was it?"

As soon as Elena spoke, I mentioned the exact name.

"Yes, that's right. Do you have some interest in that woman?"

"No. I just know because she's the boss's daughter."

Veronica suddenly raised suspicions about me in the middle of the conversation. I answered confidently without any hesitation.

Anyway, according to Veronica, it seemed that Statei had returned to the family and formed a faction succeeding her uncle Vesus.

"That's tough for Arta."

"Well, I'm not sure if there's room for him now that Statei has returned."

"He's been doing better than expected. It seems all of Vesus's people have gone under her."

If Veronica's words were true, it would be quite an impressive feat.

Conversely, it could also mean that Arta doesn't know how to embrace the opposition.

"More importantly, it seems Darius Russo has no interest in the succession dispute."

That's true.

Darius is preparing for a new war against the vast territory of the Russo Family located in the north of Heavenly.

The rulers there are members of the Russo Family—in simple terms, Darius's cousins.

But these so-called cousins not only failed to support the main family during the war with the vipers but betrayed them by either siding with the vipers or just watching from afar.

Those who actively helped them were the wolves, who were once enemies. It seemed the saying that human affairs are unpredictable was indeed true.

"Veronica, wait a minute."

"Yes?"

"Where has Statei been all this time that she's only showing up now?"

"She only became free after her husband died."

According to Veronica, Statei had apparently married a cousin.

And not just any cousin, but one of the most powerful cousins among those in the north of Heavenly.

The problem was that these cousins had sided with the vipers this time, and in return, the vipers killed them and swallowed up their power and wealth.

But fortunately, Statei survived.

She had been detained in a suitable place since her husband and cousins betrayed Darius.

"Surely that woman won't approach Luke, will she?"

Oh, Elena.

"...Elena. Surely she wouldn't do that."

"You never know. If she wants to gain an advantage over Arta, that's the surest way. There's no rule saying the Russo Family can't use the same tactic the Marinelli Family did."

Elena had a point.

The Russo Family as an organization had always been proactive about forming marriage alliances with other organizations. Of course, the result was countless cousins who weren't helpful when it mattered.

"That's certainly true."

Elena and Veronica's ears both pointed upward almost simultaneously, as if sharing a sense of crisis.

But there was something both of them were overlooking.

I was already overwhelmed with Elena and Felicia. And then there were Veronica and Sarina on top of that.

In this situation, I wondered if there was even room for that vampire to get involved.

"Brother, how was it?"

"Hm? What?"

"Though it's not perfect yet, I can still provide this level of information anytime."

Right. I should give credit where it's due.

Although it couldn't be compared to before, it seemed the Carmen Family's intelligence network wasn't dead yet.

Ch.172 - Hunting, The Aftermath (5)
It seemed like I needed to revise my assessment of the Carmen Family.

At least in this case, regarding the Marinelli Family and the Russo Family.

Simply put, it appeared that the Carmen Family's intelligence network remained intact, at least concerning the five families that hadn't directly clashed with them, like Sanchez and Dragovich.

"Well, this was useful for once."

"Don't you think you're being too stingy with your praise, Godmother?"

"Anyway, what you really want isn't the Godmother's praise, but the Godfather's."

"That's true enough."

Veronica approached with a swaying motion after hearing Elena's words.

"Veronica. How are things between Solomon's side and ours?"

"..."

I posed a rather heavy question to Veronica.

It must have been an unwelcome question for someone who had just wanted to hear my praise.

"...May I speak honestly?"

But soon Veronica's smile faded, and she answered with a somewhat serious expression.

"I'd appreciate that."

"The Solomon Family goes without saying. We did lose some informants while fighting with the Sanchez Family, but the Solomon Family wasn't in a position to be complacent either, having to swallow up the larger Sanchez Family."

In short, it seemed their core informants and the intelligence network centered around them remained intact.

"What about our side?"

"The mother who raised me put in the most effort."

Veronica answered Elena's question rather vaguely this time.

"Yes. And I'm sure there was plenty left over."

Rita Carmen, that woman loved our father.

It's only natural for a woman to want to know about the person she loves. Especially a woman with such power and authority.

"But it was the organization with the least results."

"It would be difficult to infiltrate the wolves, even if regular members might be possible."

"Honestly, I still remember how my mother described it. She said they were like fanatics obsessed with the World Tree."

I thought that was a somewhat insulting expression.

Treating our father like a walking World Tree. Sure enough, Elena seemed a bit offended by Veronica's expression.

"But that doesn't mean there weren't any gaps at all."

Veronica's meaningful words.

Elena, who had been frowning at her words, relaxed her expression and asked again.

"Are you talking about regular members?"

"Well..."

"Veronica."

"I could tell big brother."

Veronica and I looked at Elena almost simultaneously. Elena retorted with a look of contempt.

"It's all wasted effort. Do you think Luke would keep such things secret from me?"

"If big brother decides to tell you, I can't help it. Unlike some people, I respect big brother's decisions."

"..."

Elena was at a loss for words, and Veronica's ears were gradually rising.

While Veronica was enjoying the situation, I honestly started to worry about her. If Elena decided to, subduing Veronica right now would be no trouble at all.

Even if she's pregnant, underestimating her would be a mistake.

Elena's physical prowess itself is a weapon.

"Sigh..."

A deep sigh. Naturally, it was Elena's sigh, not mine or Veronica's.

"Do you like Luke that much?"

"You're stating the obvious. Unlike you, I've lived my life only looking at big brother."

"Yes, I'm sure you have. But normally, that's not what people call a healthy family relationship."

Is that so?

It seems quite common for family members to live only looking at other family members.

"If you say so, that's how it is. Only in your head, though."

Veronica continued to mock Elena until the end.

"..."

But this time, Elena didn't seem willing to tolerate it. She carefully rose from her seat.

In the process, the way she supported her lower abdomen with both hands felt like she was showing off the fruit of her love with me to Veronica.

Just then, Veronica's ears began to droop.

'That's quite effective.'

As I was thinking that to myself, Elena wedged herself between Veronica and me.

"Veronica. I don't mind you liking Luke. That just means Luke is attractive."

"..."

Veronica and I focused more on what Elena would say next rather than what she was saying.

"But I don't want to share Luke with you."

"Oh my, is that so? But actually, I feel the same way."

Oh dear.

Once again, Elena and Veronica faced off against each other.

"Elena, Veronica. I'm not asking you to get along well, but do you have to keep doing this?"

"Luke. This isn't my fault, but our youngest's doing."

"If you're going to treat me like the youngest, why don't you give in to your cute little sister? Sister?"

I tried to intervene, but they wouldn't stop their war of nerves.

But it seemed fortunate that they were moving away from each other.

"..."

It seemed the best course of action in this situation was for me to disappear.

"Luke, where are you going?"

"I'll just step outside for a bit."

"Then I'll come with you."

"You stay here. Don't bother Luke unnecessarily."

Elena grabbed Veronica's hand faster than Veronica could follow me.

"...Would you please let go?"

Oh dear. With Veronica's build and strength, it seemed difficult for her to escape from that situation.

She was struggling even though Elena was only using one arm. She belatedly resisted Elena's grip with both hands, but it was futile.

"I'll be back soon."

"..."

Elena nodded to me as if she understood.

I had intended to leave so the situation could calm down a bit, but the result seemed completely different.

*

Or is it better this way?

It seemed like Elena would clearly establish the hierarchy with Veronica on this occasion. I wasn't worried about Veronica harming Elena.

If she tried something like that, she knew best how furious I would be.

"..."

"Hello! Luke."

As soon as I left the living room, I heard Felicia's voice from across the hallway. When I turned my head, I saw her approaching me in her pajamas.

"How lucky that the first thing I see after waking up is Luke."

"Feli, you should have slept more."

"It's fine. I've had enough sleep. Where's Elena?"

"She's in the living room. With Veronica."

"...With Veronica?"

She had already approached right in front of me.

"She came looking for us just now. I guess she was worried about me."

"I thought it was something else. Anyway, Veronica really can't help herself when it comes to you."

"Aren't you the same?"

"Yes, that's right. I've never denied it in the first place."

Felicia spoke proudly as her long golden tail began to wrap around my left calf.

"This is a bit awkward here."

"Alright. I'll just do a little bit then."

The fact that she would still do something hadn't changed. Well, that's Felicia for you.

Felicia wasn't satisfied with just touching me with her tail. Immediately after, she embraced me with both arms, using all means at her disposal to savor me.

She pushed her face between my neck and shoulder, sniffing to catch my scent.

As she did so, her two horns naturally flickered in my vision.

"Your horns are growing fast."

"I know. I thought it would take longer since I'm pregnant."

Do dragonkin's horns grow more slowly during pregnancy? I wasn't certain, but this was another piece of information I learned about Felicia.

After our brief conversation, I was able to escape from Felicia's embrace.

"That was shorter than usual."

"Why? Disappointed?"

"It would be a lie to say I'm not."

Felicia tried to repeat the same happiness at my words.

But I gently pressed her lips with my index finger, pushing her beautiful face away slightly.

"I'll just step outside for a bit."

"...Alright. But I need to check on our kids too. How about we go together?"

The "our kids" Felicia mentioned weren't the child she was pregnant with, but the animals she was raising.

"No, it's okay. I'll feed them."

"Luke, you don't have to do that."

"You're pregnant now, you should avoid strenuous activities."

"That's true. Alright."

I thought I should ask Manfredi to send suitable personnel to take care of the animals in Felicia's place soon.

It might be fine for now, but Felicia couldn't look after the animals forever.

I couldn't always take care of them myself, and the animals Felicia raised were all rare and precious creatures, so they couldn't be entrusted to just anyone.

"Keep an eye on Elena and Veronica, just in case."

"Got it. It's what I do every day, so it's not difficult."

"..."

Well, I was thinking that by now, Elena would have somehow subdued Veronica.

Felicia didn't seem to consider that possibility since she didn't know what had happened earlier.

"Oh, and Veronica told Elena and me something important."

"What was it about?"

"About your family and the Russo Family."

"...I see. I'll hear about that directly from Veronica."

Felicia answered as if she understood to some extent without needing a lengthy explanation.

After parting with Felicia, following Elena and Veronica, I headed straight for the annex.

As soon as I left the main building, I could see figures stationed throughout the estate, guarding it strictly.

Armed men were positioned at key points like a fortress. Regular members, wolves, and even members from the other five families.

"This should prevent any incidents for the time being."

Of course, there might be someone fearless enough to charge into a fortress.

But the outcome would be predictable. Unless they used grenades or bombs, I doubted anyone would be that bold.

With this many personnel, they'd likely be shot before they could even throw grenades or bombs.

"Godfather."

"..."

As I headed toward the annex, I nodded to those who bowed their heads or removed their hats in respect.

I felt like I had nodded my head more than twenty times despite not having walked very far.

"Keeek!"

As soon as I entered the annex, Heb perched on my head.

"Heb, you rascal."

He seemed a bit heavier than before. I wondered if he had gained weight too. But while his weight might have increased, his speed seemed to have improved as well.

He nimbly avoided my hand and scurried across my not-so-broad back.

"Keeek!"

Then, as if nothing had happened, he used my body as a runway and took off into the air.

"You're quite energetic."

While playing with Heb would be nice, I had other things to do.

"Heb, food!"

"..."

First, I fed the little guy who was outside. At the mention of food, he quickly abandoned his noisy cries and rushed over.

While Heb buried his face in his food bowl, I turned to the other animals.

I wasn't as knowledgeable about these creatures as Felicia, but she had left detailed guides so someone else could feed them in her absence.

Thanks to that, it wasn't particularly difficult.

"Good. That was quicker than I expected."

It wouldn't be bad to continue enjoying some contemplation here, but contemplation is best done alone.

After stroking Heb's back a few times, I left the annex.

"Huh?"

But as soon as I left the annex, there was a commotion near the mansion's main gate.

A car trying to enter the vast courtyard of the mansion was having a dispute with those trying to stop it.

"Godfather."

"Hey, what's going on over there?"

"Well, it's..."

Hmm.

According to the member, there was someone who wanted to meet me, arranged by an associate of our family.

"Let them in."

"Yes, sir."

It could be someone sent by the Dragovich Family, but that seemed unlikely.

After all, I was already acquainted with the person accompanying our associate.
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The visitor who came to the Godfather's mansion, accompanied by a member of our Family.

Following my instructions to let him in, the vehicles blocking the main gate hurriedly moved aside.

The iron chains on the gate were unlocked, and a black car passed through the wide-open entrance into the courtyard.

"..."

Even before the car's occupants could step out, the atmosphere among the wolves guarding the mansion changed.

"Godfather."

"Don't be too tense. I doubt they've come to harm me."

Jack, the legendary wolf who had worked alongside my father.

You might know twenty Jacks and two hundred Tonys, but there was only one damn "Old Hickory" Jack.

He was called Old Hickory because, like an aged hickory tree, he was tough and rarely backed down.

Thud!

The heavy sound of the car door closing.

Immediately after, a man and woman exited the vehicle and slowly approached me through the watchful, cautious gazes from all directions.

"Old Hickory Jack."

"...Old Hickory?"

The woman beside Jack reacted as if hearing his nickname for the first time.

"A tiresome nickname. It's just Jack now. Jack Lawrence."

"Not Jack Pellini?"

"..."

At the mention of that name, the large-framed Jack froze instantly.

Once, he had been trusted enough by my father to be granted the Pellini surname. At least until he voluntarily left the wolves.

"That might have been true before, but not anymore. Today I'm here as private detective Jack Lawrence, and I'd like to get straight to the point."

"Godfather."

Just as Jack was about to move to the main topic.

A man in gardener's attire had somehow appeared right beside me. George "Ant" Skella.

"..."

I glared at Skella for interrupting an important moment, and he seemed to belatedly realize his mistake.

"That woman beside him. She's the reporter who visited the mansion before."

"Hmm."

At Skella's words, I stopped glaring at him. At least he hadn't interrupted for nothing.

"A private detective and a reporter. Have you become a new man since retiring?"

"That's just how things turned out."

Jack didn't bother explaining the path he had walked until today.

"So what brings the esteemed detective all the way here?"

With a reporter in tow, no less. Jack glanced at the woman beside him once before fixing his gaze back on me.

I waved my hand toward the surroundings.

At that, those around us withdrew their gazes from Jack and began to focus on their original duties.

"Follow me. Let's talk while we walk a bit."

"..."

As I began walking across the vast courtyard, Jack quickly followed.

The female reporter beside Jack also started moving belatedly, but Skella inserted himself between Jack and the reporter. Skella then looked at me, and I nodded.

Whoever this reporter was, right now, in this place, she had less value than a single ant.

One Old Hickory was enough for my conversation.

Jack seemed to understand this as well, telling the reporter not to worry and to wait, before hastening his steps.

"So what's your business here?"

I asked Jack as he drew closer.

"Nothing much. Just that your people and my kids didn't coordinate well."

Huh? I wondered what he was talking about. His habit of starting conversations without context remained unchanged.

"Your kids?"

"Those detective nobodies the new Godfather killed at the hospital where his enemy was."

"Ah."

Come to think of it, there was something I only realized after dealing with those guys.

The detectives hired by the Dragovich Family to protect their boss came from various agencies. It felt like a collection of guys hired from different detective offices.

"I didn't know they were your people."

"You're still bad at lying."

His habit of making up his mind before hearing the facts was also unchanged.

Anyone else would find this situation grossly unfair, but I couldn't help but chuckle.

"...What's so funny?"

"Nothing. More importantly, how should I interpret this situation?"

"It's simple. We just happened to cross paths while hunting the same prey."

Jack said this, adding that my actions had far exceeded his expectations. Coming from him, this level of statement was practically high praise.

"But the bereaved families won't be satisfied with just that."

Here we go again.

Coming all this way to collect compensation for his dead subordinates. Such touching camaraderie.

Or were they even colleagues or subordinates? They might have been nothing more than pawns borrowed from other offices in a dispatch format.

"Don't worry about that. I'll send ample compensation to your office."

"..."

At my response, Jack finally removed his hat in a show of respect.

Then he extended his hand toward me.

In the underworld, a handshake carries many meanings. In this case, it was close to signifying a successfully concluded deal.

But the meaning in this handshake didn't end there.

Jack extended his hand palm up, and when I lightly offered mine, he shook it with my hand positioned above his.

Beyond underworld customs, this was a way of lowering oneself while showing great respect to the other person.

Had he ever shown me such an attitude before?

Among the wolves who followed my father, Jack was persistently suspicious of me.

Of course, now I've become the second Godfather, and he has left my father's side to pursue a new life.

"And one more thing."

"You have quite a list."

Regardless of what I said, he pulled something out from his coat.

It was a faded folder filled to capacity with documents.

"What's that?"

"The results of research conducted at a client's request."

Who could Jack's client be?

There were quite a few candidates that crossed my mind, but if it was someone who would specifically hire Jack and have him pass this to me...

Rita Carmen. It had to be her.

*

Having received the folder from him, I immediately tried to check its contents.

"My business is done, so I'll be going now."

I had just started reading the first document when Jack said this to me and turned back the way he came.

As Jack headed back, the reporter he had brought quickly joined him.

"..."

Instead of watching the two people growing distant, I focused on examining the contents of the documents. As expected, it was information about those involved in my father's death.

There were three direct perpetrators of the assassination.

According to the documents, they were all prepared by Eddie Sanchez, and the magic that allowed these guys to disguise themselves was procured by Mikhail Dragovich.

It wasn't surprising that the three assassins were eliminated by Sanchez after the incident.

He probably didn't want information leaking out. Besides, killing them would be easier than keeping them alive.

"Ah."

It might be better to review this with Elena rather than by myself.

I could cross-verify this information with Elena, who was present at the scene.

"Luke, you finished quicker than I expected."

"Sarina? How long have you been here?"

Sarina had been staying at this mansion since we dealt with Dragovich. She had said she would spend the night here yesterday, but apparently she was still around.

"For a while now. Things seemed noisy, so I've been watching."

She answered like that and looked at Jack and the reporter. There was no hatred or anger in her gaze.

"But what was that old man doing here?"

"It seems the detectives we dealt with were prepared by Jack."

"...What?"

"Don't worry, it's not what you're thinking. It looks like both we and Jack had the same target."

"That was a bit complicated."

I wondered if Sarina really understood the situation correctly.

Jack had prepared detectives to guard the hospital where Dragovich was hospitalized, separate from us, for the sake of avenging my father. Through a process I couldn't know, they were dispatched on behalf of the Dragovich Family.

He probably intended to deal with Dragovich at an opportune moment. As for what happened after that...

Well, there's no need to say more.

"And this."

"What's that?"

"Information about the ones who killed my father."

"..."

"It seems Rita Carmen, that woman, requested it."

"Hmm. That woman can't be underestimated."

"I think so too. She might appear to have completely withdrawn, but that could just be how it looks."

Veronica didn't seem like that woman's puppet.

If I had to guess, Pola Carmen was more likely than Veronica.

"Should I monitor the young lady again?"

"No, that won't be necessary."

The situation was complicated. I didn't doubt Sarina's skills, but now we were dealing with one of the bosses of the Five Families.

And not just any boss—the boss of the Carmen Family, who wielded formidable information networks as a weapon. It wouldn't be surprising if we were being tracked instead.

"That's fine, but please deliver this to Elena."

"Yes, but where are you going?"

"Lupus Carlton Hotel. I have something to give to Kazin."

Having met an old acquaintance, it was time to meet a recent one. Meanwhile, Sarina responded urgently to my words.

"Then wait just a moment, I'll be right back!"

"Huh? You want to come along?"

"There's no reason why not. I'll be right back!"

Her answer gave me a strange sense of déjà vu.

It was exactly what I had said to Elena when Sarina mentioned she would spend the night at this mansion.

While I was thinking this, Sarina had already disappeared into the mansion.

'She's quick, I'll give her that.'

As Sarina said, I only made minimal preparations for heading to the Lupus Carlton Hotel.

Waiting for Sarina in the armored car driven by Warren wasn't particularly boring. In fact, I preferred having this solitary time to think.

I had one item to give to Kazin. And there were other matters to discuss.

It seemed the usefulness of the guys Kazin had brought from Tyrenia had run its course. Dealing with Eddie Sanchez, who had lost his Family and was now alone, would be sufficient for me and the Five Families.

"Boss."

"..."

At Warren's voice, I looked where he was pointing.

Sarina was running toward our armored car even faster than when she had disappeared.

My goodness. Could she really like me that much?
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The armored car I boarded moved toward the east of the city, heading toward the vast ocean.

Originally, it was supposed to be just me and Warren, the driver.

"Luke, what are you thinking about?"

"Nothing."

Sarina had joined us, not missing the opportunity to be alone with me.

Considering she had been watching me since I was talking with Old Hickory Jack, I suppose this was an unavoidable fate in many ways.

"For 'nothing,' you don't look so good."

"I'm fine. But was it really necessary to move with such a commotion?"

I turned around at Sarina's words.

Besides our armored car, at least five other vehicles were following me. Obviously, they were accompanying me for my safety.

"Come on. What are you saying? This much is only natural, just in case."

Even Warren, who was driving the car, nodded repeatedly at Sarina's words.

"I guess so, but..."

"But what?"

"Moving with such a commotion seems to make us stand out even more."

"Luke, this armored car already stands out to begin with."

Is that so?

Anyone targeting me would have already gathered information about this armored car anyway.

The issue is that apart from its bulletproof function, it's also equipped with a machine gun.

"But didn't you bring too many people? It's packed to the brim."

"Don't worry. I mainly brought people sent from other families among those at the mansion."

"Huh?"

The intention behind Sarina's words was clearly... that I shouldn't worry because she had sent out those who might be eyes for other families.

But then I wondered if that wouldn't lower the quality of the people protecting me.

"What?"

When I mentioned this concern, Sarina immediately responded.

"Oh, it's fine. I brought my own subordinates too."

To summarize, while the number of people guarding the mansion had decreased, the wolves and official members were still in their places.

There were many people protecting me, but most were members from other families who were essentially monitors, and to prepare for any situation, some of Sarina's wolves were included as well.

"You really considered all that in such a short time."

"I've been doing this for years now."

At my compliment, she crossed her arms and lifted her head proudly.

"But why are you meeting that man?"

"Kazin?"

"Yes, that man who's sitting comfortably and enjoying himself at our hotel."

"I told you earlier that I had something to give him."

Sarina suddenly made an exasperated expression.

"That's why I'm asking what it is."

"Warren."

"Yes, boss."

Warren perceptively handed over a brown briefcase from the passenger seat.

Since Warren was in the middle of driving, I quickly took the bag and gave it to Sarina.

"What is this?"

When I didn't answer and just signaled with my eyes, Sarina finally checked the contents of the bag.

"..."

Sarina fell silent after checking what was inside.

"Luke, is it really necessary to give this?"

"There's nothing better than this as a medal for Tirrenia's revenge against the former Don."

"I suppose you're right."

Sarina readily agreed with me.

And for good reason—the item in the briefcase was a werewolf's hand.

Of course, it wasn't just any hand, but Mikhail Dragovich's hand preserved in a colorless solution.

"I can guess where the other one is."

"Well, I'm still considering what to do with it. It might be good to offer it to my father."

"I'm not sure that's appropriate."

I wondered if Sarina didn't know my father well enough.

The father I remember would have been more than proud of a child who presented him with the arm of the enemy who killed him.

"Oh, did you deliver those documents to Elena properly?"

"Yes. The young lady received them personally, so don't worry."

"..."

"Luke, what's wrong?"

As expected of Sarina. She uncannily sensed that I had something to say.

"If you gave that to Elena... what was the situation in the living room like?"

"Ah."

Sarina seemed to understand the intention behind my question.

But then she suddenly exhibited inexplicable behavior. She quickly covered her mouth as if trying to suppress laughter.

"What? Did something happen?"

"The young lady completely crushed the other young lady."

"...Huh?"

Veronica got crushed?

Well, with Elena's strength, it would be possible. What I couldn't understand was how and why Veronica ended up crushed.

And did this happen even with Felicia present?

"I'm joking."

"What, really a joke?"

That was one brutal joke. I looked at Sarina with an expression full of dissatisfaction.

"It really was a joke. But whatever happened, the young lady was completely intimidated."

"Who? Elena? Or Veronica?"

"Veronica, of course. I think Elena might have established the pecking order."

"..."

So it had turned out as I expected.

I had no way of knowing whether Felicia was late getting to the living room, or if Elena had successfully crushed Veronica despite Felicia's attempts to intervene.

"They didn't actually fight, did they?"

"I don't think so. It wasn't messy enough for that."

Phew.

At Sarina's words, I unconsciously let out a sigh of relief.

*

The armored car carrying Sarina and me eventually arrived at the port.

The car entered the southern part of the port, specifically Carso's territory, and headed straight for the Lupus Carlton Hotel.

This hotel, once the stronghold for Elena and me, was now Carso's base and a place for guests like Kazin to stay.

"..."

As Sarina quickly signaled to the surrounding vehicles, they moved to encircle the armored car.

"Isn't this a bit too formal?"

"This much is only natural. You are the Don, after all."

At Sarina's signal, the wolves moved first, and members from other families followed suit.

Only after those who exited the cars first had thoroughly checked and secured the surroundings could we get out of the car.

As soon as we stepped out, a group of people moved. At their forefront was one of the wolves under Carso's command.

"Don."

"Where's Kazin? Is he inside the hotel?"

"Yes, he's waiting in the restaurant upstairs."

"He's got it made, doesn't he?"

"Well, what can we do? He's our guest."

Sarina's comment wasn't wrong. The situation did make it seem like I was the guest.

"Sarina. Did you bring the item?"

"Yes. Here it is."

"Good, let's go up."

I hurried since there was no point in huddling together in front of the hotel.

As Sarina and I moved, the crowd around us moved accordingly.

"The rest of you wait outside."

"Yes, understood."

Sarina issued precise instructions.

She positioned members from other families outside the hotel and her own wolves inside the hotel.

Thanks to her, I didn't need to step in.

Ding!

With the familiar arrival alarm, the wolf accompanying us pressed the white button, and the elevator doors opened.

"This way."

"Alright."

Sarina and I followed the wolf into the restaurant.

"Luke."

"Yes?"

As we entered the restaurant, Sarina grabbed my lapel and pointed somewhere.

While some were seated at tables, a considerable number of Tirrenia assassins stood against one wall to greet us.

"Tirrenia guys."

Why are they standing like that? It's not like they're protesting.

"Wolf!"

Kazin, who could be considered their superior, had apparently noticed Sarina and me.

"Kazin."

As he called out to me, I called his name in return.

"What's this? Weren't you having a meal?"

"This hotel, and this restaurant—the view is quite spectacular."

"Yes. I heard you even have your own designated seat."

Kazin cackled with delight at my words.

"So why did you want to see me?"

"I thought it was time to discuss the spoils."

"Hmm. Has it already come to that?"

'Acting like you don't know when you clearly do.'

"Sarina."

"Yes, Don."

Sarina responded with a businesslike attitude that was unimaginable compared to when we were alone.

She handed me the brown briefcase, which I passed directly to Kazin.

"What's this?"

"..."

"Oh."

When I didn't say anything, Kazin checked the contents.

"The embalming is complete."

"Is this liquid that formal... what was it?"

"Formalin. Simply put, it's formalin."

"Right. That stuff."

Mikhail Dragovich's hand. I had drained the blood and filled the empty blood vessels with formalin, preserving it in a jar.

"It's perfect evidence of what Cosa Nostra has done for Onorata Societa."

Cosa Nostra is the official name for the Tirrenia Mafia, and Onorata Societa is the official name for the New World Mafia.

The meaning of Onorata Societa is quite simple: Honorable Society.

"...The Boss will be satisfied with this."

Kazin muttered while looking at the contents of the jar immersed in the colorless liquid.

"And one more thing. It's not exactly a reward, but increase the quantity of goods."

"More than now?"

"I'll pay a higher price."

Kazin didn't answer immediately after hearing my response. I could almost hear the calculator clicking in his head.

"Alright. Let's discuss the details later."

"One last thing."

"What? Is there something else?"

"Have your impressive assassins withdraw from this city now."

"Yes, that's the plan. But are you sure that's okay?"

"Eddie Sanchez is in no position to target me. Neither are those wolf pups who've lost their head."

"I'm not sure who's calling whom a wolf here."

"At this point, it's not a bad outcome from your perspective either. As a stage to showcase your skills, I mean."

"Hmm. That's true."

"Apart from joining in the revenge out of consideration for our relationship, you have your own circumstances."

"..."

Kazin reacted as if I had touched a sore spot.

"So you did know."

"No different from what you know about matters across the sea."

The Tirrenia organization. Their situation, to be honest, isn't good.

The health of the boss Kazin follows has already shown red flags.

As a result, various factions have begun succession disputes. The situation has become increasingly complex as other minor organizations have started to get involved.

In this situation, Kazin and his boss made a difficult choice.

They dispatched their proud, skilled assassins for us. If they had failed, the consequences would have been terrible... but they succeeded smoothly.

Not only did they help avenge my father, but they also proved that their teeth are still sharp.

"And I pretty much know what you want to say."

"...Saves me the trouble of speaking, which is good."

"Elena and I will support you and your boss no matter what happens."

"..."

Kazin closed his eyes.

Whether he was relieved to hear the answer he wanted, or conflicted about allowing external involvement in their affairs, I couldn't tell.

"Thank you, Wolf."

"I could come personally if you want."

"Don!"

Sarina reacted before Kazin could.

"Well, nothing would be better than having you come personally... but that seems difficult."

It seemed Kazin wasn't expecting that much.

"By the way, who does your boss have in mind as his successor?"

"At least not me. Once again, my role is to support someone else."

Hmm. Why?

Normally I wouldn't have thought so, but strangely, there seemed to be a hint of dissatisfaction in Kazin's words.

I could immediately suggest one possibility to Kazin. But the repercussions would be greater than expected. At the very least, I should consult with Elena first.

"We both have our struggles."

"Yes. Are you leaving now?"

"I must. Neither of us is in a position to linger in such a leisurely place."

As I stood up first, Kazin also rose, dusting off his seat.

"Then until we meet again, friend."

Friend. A more familiar term than "wolf." I wonder how long that word will hold meaning for us, belonging to different organizations.

And so Kazin left this country with the men he had brought.

I was curious about what would happen the next time he set foot in this city.

Ch.175 - Little Dragon (1)
Those who came from across the sea returned once more to the place they had crossed the waves from.

A few days later. At a small hardware store in southern Heavily.

"Tsk, tsk..."

The small-framed hardware store owner with green skin was deeply engrossed in something, seemingly oblivious to his empty shop where only flies buzzed around.

It was a newspaper that, when fully unfolded, was larger than his own body.

"The city's turned into a complete mess."

Large and small protests were breaking out across the entire city.

The chaos had a clear starting point—the deaths of the mayor and the Don—but no one knew where the endpoint would be.

On top of that, there were mysterious accidents occurring recently in southern and southwestern Heavily.

Among the victims were members of Black gangs and some werewolves who had been living suspiciously double lives.

"..."

The newspaper devoted considerable space to these incidents, yet it still seemed insufficient for the countless events unfolding.

But what captured the owner's attention was something else entirely.

It was an article about werewolves found dismembered near his shop.

"Sigh. At this rate, it's not even safe to go outside."

While the owner was muttering to himself, someone squeezed into the store.

The interior wasn't particularly small, but it wasn't spacious either. It was just the right size for a hardware store.

"Welcome."

The owner's eyes remained fixed on the newspaper, but a customer was a customer, so he offered a greeting.

However, the customer, like the owner, seemed to have his attention elsewhere.

"..."

The customer moved deeper into the store and began examining the tools displayed on the shelves.

The owner hadn't yet checked the customer's appearance, but when the customer discovered something, the owner's ears suddenly perked up.

Long, straight ears. And judging by his refined appearance, the customer's race was clear.

An elf.

He presented quite a contrast to the hardware store owner, who was just a small, shabby-looking goblin.

Tap.

The customer reached for the nippers and pliers he had found, then promptly gave up. At the same time, his two ears drooped downward.

"..."

But only for a moment. His ears shot back up as he discovered something else.

"Hmm."

The owner turned his head toward the sounds coming from inside the store.

There was a repetitive sound of picking something up and putting it down again. Only then did he start to take an interest in the customer.

He pushed the newspaper aside and stood up to approach the customer.

Swoosh. As soon as he moved the newspaper aside, the customer, who should have been inside the store, was standing right in front of him.

"..."

"Looking for something?"

"Where are the hammers and nails?"

"If you go over there and look inside, you'll find them."

The owner gave detailed directions but didn't bother to move himself. The customer, with minimal movement, turned and headed where the owner had indicated.

The owner unconsciously gulped at the ominous aura and eerie atmosphere emanating from the customer.

"Hmm."

From his position, the owner shifted slightly to see what the customer was selecting.

The customer, having found what he wanted, was examining a hammer of moderate length, turning it this way and that.

But his examination was remarkably blatant.

Not content with checking the hammer's parts and condition, he assumed a stance as if driving a nail into the rack where the hammer had been hanging... no, more like striking something.

Then, as if nothing had happened, he showed interest in a bundle of large nails.

Smaller nails would have been sufficient for hanging something. Whatever his intention, the customer was clearly interested in nails much larger than those commonly used.

The owner found himself unwittingly absorbed in the customer's every small movement.

It was a fleeting moment.

"..."

'Gasp.'

In the brief instant the owner took his eyes off the customer, the customer, as if sensing the gaze upon him, was looking back at the owner.

"Do you also have saws here?"

"...If you look next to where the hammers were, you'll find them."

The customer, hearing the owner's words, began looking around again. Before long, he found a saw that could be held in one hand.

"..."

The owner was still watching the customer, but whether the customer knew this or not, he repeated his earlier behavior.

This time, he placed the saw on his left arm and moved it back and forth as if practicing sawing something.

Thanks to the saw's packaging and the coat the customer was wearing, nothing happened to his arm, but he might have clearly felt the sensation of sawing through a human body.

The owner was horrified by the sight.

While the owner was terrified and contemplating how to react, the customer wore an expression of utter perplexity.

"Here."

But the customer acted as if he had finished all his business here.

"That'll be 9 pounds in total."

"Keep the change."

The money the customer handed over was several 10-pound notes. It was clearly much more than the price of the items.

To the owner, it felt like he was being paid to keep quiet about what he had seen today.

"Th-thank you..."

Before the owner could finish his sentence, the customer had already left the store.

"Damn it."

The customer cursed as soon as he exited the hardware store. The owner probably didn't hear him swear.

"What's this? Why are you so late?!"

"I'm sorry, Brother."

Not long after, another elf shouted at him.

The elf called "Brother" by the customer was named Giovanni.

He was one of the caporegimes of the Fellini Family and one of the three wolves who had survived alongside the Don.

"Everyone follow me!"

"Yes!"

*

Just my luck.

Giovanni and the wolves following him. The customer who had just bought tools from the hardware store muttered to himself.

His name was Dan. Including the nickname others called him by, he was commonly known as Dan the Strangler.

He wasn't the only one among the wolves called by such a nickname.

One of the old wolves who had followed the former Don, Vito Fellini, now almost a legend these days, was also known by the same nickname.

"..."

Giovanni and Dan.

The reason they had left their territory and come all the way to southern Heavily was clear.

Just because Mikhail Dragovich was dead didn't mean the immediate collapse of the Dragovich Family.

After the assassins from Kazin and Tyrenia disappeared.

The five families, including the Fellini Family, began their offensive against the Dragovich Family. To be precise, it was four families excluding the Russo Family.

A back alley in a corner that, despite being in broad daylight, was barely visible to others.

Coincidentally, that's where Giovanni and Dan were headed.

"Brother!"

"..."

Giovanni shouted at me as soon as he arrived at the scene.

I had just skillfully dealt with two assassins who had fearlessly attacked me.

The one already sprawled on the ground I had shot dead, and the one caught in my grip had his throat personally punctured by me.

"Kuh!"

The knife Kazin gave me was so sharp. The man whose throat was instantly punctured convulsed, spewing blood.

'May every wound I leave be fatal.'

The Tyrenian revenge knife, engraved with those words, was still stained with blood.

I quickly took out a handkerchief to wipe the blood from the knife, then grabbed the man's bangs. There were other places I could have grabbed, but considering what I needed to do, the bangs were most appropriate.

"Brother. We can..."

"It's fine."

Before Giovanni could finish speaking, the knife carved a line across the man's neck.

I grimaced and clenched my arms with all my strength. Though his throat had been punctured, the man who was still alive writhed in agony as his neck was being cut while he was conscious.

Not that he could do anything besides spew blood and make gurgling sounds.

"This damn thing won't cut properly."

No matter how sharp the knife was, cutting through a human's neck bone seemed too much. Blood sprayed everywhere, but I didn't care.

And so, I quickly dispatched the two assassins targeting me.

Who sent these guys... probably one of Dragovich's successors. Or it could be opportunists from the central or western districts trying to take advantage of the situation.

What's certain is that by acting as bait myself, I've made them come out more aggressively.

"Why are you so late?"

"I apologize, Don!"

I had asked Giovanni, but Dan answered instead.

"Brother. This guy's tools suddenly broke."

"Is that so?"

Dan the Strangler.

While his nickname might not immediately suggest it, Dan was not only skilled at killing people but also had expertise in disposing of bodies.

"Giovanni."

"Yes, Brother."

"Do you recognize this face?"

"Well, it's my first time seeing him today."

A human. A white man at that. It's rare to see someone like him step into this dangerous world.

Which means he's definitely not a normal guy.

"Dan!"

"Yes, Don."

"Dispose of both of them as usual."

As soon as I finished speaking, the strangler pulled out the tools he had brought from the hardware store.

Just in case, there were also men standing guard at the entrance to the alley.

"Brother. But where did the others who were with you go?"

"I sent them to chase after those who ran away. Two guys are nothing to worry about."

"...Aren't you taking too many risks? If you get hurt, the young lady will blame us."

"Don't worry. I won't let that happen."

If necessary, I could transform into a wolf. I'd be naked, but there's no better way to confuse an enemy.

And just because I'm small doesn't mean I can be underestimated. I can increase my size in wolf form, so I just need to suddenly bulk up when attacking.

"How many does this make today?"

"I think we've dealt with at least ten guys."

"A bountiful harvest today, huh."

Is "bountiful harvest" the right term for killing people? Well, it's just a metaphor, so I suppose it doesn't matter.

While Dan was taking appropriate measures, I headed to a nearby store with Giovanni.

My clothes were still bloodstained, but I didn't worry about the store owner or customers reporting me. It was one of the stores operated by an associate of the Marinelli Family.

"Brother. I'll inform Carso. You should rest a bit."

"Alright."

I didn't refuse Giovanni's consideration.

Giovanni informed Carso of our current location and checked if anything had happened elsewhere.

"..."

But Giovanni's expression seemed a bit strange.

"What is it? Did something happen?"

"Brother."

"What? Why that face?"

"...Your wife has laid an egg, they say."

"What?!"

I never expected it to come so suddenly.

An egg, not a baby? Although Felicia is a dragonkin, I never thought I'd meet my child in this form.

Giovanni's message wasn't over yet.

It seemed that Manfredi and Laia were heading to the mansion after hearing the news, and Felicia had collapsed unconscious after laying a massive egg.

But despite all this information, it wasn't really registering in my ears.

"Giovanni. Let's call it a day."

"Yes. Let's return to the mansion right away."

Yes. That's what we should do.

Ch.176 - Little Dragon (2)
As the new Don returned to his fortress-like mansion with a pack of wolves, a change was occurring throughout the southwest and south of Heavily.

The underground warfare between mafia families across the city had begun to cease.

More precisely, the Pellini and Marinelli families had halted their offensive against the Dragovich family. Of course, even excluding these two families, the Solomon and Carmen families remained.

But regardless of these two families' fierce momentum, the most threatening to the Dragovich family had been the Pellini and Marinelli factions.

Southwest Heavily.

In a restaurant that had been Dragovich family territory until just a few hours ago, but was now occupied by Pellini family wolves.

Though small in size, the restaurant's somewhat secluded location and good position had made it a temporary stronghold for the wolves.

"Sister, everyone has assembled."

"Good."

Fangs. Among wolves, they were specialists in covert operations and targeted assassinations.

A wolf reported the current situation to the Fangs' commander.

"What about the Marinelli side? Have they completely withdrawn?"

"Yes. They seem to have pulled back completely. They've returned to their territory and remained quiet since."

"...Seriously. Useless bastards from start to finish."

"..."

The Marinelli family was one of the five families and could be considered the new Don's in-laws.

Sarina's comment about them was disrespectful, but no one dared to object.

"Yes, understood."

While Sarina was receiving various reports from her subordinate wolves, a nearby wolf who had been on a call responded and hung up the receiver.

"Who was that?"

"The Under Boss, ma'am."

"Carso?"

"Yes, he said to stop the attack since the Don and the Claws have also pulled back."

"..."

Sarina didn't think too deeply about it.

Something significant must have happened for Luke and Giovanni to withdraw, even if the Marinelli bunch might be expected to.

"Did he say anything else?"

"Well... that..."

"Hey, spit it out. You think we have all day?"

The wolf knew very well the impact his words would have.

But it was clear his superior wouldn't be satisfied until she heard what she wanted.

"Hey."

Her urging voice reached his ears.

"F-Felicia has given birth to the Don's child."

Technically it was an egg, but the wolf didn't think such details mattered in the current situation.

The wolf closed his eyes involuntarily, wondering why he had to be in this position.

"..."

But the expected response didn't come.

Only after the wolf slowly opened his eyes did Sarina answer. Her trembling eyes clearly showed that her mind wasn't fully processing the current situation.

"...What?!"

"It's as I said, ma'am."

Silence fell again. All the surrounding wolves looked at one person.

"Sister, what should we do?"

The most senior wolf asked Sarina. He thought there was a chance a fist might fly at any moment.

"...For now, maintain current positions."

"What? Ah, yes. Understood."

Sarina was in the worst mood. She wanted to rush to that person's side immediately.

But she had duties to fulfill.

The war between the five families and the Dragovich family was in its final stages. Now it was essentially a matter of which family could take over more of Dragovich's territory.

Among them, three families were most deeply involved.

Pellini, Marinelli, and Solomon.

Carmen also bordered Dragovich territory, but they tended to focus more on internal reorganization and restoring their information network.

From that perspective, Sarina and the Fangs were essentially doing what Giovanni and the Claws should have been doing.

"..."

Sarina belatedly regretted that she and the Fangs, not Giovanni, should have been with the Don.

*

While she was having her belated regrets, the armored car carrying Giovanni and me was still racing along the asphalt.

Even the Don of the underworld couldn't do anything about the severe traffic congestion on the bridge connecting southern Heavily to central Heavily.

"Traffic seems particularly heavy today."

"Yeah. I wonder if Sarina's side is okay."

"I'm sure they're fine. We informed Carso that we're pulling out, so he must have passed it along properly."

Giovanni answered as if he had no worries and there was no need to worry either.

Not that he was being irresponsible, but rather that he trusted Sarina and Carso that much... I suppose?

"I hope so."

"Carso might move personally too."

Carso and the Body moving out.

If it were just Sarina and the Fangs, I might worry, but with those guys joining in, there would certainly be no need for concern.

Even though we had pulled out, the Solomon and Carmen families were still on the offensive.

"I heard the Marinelli side pulled out too."

"Yes, they probably heard the news as well. I wonder if Manfredi or their boss will move personally."

"Hmm."

Giovanni had a point. Felicia was the eldest daughter of the Marinelli family, and the birth of her first child was a joyous occasion.

But I doubted that heavy-bottomed Vito Marinelli would actually move.

"Well, maybe Manfredi or Felicia's other siblings will come."

"But wouldn't he come for his own grandchild?"

The possibility was high, but it was just speculation.

The only certainty was that he might feel superior that his daughter had borne my child before his enemy's daughter.

"Boss, we're almost there."

"Really?"

Warren spoke up during a brief pause in my conversation with Giovanni.

While we were engrossed in conversation, we had apparently approached the point where my mansion was visible in the distance.

"Boss, I'll check the perimeter of the mansion right away."

"Sure. I'm counting on you."

Giovanni mentioned what he would do after arriving at the mansion.

Even though my mansion had become a fortress guarded by over a hundred people, we couldn't let our guard down.

"What's this? When did they arrive?"

Giovanni pointed at several vehicles lined up outside the mansion.

A group consisting mostly of Black people and other races, except for a few retainers, was guarding the area. The racial composition alone clearly indicated the Marinelli family.

"They're certainly quick."

It seemed Manfredi or Vito Marinelli had arrived before us.

We probably heard the news around the same time. They must have moved efficiently while Giovanni and I were stuck in bridge traffic.

Perhaps Giovanni felt anxious that the Marinelli side had arrived before us.

"Move it! Move it, you idiots!"

"Yes, sir!"

He shouted at the organization members in the black car blocking the main gate and those managing the thick iron chains firmly secured across the gate.

Thanks to that, we were able to enter the mansion faster than usual, which wasn't a bad thing.

"Boss, let's go inside."

"Right. I'll leave the outside to you."

"Yes, sir."

As soon as he got out of the car, Giovanni began reorganizing the security posture surrounding the mansion, just as he had said earlier.

Neither the Marinelli family waiting outside the mansion nor the Solomon family settled inside were exceptions.

I watched the scene as I crossed the vast garden toward the main building.

"Phew..."

I had tensed up without even realizing it.

As I entered the front door, some of the mansion's servants, selected from family associates, greeted me.

"Don, you've arrived."

"Huh?"

I doubted my eyes for a moment.

There was a hamster-human acting as if he were the representative of the servants.

Little Dom Solomon.

The boss of the Solomon family, with no trace of his elven father's genes.

"I understand the Marinelli bunch, but what are you doing here?"

"How cold of you to say that."

"..."

Little Dom didn't properly answer my question. But I had some idea.

"Hello, Don."

Greeting me in a voice neither too loud nor too soft, unlike his usual manner, was Li'l Little Dom.

Of course, his tiny stature—not even half his father's size—and his unclothed appearance remained unchanged from usual.

"Here to see your family?"

"Yes. Though I had no idea there would be the joyous occasion of your child's birth."

"Don't you think it's about time you took your family away?"

"Don, there's probably no safer place in this city than this mansion."

Instead of giving me a lengthy explanation, Little Dom spoke about how safe this fortress-like mansion was.

"More importantly, congratulations on becoming a father."

"...Thank you."

It didn't seem right to drive away a guest congratulating me on my child's birth.

Besides, I realized it wouldn't be a good idea to evict a father and his family in front of his son.

"Very well. You decide when to leave."

"Thank you, Don."

Little Dom was delighted with my decision. Li'l Little Dom also began to rejoice along with his father, though his expression suggested he didn't quite understand the exact reason. I couldn't help but smile.

Their joyful expressions were identical, like carbon copies of father and son.

"I have urgent matters now, so let's talk in detail later."

Little Dom nodded at my words. Of course, he didn't forget to mention that his mother had helped with Felicia's delivery.

If that was true, I owed her a great debt.

I passed by the hamster gangster father and son I had encountered at the entrance and went straight up to the second floor. During this process, the servants I met either showed me respect or congratulated me on today's joyous occasion.

"..."

I thought about heading to the second-floor living room, but first went to Felicia's bedroom.

Even though the rotation system between Elena and Felicia had become nominal, Felicia and I still had separate bedrooms.

"Finally, you're here."

As soon as I entered the bedroom, a familiar face appeared, followed by a familiar voice.

"Manfredi."

"Brother-in-law, welcome."

My brother-in-law Manfredi and sister-in-law Laia. My father-in-law was nowhere to be seen, suggesting that these two had come representing the Marinelli family.

But there was something more important than that.

Beyond them was a massive metal box with a large egg secured inside.

I had never seen an ostrich egg in person, but judging by its size, it might have been larger than an ostrich egg.

"We brought an incubator just in case."

An incubator. According to Laia, it appeared to be an incubator for demi-humans.

Felicia was lying comfortably on her bed, completely motionless. Whether she was sleeping or unconscious, I couldn't tell.

"Is Felicia alright?"

"Don't worry. She's just exhausted and sleeping."

Manfredi's words made me more worried rather than reassured.

"Actually, she's been asleep since we arrived."

At least Laia was honest, though it wasn't the answer I wanted.

Well, for now, all I could do was stay by Felicia and the egg's side. Elena was nowhere to be seen. She was probably in the living room.

"..."

Still, I couldn't quite grasp the reality of it all.

That Felicia had laid this enormous egg, and that my child would be born from it.

Ch.177 - Little Dragon (3)
I still gazed at the enormous egg that Felicia had laid.

Fortunately, the metal box that Laia had told me was an incubator was large enough to accommodate the egg.

"Hmm."

"Brother-in-law. Is there a problem?"

"No. Nothing like that."

"Your expression suggests otherwise."

She's quite perceptive. Like sister, like brother, I suppose.

"I'd like to touch the egg for a moment."

"Oh, that's certainly possible."

Laia said that while it was even possible to completely remove the egg from the incubator, I didn't want to go that far.

"This machine merely helps the egg hatch; it's not absolutely necessary," Manfredi said, standing at a distance from the egg unlike Laia and me.

Not absolutely necessary, huh.

In other words, despite that, he had hurriedly brought this for Felicia's sake.

Indeed, there seemed to be no doubt that the Marinelli siblings were quite close.

"Here you go."

"Thank you."

Laia casually opened one side of the incubator wide.

The surface of the egg was remarkably clean. Looking at it up close, I could see it had a faint golden hue.

But beyond the egg's appearance, there was something more important.

"Manfredi, Laia. Could you give me some space?"

"...Of course. I have something to tell the Godmother anyway."

I nodded to Manfredi.

Meanwhile, before leaving the room with her brother, Laia tried to explain how to close the incubator again.

"Laia, that's enough. Please go now."

"Just a moment. Wait."

My sister-in-law only left the room after finishing what she had to say, regardless of Manfredi's protests.

"..."

And so, there were exactly three of us in this bedroom: me, Felicia, and our child.

I suddenly looked at Felicia.

I wondered if she might have awakened, but she hadn't. She must have gone through quite an ordeal giving birth to this enormous egg.

Tap.

When I placed my hand on the egg, my small hand felt like nothing compared to its massive size.

"Vito or Aila."

The name of the child inside this enormous egg.

If it's a boy, he'll be Vito, and if it's a girl, she'll be called Aila. It doesn't have to be a boy.

Just the fact that my child is being born is overwhelming enough.

"..."

I slowly moved my hand against the egg. The surface was very hard.

And I could feel a warm temperature.

Though it hadn't yet hatched from the egg, I could clearly sense that a single life existed inside this solid shell.

I had so many hopes for this new life.

I've lived through every moment that this harsh world has handed me, seen much and killed much.

All the pain and failures experienced in two lifetimes.

Despite those countless sufferings, I've lived this life and overcome it.

So I hope this child, at least, won't live a life with blood on their hands like mine.

May they enjoy a happy life with family and endure hardships willingly when they come.

May they live each day diligently so that their valuable efforts will someday bear fruit.

May they live a life where they have the leisure to raise a toast while watching the setting evening sun.

And someday...

"I accomplished all of this."

May they be able to look back on their life and say such words.

And one more thing.

This isn't a wish for the child, but for myself.

May Felicia and I be able to witness all of this child's joys and sorrows.

Something even my great father couldn't do.

That should be enough.

Following Laia's instructions, I was able to close the wide-open incubator again.

This would maintain the egg at a constant temperature, as she had explained.

'Felicia should get some rest too.'

I left the bedroom, leaving my wife and child behind.

"Brother-in-law. Are you finished?"

"For now. Weren't you following Manfredi?"

"Stiff conversations are fine with just Manfredi. I'd rather stay by my sister and nephew's side."

Have you ever seen such a good sister-in-law?

I don't know about Felicia's other sisters, but Laia's behavior was quite impressive.

"Then I'll leave them in your care for a bit."

"Of course."

As soon as I left the bedroom, Laia headed inside, completing a sort of player substitution.

'I wonder if Elena and Manfredi are in the living room.'

I couldn't think of anywhere else besides the second-floor living room.

It was also where Elena would likely be, and considering Manfredi's path after leaving Felicia's bedroom on the second floor, it was the most probable location.

I walked through the long, ornately decorated corridor and reached my destination, where I saw a door wide open as if to welcome someone.

I wondered if Elena knew I was coming.

"Oh. What? Is the conversation already over?"

"Yes. It wasn't anything particularly important."

Manfredi said that, but I was the one who would decide whether the conversation between him and Elena was important or not.

I could just ask Elena, so there was no need to press him further.

"I'll go back to Felicia now."

As soon as I nodded, Manfredi returned the way he had come.

"Don't just stand there. Come in."

Elena's voice.

She called out to me as I stood in the doorway, staring blankly down the corridor without entering the living room.

*

Upon entering the living room, the first thing I noticed was Elena.

She was dressed more casually than usual, but still in her signature red. She really does love red clothes.

"Why is the window open? Aren't you cold?"

"It's fine. I just thought this might be nice for a change."

Now that I noticed, her voice sounded a bit different from usual.

"..."

That explains it.

A black plate near the armrest of the sofa. On it was a glass filled with Tyrenia wine, boasting a vivid red color.

At a glance, I could tell it was Nebbiolo, known as the king of grape wines among Tyrenia's offerings.

It was a wine that Elena and I often drank, and one that my late father had enjoyed as well.

...I wondered if she had been drinking because she couldn't stay sober after Felicia had laid the egg.

"Elena, how much Nebbiolo have you had?"

"Not that much. Three glasses? Four?"

She didn't seem to be in good shape for someone who had only drunk that much.

"..."

Tap.

I silently closed the window and sat down beside Elena.

"Luke. How was today?"

Up close, it was clear that not only her voice but her eyes were a bit unfocused.

"Same as usual. Took care of more than ten guys."

"...Those bastards are more persistent than expected. At this rate, things will only get worse for us."

She seemed to improve a bit when discussing serious business matters, but that thought was short-lived.

"Anyway, good work today."

Elena suddenly embraced me and began repeatedly kissing my cheek. It was an uncomfortable action that she wouldn't normally do.

"This much is nothing. If anything, you and Felicia had a harder day today."

"..."

Elena frowned when I mentioned not just her but Felicia as well.

"Don't even mention it. It was absolute chaos."

Elena began telling me about what had happened today.

Felicia's sudden labor pains.

At first, both Elena and Felicia didn't know what to do, but thanks to the mansion's servants and Little Dom's mother, Felicia was able to safely lay the egg.

"Didn't you call a doctor?"

"We did. The doctor came, but everything was already over by then."

According to Elena, the doctor checked Felicia's condition and said there was no problem.

The rest was as I knew it.

Felicia's two siblings had arrived before me and placed the egg in the incubator.

Of course, before that, Elena and Little Dom's mother had placed the egg near the fireplace and covered it with blankets to keep it as warm as possible.

"Elena, you've been through a lot too."

"Tell me about it. That woman is so high-maintenance."

Elena spoke as if today's events were nothing significant. I gently took her hand.

"..."

"Elena?"

Elena didn't leave my hand alone.

She took my hand and pressed it against her cheek.

"Wouldn't it be better if you did it properly?"

"If this is enough for you."

I did as she wanted.

"..."

Elena seemed unsatisfied with my response, but she nuzzled my hand like a playful puppy.

'She really is drunk.'

"You just thought I was drunk, didn't you?"

"No, I didn't think that."

For a moment, I wondered if Elena had developed mind-reading abilities.

Or perhaps she had gained some status window that could steal others' thoughts.

"I wish we could stay like this for hours."

While I was lost in thought, Elena uttered something meaningful.

"That's not impossible."

While it's true that Felicia is precious to me, so is Elena.

"Are you sure that's okay? That woman won't stay quiet if she finds out."

As expected, Elena was very conscious of Felicia.

Elena is jealous of her but not bad enough to harm her. At least, not the Elena I know.

Perhaps that's why?

This ambivalent feeling of being unable to do one thing or the other might have driven Elena to drink.

"Sorry. I'm talking too much today, aren't I?"

Elena said that, but her expression suggested she felt she needed to say something more to me.

"It's fine. You might not know this, Elena, but you always get talkative when you've had a few drinks."

"...I do?"

"People rarely know their own drinking habits."

I asked Elena to pass me the wine glass.

"This is all I have. Is that okay?"

"It doesn't matter."

It wasn't bad at all. Spending time with a precious family member, sharing a good drink from the same glass.

No, it could even be called perfect.

Perhaps it was the good taste of the alcohol. Or maybe it had been a while since I'd had a drink alone with Elena. My hand couldn't seem to stop.

Before long, Elena and I fell asleep on the sofa, our heads leaning against each other.

A moment later, someone discovered us in that defenseless state.

"...!"

That someone guided their fluffy body between Elena and me. Like an instinct to squeeze into narrow spaces when spotted.

While this was happening in the second-floor living room of the mansion, one car was hurriedly leaving the Godfather and Godmother's mansion.

And conversely, another car was urgently entering the mansion.

***



Veronica's character design rough has been released!

This time, the artist has included various facial expressions and other details.

The chest line and rib cage expression from the side view are truly excellent!

Ch.178 - Little Hamster (4)
A car leaving the grand mansion.

Inside that car was Little Dom, the boss of the Solomon Family, one of the Five Families.

"Step on it a bit more."

"Yes, boss."

He was on the move to his next appointment after having spent sufficient time with his family at the mansion.

"Boss, how are your son and mother doing?"

"Of course they're fine. I told you before. That place is the safest in this city."

"...Being safe and doing well seem like two different issues to me."

Coincidentally, everyone in the car happened to be hamster people.

Among Little Dom's subordinates, there were elves and golems too, but today's group just happened to end up with this composition.

Meanwhile, Little Dom felt that his timing for visiting the Godfather's mansion had been fortunate.

He had merely visited to see his mother and cute son, but it coincided with the joyous occasion of the Godfather's child being born.

Since it was purely coincidental, not having prepared a suitable gift for the celebration was a flaw. But Little Dom's mother had unexpectedly played a significant role, so that minor issue didn't matter much.

Little Dom continued various conversations with his subordinates, naturally leading to discussion of his next appointment.

"Boss, do you think Walker will accept our proposal this time?"

"The boss is personally visiting him. He shouldn't reject such a sincere gesture."

"Ha! Well, that's up to him."

Little Dom's next appointment.

It was to meet Jack "Black Jack" Walker, the leader of the Black gang controlling Harlem in southern Hevily.

Little Dom had been eyeing him and his organization for various reasons for some time.

Although the Dragovich Family hadn't been completely dealt with, the expansion of the Solomon Family's territory, which bordered theirs, was inevitable. There was also a need to check the Marinelli Family, who were gradually taking over Harlem with guns and knives.

That's why Little Dom had proposed a partnership to Jack Walker several times.

However, Walker had given ambiguous responses, saying it was premature to discuss such matters.

"Boss, we're almost there."

"Right. I was just noticing how dark everything is around here."

"Hahaha!"

The hamsters in the car eagerly bobbed their bodies at their boss's blatantly discriminatory joke.

Meanwhile, the white car equipped with a 12-cylinder engine continued swiftly toward its destination.

"...Maybe I shouldn't have chosen a white car?"

Little Dom felt something bothering him as they approached their destination.

It made sense, as Harlem was dark and gloomy, both the city and its people. Compared to the central part of the city where they had been earlier, one might wonder if it was even the same daylight.

"Is that Jack Walker's office over there?"

"Probably. That area should be right."

"Either you know for sure or you don't know at all. What's with 'probably'?"

While their boss was being reserved with his words, the other hamster people chattered incessantly.

The radio installed in the car was also making the interior even noisier.

"..."

Little Dom had wanted to meet the ruler of Harlem for some time, but there was a clear reason why he could only make this move now.

And that was...

"Today, the funeral of the notorious mafia boss, Mikhail Dragovich, is being held. The person who killed him is now somewhere..."

"Damn it! Turn off that radio and stop that nonsense right now."

"Yes, boss."

Little Dom spoke as if he didn't need to hear the rest of the radio broadcast.

It was obvious they would spout all kinds of nonsense based on the premise that Little Dom, not Godfather Luke Pellini, had killed Mikhail Dragovich.

"..."

Of course, there were valid reasons why the public misunderstood that Little Dom had killed Mikhail Dragovich.

Little Dom had taken over the Sanchez Family, and his territory bordered the Dragovich Family's.

Moreover, the two families had been at war with each other. The only one of the Five Families not at war was the Russo Family.

It was a kind of circumstantial evidence.

However, the media had begun to fit even purely coincidental events into their nonsensical narratives.

The internal strife during the ascension of the new boss of the Carmen Family.

Coincidentally, Little Dom had been present, and his actions on behalf of the Godfather and his sister were interpreted to suit the tastes of conspiracy theorists.

The real problem was that as the media pointed to Little Dom, law enforcement also began to keep an eye on him.

This was by no means a trivial matter. The Godfather had even assigned a legal team led by the young consigliere of the Pellini Family to help Little Dom.

"Boss. We've arrived."

"...Good. Let's all get out."

*

As soon as the driver spoke, the white Recker-Zepha four-door sedan carrying several hamster people came to a stop.

This car named Recker-Zepha was an extremely luxurious automobile.

Recker was the surname of a president whom the company's founder admired, and Zepha was named after a famous wind deity from mythology.

The low-sloped front windshield, the integrated fenders covering half of the rear wheels unlike the front ones, the aerodynamic streamlined design, and the 12-cylinder engine.

Although 16-cylinder engines already existed, the fact that cars with 16-cylinder engines were impressive didn't mean this car wasn't excellent.

In a way, it was a fitting car for Little Dom, who could acquire new cars faster than anyone else through his car scrapping business.

As soon as the doors of this car opened, large hamster people emerged.

"As expected of Harlem, it's full of darkies everywhere."

"Shh."

Little Dom silenced his subordinates from making inappropriate remarks.

He couldn't let such mistakes ruin this hard-won meeting.

Meanwhile, just as Little Dom and his subordinates got out of the car, Jack Walker's men gave them a grand welcome. They swarmed around them like ants, surrounding them in an instant.

"Tell Walker that Little Dom has come in person!"

But Little Dom didn't hesitate or show fear at all.

"..."

Some Black men went back into the building, and shortly after, the crowd began to make way.

"Hmph, that's more like it."

Little Dom headed into Jack Walker's stronghold with his subordinates.

Jack Walker was in his own office within the stronghold. But that office... was a bit different from an ordinary office.

The walls of the office were covered with green chalkboards filled with incomprehensible numbers. Little Dom could quickly grasp the purpose of these chalkboards.

Probably related to numbers gambling.

"Black Jack, thank you for meeting me."

Walker's office clearly showed signs that many people had been there until just recently.

Considering those who had vacated the space for this meeting, Little Dom was respectful to Walker.

"I should be more grateful that a boss of the Five Families has come to see me. Would you like an espresso?"

"...Do you usually drink espresso?"

"No, but I know that you like espresso."

The conversation between Little Dom and Jack Walker was revealing.

Although Little Dom was clearly a hamster person to anyone who looked, elven blood flowed in his veins. So while his body might be that of a hamster person, his values and tastes were closer to those of an elf.

Walker hadn't offered espresso for no reason.

He had clearly done at least minimal research on Little Dom.

"There have been quite a lot of happenings recently."

"What do you mean by that?"

"Just a few weeks ago, you were the king of Black people, weren't you?"

A few weeks ago, that is.

Jack Walker had tried to unite Black gangs not just from Hevily but from across the country to stand against the Five Families.

He had sought to reclaim the underworld's leadership from other races for Black people. However, the results were utterly disastrous.

The Black Wolf, who had controlled the cocaine supply network in Bangor alongside Walker, had long since been killed by the Dragovich Family. It was quite a coincidence that a wolf was killed by werewolves.

Rock Fisher from Norfolk and Casper Renfold from Lexington were also dead.

When Renfold, known as the king of numbers gambling, died, Queen Maria Sinclair of Atland absorbed Renfold's gambling and lottery business and withdrew from this hopeless alliance.

The dangerous Sally Paxson had also returned to his own city at some point.

This was the state of the Black gangs that Walker had brought together for his cause.

Essentially, the alliance was reduced to just Jack Walker's organization, and Jack Walker only controlled Harlem in southern Hevily and the cocaine supply network in Bangor.

"You really have some nerve."

In this situation, Little Dom's words seemed close to mockery.

"You're not here to blame me for that, are you?"

"No, of course not. But the situation has changed these days, hasn't it?"

"..."

"I've proposed a partnership several times, but you've refused."

"I didn't refuse."

"It was essentially a refusal."

Walker made it clear that he hadn't given a definitive answer, but Little Dom didn't see it that way.

"How about changing the terms?"

"What do you mean?"

"Mr. Walker. I'll help distribute the cocaine you bring in from Bangor, and you help with my car scrapping business."

Little Dom was about to explain what would happen if Jack Walker accepted his proposal.

It was clear that both would make a lot of money.

Moreover, bringing Jack Walker to his side would allow him to gain control over Harlem in the south. While the Pellini Family didn't seem very interested yet, the Marinelli Family was different.

But Walker had something more important than money.

It might not have the same value to others, but it was extremely important to him.

"You'd be the boss? I have no intention of becoming your subordinate."

"No, no. That's not it. It's just a partnership, as I've said many times."

The conversation continued but reached an impasse.

"I've really tried everything, but it's no use. What terms would make you accept?"

The serious hamster in front of the serious Black man spread his arms wide as he spoke.

A moment of hesitation and silence.

"It's not because of you, Dom."

"..."

"You know what? Outside of Harlem, I have to grovel to white people like other Black folks. If I say something they don't like, I'll get beaten up and thrown in jail."

"..."

"Have you ever experienced something like that?"

Not to that extent. While the treatment of non-human races was terrible, some races had it better than Black people.

Little Dom might not know about Walker's past, but Walker knew well about his.

When he was seven, white people kidnapped his father and tied him to railroad tracks. Did they just tie him? That railroad was actively used by trains, and his father was cut in half and died.

His mother became weak after experiencing such a tragedy and ended up in a mental hospital.

Later, she couldn't even recognize her own son.

While Little Dom was momentarily lost in thought, Walker continued speaking.

"But it's different here. Here, I can be fully respected. I am the king of this place. And there can only be one king."

Walker's message was clear.

The King of Harlem. That position couldn't be shared with anyone.

"To be honest, that's all I have."

"..."

"Your offer is very generous and respectful. I can see that just by looking at the Marinelli guys."

Walker smiled for the first time during his conversation with Little Dom. He seemed to be speaking sincerely.

"So while I'm very grateful... I still can't accept. I refuse."

"Walker, I'm different from the others."

"I'm sorry."

Even the final persuasion didn't work.

"I understand."

Further persuasion and attempts would only damage Little Dom's dignity.

In fact, it was rare to see a boss of the Five Families paying so much attention to the leader of a failing Black gang.

"Then I'll withdraw my offer. Next time, I won't come alone."

It was a clear declaration.

A declaration that the next time Jack Walker faced the Solomon Family, it would be alongside another of the Five Families, whether the Pellini Family or the Marinelli Family.

"Let's go."

"Yes, boss."

Little Dom rose with his small frame and promptly left Walker's office with his subordinates.

Walker just watched his retreating figure with a complicated expression.

But what could he do? He had already tasted freedom and couldn't turn back.

This was truly a situation where the saying "give me liberty or give me death" applied.

*

The boss of the Solomon Family had to retreat without any gains.

There was someone in the opposite situation to Little Dom.

"..."

When Little Dom was leaving the Godfather's mansion, a car was entering. Inside that car was another boss of the Five Families.

The pretext for that boss's visit was to bless the birth of the child born between the Godfather and the eldest daughter of the Marinelli Family.

Meanwhile, some time after Little Dom left the mansion.

"...What's this?"

I was awakened by something fidgeting beside me.

"Brother, you're awake."

"...Veronica?"

I had fallen asleep without realizing it, but one thing was clear. The situation had changed significantly since before I fell asleep.

"..."

Besides Veronica, a small furry creature was shaking my and Elena's bodies back and forth.

It seemed to be exerting all its strength, but Elena and I weren't about to be moved by such a weak force.

"Why is this little one doing this here?"

"I don't know. It was already doing this between you and sister when I arrived."

Looking at Little Little Dom burying his face and wiggling his bottom between us, I felt more bewildered than annoyed.

"So?"

"Yes?"

"Veronica, when did you get here?"

"A little while ago. About 20 minutes?"

What I was curious about was what she had been doing here during those 20 minutes.

But Veronica acted as if she wouldn't give me the chance to ask that. She handed me a shopping bag full of unidentifiable clothes.

"What's this?"

"A gift for you and sister Felicia."

According to Veronica, more precisely, it was a gift for my and Felicia's child.

"..."

Veronica showed me baby clothes with holes designed to accommodate tails.

'The world has really improved these days.'

Or perhaps Veronica had specially made them for my and Felicia's child.

"Waaah."

Veronica and I turned our gaze to the source of the cute sound.

It was Little Little Dom, who was squirming between Elena and me.

"Little one. When did you get in here?"

"Hello."

Little Little Dom was either cunning or innocent.

Despite my question, he didn't give a proper answer and just greeted me without showing his face, only his bottom.

Meanwhile, his voice wasn't very loud, perhaps to avoid waking Elena.

Or maybe he was just tired from wiggling his bottom?

Ch.179 - Little Spider (5)
Veronica's arrival drastically changed the atmosphere in the living room.

No, that's not quite right. It would be more accurate to say it changed after Veronica arrived and I woke up.

"It seems your sister has no intention of waking up," Veronica said.

"Yeah. Once Elena falls asleep, she rarely gets up easily."

Veronica had somehow made her way over and sat down beside me.

Just like that, I found myself surrounded—Elena on my left and Veronica on my right.

"..."

Of course, there was someone in a more urgent situation than me.

For reasons unknown, Little Little Dom had tried to squeeze between Elena and me, and ended up getting stuck.

"Hold still for a moment."

"Yes."

At least he follows instructions well.

As soon as Little Little Dom trusted me enough to stop moving, I shifted my body and pulled him free.

What appeared before Veronica and me was a sturdy little body that somehow managed to be both cute and reassuring.

"So who is this little one?" she asked.

Ah, I suppose Veronica and Little Little Dom hadn't met before.

"He's Little Dom's son."

"Hello."

I lifted Little Little Dom up to formally introduce him to Veronica, and he greeted her while being held in my arms.

Seeing this, Veronica quickly turned her head away, seemingly unable to contain her laughter.

"Veronica, could you grab something from that basket over there?"

"...Sure. Will this do?"

While suppressing her laughter, she pulled out a slice of bread from the basket on the table in the middle of the living room.

"Here you go, little one."

I handed the bread I received from Veronica to Little Little Dom. Immediately, his usual well-mannered demeanor vanished completely.

With adorably insignificant little hands, he firmly grasped the small piece of bread, buried his face in it, and began devouring it.

"You're not starving the child, are you?"

"What? Me?"

A statement that made me doubt my own ears. I wondered if Veronica was being serious.

Seeing my reaction, she seemed to realize it was a foolish question and asked me to forget it.

Meanwhile, Little Little Dom appeared determined to finish off the bread. He was breaking it into small pieces and frantically stuffing them into his cheek pouches.

"Isn't he eating too quickly?"

"Is he? I think this is his normal pace."

Veronica seemed concerned about Little Little Dom, who was absorbing the bread without taking even a moment's rest.

While Little Little Dom focused on his bread, I examined the shopping bags Veronica had brought.

"Veronica."

"Yes?"

"I see there are also clothes without holes for tails."

"Ah, I thought it would be strange to bring gifts for only one side."

So these are gifts for my and Elena's child.

I had secretly wondered if Veronica might harbor some hostility toward Elena. If not, perhaps she had set aside such feelings because the child was mine and Elena's.

"Thank you, Veronica. I'll be sure to tell Elena too."

"Oh, it's nothing really."

"It's not nothing. The thought is what matters."

Meanwhile, while we were discussing the gifts, Little Little Dom had been diligently absorbing his bread.

The slice that had once filled his tiny hands was now noticeably smaller.

"There's not much left now."

"...Won't he get indigestion eating like that?"

"No way. He's young, so this much is fine."

Young or not, what matters is that Little Little Dom is in his growth phase.

"Hap!"

He stuffed the remaining bread into his mouth all at once.

...But that didn't last long. Apparently deciding it was too much to eat in one go, Little Little Dom took out the bread he had just put in his mouth.

"..."

Seeing this, Veronica turned her head away as if she couldn't bear to watch, while I quietly snickered.

Well, I suppose that's how he learns—through direct experience.

"Urp."

No sooner had Little Little Dom finished his bread than a burping sound was heard.

"Little one, you shouldn't do that in front of guests."

"Oh, I'm sorry."

"...It's really fine, though."

Hearing Veronica's unexpected response, Little Little Dom looked at me again.

"Veronica, you shouldn't say that."

"Isn't it okay since he's still young?"

"That's exactly why. These things should be taught clearly from a young age."

"That's true, but you're strict in an odd way. Isn't this something Solomon should be handling?"

Hmm... that's true.

It felt like my two wives and I were raising Little Little Dom in place of Little Dom.

Of course, Little Little Dom's grandmother was also around.

But this was like a preliminary round before our own child arrived. From the perspective of learning how to raise a child in advance, it was quite a valuable experience.

"Me?"

"No, little one. I'm talking about your father."

"My dad?"

Meanwhile, when his surname was mentioned and his father subsequently brought up, Little Little Dom approached Veronica with wide eyes.

"Little one, let's have another one."

"Yes!"

Veronica probably just said it casually, but Little Little Dom would clearly start pestering her, thinking she had some connection to his father.

Before that could happen, I pulled out a long sausage from the basket where Veronica had taken the bread earlier.

"What's that?"

"Kabanosy."

"No, I'm not asking for the name of the sausage. Why is such a sausage in the little one's basket...?"

"Hard to believe, but it's one of his favorite foods."

To be precise, it became one of his favorite foods after he started living with us in this mansion.

Kabanosy—a smoked, semi-dried sausage made from a mix of pork and beef. Its thin, long, brown appearance makes it quite distinctive.

*

"Thank you."

Little Little Dom eagerly accepted the kabanosy I handed him and expressed his gratitude.

Crunch. As soon as he bit into the kabanosy, a crisp sound rang out.

It was the sound of pork and beef packed in sheep's small intestine being liberated by Little Little Dom's teeth. Given the era, there was no way it could have a synthetic casing.

"Little one, don't eat standing up. Sit down."

"Yesh."

He listens well, but his speech was quite garbled from having his mouth stuffed full of kabanosy.

"By the way, is Felicia okay?"

Ah, I was wondering when that question would come up.

With Little Little Dom behaving like that nearby, Veronica must have remembered belatedly.

"The doctor who visited said there's no problem at all."

Additionally, Felicia's two siblings, Manfredi and Rhea, were keeping watch now, but I didn't bother mentioning that.

"Phew... that's a relief."

"The egg is very solid too."

"Ah, that's right, it's still an egg."

At least Veronica seemed to know that Felicia would lay an egg.

I asked Veronica if she wanted to see the egg directly. After a brief moment of consideration, she declined, perhaps thinking it would be impolite.

"Really?"

"I think it would be better to see it when your sister wakes up. Besides, I have some things to discuss with you both."

Oh my. Veronica had quite a few reasons for coming here.

While congratulating us on the birth of my and Felicia's child and bringing gifts was one reason, it seemed something had been caught in the Carmen Family's information network.

However, her gaze quickly turned to Little Little Dom.

"What? Is it something the little one shouldn't hear?"

Veronica carefully nodded.

Meanwhile, Little Little Dom was busy tearing into the kabanosy I had given him.

"Little one, go back to your grandmother."

"..."

This time, his gaze turned to the basket on the table. Was the bread and sausage not enough?

"Go on. You'll have a proper meal soon."

"Yes!"

Our strange standoff ended as soon as I mentioned the upcoming meal.

"..."

The problem was that Little Little Dom got so excited about the prospect of eating his fill soon that he made a loud noise.

Elena, who had been sleeping soundly on the sofa, opened her eyes.

"Ah, so much for that," Veronica said.

"What? Why are you here?"

"Elena, don't be like that."

Instead of explaining everything to Elena, I showed her what Veronica had brought.

"...What are these clothes?"

"They're for the children who will be born soon. I came right away after hearing what happened to Felicia today."

"Modern clothes are quite nice."

I showed her clothes with detachable tail sections for my and Felicia's child. Of course, I didn't forget to show appropriate clothes for my and Elena's child as well.

"..."

Elena still had a sleepy expression.

"Thank you, Veronica. I didn't expect to receive such gifts from you."

"Me neither. I never thought I'd be giving such gifts to you, sister."

So it begins already. The conversation between the two younger sisters was incredibly subtle. Unlike when they spoke with me, their words seemed to have thorns.

"Veronica, now that the little one is gone, I think we can start."

"Ah, yes, of course."

"What are you talking about?"

Elena, having just woken up, was struggling to follow the conversation.

"Seems like she has more to tell us besides the children's clothes."

"It appears that Little Dom Solomon met with Jack Walker right after leaving this mansion."

"Jack Walker?"

Elena asked, and Veronica nodded again.

"The Marinelli side would cause quite a stir if they knew."

"I'm not sure what kind of conversation they had."

"It's obvious. He's trying to convince him to side with him rather than with Marinelli."

My thoughts aligned with Elena's.

That said, it was impressive that Veronica knew Little Dom's every move.

"Your information is quite fast. Do you have informants around Solomon?"

"Yes, quite a lot of them."

"That's unexpected."

"What?"

"I didn't think you'd answer so honestly."

"There's no point in lying to you and brother anyway."

"..."

While they were talking, I was briefly lost in thought.

The Solomon Family, though newly established by Little Dom, was essentially the successor to the Sanchez Family. He had swallowed up the family while the boss was absent.

If that's the case, the information about Solomon's movements reaching Veronica must be thanks to pre-existing informants.

"So? Is that all you have to tell us?"

"No. There's been movement on the Dragovich side as well."

"Besides getting attacked by us?"

I wondered what those guys, who were getting beaten from all sides, were up to now.

"Yes, it seems they can't even agree among themselves."

Veronica answered with a slight smile, as if she found it absurd herself.

"Have they elected a new boss?"

The Dragovich Family hadn't managed to elect a new boss after Mikhail Dragovich's death. They didn't have the luxury, and there was severe antagonism between the underboss and the consigliere.

"Yes, it seems the underboss has decided to become the boss himself."

"The consigliere wouldn't have sat quietly."

In response to Elena's interjection, Veronica nodded as if it were obvious.

"It seems there have been shootouts between the factions supporting each side."

"It's not certain, is it?"

"...No. Since it's based on reports, I can't say it's perfect information."

After Veronica's words, I summarized the situation.

Considering the information we already had, the factions within the Dragovich Family after Mikhail Dragovich's death could be broadly divided into three types.

The underboss's faction, the consigliere's faction, and finally, the caporegime Andrei Sharipov's faction.

Andrei Sharipov. His territory was located in the easternmost part of the Dragovich Family's territory. A Black man from Harlem. He was said to have had the most intense exchanges with the Marinelli Family beyond.

The fact that he had steadily built up his power and authority in the process showed he was no ordinary man.

"Any news about Sharipov?"

"Unfortunately, there's no news from that side yet. I think he might be observing the situation for the time being."

"Luke."

"Yeah, I think we should step aside for a bit."

Elena and I were in agreement. In the current situation, as long as we keep attacking, they won't be able to settle things properly.

Well, they're causing internal strife while under attack from five families, but still.

I immediately contacted Underboss Carso using the living room phone.

I told him to withdraw from the field immediately and to inform the other five families to cease their offensive.

"Yes, boss. I'll withdraw right away."

"Good. You can contact the other families after you've completely pulled out, so just get out of there for now."

Carso would probably handle it well, but I emphasized just in case.

Click. The brief call ended.

"Thank you, Veronica. The information about the Dragovich guys will be quite useful, even if the Solomon side isn't."

"I think the information about Solomon is quite valuable too."

"That's true. I didn't know Solomon was aiming that far."

"Anyway, I'm glad it was helpful to both of you."

Veronica showed a smile that made one feel strangely uneasy.

"What's with that smile? Is there something else you want?"

"Yes. I'd like to have my own room in this mansion."

"..."

"..."

There's no particular reason why not...

"No."

Ahem. Ahem.
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"No."

Elena's answer was immediate and resolute.

"...Then how about this?"

Veronica was being Veronica.

Instead of asking why it wasn't possible, she was only thinking about adding something more to the scale to find a compromise for this deal.

"No, no matter what you add..."

"Elena. Let's at least hear her out."

"..."

Somehow I ended up appearing to take Veronica's side, but Elena nodded and stopped talking.

"I knew I could reason with you, sis."

Veronica, clearly aware that Elena had backed down because of me, made an effort to stay on her good side.

"Fine, just hurry up and tell me what it is."

"If you and brother give me a room to stay in this mansion, I'll pay an equivalent rent."

"Is that all you have to say?"

"Yes. Though it would be a somewhat unusual form of rent."

Ah. So that's her approach.

Given the limited cards Veronica had to play, I had some idea of what she was planning.

"Stop beating around the bush and just say it properly."

"Alright. I'll speak plainly. How about I provide you with helpful information like I've been doing?"

"..."

As soon as Veronica finished speaking, Elena's face fell into deep contemplation.

Just as I was wondering if I should step in, Elena answered with a troubled expression.

"That's too vague. Besides, while both Luke and I acknowledge that you and the Carmen Family have impressive intelligence capabilities, we can't say it's always helpful."

"I'll personally select information that would clearly benefit both of you. Like the information about the two families I just shared."

Veronica only offered a partial solution to Elena's concerns.

However, the information she had provided us about the Solomon Family and the Dragovich Family had indeed been extremely helpful.

"Luke."

"It doesn't sound bad. For just giving up one room, this seems worth it."

"Hmm..."

Objectively speaking, that was true. But Elena's position would be different.

No matter how good the conditions, the price was allowing Veronica to freely come and go from our mansion.

"Sister, you're quite greedy, aren't you?"

"I'll return those words right back to you. You seem quite greedy yourself."

Provoking Elena in this situation wasn't exactly a wise decision.

But despite such provocation, Veronica unfazed, presented a new condition.

"Yes, I won't deny it. Then how about this? I'll use our informants in the Pellini Family to provide counterintelligence for you as well."

"Veronica. Isn't that a bit excessive?"

I don't know how many informants the Carmen Family has planted in our family.

Considering Rita Carmen's obsession with my father, they probably have the most among the five families.

Anyway, she's offering to use those informants to interfere with other families' espionage activities. It seemed like too much just to secure a place for herself in this mansion.

This must be a really important matter for Veronica.

But I wonder how the Carmen Family would view Veronica's actions?

If Consigliere Paula Carmen were here right now, she would have quietly pulled Veronica aside and given her a thorough scolding.

"There's nothing wrong with two families cooperating with each other."

Well, at least she had prepared her justification.

In a way, I did directly lead the wolves to help Veronica in her process of becoming the boss of the Carmen Family.

With the Solomon Family joining in as well, the factions opposing Veronica were completely swept away.

If we could establish a relationship where we provide the Carmen Family with the military strength they lack, and in return, they provide us with the intelligence we lack...

"What do you think, sis?"

"Fine. Have it your way."

Elena didn't miss the opportunity that had rolled right to her. Although that opportunity came with the unwelcome guest that was Veronica.

"Really? I won't go back on my word!"

Veronica's voice rose as soon as she heard Elena's answer. And as a bonus, she embraced me.

"Yes, yes. I understand, but how about you step away from Luke for a bit?"

"What's the problem? We're siblings after all."

"Veronica."

"Yeees?"

I hadn't originally planned to go this far. But seeing an unexpected opportunity, I just went for it.

If I didn't do something like this, there was no telling what Veronica might do.

"It's fine to be siblings, but not as romantic interests."

I thought she might be disappointed by my words, but it couldn't be helped.

"..."

Sure enough, Veronica's mouth, which had been drawling out responses until just now, was firmly shut.

Meanwhile, Elena was busy observing both our reactions as the situation unfolded.

"That's fine with me!"

Huh?

After a brief moment, what I witnessed was a reaction that made all the ominous signs seem meaningless.

Immediately after, her cold hands began caressing various parts of my body.

Wait, I clearly said as siblings, not as romantic interests!

"Veronica, wait..."

"What are you doing? Get your hands off him right now!"

"What am I doing? I'm just sharing the affection we couldn't share before."

Elena's reaction was particularly intense.

She stood up from her seat and glared sharply at Veronica, who was frantically caressing my body with a horrified expression.

'This isn't why I agreed to Veronica's affectionate advances.'

Far from being disappointed or saddened by my clear boundaries, she actively pursued her own desires.

"Ugh."

But I wasn't just going to sit there and take it.

"...Brother?"

Veronica was startled by the strange sound I made and my body suddenly beginning to shrink.

Caught off guard by the sudden situation, Veronica was full of openings.

Thanks to that, I easily escaped from her arms as a small wolf and landed on the living room floor. Although the clothes I had been wearing remained in her arms.

"Elena!"

"Come here, Luke."

*

As soon as I landed on the floor, I called to Elena for help.

She extended both hands as if she had been waiting, and I quickly moved from Veronica's arms to Elena's.

"I barely got to hug you. Isn't this too much?"

Veronica, who witnessed this scene right before her eyes, frowned and protested.

"This wouldn't have been necessary if you hadn't molested Luke."

"Molested? I was just stroking him a little."

"No, it was more than that."

I clearly said it was okay as siblings, but not as romantic interests.

But what I experienced from Veronica didn't feel like either. While her desire for me was clearly conveyed, from my perspective, it was just frightening.

"Brother. Come back to me. I have your clothes anyway."

What a cunning girl.

She didn't seem willing to give up until the end. I looked at Elena with an expression that said I couldn't take this anymore.

"Hand them over quickly."

"...I guess I have no choice."

Elena properly retrieved my clothes from Veronica on my behalf.

"But you're not planning to put them on here, are you?"

"Of course not. Since I've already transformed, I might as well stay like this."

"If you're going to stay in that form, can I pet you some more?"

"Huh?"

Before I could answer, Elena hid me behind her back.

"You're really being too much."

"Why don't you ask Luke who's being too much?"

No, what if she actually asks me? I pressed Elena's back with my front paws.

Elena seemed to realize her mistake belatedly and flinched momentarily, but it was already too late.

"..."

However, it seemed Veronica also lacked the courage to ask me directly.

She had the courage to touch my body freely, but not to hear the words of reproach from my mouth.

"By the way, what's that on top of my clothes?"

Being behind Elena's back, I couldn't directly see Veronica's expression, but I could see my clothes that Elena had received from her.

But something seemed off. There was a mask mixed in with my clothes that I hadn't been wearing.

"You have a good eye, as expected."

Noticing this doesn't require good eyesight—anyone who isn't blind would see it.

I didn't say this out loud, but what's important was that I had seen that mask somewhere before.

Yes. It looked like the masks worn by Carmen Family members. The only difference was that it had a shape I had never seen before.

The mask clearly had the form of a wolf's face.

"It's a mask I brought for brother."

"Your effort is commendable, but I don't think Luke needs it."

"That judgment should be brother's, not yours, sister."

Veronica threw back the exact words she had heard earlier.

Meanwhile, Elena moved me in front of her again, bringing Veronica back into my field of vision.

"A wolf mask for me in wolf form. I can't think of a stranger gift."

"Actually, this mask holds more meaning for my mother than for me."

"What?"

"It's a mask my mother prepared for the previous godfather."

"Why are you giving it to Luke then?"

"I think you can figure out the meaning without me explaining it. You're not that oblivious, sister."

"..."

Elena and I fell silent at Veronica's words.

We were well aware of the feelings Rita Carmen had for my father. Affection beyond the level of obsession. She probably had every intention of making him her partner.

Even after their relationship fell apart, she couldn't refuse his request to set a trap to identify those targeting him.

"Here, let me put it on you."

"No, I mean, there's no need to put a wolf mask on a wolf..."

Swoosh.

Whatever I said made little difference to Veronica.

"Why don't you listen to what people say?"

"Because right now, brother isn't a person but an adorable baby wolf."

Well, that wasn't wrong.

Except for the fact that I was fuming with anger.

"Since it's your gift, I'll accept it, but I don't think I'll have many occasions to use it."

"Just accepting it is enough. Sometimes the meaning embedded in an object is more important than its utility, isn't it?"

If only she would stop talking.

"If only she would stop talking."

Elena voiced exactly what I had been thinking.

"Since you've accepted my gift, I have something to tell you in return."

"What more do you have?"

"It would have been easier to just tell us earlier. You really make things difficult for yourself."

"Sister, please stop making those snide remarks from the side."

Information I would hear in exchange for accepting this strange wolf mask.

I wouldn't have extremely high expectations, but as it was coming from the boss of the Carmen Family, it did pique my interest somewhat.

"I looked into who was targeting Mikhail Dragovich, separate from the Tyrenia gang."

"Oh."

This was more intriguing information than I had imagined.

Both Elena and I had been curious about who that person might be, but we had essentially given up due to lack of clues.

"Is this just speculation? Or have you confirmed it for certain?"

"I've confirmed it for certain."

Veronica said with a very confident face.

"Before that, I have a photo to show you both. Is that alright?"

"By all means."

No sooner had I answered than she pulled out a photo from her possession and waved it.

"..."

"A familiar face, isn't it?"

Jack, Old Hickory Jack. The man who was practically a legend among wolves.

And today, the private detective who runs two agencies was looking at me from within the photo.

Oh, come to think of it, had I told Veronica about what happened with Jack and his subordinates?
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# Old Hickory Jack.

A living legend who has physically left the wolves behind, but whose heart never truly departed.

"Veronica, so what does this man have to do with anything?"

"You both know what this man has done, don't you?"

"..."

Sharp one.

It seemed Veronica was also aware of Jack's visit to this mansion.

"I know very well. He told me everything himself."

Judging by her question, Veronica probably didn't know the details.

"Elena."

"What is it, Luke?"

"Could you bring the documents Jack gave us?"

"Sure. They're in the study, so wait just a moment."

Elena obediently rose from her seat and left the living room.

Thanks to that, only two remained in this spacious living room. Me in my small wolf form, and Veronica who was eyeing me intently.

"Is it alright to show me whatever it is?"

"I think it's better for you to see it directly rather than having me explain it."

I decided to explain what I could while Elena was fetching Jack's documents.

"First, did you know that Old Hickory was acting on Rita Carmen's request?"

"...No. This is the first I'm hearing of it."

It seemed Rita Carmen hadn't shared this information with Veronica. If Veronica didn't know, it meant Pola Carmen probably didn't know either.

I wondered why she would need to hide this fact from Veronica.

It wasn't just Elena and I who hadn't gotten to the main point.

Veronica's mention of Old Hickory Jack was merely opening the topic.

"The puzzle pieces are starting to fit together now."

"Is that so?"

"Though there's still a lot I don't understand."

"You'll know soon enough."

Veronica nodded compliantly at my words.

Well, I decided to tell her what I could before Elena returned.

"Veronica, how much do you know about Old Hickory?"

"I figured out that his men were guarding the hospital where Dragovich was staying."

Hmm.

Given her reference to "Jack's men," I suspected she also knew that while Jack ostensibly ran a modest detective agency, he was actually the head of quite an impressive operation.

"If that's all, then we don't have much to tell you that you don't already know."

"That's fine. With information, quality matters more than quantity."

That's true. The rats would be offended if they heard that, though.

"By the way."

"Yes?"

"How about you stop getting closer?"

This isn't some horror movie. Veronica had been gradually moving toward me until she was suddenly right beside me.

"It's my first time seeing oppa in wolf form."

"That doesn't seem like a good enough reason."

"What's wrong with a little sister wanting to touch her brother?"

Normally that would be fine. But to call our relationship that of normal siblings would be quite a stretch.

"Oh, I just realized I forgot to ask something."

"What is it?"

"You said earlier that Old Hickory Jack was acting on my mother's request, right?"

"That's right."

I nodded my small wolf head, and she immediately followed up.

"Was guarding the hospital where Dragovich was staying also part of that request?"

"No, it wasn't. Rita Carmen, that woman, only requested him to find the real culprit who killed my father."

"...I see."

Veronica's expression turned contemplative again.

I ended up revealing information that I had planned to explain while showing her the documents Elena was bringing.

However, Veronica didn't seem inclined to press for more information beyond what I had already shared.

A blissfully peaceful silence.

"I'm back."

The living room door opened, and Elena appeared.

"Here you go."

"..."

Elena elegantly handed Jack's documents to Veronica.

"Luke, why don't you go change while Veronica looks through those?"

"Good idea."

That was Elena for you. Veronica was too focused on examining the documents to pay attention to me.

Elena placed my clothes, which had fallen off when I transformed into a wolf, on my back.

I quickly slipped through the partially open door.

The study or bedroom—either would do.

Returning from my small wolf form to my original body gave me a sense of expanded vision. The less sensitive sense of smell wasn't bad either.

'Looks like Manfredi and Laia are still here.'

The scents I picked up while in wolf form confirmed it. Felicia probably hadn't woken up yet, so it made sense.

Anyway, having returned to my original form, I headed to the living room where Elena and Veronica were.

I passed a few wolves in the hallway, but I merely acknowledged their greetings without stopping.

"Veronica. What do you think?"

"I've grasped the main points. This proves my mother's innocence."

"Well, I suppose you could say that. The culprits were Sanchez and Dragovich, after all."

Elena responded to Veronica's statement.

Though she didn't seem entirely willing to agree with the characterization of Rita Carmen as innocent.

"I have a question for both of you, if I may."

"What is it?"

*

"I understand this esteemed detective took on my mother's request, but was it your doing that he was guarding the hospital where Dragovich was staying?"

"No, it wasn't."

"Hmm, I see."

It wasn't unreasonable for her to think that.

But Veronica showed only mild interest before falling silent, seemingly deep in thought.

"I think that's sufficient."

"Yes, it seems so. Is it my turn now?"

Veronica agreed with Elena's statement. I nodded in response to her follow-up question.

I was getting curious anyway.

"Well then, would you please look at this photo?"

"Who is it this time?"

Following the photo of Old Hickory Jack, Veronica handed us a second picture.

"..."

Unlike Jack, the protagonist of this photo was a stranger to us. Someone we couldn't possibly recognize.

"Who is this?"

"The person responsible for putting Dragovich in the hospital."

"Ah."

Dragovich was attacked by Tyrenia's assassins. However, there was an uninvited guest.

A mysterious attacker who appeared suddenly and delivered the finishing blow.

"Are you certain?"

"Yes, unnie. Of course."

"What's this guy's name?"

"Oppa, there's something more important than this man's name."

Veronica then mentioned two crucial facts to Elena and me.

First, this man was a detective under Old Hickory Jack.

Second, before becoming a private detective, he was a police officer in Havily City.

"A detective with a police background."

"No wonder we couldn't find him."

Elena added as soon as I spoke.

Elena and I had tried to identify this man, but our results were unsatisfactory.

Like Veronica, we had approached the police officers who responded to the scene, and they all claimed they had no useful information for us.

But now we learn that the man we were looking for was a former police officer.

It wasn't that they had no useful information—they simply wouldn't talk. Even in a corrupt system, there was enough loyalty not to betray a former colleague.

"Don't the puzzle pieces seem to be fitting together now?"

"..."

The question Veronica posed to us. Indeed, the story was starting to make sense.

The request Rita Carmen entrusted to Old Hickory.

While fulfilling that request, he discovered who really killed my father.

If he had been an ordinary private detective, he might have simply completed the job and left it at that... but he was a detective who used to be a wolf.

"Come to think of it, I wondered how he could accept the request knowing what might happen to Dragovich, but if he was targeting him from the beginning, that's a different story."

Elena was right.

Of course, even Old Hickory probably hadn't anticipated the involvement of Kazin and Tyrenia's assassins.

But when things turned out that way, he took care of it all at once.

"I need to meet Jack."

I didn't expect to meet him again so soon. And to think I'd be the one seeking him out.

"I wish I could go with you."

"It's okay. I'll go alone."

I appreciated Elena's sentiment but declined.

Taking her along to meet Jack while she was pregnant didn't seem right.

"Oh, Veronica."

"Yes?"

"How did you find out about this man?"

"That was simple."

Veronica confidently answered Elena. For some reason, I felt uneasy.

"You didn't kill any police officers, did you?"

"I would have gladly done so if necessary, but there was no need."

She said she had simply employed one of the Carmen Family's specialties.

The honey trap.

"They wouldn't budge for money, but they spilled everything for a woman?"

"I guided them naturally, of course."

As a result, by gathering the hard-won pieces of information, Veronica and the Carmen Family arrived at one conclusion.

That conclusion was the man in the photo. It was hard to tell from just the picture, but I suspected the man in the photo might be an orc.

"Anyway, thank you. I didn't realize Old Hickory was so deeply involved in this matter."

"What do you think, unnie? Is this enough to earn my room in this mansion?"

"..."

Elena hesitated to answer.

While she didn't affirm Veronica's words, she didn't deny them either.

At the very least, it was undeniable that the Carmen Family's intelligence network had been a great help this time.

"Alright. I'll go right away."

"Now?"

"It's best to handle these matters as quickly as possible."

I told Elena and Veronica that I was going to meet Old Hickory Jack.

I immediately instructed Warren to prepare an armored car.

As I had thought earlier, I didn't expect to reunite with Old Hickory so soon.

Ch.182 - Little Wolf (8)
A slum in the southern part of Heavily.

Strictly speaking, this place wasn't Harlem, but it was one of the high-crime areas boasting a crime rate similar to Harlem.

A detective moved through such a place as if passing through his own home.

While everyone else headed toward downtown, he had left his familiar urban center to settle in this unfamiliar place.

The reason was both incredibly simple and complex.

At first glance, this might seem like a contradictory expression, but there could be no more appropriate way to describe his circumstances.

"Cough, cough."

The detective kept coughing in the poor-quality air.

"..."

Should he have a drink? Or smoke a cigarette?

An extreme situation of choosing between two options.

If his secretary could see inside his head right now, she would certainly lecture him again.

Either way, nothing could be immediately resolved. Whether it was withdrawal symptoms or not, his hands trembled with a sudden anxiety.

He clearly didn't appear normal to anyone looking.

Despite his body being in disarray, his aging heart seemed unfamiliar with a body that struggled to keep up with him.

"Hey! Open this right now!"

But this city was just as abnormal.

Heavily.

For some, a city of light filled with endless opportunities and development; for others, a city of death marked by tragedy and nightmares.

Witnessing the pulse of crime unfolding before his eyes, the detective's lips curled up into an involuntary smile.

"Youngsters!"

A woman committing suicide by chewing matches, a barber slitting his child's throat.

And burly shoulders hired by newspaper companies to force specific newspapers onto store newsstands.

What these three had in common was that they were common sights in this city.

"I'm sure I warned you. This is my territory."

"Damn it! Run!"

"..."

How bland. The detective thought as he watched them flee without even seeing blood.

How many times had this happened now?

If he had dealt with those youngsters the wolf's way from the start, he wouldn't have to go through this trouble, but it could have caused problems for both the detective and the shop owner.

Immediately after, the detective took the place where the shoulders had just been.

Then he lightly tapped on the firmly closed shop window.

"Jack, is that you?"

At the familiar rhythm, an old goblin revealed his face through the window.

"Give me a pack of my usual."

"Cigarettes? Or alcohol?"

"...How does one smoke alcohol?"

"How would I know? You're the one who drinks alcohol like you smoke cigarettes."

"Is this how you treat someone who just helped you?"

"Ha, those annoying fellows are driving me crazy."

"Why don't you stop doing this? Then you wouldn't have any more problems."

The shop owner handed over the cigarettes with difficulty as he answered.

"Problems? My friend, look at me. One-armed, old, and a goblin to boot. What more problems could I have here?"

"You're quite clever. Have you considered becoming a politician?"

"The detective knows one thing but not two."

The owner waved his only remaining arm as he spoke.

"What do you mean by that?"

"Why would a truly clever person go into politics?"

"...That's true."

A profound answer to a foolish question.

The detective laughed as he received the cigarettes he wanted.

Normally, he would have had plenty of both alcohol and cigarettes, but thanks to his secretary's efforts, he was now empty-handed.

"..."

"Take care!"

Having gotten what he wanted, the detective turned away silently. The shop owner bid him farewell regardless.

Simple folk whose only pride was their kindness and wit. Despite the path he had walked, the detective liked such people.

As he took out a cigarette, he recalled what he had intended to say.

One piece of advice he had meant to give the shop owner.

Since he couldn't protect him forever, perhaps it would be better to comply with those shoulders' demands and stock certain newspapers.

"Well, he'll figure it out."

It was amusing even to himself.

Here he was, in shabby attire, smoking mediocre cigarettes, trapped in a faded glory of bygone days he couldn't escape from.

Who was he to give advice to whom? He couldn't even recognize his own place.

"..."

The detective began walking, with no fixed destination in mind.

Looking at the cigarette in his hand, he wished someone would roll him up properly like this cigarette.

Thinking that if he burned away like a cigarette, perhaps the nostalgia that never seemed to disappear would vanish along with him.

Oh, our glorious era, mine and ours.

"Huff...."

As soon as the cigarette tip glowed red, the detective felt as if his brain was burning.

Would he make it through tonight safely?

Since life is unpredictable, even the World Tree wouldn't know what might happen.

"..."

The detective quickened his pace with these thoughts.

He sensed someone's presence. The owner of this presence kept circling around him.

As if they had business with him.

"Hey. If you're in the same situation as me, how about holding up a lighter?"

Otherwise, retreat into the darkness.

As the detective boldly called out, someone with a small build appeared in his blurry vision.

"..."

Of course, it wasn't the shop owner. The one who emerged from the darkness was... Luke Pellini.

The man who had become the new godfather of this city, following in his father's footsteps.

*

"Old Hickory Jack."

"What brings the esteemed godfather here?"

Jack didn't seem bothered by my form of address. I'm pretty sure last time he treated it as an old-fashioned nickname.

These days... right, he said he goes by Jack Lawrence.

"Why would I come to such a humble place? Because of you, Jack Lawrence."

"..."

Jack said nothing.

Even though I called him by the proper name he wanted.

"I don't know what you're up to."

"It's nothing much. I just have some questions."

I would have preferred to change locations.

Having such an important conversation in such an open place was far from wise.

But Jack seemed to have neither the thought nor the will to do so, even if I didn't.

"Here."

"What's this photo?"

I took a photo from my pocket and flicked it toward Jack. But his reaction was as expected.

Quite the actor.

If Veronica hadn't gathered enough information about this matter, I would have been completely fooled.

"You should know better than I do."

"..."

Silence this time? Silence is never a bad choice. If I didn't know anything, that is.

"You had the nerve to hire an ex-cop as your subordinate."

That subordinate was quite ridiculous too.

You'd think it would be essential to investigate what kind of person the director was before joining a private detective agency.

"You've done well to find out that much."

Jack finally started giving me proper answers. I wondered if he had finally decided to have a conversation.

"Of course. We have spiders on our side."

"..."

Jack's eyes changed in an instant.

Was it resentment about including the Carmen family and the spiders in the new system of the Five Families, which included the Pellini Family?

Or was it just a conditioned response to hearing the names of familiar people?

"Did you come alone?"

In this sudden confrontation at a reasonable distance, Jack was the first to speak.

"Yes."

I'm pretty sure I just stated my business earlier.

If I had intended to harm Jack, I wouldn't have come alone. But I was enough by myself to achieve my purpose for coming here.

"Did you plan to kill Dragovich from the beginning?"

"..."

Jack showed no reaction to the question directed at him.

"I didn't know you still had that level of loyalty."

Not everyone who came from the Wolves followed my father. Just look at those who disappeared into the annals of history along with the Five Families.

Jack's case was more complicated.

He did rebel against the Five Families with me and my father, but we parted ways afterward.

The reason was a difference of opinion about the future direction of the Wolves as an organization.

It might be inappropriate to use this expression, but Jack's head was like a flower garden back then.

The idea of disbanding the Wolves after subjugating the Five Families and dismantling the deeply rooted structure of the underworld was extremely unrealistic.

In contrast, my father and I focused on replacing the Five Families with the Wolves and improving the harsh treatment that had existed before.

"That's the wolf's way."

Jack threw an unexpected answer at me while I was lost in thought with him right in front of me.

It would be a lie to say there was no emotional rift, but nevertheless, he had set out to avenge my father.

"By the way, seeing you so relaxed, do they still not know?"

"..."

Unlike before, Jack nodded slightly.

It was a subtle change, but that was enough of an answer.

"They'll never know. They'll fall to the new godfather and the Five Families before that."

Should I call it optimistic?

Or maybe he was expecting that much from me.

"You flatter me."

"Do you have any other business?"

"Yes. But it seems inappropriate to talk about it here."

"..."

As soon as he heard my words, Jack moved toward his office. I too followed with light steps.

It might be shabby, but an office is an office.

I decided to visit his office for once, as there were things I wanted to confirm from him.

*

Meanwhile, at the Pellini Family's mansion in central Heavily.

"..."

The godfather's first woman opened her eyes with difficulty.

Unlike usual, even lifting her eyelids felt overwhelming.

Obviously, this must be the aftermath of bringing a new life into this world.

"Oh!"

The first to detect the change was her younger sister.

"...Liah."

"Sis, you were sleeping so soundly I thought you might never wake up."

"Oh, you."

Felicia responded with a forced smile. The pain and sensations felt throughout her body were extremely unpleasant.

"..."

Her husband was nowhere to be seen, but her child was different.

Looking at the egg in the incubator, various thoughts came to mind. She wanted to praise her sister for bringing the incubator here, but her body wouldn't allow it.

"Where's Luke?"

"Brother-in-law isn't here right now."

To be more precise, none of the mansion's owners were present.

The godfather had gone to find an old wolf based on information from his brother, while the godmother and the godfather's brother were away on important business related to the Dragovich Family.

***
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# The Pellini Family Mansion

Coincidentally, all the owners of that grand mansion were away.

Except for the servants and those standing guard for ironclad security...

The most noteworthy were the three siblings of the Marinelli Family.

"I just can't believe it."

"...What?"

Felicia asked with a helpless expression, staring at the ceiling.

"Well, it's just strange. No matter how busy they are, how could both brother-in-law and the Godmother leave us here alone?"

"Technically, we should include the boss of the Carmen Family too. Well, I suppose it means my brother-in-law trusts us that much."

Watching her younger brother speak with such a serious expression, Felicia found her lips curling upward involuntarily.

"I wonder."

After all, Luke's trust was placed solely in her, not in Manfredi or Laia.

"Sis, what's making you so happy?"

"Nothing. Just wondering when my darling will return."

"Really... you weren't like this before. How did you manage before getting married?"

"Oh my, at least I didn't change my surname."

As Felicia conversed with her siblings, she wasn't exactly regaining lost strength, but she felt increasingly at ease.

"...Don't you think it would sound funny?"

"What would?"

"Felicia Pellini."

Manfredi, who had been sparing with his words, answered her question.

"P.P. Shortened to 'Pel-Pel.' That sounds kind of weird, don't you think?"

Laia deliberately spoke with exaggerated nonchalance, as if to show off to her sister.

"Laia. Are you really making fun of your sister's name?"

"What's the big deal? Like you said, you didn't actually change your surname."

In this country, the law doesn't force married couples to use the same surname.

However, it has become something of a custom, so many people adopt their spouse's surname after marriage.

Felicia had considered changing her surname to Pellini.

But...

It wasn't as simple a matter as one might think.

While she clearly loved her husband sincerely, this was separate from the matter of prestige between the Pellini and Marinelli families.

In the end, neither Luke nor Elena had pressured Felicia to take the Pellini name.

Luke probably did so out of consideration for her, but Elena likely didn't want her using the same surname as herself.

While Felicia was lost in thought, a familiar sound echoed in the bedroom.

—Click!

"Manfredi? What are you doing?"

"Father asked me to make sure I took pictures of his grandchild."

"Dad is such a softie. Acting all tough but secretly being so sentimental."

After taking several photos of the baby, Manfredi hastily left the bedroom.

"Manfredi still seems so busy."

Clearly ironic.

Although Felicia was generally very lenient with her siblings, even she had her limits.

"Come on, don't be too hard on him."

"Laia. Are you taking Manfredi's side instead of mine?"

"No, that's not it! But it's true that he's always caught between you and Dad, even though he's only the eldest son in name."

"..."

That was true.

After all, the heir to the Marinelli Family was her, not Manfredi.

When the family head who had barely revived their fallen house fell into the Spider's trap and became a drug addict...

It was she who essentially managed the family in the boss's place and somehow kept it together.

When she fell in love with the family's sworn enemy, it seemed like Manfredi's opportunity had finally come.

But that didn't last long.

Despite being addicted to the highly addictive Blue Eyes, their father, Vito Marinelli, never surrendered his pride as a descendant of the Golden Dragon.

Moreover, things worked out well, and he even secured exclusive supply rights for Blue Eyes from the Carmen Family.

Few know what he did with the drugs he obtained, but what's clear is that they were used to treat his addiction.

Though not completely, there was some improvement.

As a result, the Marinelli Family once again came under the control of its head.

Manfredi, who had previously assisted his sister, now found himself assisting his father.

"You know it's not my fault, right?"

"Of course I know! If anything, I know it's Dad's fault!"

Laia tried to convey her intentions while appeasing her sister's mood. In the process, sacrificing someone was inevitable.

Felicia wasn't so harsh as to ignore her younger sister's efforts.

"...Still, thanks for coming here."

"Dad sent me, though."

"You didn't have to mention that."

"But it's the truth."

Felicia couldn't help but soften her expression at Laia's matter-of-fact attitude.

Knock, knock. At that moment, someone politely knocked on the bedroom door.

Neither Felicia nor Laia thought it was Manfredi returning.

"Lady Felicia. I've brought your meal."

"Come in."

Though Felicia hadn't asked, Laia answered on her sister's behalf.

Elves and humans.

The servants of both races carefully entered the bedroom. The food they brought for the Godfather's wife was simpler than expected.

The first to appear were various fruit juices.

They were prepared to replenish Felicia's blood and fluids after giving birth.

Next came soft bread and thin soup, meant only to stimulate her appetite.

"Hmm. The juice seems cold enough."

Laia checked the temperature of the juice first.

"I don't like it too cold."

"Sis, we need to bring your fever down first."

Reducing a new mother's fever was important right after childbirth. If not careful, inflammation could worsen.

"I'll feed my sister, so everyone else can leave now."

Laia suddenly acted as if she were the servants' superior. But the servants knew who she was and dared not defy her.

*

Meanwhile, the place I arrived at following "Old Hickory" Jack was a shabby detective agency.

"..."

"Sorry about the mess. It's the first time such an esteemed guest has visited this humble place."

I didn't have high expectations.

Not because his level of hospitality was low, but because the building itself was visibly worn down.

The numerous stains and cracks on the stairwell walls leading up to the second-floor office were impressively abundant.

"Would you like a cup of coffee?"

"Gladly."

I had no intention of refusing something freely offered.

Come to think of it, I've always had a weakness for food. I was somewhat aware of it, thanks to frequent reminders from those around me.

The problem was that awareness alone didn't change anything.

Thud. I put my lips to the cup as soon as Jack set it down on the table.

"...You haven't changed at all."

"I could say the same about you."

Empty cigarette packs and bottles could be found throughout the office.

The empty bottles were at least neatly arranged, but the effort to arrange them would have been better spent cleaning them up altogether.

"Sorry, but I've quit smoking and drinking."

'A dog would sooner quit eating shit.'

Words suddenly appearing on the coffee's surface.

"..."

I would have burst out laughing if I had been even slightly off guard, but I gritted my teeth.

"So what business did you have with me?"

The effect of the words shown by the status window hadn't completely faded. Instead of answering Jack, I surveyed the office.

"..."

What caught my eye was a framed picture.

Jack's gaze turned to me as I stood up.

"Familiar faces."

The picture in the frame featured three wolves.

Jack, a small goblin, and a fierce-looking Asian man—all had worked alongside my father.

Judging by Jack's physique in his prime, reminiscent of an old hickory tree, the photo must have been taken about ten years ago.

"Are you the only one still alive among the three?"

"No, Eddie's still going strong."

Eddie Wing Gong.

That was the name of the Asian wolf holding the large knife.

While elven wolves are known for their transformation techniques, racial and ethnic distinctions were meaningless among the orphans selected as wolves by the Five Families.

"Really? That's surprising."

So only the goblin wolf on the left had died.

I was curious about what Eddie was doing and where, but first I needed to address the reason for my visit.

"..."

I moved away from the frame and returned to the sofa near the table.

"Ready to talk now?"

Whatever he said, I only looked at him after finishing the coffee in my cup.

Compared to the time captured in the framed photo, Jack looked not just gaunt but thoroughly broken down.

Of course, the robust physique and threatening muscles he once boasted had long disappeared, but the intimidating presence of a survivor who had weathered the erosion of time was still there.

"Rita Carmen, I have to admit that woman has a good eye for people."

"Should I take that as a compliment?"

Yes. In the end, it was also a compliment to Jack.

"I'm going to make you an offer you can't refuse."

*

Far north of the detective agency.

Another meeting was taking place in the central part of the city.

A group of black cars filled what would normally have been a quiet vacant lot.

Among them were caporegimes who managed the lot and surrounding area, as well as caporegimes who had accompanied the Godmother and her sister for protection.

"Godmother."

A large elf approached the armored car carrying Elena and Veronica.

"Armo, what is it?"

"It seems they've arrived as well."

"Is that so?"

Elena began stretching her body.

She had been feeling restless waiting in the car.

"Sister."

"...What?"

"I don't think we need to make the first move."

Veronica stopped Elena as she was about to exit the car.

"You're right. Armo."

"Yes, Godmother."

"Tell the esteemed Consigliere to come here alone."

"...Yes."

Armo doubted whether the other side would comply with Elena's request. As soon as he moved away from the car, Veronica whispered to Elena again.

"I didn't mean we should meet in this car."

"It's always better to establish dominance clearly."

"Well, I suppose that's true."

Veronica readily agreed. The other party wasn't in a position to refuse Elena's demand.

Simultaneously, Veronica got out of the back seat and moved to the passenger seat.

Elena moved to where Veronica had been sitting to make room for their guest.

Shortly after, Armo carefully opened the rear door, revealing an elderly werewolf with a calm demeanor.

"This is the first time we're meeting face to face, Doctor."

"...It's an honor to meet you, Godmother."

The identity of the old werewolf was Dr. Zabbit Bobov, the current Consigliere of the Dragovich Family.
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# Zavit Bobov. Also known as 'The Doctor.'

Though today he's known as the consigliere of the Dragovich Family, he was originally famous for a different background.

A mafia boss.

And not just any boss—he was a boss from the Old Continent, not this country.

Lugdova, a nation located far to the north of Tyrenia.

A country established on harsh and barren land, with half its territory described as frozen wasteland, but where there are people, crime inevitably exists.

The organization to which the Doctor belonged was called the Oherovo Brotherhood.

Based in central Lugdova, they had infiltrated every corner of local society, eating away at the nation. Among criminal organizations, they were quite influential in their own right.

But as they say, the longer the tail, the more likely it gets stepped on.

When the Brotherhood's violence became too extreme to ignore any longer, even the corrupt government had to get off its heavy backside.

Tipped off about what was coming, the Doctor took action before the government could tighten the noose around his neck.

He shrewdly abandoned his underworld life and fled across the sea to a foreign country.

Afterward, the Doctor used the wealth he had carefully secured during his escape to become a Doctor of Law in a remarkably short time. It was an achievement accomplished in a timeframe that would have been impossible for others.

Having become a real doctor, he led a life that was extraordinarily ordinary compared to his past, and people soon remembered him not as a mafia boss but as a scholar and famous philanthropist.

In particular, he gained public support by engaging in charitable work for discriminated non-human races while punishing discriminators.

He was always surrounded by individuals of unknown identity, and even in this country, he acquired solid connections, wealth, power, and honor.

However, he made a grave mistake unbecoming of his academic credentials.

He published a memoir meticulously detailing his time as the boss of the Oherovo Brotherhood.

The book was titled "The Liquidator: A Boss's Confession."

Through this book, the Doctor honestly confessed his past. Of course, there were some exaggerations and omissions.

As a result, the life of a man who had committed countless crimes without paying for them and was set to live out his natural life completely changed.

He became an overnight sensation.

The person most bewildered by this outcome might have been the Doctor himself.

The problem was that not only ordinary people but also criminals in this country were very interested in the book.

In retrospect, it was a natural reaction. After all, not just an ordinary member but a boss of an organization had blabbed about his numerous crimes to the public.

Moreover, when the Doctor published his memoir, he had already been settled in this country for several years.

Though his beginnings may have been humble, the knowledge he had accumulated over years wasn't going anywhere.

From the perspective of the mafia, it was as if a well-educated colleague from another country had shown up saying, "Come sit down. Let me tell you an amazing story!"

What happened afterward was quite simple.

The boss of the Dragovich Family invited him.

While all Five Families showed interest in him, the Dragovich Family was different. Most of their members had come to this country from Lugdova.

To exaggerate slightly, they were practically from the same hometown.

Anyway, it was then that the Doctor recalled the lesson that in this cruel world, no one can ever feel completely safe.

Even the mysterious attendants who had been of great help in punishing discriminators were of little use against the Five Families.

And so, Mikhail Dragovich got what he wanted.

The Doctor, who was initially just an associate of the Family, soon became an official member.

This was because he was both an insider of the underworld and a legal scholar who knew the law inside and out.

His becoming a Doctor of Law wasn't just for academic achievement. There was a clear intention to use detailed legal knowledge to avoid arrest and detention.

These factors, along with his intellectual superiority based on his degree, led him to an even higher position.

That of consigliere to the Dragovich Family.

What happened afterward is well known.

The rebellion of the Wolf and the Spider.

The fall of the Five Families as the rebellion succeeded, and the emergence of the Godfather who managed to pacify the underworld.

And then, a few years later, the death of the Godfather and the ensuing chaos.

More recently, even the Doctor's boss lost his life.

It would be a lie to say he wasn't resentful, but more important than departed connections was the survival of himself and his subordinates.

"I apologize for not being able to arrange things properly due to the sudden schedule."

"It's fine. I never expected to be greeted by both the Godmother and the boss of the Five Families."

The Doctor replied with apparent humility.

"..."

Veronica had no intention of hiding her identity, but she hadn't expected to be seen through so easily.

"Have you met the boss of the Carmen Family before?"

Elena asked on behalf of her sister who was not related by blood.

"No. I've only seen her in photographs a few times."

At the Doctor's answer, Elena turned to look at Veronica. Veronica nodded as if to confirm she had never met the Doctor either.

"Well, it's only natural that we would investigate each other."

It was a reasonable statement. The more information, the better.

Provided, of course, that the information is true.

"I appreciate your understanding."

The Doctor showed no signs of impatience.

It was a calmness that seemed incongruous with someone who had suddenly requested a meeting with the Pellini Family.

"I think it would be good for both of us to get to the point now."

"..."

But when Elena took the initiative, the Doctor remained silent.

Veronica didn't miss that momentary pause. In her opinion, the old werewolf before her was clearly flustered inside.

"I believe both of you are well aware of our Family's situation."

"That you're in the midst of internal strife since your head was cut off?"

"Veronica."

Elena restrained Veronica's blunt expression.

"Yes."

But the Doctor didn't seem to mind.

"The consigliere, the underboss, and even the most powerful caporegime. They would all be suitable candidates to become the next boss, wouldn't they?"

"In normal circumstances, the underboss would be the right choice."

"I appreciate your honesty."

Veronica interjected into the conversation once again.

"After all, covering the sun with your hand doesn't make it disappear."

"But you don't intend to leave the sun alone, do you?"

"No, and the underboss would share my thoughts."

"What thoughts are you referring to?"

"I pledge my loyalty to the Godmother and the Godfather."

Elena had asked about the Doctor and the underboss's intentions. But the Doctor came straight to the point.

"You understand what that means, don't you?"

"...Of course."

What the Doctor was proposing was clearly betrayal.

Moreover, in a situation where the Family was in chaos due to the boss's death.

In such circumstances, to invite external intervention to suppress other factions within the Family, and furthermore, to deliver the Family to foreign powers... it could be considered the worst form of betrayal.

It wasn't unprecedented in the underworld, but it wasn't a common sight either.

"I imagine you're not the only one seeking my help."

"..."

The Doctor closed his eyes gently at Elena's words. The Godmother was not wrong.

The underboss of the Dragovich Family.

The Doctor's strongest competitor was someone who would do exactly what the Doctor was trying to do here, and more.

The key was who could move the Godfather and Godmother first.

The Doctor had played his maximum cards. Among them was the card of the Doctor's retirement.

Elena and Veronica found it hard to believe, but since the Doctor mentioned it first, they could secure a clear justification.

This meeting, held in a space too small to be called a conference, didn't last long.

"Let's discuss the details next time."

"Yes, Godmother. Then, I'll take my leave."

Tap. The Doctor carefully closed the car door after getting out.

"Sister, so what are you going to do?"

It was after the Doctor had completely moved away from the car.

Elena looked at the disappearing Doctor through the window before turning to Veronica.

"Well, I think we need to consider the sincerity of him being the first to seek me out."

"You're not thinking of letting that snake of a man live, are you?"

"Veronica."

The red eyes in the car glowed, staring at Veronica.

Under that threatening gaze, the crimson eyes couldn't help but hold their breath.

"As Luke's sister, you're my sister too. But I'd like you not to cross certain lines, family or not."

"...Yes."

*

After an important meeting in an open space had ended.

The meeting taking place in a shabby detective agency in southern Hevilly showed no signs of stopping.

Ring-ring!

The loud sound of a telephone on the office desk.

"Huh?"

The face of the fallen detective, who had clearly said he was quitting smoking and drinking earlier, was flushed red.

"A new client? Looks like business is picking up."

I said, putting down a cheap bottle of liquor on the table.

"No way."

Jack rose with an incredulous look and headed toward the telephone.

Though he didn't seem to have drunk much, his staggering appearance made it clear that the years had been unkind to him.

"Jack Lawrence here. Head of the Southern Security Office."

It seemed rather unfriendly for a detective answering a client's call.

"..."

But judging by his expression, I thought it might not be a client after all.

"I'll relay that."

Clack! Jack roughly put down the receiver.

"The Godmother met with the consigliere of the Dragovich Family, they say."

"...Who was that?"

"One of the wolves, I guess. Convenient that the Godfather is in my office."

"..."

I suddenly became fully alert. Even though Jack was the Legend of the Wolf, he wasn't currently affiliated with the Wolves, so I wondered how much he had heard.

"Don't worry. I tend to keep my clients' secrets."

"So I'm already being treated as a client."

It was fortunate amid misfortune.

But according to Jack, it was all needless worry. All the wolf on the other end of the line had conveyed was that Elena and the Doctor had met.

"The werewolves are starting to move too, it seems."

"Speaking of the Doctor..."

"Ah yes, Vito really liked that book he wrote."

"Ha."

It was pointless to argue. It wasn't just a matter of liking.

"The Liquidator: A Boss's Confession"

The preface of that book begins like this:

'To those who wanted to live more splendidly than God. And to the many who sacrificed their lives to pave the way for us who ultimately survived but belatedly realized the true value of freedom and an ordinary family, and died without even having time to read this book.'

The reason the Oherovo Brotherhood fell wasn't just because of government pursuit.

Terrible infighting. After endless internal strife, 11 out of 12 bosses were killed. The only boss who wasn't killed was the Doctor.

Perhaps it was because he had captured those life-and-death experiences in his book.

Father liked the Doctor's book even before he subjugated the Five Families.

"..."

"Leaving already?"

"I have to. My revenge isn't over yet."

"..."

Jack didn't deny my words.

Instead, he raised his nearly empty bottle of liquor toward me as I left the office.

***
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After the brief encounter in the car.

One armored vehicle that had left the empty lot in the central part of the city headed straight east.

This made sense, as the Fellini Family's headquarters was located closer to the eastern side of the central district.

"Are you really going to be okay with this?"

"..."

Meanwhile, Veronica had returned to the back seat where she had originally been sitting.

More important than that was the conversation the two women had immediately after their meeting with the doctor ended.

"Sister."

"Are you trying to make me repeat myself?"

But what was happening in the car now made that conversation seem meaningless.

It was a continuous situation of Veronica relentlessly calling out to Elena, and Elena exercising patience before eventually responding with brief remarks.

"No matter how much I think about it, I just don't understand."

"..."

Elena desperately wanted to do something about the mouth that kept chattering beside her.

She was certain that her threats had been effective just moments ago.

"Are you really not going to tell me?"

"Luke might keep a secret, but your mouth is too loose."

"My mouth is plenty tight."

"Ha."

If it was meant as a joke, it was quite a funny one.

The boss of the Carmen Family, who made a living buying and selling information, claiming to be tight-lipped.

...No, wait.

On second thought, if information was her product, then perhaps she would be serious about handling that product with care. That made some sense.

"It's not like there are many ears to hear it anyway. You're being too harsh."

"So what exactly are you curious about?"

"Sister, you really haven't been listening to me at all."

The two women seemed full of complaints about each other.

"I asked if you really intend to let the doctor live."

"Of course not."

"So you are planning to dispose of him after all?"

Elena remained silent at the follow-up question.

"..."

Veronica thought she might say something, and this time her intuition was correct.

"I'm just giving him a brief grace period."

"Hmm, I see."

Veronica couldn't understand, but Elena had her reasons.

"I'm not sure if brother would agree with that."

When Veronica mentioned Luke, Elena smiled silently.

"Why are you smiling?"

"Nothing. I just think you don't know Luke as well as you think."

"..."

There was something that Elena and Luke knew, but Veronica didn't.

It was the fact that the previous Don had been extremely fond of the doctor's memoirs.

So much so that even after subjugating the Five Families, he had made several attempts to bring the doctor over from the Dragovich Family.

'Still, killing him would be best.'

Elena was so lost in her thoughts that she didn't notice her non-blood-related sister glaring at her.

"So how long of a grace period are you planning to give him?"

"After we deal with the doctor's competitors would be good."

Elena answered the sudden question simply.

Regardless of her father's fondness for the doctor, he was one of the enemies who had harmed her father along with his boss.

Moreover, the doctor could potentially become a central figure for the Dragovich Family after everything was over.

During their meeting, the doctor hadn't tried to claim he was just following his boss's orders or shift all responsibility to his boss regarding the Don's death.

That attitude, at least, was commendable.

"We have the justification on our side anyway."

"You mean his promise to retire after this is over?"

She nodded at Veronica's response.

That part wasn't something they had demanded first; it was a condition the doctor himself had proposed.

Thanks to that, it would be easier for the Fellini Family to deal with the doctor.

After eliminating the other competitors of the Dragovich Family, when the doctor and the remaining Dragovich Family surrendered to the Fellini Family.

They could simply force the doctor to retire based on the previously agreed terms.

And if he refused to retire, it would be the same outcome.

They would ride the momentum of eliminating the competitors and dispose of the doctor.

While she couldn't immediately avenge her parents, strategically speaking, it wasn't a bad move at all.

"I want to get back to the mansion soon."

"..."

Though she didn't respond to Veronica's comment as she gazed out the window, Elena secretly agreed.

Elena had no doubt that Luke would have made the same choice as her.

The two bosses of the Five Families both wanted to arrive at the mansion as soon as possible.

*

How nice that would have been.

To cut to the chase, I hadn't even started heading toward the mansion, let alone arrived there.

Just a moment ago.

I had left the office with Jack seeing me off. I expected Warren to have the car running and waiting for me.

But my expectations were betrayed spectacularly.

The armored vehicle and Warren were nowhere to be seen. On top of that, irregular gunshots could be heard around the building.

"What the hell?! What's going on...?"

"Get down!"

I shouted at Jack, who was yelling from the office window.

It didn't seem like Jack would hear me, but he quickly disappeared from the window.

Going back into the building might be one option.

I pressed myself against the building wall as much as possible and surveyed my surroundings. Just as I was about to head back inside the building.

Rustle.

At that moment, I heard a sound.

It was definitely someone's presence. Not loud, but clearly audible from around the corner.

'Damn it.'

There was no time to retreat into the building.

I perked up my ears and focused on the sound. Simultaneously, I pulled out my pistol from my coat and aimed it straight ahead.

"..."

'What's going on? Why is it so quiet?'

This changed things. I needed to move before whoever was around the corner did.

As I lunged forward, the other person reacted as well.

In that split second, our eyes met.



"..."

The person quickly drew their gun and aimed at me. I saw them hastily lower the barrel upon noticing my small stature.

"Luke."

"What are you doing here?"

Sarina.

Fortunately, the person I was facing off with was her. We both quickly lowered our guns that had been pointed at each other.

I hadn't expected her to appear at all, but she seemed to have anticipated that I would be here.

"Where's Warren?"

"...He's dead. We should move now."

The guy is dead?

I wondered if the gunshots I heard earlier had been aimed at Warren.

But something felt off about that. Too many things had happened in such a short time.

"He was already hit by a sniper when I arrived. I've already dealt with the sniper."

Sarina answered as if she knew exactly what I was thinking.

Even as we talked, we were gradually moving away from Jack's office building.

How far had we walked?

I could see my armored vehicle and what must have been the car Sarina had arrived in. There were also some wolves waiting beside the two cars.

But Warren was nowhere to be seen.

Had they already recovered his body?

"Sister!"

"Lower your voice."

Neither Sarina nor I needed to say anything.

One wolf showed behavior inappropriate for this urgent situation, but was quickly restrained by another wolf.

"Don, Sister. Please get in quickly."

"Right."

Who were the people attacking me?

What happened to Warren's body?

How many wolves had stayed behind to buy us time to escape?

I had many questions, but I did what I needed to do.

Thud.

Sarina and I got into the back seat of the car she had arrived in.

My armored vehicle was too conspicuous, and upon closer inspection, I noticed a small hole in the driver's seat.

Sarina's words about Warren being hit by a sniper came back to me.

"Did they use some kind of magic?"

"...That might be the case. It seems neither Luke nor Jack sensed anything."

Yes. It was strange no matter how I thought about it.

Even if Jack and I had been drinking, a shot powerful enough to make a hole that size would have made considerable noise.

Magic that silences surrounding sounds.

It's not something impossible to obtain, but if they had prepared such a thing, they weren't ordinary opponents.

"Step on it."

"Yes, Sister."

The two cars began to move at Sarina's command.

*

The two cars quickly began to leave the scene. But she remained vigilant, watching their surroundings carefully.

The Don, who had narrowly escaped thanks to her and the other wolves, also silently checked their surroundings.

The enemies knew Luke's destination, and given their level of preparation, there was no telling what else they might have ready.

It was a continuous state of tension.

But even after some time had passed, there was no attack on the two cars.

"..."

Sarina looked around.

The Don had fallen asleep, and the wolves in both cars—the one carrying her and the Don, and the Don's armored vehicle—seemed to have lowered their guard somewhat.

"Sister."

"What?"

"Is the Don alright?"

"...Just a moment."

Come to think of it, she had forgotten to check.

Sarina hurriedly examined Luke's body. His movements seemed normal, but there could be injuries not visible to the eye.

The wolves in the driver's and passenger's seats waited for Sarina's response.

"He's fine."

"Phew... That's a relief."

Sarina nodded in agreement with the wolf who sighed in relief.

"Now focus back on your jobs."

"Yes."

Though she was speaking to the other wolves, Sarina also remained vigilant.

"..."

But even as she checked various parts of his body, he showed no signs of waking up.

Sarina looked again at the Don who was sound asleep.

'In the old days, he would have been up long before now.'

How many years ago was it exactly?

Their first meeting was more than 10 years ago.

Since both had been trained from childhood to become wolves, tools of the Five Families... it wasn't exactly a romantic encounter.

Sarina had been living in an orphanage before Luke arrived.

It was called an orphanage, but in reality, it was a bleak place where children suitable for becoming wolves were selected and subjected to strict, inhumane training.

While she had avoided starving to death in the back alleys, life there was extremely monotonous for Sarina.

Then one day, a new child appeared.

"What? Really?"

Separate from the organization known as the wolves, there was a legendary figure nicknamed "the Wolf."

Sarina moved quickly upon hearing that a boy taken in directly by the Wolf she had only heard about and admired had arrived.

Her steps were full of anticipation.

According to the other children, it seemed that as soon as he arrived, he had subdued the leader of one group and become the leader himself.

"Hey!"

A young Sarina shouted as she flung the door open.

"...?"

"Are you the Wolf's son? What's your name?!"

What caught her eye was a tiny boy arranging bizarre objects around the room.

The other children in the room seemed to have already submitted to the boy and were helping him with his task.

"Luke. Call me whatever you like."

"..."

If she were to describe her first impression...

He was a child who seemed to have an invisible wall around him.

But Luke was always surrounded by other children. It was around that time that Giovanni and Carso met Luke as well.

Sarina also quickly came to follow Luke.

She couldn't remember the exact reason why.

Perhaps it was the desolate look in his eyes that seemed impossible for a child of that age. She had thought there must be some complicated story behind it.

While the reason was unclear, the choice had been correct.

Of all the children at that orphanage, only Luke and the three children who followed him survived to become wolves.

"...Sister!!!"

"What?! Can't you see Luke is sleeping?"

Sarina responded with an irritated voice to the call that interrupted her reminiscence.

The wolf in the passenger seat pointed behind them, and Sarina quickly turned her head.

Among the many vehicles behind the car carrying her and Luke... there were several cars with suspiciously obvious occupants.

Before Sarina could give any instructions, the two cars increased their speed.

The Don's armored vehicle urgently moved behind the car carrying Sarina and the Don, becoming a literal barrier.

"Sister, we'll be in old man Leonhart's territory soon."

"What's the point of saying that? Just keep driving!"

"Yes!"

The wolf in the driver's seat was frantically working the pedals.

But they couldn't easily shake off their pursuers. This was a proper road, and there were other cars congesting the path ahead of them.

"Sister, should we take a side route?"

"No. If anything, they probably won't attack in a crowded area."

"..."

Two conflicting opinions from the wolves.

Both had their pros and cons, but Sarina couldn't risk the Don's life in the current situation.

"Take the side route. I'll signal the guys behind us."

"Yes!"
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The Don's car and the Don's armored vehicle.

The two vehicles suddenly veered off the main road.

The wolves in the armored vehicle didn't miss the hand signal sent by Sarina, and their pursuers had no intention of letting them escape either.

"It seems they're following us."

"They're not just 'seeming to'—they are following us."

Sarina replied sharply to the wolf in the passenger seat.

"Sister, shouldn't we wake the Don?"

The moment she heard those words, her beloved man entered her field of vision.

"..."

As she looked back, she could see the pursuers already swarming the narrow road. It was an utterly unpleasant sight.

Thinking there was no other choice, Sarina began to wake the Don.

"Luke! Luke!!! Wake up!"

Her voice grew louder inside the car racing down the road.

At that moment.

Suddenly, a horrific sound came from behind.

"What the hell?!"

It was a sound beyond what any human could possibly make.

That was because the sound was coming from the machine gun mounted on the rear of the armored vehicle.

Had the wolves in the armored vehicle misinterpreted her voice as some kind of signal? Or perhaps it was due to the pressure from the pursuers gradually closing the distance from behind.

Sarina knew the power of that machine gun well.

"..."

Above all, she had been thinking about using the machine gun to wipe out their pursuers ever since they left the main road.

There might have been a more appropriate timing, but Sarina decided to wake the Don first.

"Sister, should we speed up?!"

"...Floor it!"

When the wolf in the driver's seat asked, Sarina answered without the slightest hesitation.

"..."

"Luke."

"What's all this commotion about?"

A car racing urgently.

I can't quite remember when I fell asleep, but there was Sarina with an urgent and complicated expression.

And the sound of machine gun fire coming from somewhere.

"See for yourself."

Though Sarina said that, she carefully supported me.

Looking directly out the rear window, I could see the wolves in my armored vehicle firing the machine gun wildly at numerous pursuers.

"..."

I'm not sure if this is the right expression for the current situation.

But it was truly a spectacular sight.

"Only five cars left now."

"...How many were there originally?"

"At least more than ten."

When I questioned Sarina's statement, the wolf in the passenger seat answered.

"Any idea who they are?"

"Well, there are orcs and spider-men among them."

"..."

After hearing Sarina's answer, I immediately thought of certain people.

The Carmen Family.

Since Veronica became the boss, there were both orcs and spider-men among the regular members of that family.

"You have someone in mind, don't you?"

"Surely it can't be them."

"If not them, then perhaps Dragovich's people deliberately sent those types after us."

Sarina mentioned another possibility.

Yes, if I had to guess, that's more likely to be correct. But her tone suggested she hoped it wasn't.

While Sarina and I were having this convenient conversation, a noisy gunfight was still raging behind us.

The pursuers must have been greatly confused by the sudden machine gun barrage. By the time they properly assessed the situation, half of them had been reduced to mere chunks of flesh.

They started returning fire and were keeping a greater distance than before.

While the machine gun had impressive firepower, its accuracy tended to be lower.

"Sarina, where are we right now?"

"In Old Man Slime's territory."

Then it was obvious that Old Man Leonhart's subordinates would soon show their faces. They weren't the type to sit idle while such chaos unfolded in their territory.

"It doesn't seem like they'll close the distance any further anyway."

Whenever someone says something like that, the opposite tends to happen.

I couldn't help feeling anxious about Sarina's death flag, but the situation showed no signs of worsening.

Some of the pursuers seemed to have essentially given up, unable to close the distance.

"...Huh?!"

A death cry came from the passenger seat.

Simultaneously, our car shook violently. I couldn't even begin to guess what was happening.

What was clear was that the windshield shattered spectacularly, and the interior of the car became a complete mess.

"Luke, are you okay?"

This didn't seem like the time to worry about me. Sticky red blood was flowing from Sarina's forehead.

Of course, I was also having trouble steadying myself from the sudden impact... but at least I wasn't bleeding.

"...What just happened?"

We looked around as we spoke, but no answer came.

The wolves in the driver's and passenger seats were in worse condition than us. The impact from the front had clearly been severe.

"Don!"

The voices of the wolves in the armored vehicle.

They probably hadn't anticipated what happened to the car ahead either.

"Luke."

Sarina still prioritized me over herself. She and I supported each other as we hurriedly exited the car.

It was fortunate amid the misfortune that none of our body parts got caught or crushed in the crumpled vehicle.

"..."

Only then could I assess the situation.

We had been speeding down a narrow road, using the armored vehicle with the machine gun as a shield. It wasn't surprising that we collided with a civilian car that had nothing to do with the underworld.

*

Whatever the situation, I was thankful I still had enough strength to move properly.

"Sister! Over here!"

"Forget about me and get Luke in first!"

Despite the urgent situation, my gaze kept drifting elsewhere. The vehicle that had collided with the car Sarina and I were in.

The people in that car—probably a family—were desperately calling out for each other.

"Get Sarina and the others in first."

"What?!"

The wolves who had exited the car were greatly shocked by my words.

Even though the machine gun had created some distance, the pursuers were gradually closing in from behind.

And then there was the terrible collision in front of us.

In this situation, their reaction to being told to leave the Don behind and move on their own was understandable.

The machine gun barrage that had been firing at the pursuers stopped.

"What are you doing? Keep firing!"

"We're out of ammo!"

There was no way around it then.

But even in this dire situation, Sarina showed no intention of following my instructions.

"Move now."

I didn't even need to shout.

The wolves did glance at Sarina, but they seemed to understand there was no better option. Sarina noticed their intentions and cursed.

Regardless, I gave the wolves clear instructions.

First, to move Sarina and the injured to a safe place.

Second, to seek support from Old Man Leonhart and his subordinates who were in charge of this area.

"Let go of me! You crazy bastards!"

"Sarina, I have a plan."

"Luke! Don't do this..."

She couldn't finish her sentence.

The wolves moved swiftly. They loaded her and the other wolves into the armored vehicle and left the scene.

"..."

I watched the armored vehicle leave the scene and then turned to look at the pursuers.

As they gradually closed the distance, I lowered my posture.

My clothes fell away, and in the blink of an eye, I transformed into a small wolf.

Then, ostentatiously wagging my tail at the pursuers, I moved in the opposite direction of the armored vehicle.

"Ignore the car!"

A voice loud enough to be heard from a distance.

I looked back at them, wondering if they might just say that but actually chase the armored vehicle.

But their target was me.

All the surviving pursuers were following me.

'Good, that's one worry gone.'

At least Sarina and the others were safe now. All I needed to do was take care of myself.

"..."

But something felt off with my body.

My left front paw was throbbing, and I seemed to have some balance issues.

Well, my body wasn't in perfect condition when I transformed into a wolf, so it couldn't be helped.

'At least my nose is working fine.'

My sense of smell was incomparably more sensitive than in my human form. Thanks to this, I could quickly identify the location I wanted.

The pungent smell of metal and the strong odor of paint.

Such powerful scents were harder to miss than to detect.

"Just run him over with the car!"

The problem was the pursuers.

The loud voice was still audible from a distance, but there was something more important. They showed no signs of giving up.

And no matter how fast a wolf might be, outrunning a car wasn't easy.

I used the narrowest alleys to buy time. All the while, I steadily moved toward my destination.

It had been a while since I'd moved this much in this form.

By the time I reached my destination, I was panting like a dog exhausted from the heat.

"..."

As much as I wanted to rest, hiding was the priority.

An abandoned construction site. I headed straight inside.

I didn't know how long it had been abandoned, but it was the perfect space for me right now.

Screech!

The sound of several cars stopping noisily outside.

On the way here, Old Man Leonhart's subordinates had tried to stop them, but they were outmatched.

It wasn't an organized response, just a chance encounter on the street.

"Get up there quickly!"

"Deal with him before the others arrive!"

Such noisy fellows.

I waited on the second floor of the construction site for them to come up.

From the sounds, it seemed some had stayed on the first floor to prepare for any unexpected situations.

"Damn it, I can't see anything."

That's right. The first one to climb the stairs was clearly a werewolf.

Sarina had mentioned orcs and spider-men, so it seemed Dragovich's people were indeed behind this.

"He must be hiding somewhere. Search every inch."

"How are we supposed to find anything in this darkness?"

Following the first one, others appeared in succession. The ratio was about half werewolves and half orcs.

"Shut up and move. He's small, so don't miss even the narrowest gap."

"..."

In the end, they were just a bunch of nobodies.

If it had been Mikhail or one of the underbosses, they wouldn't have said such things.

*

The pursuers moved busily.

It was a golden opportunity to kill Luke Pellini, the Don of the Pellini Family.

There was still no news from the pursuers who remained on the first floor. Of course, that was no reason to feel at ease.

This was clearly Pellini Family territory.

"Damn it. This is endless. Shouldn't we bring flashlights or something?"

"Maybe he escaped further up. How about going to the third floor?"

"No, let's thoroughly check the second floor first."

Something approached one of the pursuers from behind.

The pursuer, busy talking with others, didn't notice what was coming up behind him.

"Ugh...!"

Threatening fangs and a massive maw struck the pursuer's shoulder in an instant, dragging him into the darkness.

"What was that?! What was that sound?!"

The pursuers couldn't properly understand what had happened in the darkness.

Immediately after, another pursuer collided with something.

Unable to withstand the strong impact, the pursuer's chest and abdomen bent inward, and the terrible sound of breaking ribs echoed around.

"Oh shit!"

After an empty curse, gunshots rang out inside the abandoned construction site.

Those shots, of course, did me no harm.

"I guess you didn't know why I'm called the Little Wolf?"

I spoke in an eerie voice.

"Over there!"

Several gunshots followed toward the direction of the voice.

The muzzle flashes temporarily illuminated the darkness-engulfed construction site.

The pursuers were shocked by what they glimpsed in that fleeting moment.



There was no small wolf that they had been chasing until just now.

Instead, there was something with a size that couldn't be called a wolf, with grotesquely long and massive limbs.

My nickname is the Little Wolf.

Yes, it's classic but ironic.

"..."

"Aaaaargh!"

Meanwhile, the pursuers either froze in place or began to flee, screaming. Since I couldn't stay in this form for long anyway, it worked out well for me.

"It's best to eliminate all witnesses."

I began the hunt once more.
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Disorder.

There couldn't be a better word to describe the darkness of this abandoned construction site.

The pursuers who had chased me here had now become the hunted.

Each time my massive claws reached one of them, green skin was crushed, and the beast's yellow pupils filled with terror.

"Ugh..."

One of them tried to say something but collapsed with the sound of breaking bones.

Perhaps it's because I haven't taken this form in a while. These creatures, normally much larger than me, felt like toys in my grasp.

"Run! Everyone run!"

"Well, that's no fun."

One of the pursuers alerted the others downstairs about the situation. He immediately crumpled to the ground as my kick deformed his face.

"What? What's happening?!"

A booming voice.

'Right, there was one with an unusually loud voice.'

Just from his tone, I could guess what kind of creature he was. Someone more accustomed to giving orders than following them.

He was also the one directing this operation on the ground.

"..."

I quickly descended the stairs.

For an ordinary wolf, moving this fast down stairs would be impossible. But I could manage it because in this form, I had unusually long limbs for a wolf.

When my figure emerged from the shadows, the reactions of the pursuers on the first floor were quite a sight to behold.

Some drew their guns at me. Others hurriedly started their cars.

Among them, a few sharp ones tried to flee somewhere.

"Don't run!"

Amid the barrage of bullets being fired, one bullet flew not at me but at someone else.

That bullet swiftly and accurately pierced the head of someone trying to escape the construction site.

I couldn't help but laugh.

Did he think he was some kind of political officer?

Their panicked state was amusing.

"..."

Of course, I had no intention of ignoring all the incoming bullets and just taking the hits.

Just because I'd grown larger didn't mean my fur and skin had become impenetrable. Still, moving my body nimbly was enough.

"Get out of the way!"

How dare you!

CRASH—!

One car that had started its engine first was ready to charge at me.

Just as the driver shouted at the surrounding pursuers to move aside, I brought down my heavy forepaw on the engine and its hood.

The car's hood crumpled as if hit by a heavy mace.

With a loud noise, murky smoke rose from the engine area.

"..."

The driver stared at the scene in a daze. Immediately after, I used my other paw to send the driver's head flying.

Curses erupted from all around.

They weren't threats meant to intimidate; they were more like involuntary outbursts.

After I physically demonstrated to them that there was no escape, the situation was quickly resolved. ...Though given that the surroundings were completely covered in blood, "resolved" might be stretching it.

Well, at least now I was left with only the one who had the exceptionally loud voice.

He couldn't even open his eyes properly, perhaps still reeling from the attack I'd inflicted.

"...You monster."

To think those would be his last words. I thought he might have some spirit.

"You just figured that out?"

He remained a fool till the end.

It would be nice to extract information, but now wasn't the time. I couldn't stay in this state for long either.

"Farewell."

I finished him off. Like the others, I instantly crushed his head and upper body with my massive forepaw.

At least he wouldn't have felt any pain.

"Phew..."

One mountain after another.

That's exactly how I felt. I looked around to check if anyone had survived.

'I should head back soon.'

Of course, I didn't forget to return to my original form.

While transforming into a wolf was already taxing for me, this current form was a different story altogether.

At this rate... I might need to sleep for several days straight, if not a whole week.

Only after several eerie sounds of twisting bones did I return to my naked elven form.

"Damn it. Is there anything decent around?"

The wolf who had finished hunting began searching for spoils.

'If I had known this would happen, I should have controlled my strength better.'

It had been so long since I'd transformed that I had swung wildly rather than controlling my power.

The state of the dead pursuers was truly miserable. More importantly, there were hardly any intact clothes left.

"Can't be helped."

With no other choice, I headed toward the car whose engine I had first destroyed. There lay the corpse of the driver whose head I had immediately blown off.

Naturally, the head was missing.

I had just sent it flying. As a result, the clothes he had been wearing were soaked with blood that had flowed from his neck.

"Hmm..."

They were too wet. And the smell of blood was overwhelming.

The good news was that only the top was soaked in blood. The pants were relatively intact.

I knew it was a conspicuous state, but I decided to leave the scene for now.

*

I was about to leave the abandoned construction site.

I saw several cars approaching the site rather than passing by.

"..."

'Could there be more of them?'

They weren't police cars. Both their color and atmosphere were far from that of the police.

I started to worry about what to do. Actually, with that many, did I even have a choice?

There was no option other than transforming back into a wolf.

"Master!"

"Phew."

At that moment, I heard a voice desperately calling for me. I unconsciously let out a sigh of relief.

The car at the front stopped in front of me.

The cars behind either headed toward the construction site or positioned themselves around to control access to the area.

"Please get in quickly."

"Alright."

Both the driver and the other passengers were all slimes.

Naturally, they were riding peculiar walkers like old man Leonhart. The walkers had a very unique form.

The arms and legs looked convincing, but the head part was a bit... it looked like a slime blob placed on a plate.

"What's this?"

But there were familiar items on the back seat. Why were they here?

"We recovered them near the car that had the accident."

"You did well to find them."

Though I said it like that, I felt like praising them. I could finally be free from these wet clothes soaked in someone else's blood.

That said, for an ordinary person, changing clothes in this cramped car would be impossible.

But for someone small like me, it was a different story.

I quickly took off the dirty, blood-stained clothes and swiftly changed.

My own clothes are truly the best.

"Did old man Leonhart send you?"

"Yes, we didn't expect you to come all the way here."

Still, they found me quite quickly.

It might be because the pursuers had caused a commotion in the old man's territory.

Suddenly, something came to mind. It was a crucial matter for me.

"How are the other wolves?"

"I heard they're all safe."

"That's a relief."

It seemed that not only Sarina and the wolves in the armored car but also the wolves in my car were safe.

"So where are we going now?"

"To our headquarters."

"..."

Old man Leonhart's headquarters.

Obviously, it wouldn't be the headquarters used during the days with the Carmen Family. If I remember correctly, it was one of the suitable restaurants.

"Are the wolves there too?"

"Yes, they're all waiting for you, Master."

I felt somewhat uneasy. I didn't think that cunning slime, old man Leonhart, would miss such an opportunity.

"Sigh..."

"Master, you don't look well. Are you feeling unwell somewhere?"

"No, it's nothing."

Perhaps due to the strain from the forced transformation, I felt increasingly drowsy. Falling asleep in old man Leonhart's clutches would be too problematic.

I tried my best to resist this persistent drowsiness.

"We've arrived."

"Already? That was quick."

But their headquarters was closer than I had expected.

"..."

I got out of the car through the door opened by a slime riding a peculiar walker. The outside air seemed to chase away some of the drowsiness.

"Luke!"

"Sarina."

She rushed toward me as soon as she spotted me. I was worried she might trip.

Though not severely injured, Sarina had bandages all over her body, probably from the recent accident.

There were also traces of blood that hadn't been wiped away.

"Are you hurt anywhere?!"

"No, it's not even my blood to begin with."

Other wolves approached us.

Behind them, I could see old man Leonhart waiting for his turn.

"You were lucky."

The old man's patience ran out quickly.

He spoke to me as if he had no interest in my reunion with Sarina.

"That sounds like sarcasm."

"Not at all. By the way, I heard the scene became quite a mess."

Ha, right.

The old man probably already knew everything, so there was no need to hide it.

"I used that after a long time."

"..."

Contrary to my expectation, old man Leonhart didn't say anything. He looked like he was deep in thought.

"Luke, don't tell me..."

"Yes, exactly what you're thinking. Let's head to the mansion for now."

"Yes! Just a moment."

As soon as I finished speaking, Sarina and the other wolves moved swiftly. They seemed to move without any concern for their injuries.

I'm sorry to old man Leonhart, but I couldn't continue the conversation any further.

Because...

As soon as I got into the car prepared by the wolves, I fell asleep. It would probably be days before I opened my eyes again.

It had been a long time since I'd been afraid of falling asleep.
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"..."

How many days had passed?

I wasn't sure, but when I woke up, it was still the middle of the night.

Moving my body after not just a day but several days felt truly strange. A contradictory sensation of tingling all over while simultaneously lacking strength.

After repeatedly moving my arms and legs a few times, I felt somewhat better.

During my abnormally long sleep, a consequence of my forced transformation.

There were no dramatic changes I could immediately feel, no bizarre or ominous dreams.

'But who was it?'

Except for one thing.

While I was sleeping, someone had touched me with affectionate hands and even seemed to have shared my bed.

I didn't know the exact time.

I didn't even know what day it was.

"...Luke."

That single word still echoing in my ears.

Since they called me by name, it wasn't Veronica. No, was it right to exclude her as a suspect based on just that?

Since Elena and I had given permission, Veronica had her own room in this mansion.

Considering the ease of access to this room, I thought she might be more likely to be the culprit than Sarina.

'Still, that makes three suspects.'

Elena and Felicia. My two wives, and Sarina.

Setting aside minor details, if I narrowed it down based solely on who would call me by name, there were three suspects.

If one of my wives was the culprit, it wouldn't be an issue. It's natural for a wife to share a bed with her husband.

But if it was Sarina...

"Surely not... right?"

[Never say 'surely not.']

Just as I fearfully considered the possibility, the darkness in the dim room twisted into bizarre movements, forming letters. That status window hadn't changed at all, it seemed.

"Always saying such unlucky things."

I was well aware that Sarina admired me.

If someone couldn't notice that, they wouldn't just be insensitive—they'd be completely thick-headed.

But Sarina wasn't the type to do such things without confirming my consent first.

I was certain of this, having known her since childhood. We had gone through wolf training together and crossed the line between life and death several times afterward.

We knew almost everything about each other.

"Hmm."

Veronica and Sarina. While there was some possibility, if I trusted them and ruled them out, that left only...

Elena and Felicia.

I got up from the bed, wondering which of the two could have done such a thing.

It would be nice to stay on the soft bed longer, but I decided to turn on the lights first.

Click.

"..."

The room instantly brightened.

I squinted and couldn't move for a moment. I felt like a child of darkness.

But as time passed, everything resolved itself.

My stiffened body loosened, and I grew accustomed to the light after so long. It seemed time to leave this room.

"Alright, why don't you go back now?"

That's when it happened.

I heard voices from outside the door, followed by approaching footsteps.

The sounds were irregular... and considering their frequency, it was clearly more than one person.

'Elena and Felicia?'

Since I still hadn't identified who had done that to me while I was sleeping, I was deeply conflicted about how to face my two wives.

Creeeeak.

While I was lost in thought, someone opened the door.

"Oh my."

"...Luke?!"

As expected, the footsteps belonged to two people. My wives, Elena and Felicia.

I waved at them cheerfully.

"How long have you been awake?"

"Not long. About five minutes?"

If my sense of time was working properly, that is.

"Luke, it's been a while."

While Elena was questioning me, Felicia approached me regardless.

"Were you both alright?"

"Umm..."

At my question, Felicia made a face as if she didn't know how to respond. She looked at Elena instead of me.

"..."

Elena, receiving Felicia's gaze, remained equally silent.

"Can you at least tell me how long I've been asleep?"

"You didn't sleep that long. Only four days."

"Four days?"

"You once slept for a week, remember? This is nothing compared to that."

That was true.

But objectively speaking, four days was by no means a short time.

"Elena, Felicia."

"Yes?"

Both wives answered almost simultaneously.

"Before I hear what happened while I was sleeping, I'm going to shower first."

"Yes, we did pay attention to that, but that would be good."

They paid attention? What does that even...

As soon as Elena finished speaking, Felicia gave a meaningful smile.

What's going on?

Did one of them clean my body while I was sleeping? Well, if it was them, that would make sense.

"I'll be back shortly."

"Okay."

Leaving my two wives in the room, I headed for the shower.

No matter how much attention Elena and Felicia had paid, there was no escaping the discomfort I felt in my body.

"Now I feel alive again."

The shower wasn't very long.

I didn't completely change my clothes but came out wearing just a bathrobe.

I was curious about what had happened while I was sleeping and wanted to hear about it quickly, and I also felt a bit strange from sleeping too much.

"Did I keep you waiting?"

"No, it didn't take long. But did you come here dressed like that?"

I nodded.

Even without that comment, as I walked through the corridor in my bathrobe, every maid I encountered blushed.

The world truly favors the handsome.

I was newly grateful for my elven features, despite my short stature. If I didn't even have that... I didn't want to imagine.

"..."

"Feli. Aren't you staring too much?"

"Oh my, was I?"

At my comment, she withdrew the gaze she had been giving me.

Eyes like a child looking at a gift box. My bathrobe-clad appearance must have seemed that captivating to her.

Compared to her, Elena was very calm. No, looking at her eyes, she seemed to still be organizing her thoughts.

After a brief pause, I spoke.

"Elena, let's begin."

"Alright."

*

Three days ago.

Just one day after the new Don had fallen into a deep sleep following his forced transformation.

The Under Boss of the Dragovich Family went to see a rat-man.

"Oh, what brings you here, Igor?"

The rat-man had an office and appearance that didn't match his species at all.

"Money. It's about money."

"Money?"

"Is there a problem?"

"No, not at all. But usually, it was Mr. Dragovich or you who brought cash to me."

"..."

The Under Boss frowned as soon as the name of the now-deceased was mentioned.

"So how much do you need?"

"10 million."

"10 million?"

"10 million pounds. A little less is fine too."

"...By when?"

"By the end of this week."

He needed as much money as possible.

At least, that's what the Under Boss thought. Especially since he had missed the opportunity to kill the Don.

It was inevitable that the Fellini Family and the Five Families would discover who was behind the incident.

So to prepare for the coming all-out war and plan for the future, he needed as much money as possible.

"Ha."

"What's so funny?"

"Igor, it's impossible to prepare that much money in such a short time."

"The boss and I entrusted you with money."

The amount was exactly 10 million pounds. It perfectly matched the amount the Under Boss wanted to recover.

But the rat-man could only make a troubled expression.

"To be precise, it's 9 million pounds."

"No. It was exactly 10 million."

"Igor, I explained that laundering and hiding money costs money."

"...Are you saying my money just disappeared?"

The Under Boss threatened him, baring his sharp fangs.

The rat-man was flustered by a situation that would have been unimaginable when the boss of the Dragovich Family was alive.

"It didn't just disappear, it was used for expenses..."

"Hey, shut up and give me my money."

"..."

The rat-man's answer was predetermined.

He would provide the requested amount of money by the end of the week.

Only then did the Under Boss leave, satisfied. But the rat-man was not satisfied.

There was no longer a boss or consigliere in the Dragovich Family. He should have known that better than anyone.

But to think the Under Boss would be this stupid.

"Sigh... damn it."

After some deliberation, the rat-man picked up the receiver of the telephone on his desk.

Although he was a high-ranking member of the Dragovich Family, that was precisely why he couldn't remain silent.

There was no point in staying on a ship that was clearly sinking.

Thus, the Under Boss's attempt to prepare for the coming events became his own undoing.

*

"Is that all?"

"Yes. So one of their high-ranking officials revealed Igor's location to us."

"..."

"Felicia. You can bring it out now."

"Here it is."

Taking advantage of my silence, Elena spoke to Felicia.

Felicia then revealed something she had been hiding behind her, rolled up in her tail.

"What's this?"

A silver-plated... skull. That's certainly what it looked like.

But its shape resembled that of a beast rather than a human skull.

"Igor Baranenko."

"This is him?"

I asked in response to Elena's words, but the answer was the same.

Igor Baranenko, Mikhail Dragovich's right-hand man and the Under Boss of the Dragovich Family.

"Carso and Vanella took care of him."

"They found his location and dealt with him right away?"

"Yes. Carso said it was easier than expected."

Well. It seemed Carso was quite motivated by the attack on me. I never imagined he would deal with this guy while I was asleep.

And according to Elena, he was the first to rush into their territory.

If it was just Carso, that would be one thing, but if Carso went, his subordinates would have followed.

The wolves under him are often golems or from species with bodies as tough as golems or tougher.

Even werewolves wouldn't stand a chance if such guys suddenly appeared.

As a result, Baranenko ended up in my hands like this.

"Luke, I stopped Elena from turning it into a drinking cup."

"A drinking cup? That doesn't sound bad."

"That's a bit barbaric, isn't it?"

Felicia had an expression that said I was hopeless.

In matters like this, Elena and I understood each other. We might not be related by blood, but we had lived as siblings for practically our entire lives.

"With Baranenko dead, they must be in chaos."

Elena nodded repeatedly. But her expression quickly hardened, giving me an uneasy feeling.

"How are things now?"

"After their head died, they split into several factions."

"Three, to be exact."

Felicia added to Elena's statement.

The Under Boss dies, and they split into three factions? The Dragovich Family was as good as finished.

"And..."

"And?"

"Since yesterday, we've started moving to finish them off."

"..."

As Elena finished speaking, both wives suddenly fell silent.

"What else? Nothing else happened?"

"Giovanni was attacked."

"What?"

Did I hear that wrong?

"We don't know if he's dead or alive. We couldn't find his body."

I wondered what Elena was saying.

"Giovanni is missing, possibly dead?"

"They say he was suddenly ambushed..."

This time it was Felicia who answered, not Elena. I had no intention of getting angry or pressing them.

But I simply couldn't understand.

Giovanni, of all people, was attacked?

Elena said she would explain in more detail what had happened to him.

***
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While I was listening to my two wives' explanation at the mansion.

A fierce battle was raging in the southwest of Hevily in the dead of night.

Though Carso and Vanella had dealt with Baranenko like pulling an octopus from a jar, the Dragovich Family's forces were still intact.

And the situation had changed drastically.

Caporegime Andrei Sharipov, who had divided the Family into three parts after Dragovich's death along with Underboss Igor Baranenko and Consigliere Zavit Bobov, had begun to make his move.

It would have been nice if he had assessed the unfavorable battle situation and quickly aligned himself with the five families...

But Sharipov dared not do so.

"..."

In this situation, Carso, the Underboss of the Pellini Family, was watching the battle from the rear.

"Boss, we've got news from the Doctor."

"What does he say?"

"It seems Sister Sarina has put out the urgent fires."

"No word about Giovanni?"

"She and Lumini are searching for him, he says."

"..."

It was better than having no news at all. But it could hardly be called good news.

"What about Sharipov's attack?"

"It doesn't look like they'll reach us. The Doctor's side is holding them off better than expected."

Carso stared at the map spread out on the table, chewing over his regrets.

"Haaah..."

He let out a deep sigh full of remorse.

The wolves around him said nothing.

The boss was still in a deep sleep after responding to the enemies' attack, and the fate of his closest friend, with whom he had shared life and death, remained unknown.

It had been good to slaughter the Dragovich Family's Underboss like livestock for daring to target the Godfather's life.

"What about the other families?"

"Ah, Solomon and Marinelli said they'll arrive soon."

"They'll do as they please anyway, but tell Solomon to join Sarina's side and Marinelli to join us."

"Boss, what about Carmen?"

"Tell them to do as they please."

The Carmen Family hadn't joined this war yet, but there was a good chance they would.

Their leader, Veronica Carmen, wasn't in her right mind either.

She had been anxiously coming and going to the mansion every day since the Godfather fell into a deep sleep. It was clear that her anxiety would soon turn into anger toward the enemies.

"Boss, I think you should rest and leave this to us."

"..."

Carso knew the wolf's suggestion was reasonable.

But it was too difficult for his heart and limbs to accept.

While Carso avoided giving a clear answer, the telephone in the room where they were located rang loudly.

"I'll get it."

One of the wolves hurriedly picked up the receiver.

"Yes, yes."

Whoever was on the other end of the line, the wolf treated them with utmost respect.

As if the person were right in front of him, the wolf kept bowing. The other wolves looked puzzled at first but soon understood the situation.

"Boss."

"What is it? Speak quickly."

Carso didn't show it, but he was tense inside.

"...The Godfather has awakened."

At the wolf's words, Carso immediately stood up.

"My brother?"

"Yes, the Godmother said so, so it must be true."

"Yes. So that's it."

Carso felt like his head was finally clearing. He knew what he had to do.

But he had been putting it off because he simply wasn't in the mood.

"Contact the Doctor. We're moving south from now on."

"After Baranenko, it's Grishin, isn't it?"

"Yes, if we drive him back, the others won't be able to interfere with Sarina."

The wolves understood the meaning of Carso's words.

Even if they didn't fully understand, it wouldn't be a big problem. There was a strong trust between them.

"Tell Granada and the old man too. Tell them to prepare immediately."

"Yes, Boss!"

A golem and a slime, plus a vampire dwarf. It would have been perfect if Gulliman were there too, but they couldn't all leave their posts.

A few minutes later, Carso personally led the wolves toward the battlefield.

"Boss, are you sure this is alright?"

"What?"

"You don't have to go personally..."

"Enough. Don't worry unnecessarily."

Carso cut off the wolves' words. But he didn't go further to rebuke or scold them.

They were probably worried that something might happen to him too, just like Giovanni.

But that wouldn't happen.

Several cars arrived at a place that wasn't dark even in the middle of the night, taking advantage of the darkness.

Successive explosions and gunfire.

In the chaos that broke out in the middle of the night, not only the Dragovich Family but also civilians were screaming.

Tap.

When the back door of the car that stopped at the front opened, a golem appeared.

Dressed in black from head to toe, he was clearly in a different outfit than usual. Wolves and organization members who hadn't yet been deployed to the scene gathered around him.

"Let's begin."

Carso spoke in a calm voice, deliberately suppressing his emotions. The other wolves' cheers followed.

A group moving in perfect unison.

Carso watched them from behind and handed his hat to the wolf beside him.

"Here."

"Yes."

As soon as he handed over his hat, he began to sprint. Running in the thick darkness, he picked up speed like a boulder rolling down a mountain path.

Before long, he had passed the others who had started before him.

What stood in his way were... enemies relying on a barricade crudely formed in a narrow alley.

In the blink of an eye, countless gun barrels tracked his figure. But he showed no sign of backing down.

"Shoot! Shoot that bastard first!"

Instead, as if daring them to try, he guarded his front with his two massive forearms. Unbelievably, his speed kept increasing.

They could have escaped. Surely they could have until just a moment ago.

"By the order of the wolves!!!"

The angry cry of the unstoppable golem. That was the last voice someone heard.

*

At the mansion in central Hevily.

My two wives and I had moved to the second-floor living room, and Elena was explaining what had happened to Giovanni.

"..."

"Do you have any more questions?"

"No, just a moment."

I checked the map spread out on the table. It showed the battle situation on the third day since I had fallen into a deep sleep.

On the first day, Carso had captured Underboss Baranenko. As a result, Underboss Baranenko's territory was quickly absorbed by the Doctor.

What remained were three Caporegimes: Joe Edgar, Sergei Zensov, and Roman Grishin.

Ah, and one more. Sharipov, who had built a separate force apart from the Underboss and the Doctor.

On the second day, Carso and Giovanni each prepared their next moves.

Carso had Granada and Old Man Leonhart join him following Vanella, and Giovanni decided to coordinate with Lumini.

Carso's first target was Roman Grishin.

The Doctor's side was merely playing a supporting role to Carso, responding to attacks from Zensov and Sharipov.

Meanwhile, Giovanni's first target was Joe Edgar.

Unlike the other two Caporegimes, Edgar was born and raised in this country. That's why his name had a more familiar form to humans.

As Carso headed south toward Grishin, the Dragovich Family's attention would be focused on Carso.

Edgar's options were limited.

Either passively cooperate with us by standing by, or strike at Carso's back while he crushed Grishin. But Giovanni had no intention of letting him do that.

He planned to attack Edgar first, before Edgar could exploit any gaps between Carso and the Doctor.

In simple terms, it was a surprise attack.

And so, after one night passed, on the third day.

As planned, Carso and the three Caporegimes began moving south, while Giovanni and Lumini started moving west.

But waiting for them were Edgar and... Sharipov's subordinates.

The enemies even precisely blew up the third car from the front, the one Giovanni was riding in.

"What the hell?! Who are these bastards?!"

Lumini, who was relatively further back compared to Giovanni and the wolves, couldn't believe the sudden catastrophe unfolding before him.

But everything in his sight was undeniably real.

"Boss! We need to pull back at least!"

"..."

Lumini fell into deep contemplation even in this situation.

As was well known, he was a cautious yet cunning man. But being cautious can also mean being indecisive in a negative sense.

The convoy of cars moving secretly at night to launch a surprise attack was helplessly caught in an ambush by enemies who knew about the surprise and had prepared for it.

Even in this chaos, Lumini feared the consequences of abandoning the wolves and fleeing.

"Boss!!!"

"...!"

His subordinates raised their voices, unable to stand by any longer. But at that moment, the car right behind Lumini's was caught in an explosion.

Only then did Lumini order his subordinates to retreat. Not just retreat, but to run away without looking back.

As a result, the wolves, who moved while resisting in an organized manner, suffered around 10 casualties.

In contrast, Lumini's side had over 30 casualties.

Even this was thanks to the wolves counterattacking the enemies who were pursuing Lumini's subordinates in the chaos.

"..."

This was what happened on the third day.

"It was a mess."

"I won't deny it. I should have paid more attention."

"No, Elena, I'm not blaming you."

It was terrible, absolutely terrible.

"Right. It was beyond our control. It's not really your fault, Elena."

"The traitor is largely to blame."

"..."

As soon as Felicia and I finished speaking, Elena rubbed her brow. She too had considered that possibility.

"It's strange that Sharipov's guys showed up, let alone Edgar."

It meant they knew exactly how Giovanni and Lumini would move. Otherwise, they wouldn't have shown such movement.

"Elena."

"Yes?"

"Who's commanding the Claws now?"

"Lu. You know him, right?"

"..."

Of course I did. He was a short elf like me.

I knew him somewhat because Giovanni was fond of him, saying he was similar to me.

"We need to check the list of wolves who didn't accompany Giovanni or who survived."

"And if there's no traitor among the wolves?"

"Then I'll have to ask Veronica to find them, whether they're organization members or associates."

War is war indeed.

To think we have to look for enemies not just outside but inside as well.
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In the central part of the city, Armo's territory.

Armo was spending time in his gym, his headquarters. Inside the gym after sunset, there was a clear boundary between spaces illuminated by electric lights and those left in darkness.

On the ring placed in the center of the gym, two organization members were testing their skills against each other.

A fierce exchange of blows taking place in the light.

"..."

Armo was looking at something in the darkness right beside him. It was a list of security personnel assigned to the mansion.

The grand mansion where the Don and Donna lived.

Some of Armo's subordinates were stationed there, exclusively responsible for protecting the two. Among them were both wolves and regular organization members.

It wasn't feasible to assign all several dozen wolves to security detail, after all.

The rest of his subordinates were not much different from those of other caporegimes.

They operated in Armo's territory, making money through various businesses or looking for profitable opportunities.

"Boss, everyone has gathered."

One of the wolves approached Armo and spoke.

Unlike other caporegimes who were called "boss" or "brother," the title Armo's subordinates used for him was special.

Though it wasn't particularly special for Armo, who had been the security chief for the previous Don and still performed the same role.

"How many have gathered?"

"Thirty-six in total. We can move immediately if needed."

"Good, stand by for now."

"Yes, sir."

Thirty men. It was an adequate number, and considering they had been summoned on short notice, it was a respectable force.

After the wolf moved away, Armo checked the list again.

No formal orders had been issued to him and his subordinates.

But for some reason, the circumstances seemed ominous. Carso's activities and Giovanni's unknown fate.

Sarina had temporarily filled Giovanni's vacancy, while Granada and old man Leonhart had been additionally mobilized to support Carso.

Add to that the movements of the Solomon Family and the Marinelli Family.

Although Armo was in charge of security at the mansion, there was no rule saying his turn to act wouldn't come.

"Boss."

"What is it? Has something happened?"

"A call from the mansion."

"..."

Indeed. The large-framed Armo quickly rose and took the receiver.

"Yes, this is Armo."

"Armo, it's me."

"Madam."

Armo chose a softer title rather than the official one.

The Donna gave him two instructions.

To take only the men who could move immediately and join Sarina.

And to meet up with Carini there and take over the search for Giovanni that Sarina had been conducting.

"Yes, I'll depart immediately."

The Donna ended the call, satisfied with Armo's response.

"..."

Armo immediately ordered his men to move. Though unintentional, his thorough preparations had paid off.

Meanwhile, Sarina, who had been deployed to the battlefield in place of the missing Giovanni, also received a phone call.

"Is Luke alright?"

"Yes."

The Donna hesitated in her answer without realizing it.

She thought Sarina's way of referring to the Don was utterly inappropriate. But she chose not to make an issue of it.

"...That's a relief."

"Both I and Luke have a pretty good grasp of the current situation."

Saying that, the Donna gave Sarina one instruction. This instruction was both the Donna's and the Don's.

After the brief call ended, Sarina issued orders to her Fangs and the Claws that Giovanni should have been commanding.

Cease the search for Giovanni.

And launch a full-scale attack against Joe Edgar, Giovanni's enemy.

"Sister! Are we completely giving up on the boss?"

"No, others will take care of that."

Sarina answered the wolf from the Claws nonchalantly.

The wolves wanted a more detailed explanation, but that was all Sarina had to say.

"Lu!"

"Yes, Sister."

"Avenging Giovanni should rightfully be your task. The Claws will move first. We'll provide cover."

"...Um, Sister."

"What? Is there a problem?"

"Do we really not need to wait for the Solomon guys, even if we might need Carmen?"

The Five Families. Among them, the participation of the Solomon Family and the Marinelli Family was confirmed.

Considering the losses of Lumini and his subordinates who had worked with Giovanni, Lu's judgment was reasonable.

Whether they were used as meat shields or not, having more allies couldn't hurt.

"Don't count on those guys. They'll just demand their share after barely contributing anything."

But Sarina dismissed Lu's opinion.

"..."

Sarina was resolute, and the wolves of the Claws, except for Lu, had no complaints about taking the vanguard.

If they had any complaint, it was that they couldn't continue searching for Giovanni.

"Alright, enough talk! Everyone move out. Hurry!"

"Yes!"

*

Armo and Carini, Sarina and Lu. Plus Carso and the three caporegimes.

While members of the Pellini Family were busy moving even in the middle of the night, and as Elena finished all communications.

I was still on the phone with Veronica.

"Are you really okay, oppa?"

"Really. I'm telling you, nothing hurts."

A conversation that had been repeated several times.

Elena and Felicia had explained sufficiently how worried Veronica had been while I was in a deep sleep for four days.

Apparently, she had visited me just a few hours ago.

Although Veronica didn't call me by my name, there was a good possibility she had done something improper while I was unconscious.

"By the way, I have a favor to ask you."

"Anything, just tell me."

Veronica's voice over the receiver was filled with determination.

"You know what happened to Giovanni, right?"

"Ah, yes. I know."

Giovanni and Vincent Lumini, who had ambushed Joe Edgar, were instead caught in Edgar and Sharipov's trap and defeated.

Such things weren't unheard of in underworld wars, but the way it unfolded was extremely suspicious.

"I need your intelligence network."

"Do you think there's a traitor?"

"I hope not, but yes."

I had to think realistically.

"Let's start with the organization members and associates."

"What about the wolves?"

I need to think realistically...

I hesitated unconsciously at Veronica's question. Because I thought there was no way those guys would do such a thing.

"We can handle the wolves on our end. But as you know..."

"It would take time to check all the Pellini Family's members and associates, right?"

"Yes."

Veronica interrupted me. But I didn't mind much.

"We'll prepare whatever you need on our end."

"Then where should I start?"

"With those who were connected to Giovanni when the incident occurred."

The organization members who moved with Giovanni's Claws, as well as Vincent Lumini and his subordinates.

And the associates involved in various aspects of the process.

For now, we needed to check their alibis.

"Does that include Lumini's side too?"

"He might have deliberately taken damage to avoid suspicion."

I might be overestimating Lumini. But that's better than underestimating him.

"Yes, I'll start right away."

Veronica answered in an extremely bright and cheerful tone.

"Alright. I'll wait for good news."

I put down the receiver. But I thought I heard something from the other end for a split second.

Well, it must have been my imagination.

"So you've both finished making all your calls now?"

Felicia's question.

"For now, yes."

I answered as if it were obvious. But as if fate were mocking me, the phone rang loudly again.

"I'll get it."

Thanks to Elena's consideration, I remained relaxed on the sofa.

Maybe it was because I was wearing a bathrobe, but my body felt more languid and melting than usual.

"Understood. Tell them to join Sarina's group as is."

The call ended quickly.

Elena, with none of the attitude she had shown to the person on the other end, spoke in a gentle voice.

"Luke, the Solomon guys have started crossing the border."

"Those hamster guys. No, hamsters and golems. Anyway, they're moving faster than I thought."

In truth, this resumption of war with the Dragovich Family wasn't coordinated with other families.

We judged that cooperation with the Doctor was sufficient, and that's how it should have been. If only there hadn't been a traitor within.

'Of all times, such a thing had to happen when I couldn't do anything.'

"At this rate, the living room will become a command center."

"It already feels that way."

Felicia approached my side and whispered. Elena didn't say much, but she approached me just like Felicia had.

"If only my physical condition were better, I'd go to the scene."

"No, not this time."

"What?"

Given the situation, Elena's unexpected answer surprised me.

"Elena's right. Giovanni got caught, and there's no guarantee you won't be next."

For once, my two wives agreed.

"Yes. So Luke, how about recognizing the importance of your position as Don for once?"

"That may be true, but..."

Elena had a point.

It was a chronic habit of both my father and me. After all, a lifetime habit of killing people in the field doesn't just disappear.

"Felicia. Take Luke away. I'll allow it just this once."

"Well, Luke. You heard Elena?"

But my two wives went even further.

Elena told Felicia to take me to the bedroom, saying she would handle the battlefield command.

Felicia, uncharacteristically, rubbed her hands together with a devious expression.

I tried to resist, but before I noticed, her tail was wrapped around my waist.

"Come on, come on. Let's go."

"No, Feli! Wait a moment."

"Both of you remember. Just this once."

*

And so, the command of the war that resumed in the middle of the night fell to the Donna.

From the mansion, the Donna confirmed the participation of the Marinelli Family following the Solomon Family.

The Marinelli Family began attacking Andrei Sharipov's territory by passing through the black gang's district. Thanks to this, Sharipov had no choice but to switch from offense to defense.

The southern front was also progressing smoothly.

With Carso and Vanella, plus the bomb maniac Granada and the cunning old man Leonhart joining in, Roman Grishin and his subordinates couldn't gain any momentum.

Although it had been barely an hour since the attack began, Carso was successfully advancing into Grishin's territory.

As long as the same situation as with Giovanni wasn't repeated, Carso's victory was certain.

However, unexpected news came once again from the west.

Armo and Carini, the two caporegimes deployed to the field in place of Sarina, reported one piece of news.

They believed they had found Giovanni.

The problem was that the person presumed to be Giovanni had escaped. Judging by the bandages covering his entire face, it seemed to be Giovanni who had been caught in the explosion.

But it was hard to understand how someone with such injuries could move normally.

Though troubled, the Donna instructed Armo to pursue the person presumed to be Giovanni.

As a result, the Doctor's territory, which bordered Joe Edgar's territory, began to bustle with mafiosi moving busily in the middle of the night.

"Damn it. If Sister finds out about this, we're all dead men."

"Boss, we're dead men anyway if we do nothing. We have to find him first."

Among those searching for Giovanni were Lu and the regular organization members following him.

They should have been attacking Joe Edgar's territory with Sarina. But Lu headed to the scene faster than anyone else upon hearing of Giovanni's sighting, and indeed arrived before anyone else.

"..."

Lu wore a deeply troubled expression.

Regardless, the organization member beside Lu began issuing orders to other members.

It was hard to tell who was the superior and who was the subordinate.

"Search this entire area thoroughly! Don't forget, he has bandages wrapped all around his face!"

Several cars started with loud engine noises, and some organization members began searching on foot.

"Boss, we'll find him first."

"...I hope so."

The organization member was confident, but in reality, even he couldn't guarantee the success of this mission.

Lu and the organization member stayed in one place, waiting for other members to bring any news.

But that judgment was wrong.

"Boss!"

"What? What is it?"

"There! Over there!"

"..."

Lu looked in the direction the urgently shouting organization member was pointing.

Instantly, his extreme anxiety and troubled feelings vanished.



A man with bandages covering his entire face.

Someone who should have died in the explosion.

Somehow, he had survived and was now staring at him.

"Hey, Lu!"

"...Boss?"

Lu responded immediately upon hearing his name called. By then, the organization member beside him had already drawn his gun.

"Seems like you've taken on more burdens since I last saw you."

"..."

A stiffening back and beads of sweat forming. Lu was sweating nervously without realizing it.

He had hoped such a thing wouldn't happen.

But there was no helping it. The die had already been cast.

Ch.191 - The Last Family (4)
A single word from a man who had returned from death.

Lu couldn't dare to answer and froze in place.

"..."

The bloodshot eyes were tracking the mute cowards and frightened men.

Giovanni slowly moved his legs.

He merely approached them slowly, but they acted as if they had seen death incarnate.

"What are you doing?! Shoot him now!"

The first to move was the family member beside Lu. His words and actions made it clear. He was definitely the one who had instigated Lu.

Bang—!

A single gunshot broke the midnight silence and echoed through the surroundings. A bullet flew at an imperceptible speed.

Friend or foe. This gunshot had revealed their position to anyone nearby.

"..."

Meanwhile, Giovanni nonchalantly caressed his abdomen. Yet he continued advancing as if nothing had happened.

"Shit! I'm sure I hit him."

Giovanni agreed with the family member's rough exclamation.

But how strange was it? Despite being shot, his body moved as if it were nothing remarkable.

Was this what they call a miracle?

No, such nonsense would be an insult to those who had died.

Those who threw themselves in harm's way to save someone in that narrow place. The one who, despite his own injuries, struggled desperately to evacuate others.

The one who, having luckily survived once, jumped back into danger to buy time.

In this city, it was a common, sad story where such people easily lost their lives or dreams.

But Giovanni wasn't tired of such stories and was determined to cry and laugh with certainty.

"..."

He stepped forward vigorously.

Deafening gunshots and bullets that tore through his skin with each report.

Yet somehow, Giovanni was remarkably calm.

No, deep inside he was furious. We always lose something when we gain something.

Yet those who already have everything always cry out that they don't have enough.

"Even now, it's the same."

Giovanni raised something in his hand toward Lu and the other family members.

It was a fire axe with a rough but practical design. Even he didn't know why he had it.

Perhaps the house he had taken shelter in belonged to a firefighter.

"Aaaaargh!"

Giovanni regained his focus. It was thanks to someone's scream. It wasn't strange to be terrified.

After the scream, some family members began to flee upon seeing Giovanni approaching steadily despite being shot.

"Come back! You pathetic bastards!"

The family member beside Lu shouted with a seething voice, but it was all in vain.

"..."

Giovanni had already approached the instigators of this incident.

The axe that swiftly rose toward the night sky was swung while bathed in bright moonlight.

The terrible sound of sharp metal cutting into human flesh. Immediately after, one of the family member's arms was cleanly severed.

"Aaaaargh!"

It was truly an ugly sight.

Giovanni couldn't help but laugh at the hideous sight of the man screaming without a shred of resolve.

"...!"

But isn't there a saying that even a worm will squirm when stepped on? The disgusting worm displayed a moment of quick thinking.

He didn't waste the blood spurting from the clean cut.

Giovanni's already bloodshot eyes became even redder from the traitor's blood.

"You son of a bitch!"

In the brief moment Giovanni paused, the family member began attacking him, flailing with his one remaining arm.

But the kicks he delivered had no effect.

"Boss!"

The only option left was to rely on someone else instead of his own ruined self.

"..."

But Lu didn't move as the man had hoped.

"You bastard."

Giovanni began scanning his surroundings with unsteady eyes.

Despite the family member's cries, Lu remained in place, merely sweating profusely.

He knew Giovanni well.

But the current situation was clearly abnormal.

Movement that didn't suggest he had been caught in an explosion and shot more than ten times. And his remarkably calm and talkative demeanor despite his physical condition.

"Is this all you've got?"

As expected, Giovanni spoke while wiping the blood splattered on his face.

It was a surprisingly unhurried movement for someone whose vision was obstructed in an emergency situation.

"..."

To Lu, it didn't seem like Giovanni was giving his all.

Or rather, did he not need to? This was a possibility Lu could consider because he knew Giovanni well.

"What's going on?! What's happening?"

The situation changed rapidly while Lu hesitated. Family members who had come running after hearing the gunshots.

"Get over here now!"

The injured family member shouted while struggling to stop the bleeding from his cleanly severed arm.

"Huff...."

Despite the unfavorable turn of events, Giovanni was relieved.

There wasn't a single wolf among those rushing to harm him.

Bang!

The family members began firing at Giovanni. Their position had already been exposed after the first gunshot.

"Shooting is useless! Just knock him down!"

"What?"

It was an absurd statement, but the family members hesitated when they saw Giovanni moving normally despite the earlier gunfire.

"Damn it. What the hell is going on?!"

The family members began beating him.

For some reason, Giovanni didn't resist and lost his balance, falling down.

Neither Lu nor the family members thought there was any reason for this.

"Keep stomping on him!"

"Fuck."

Except for Lu and the injured family member, the others began mercilessly kicking the fallen Giovanni.

The bandages wrapped around Giovanni's body became tattered, and what little clothing he had was reduced to rags.

The feeling of kicking a living mass of flesh was extremely unpleasant.

They wondered why they didn't just kill him quickly, but the wounded wolf before them showed no signs of dying.

"Haha!"

"Why the hell is this bastard laughing?"

Behavior that didn't match the situation.

The family members unconsciously began to lose strength in their uncertain situation.

As the kicks that had been coming without pause gradually subsided, Giovanni finally revealed his threatening fangs.

"Aaargh!"

The axe Giovanni swung struck a family member's ankle.

"What the hell?! When did he grab the axe?!"

The family members were startled but resumed beating Giovanni with renewed vigor.

The tide of battle was clearly in their favor. Or at least, it should have been.

"Kill him! Kill him!"

"..."

Lu and the injured family member watched the scene with bated breath.

It was a simple sight of several men beating one person. But gradually, the situation changed.

Giovanni laughed like a madman as he systematically chopped off the family members' legs with his axe.

Eventually, when only a handful remained, they chose to flee rather than confront him like those before them.

"..."

Giovanni rose powerfully amidst the horrific scene he had created.

"This crazy... monster...."

"Stupid bastard. You just realized that now?"

The axe was embedded in the family member's head like a stump. Considering the amount of blood from his arm and his pale face, it hadn't been necessary.

Giovanni pulled the axe from the head of the family member who had collapsed lifelessly on the ground.

Now only two remained.

Everything was covered in blood, but it wasn't so noticeable in the middle of the night. Giovanni simply moved toward the next in line.

Lu finally began to back away.

The family member might have been unable to make proper judgments due to excessive blood loss, but not Lu.

"Boss, I..."

The traitor couldn't finish his words.

A sudden bullet pierced a hole in his head.

As the traitor's corpse lost balance and fell, Giovanni watched indifferently.

"Boss!"

The same word Lu had just uttered. But Giovanni's reaction was different.

"What? Why are you here?"

Before the wolves could answer, something large appeared behind them. Giovanni knew the owner of that voice well.

A giant who could be described as a head taller than Giovanni... it was Armo.

"Take him away now!"

"Yes!"

Giovanni tried to say something but chose to be dragged away.

As soon as the wolves took Giovanni away, Armo and his subordinate wolves began checking the surroundings.

"Captain, should we report this to the Don immediately?"

"I'll handle the report. Start cleaning up first."

"Yes."

Armo said this while examining the gruesome corpses.

Wolf Lu, and the rest were all members of the Fellini Family. Fortunately, if it could be called that, none of them had been with the Family for long.

"I'll leave this to you."

"Understood, Captain."

*

Giovanni's survival. And the demise of Wolf Lu and the family members.

Armo reported exactly what he had witnessed. On the other end of the receiver was Madrina Elena.

"...How is Giovanni now?"

"Honestly, I'm not sure. He's a mess, but he's still alive."

Although he described it as a mess, Giovanni's actual physical condition was extremely dire.

The explosion had left him battered, and the number of bullets lodged in his body was uncountable.

"Give him first aid for now. I'll send a doctor."

"Yes, understood."

Armo immediately responded to the Madrina's words. But he didn't forget to say what needed to be said.

That Giovanni might die if the doctor didn't arrive quickly.

"I understand. Don't worry, just make preparations."

As soon as the call ended, Elena dispatched an underworld doctor who could reach Armo and Giovanni's location as quickly as possible.

"Send Felicia's moth too."

"Will Lady Felicia allow it?"

The wolf under Elena's command asked hesitantly at her order. The Madrina replied as if it were no big deal.

"I'll handle that, just send it."

"Yes, Madrina."

The giant moth Heb. Elena shuddered just thinking about that creepy creature.

But she didn't deny that it was very useful.

She thought this response should be sufficient.

"Madrina."

"Yes, I'm listening."

She had many other matters to attend to besides Giovanni.

She had to direct the series of wars taking place in the southwestern part of the city.

Meanwhile, unfortunately for Elena, I was spending intimate time with Felicia in her bedroom.

During this time, a wolf sent by Elena informed us of Giovanni's survival and that Heb had been taken to treat him.

Felicia showed great generosity regarding Heb's deployment. Given the circumstances.

"Feli, I can't breathe."

I was in Felicia's embrace both before and after the wolf left.

'Actually, this is a position I used to do more with Elena than Felicia.'

"Oh, sorry. But it's been a while since we've been like this."

A while? I had only been in a deep sleep for about three days.

Well, I suppose it felt that long to her.

"Luke."

Felicia brought the tips of her ten fingers together neatly.

And... was it because she was embracing me? Her voice sounded particularly sweet. When she called me, I looked up at her.

"I know this isn't the right time, but."

"Hm?"

Rustle. The unmistakable sound of her removing her clothes.

A chill ran down my spine. At the same time, my cheeks flushed involuntarily.

"How about... tonight?"

Yes, it's not the right time. Even though Giovanni's survival had been reported.

"..."

But Felicia pressed more strongly.

She stared at me without blinking, her body now without a stitch of clothing.

Perhaps because of the location, or because her eggs were right beside us, she was blushing more deeply than usual.

It wouldn't be right to refuse when Felicia was like this.

"This seems a bit unfair."

I rose from my seat.

"I knew you'd respond that way, Luke."

Felicia smiled with her eyes at the sight. I wonder if she really likes me that much.

undefined - undefined
# A Late Night at the Grand Mansion

The grand mansion located in the central part of the city was bustling with activity even in the middle of the night.

The war between the Five Families and the Dragovich Family.

Anyone could see that the Five Families had the upper hand, but the Pellini Family remained vigilant.

There were over a hundred armed personnel stationed in rotation at the Godfather and Godmother's residence. More than thirty servants comprised of notorious hitmen and family associates from the underworld.

If one were to estimate the number of those regularly active, it would drop to less than half, but even that was enough for the mansion to function as a kind of fortress.

And on top of that.

The attack on the Godfather, the death of the Dragovich Family's underboss in retaliation, Giovanni's temporary disappearance.

As they moved into an offensive against the remnants of the Dragovich Family, the mansion had come to serve as a kind of command center.

"Yes, I understand."

"What did the hospital say?"

"It's fine. I'll report to the Godmother myself."

The Wolf and the organization members moved busily to relay fresh information from the field to the Godmother.

While the Godmother fulfilled her duties.

The Godfather and the eldest daughter of the Marinelli Family were spending time in the only quiet place in this bustling mansion—their bedroom.

The interior of the bedroom was extremely dark.

Not a single light was on, with only the soft moonlight filtering through the windows.

But the man and woman in the room recognized each other even in the darkness. A strong exchange of gazes binding their eyes.

"..."

Felicia silently began to undo the luxurious bathrobe I was wearing.

The delicacy with which she moved, carefully checking to ensure I wasn't feeling pressured, and the subtle urgency visible in her touch.

Every single one of her actions was endlessly endearing.

"Feli."

Finally, the bathrobe was removed from my body. At the same time, I called out to her.

"...Hmm?"

Felicia flinched involuntarily, perhaps because she had been so focused on removing my robe. Felicia flinching while naked—it was a rare and precious sight.

"How about wetting your throat a bit before we start?"

Both Felicia and I were sitting on the bed. We still had enough leisure to drink the alcohol on the table, unless we had already lain down.

Of course, the fact that my body wasn't in perfect condition was a flaw.

"No, I'll pass."

"Really?"

That was unexpected. Felicia wasn't one to drink alcohol often, but she didn't dislike it either.

"I want to be sober when I'm with Luke."

"..."

I felt like I'd been caught off guard by Felicia.

"Was that so unexpected?"

When I remained silent for a while, she asked first.

I adjusted my posture. At this point, I didn't care about the alcohol anymore. There was something I had always taken for granted... something I had felt was natural.

"Feli, what is it about me that you like so much?"

"Hmm..."

"Aren't you taking too long to answer?"

I was worried it might be too difficult for her to even come up with one thing.

"No, I think there are too many things."

"That many?"

Fortunately, my worry was unfounded.

"Of course. You're the man I chose."

She answered as if it were obvious and pressed her body close to mine.

As soon as I felt her body heat, something cold began to wrap around my body. It was Felicia's tail with its golden glow.

"Oh my, was it that cold?"

When I reflexively shivered, Felicia asked with even more concern.

"It's fine. It's not like this is the first time."

"..."

Even though I clearly said it was fine, the concern wouldn't leave her face. She might think I was lying to be considerate of her.

"Feli, about what you said earlier."

This time, I approached her first.

I pushed my rough fingers between her soft ones. Our fingers intertwined and pressed firmly against each other.

"What is it about Luke that you like so much?"

Felicia answered while savoring my touch. The expression she showed was so seductive that I felt it was almost too good to keep to myself.

"You're shorter than me, more considerate than you look, and somehow I feel at ease when I'm with you... Oh, and you don't snore."

"Ah."

I couldn't help but react when I heard the reasons Felicia was listing.

I knew well why she disliked men who snore. After all, she had told me directly.

It was because of Vito Marinelli.

My father-in-law and Felicia's father.

He was undoubtedly from a noble family of the Old World, but he was one of the legends of the underworld who came to the New World alone and, after many twists and turns, built up his power to become one of the Five Families.

A boss of the Family and the head of the Marinelli household.

It would be overwhelming for an ordinary person to be responsible for even one family, but he took responsibility for two families and achieved remarkable results.

But perhaps because of his age. Or maybe because of the hardships and fatigue etched into his body throughout his life.

His snoring was very serious.

According to Felicia, it was comparable to the foghorns of ships entering and leaving the harbor, which meant it was beyond help.

"I might not snore yet because I'm still young."

"Well, I don't think I'd dislike you even if you did snore."

Is this what they call being blinded by love? Felicia was strict with her father but lenient with her husband.

"So? Want me to tell you more?"

"No. That's enough."

"Really? I still have a lot more."

The reasons she liked me. I didn't know how many there were, but it seemed Felicia wanted to say more.

But it was enough without saying everything.

"Then it's my turn to ask. What did you like about me, Luke?"

"..."

"Luke?"

I hesitated without realizing it. In response, Felicia began to tightly wrap her tail around my waist.

"The way you exuded nobility unlike me. Of course, it wasn't a feeling that went to the bone."

I answered before it was too late.

"Were you disappointed?"

"No, I liked it even more."

After all, even she wasn't born into an environment where she could have everything from birth.

"And?"

"You're more sentimental than I thought."

"...You think I'm sentimental?"

"Yes. You could have met someone better than me, but you didn't, so you're quite sentimental."

"..."

This time, she was the one who looked like she'd been caught off guard.

She stared at me blankly with a dazed expression, to the point where I was the one who felt embarrassed. But soon, Felicia slowly tried to lay my body down on the bed.

"Luke, you overestimate me too much. Well, that's what I like about you."

"Is that so?"

"But I'll make one thing clear."

"Hmm?"

"I don't like just anyone who's shorter than me and considerate. I like you because you're Luke."

Oh dear. It seems I've pushed her button.

'Can't be helped.'

I moved as Felicia wanted. She had already used her tail wrapped around my waist to slowly lay me down on the bed.

"Haah..."

The air in the room wasn't particularly cold. But her breath was very distinct.

That must mean her internal temperature is high... in simple terms, she was getting aroused.

"Do I look that appetizing to you?"

"Yes. Very much so."

*

Increasingly intense breath. And the two horns that had unconsciously been hidden from others but now revealed themselves.

Felicia was clearly very excited in anticipation of sex. But she didn't pounce on me.

She preferred to savor these moments slowly.

First, she began to take in the muscles and scars on my body revealed under the soft moonlight.

Afterward, she comforted the scars by caressing them directly.

"..."

Her touch was so gentle and sorrowful that my body began to respond without me realizing it. I felt the blood flowing faster through my body.

And the same was true for Felicia.

She had already started dripping saliva—a sight completely unimaginable in normal circumstances.

"Feli."

"Ah."

She hurriedly covered her mouth.

"Sorry. I keep doing this."

"It's okay. You're pretty even like that."

"..."

Felicia seemed to take my words as a kind of signal and began to explore my body more explicitly.

She buried her nose in my body and smelled it. It was fortunate that I had showered.

At the same time, the scent of good perfume from her body entered my nostrils. The feeling of the good fragrance shaking my brain made me relax.

"Luke."

"What?"

"You look so erotic no matter when I see you."

"What—"

I couldn't even finish my sentence.

Her long, slender hands grabbed both of mine, and her soft lips, which repeatedly closed and parted slightly, sealed my mouth.

As our lips separated and met repeatedly, we explored each other's bodies more and more.

Our interlocked hands gripped tightly as if not allowing even a small empty space, and her skin, which shone like white porcelain in the moonlight, began to get wet with sweat.

"Phew..."

Both of us exhaled heavily, making explicit sounds.

"Feli, I think your breasts have gotten bigger."

"Yes. Of course they would."

Felicia looked at something occupying a space in the corner of the room.

A thermostat and a large egg inside it. And our child who would soon hatch from the egg.

"But you don't dislike it, do you?"

"Of course not."

"I knew it!"

She suddenly raised her voice.

And then she moved again, taking my words as a signal. What happened next was instantaneous.

As soon as our flesh brushed against each other a few times, Felicia mounted me.

The sight of her looking down at her husband was very stimulating.

Her long limbs were holding me tightly in their respective positions, and her voluptuous breasts swayed so distinctly that their shape could be clearly distinguished even in the dark room.

It was no wonder that my manhood down below was responding.

"Oh my."

Felicia saw this and gave a satisfied expression. Immediately after, her firm tail began to wrap around my cock.

"Feli, wait a moment."

I called out urgently, but it was an empty cry with no answer. Meanwhile, judging by the trembling tip of her tail, she was uncharacteristically cautious.

Even though we hadn't even started the main game yet, our breathing was noticeably rapid.

Right after, the tail that had wrapped around my cock moved quickly, touching my groin.

"Well? How does it feel? Good, right?"

She asked as if she was really enjoying this situation.

"..."

"Are you speechless?"

I didn't want to admit it, but it was true. If I opened my mouth to answer her, I felt like I might let out a strange moan.

This was not befitting the dignity of a husband...

"Ugh!"

Felicia's pussy touching my cock was much hotter than I had anticipated. The presence of the tail that had been wrapped around my cock until just now quickly disappeared.

She succeeded in inserting my cock into the junction without even looking properly. Well, even though it had been a while, it was natural since it wasn't the first or second time we had been intimate.

"How is it? Tasting me after so long?"

"..."

I had been receiving sexual stimulation from earlier, but the degree was on a completely different level from before.

"Ungh."

Felicia flinched momentarily. I could feel her lower body stiffening.

"Now it's my turn to ask. Doesn't it feel good to taste after so long?"

"..."

Our situation was reversed in an instant.

She, who had been asking with a playful expression until just a moment ago, was now keeping her mouth shut and trying to hold back her moans.

'Has she gotten a bit heavier?'

I wasn't sure if Felicia had gained weight or if my body had weakened from lying down continuously for less than a week.

Sex after a long time was ecstatic, but it felt a bit overwhelming for my body.

But such worries were brief.

I began to get intoxicated by the uncontrollable heat rising in the repetitive movements.

"Hoo. Hoo."

Felicia was also immersed in our relationship.

Judging by how her posture on top of my body kept wobbling, she seemed to be having difficulty controlling her body due to the pleasure she was feeling after a long time.

Her breasts and buttocks swaying unrestrained provided new stimulation.

"Haah... Haah..."

Her breathing, heralding a climax. I was about to prepare for the climax...

"Hic...!"

With that voice, which was hard to believe came from Felicia's mouth, we both reached a climax.

It was a very sweet yet unsatisfying sex that made the body crave for more.

"Haah... Haah..."

Felicia began to compose herself, exhaling hot and sweet breath between her sharp teeth and long tongue.

"Feli. Just now..."

"Don't say it. It's embarrassing."

"Haha! Alright."

Was she so embarrassed about making such a sound in front of me? Felicia's face was as red as a freshly picked pomegranate.

"..."

"Feli?"

Felicia's revenge began. She started moving her body without even resting.

The feeling of my cock squelching with semen filled inside her vagina was a new stimulation. As my cock repeatedly moved without leaving her pussy, it felt like my cock was melting, to exaggerate a bit.

"How is it?"

Felicia acted as if she had regained her composure. She moved her hips desperately, letting out sweet moans in between.

The pleasure felt from her vagina seemed to cling to my entire body.

"...Ha."

I had no intention of giving in either.

I thrust deeper into her pussy than before and pushed up from below with all my might.

"Oh, Luke. Wait a moment!"

She pleaded with her eyes wide open every time my cock thrust and rose.

"No."

The initiative became mine every time her body trembled. Her tail had already gone limp.

"Haah."

Following her tail, Felicia's body collapsed onto my chest.

"Did it feel that good?"

"...Yes."

She admitted it readily. But even in that state, our sex continued.

While my cock, with a size inversely proportional to my small stature, scraped her soft vaginal walls, she let out ecstatic moans soaked in happiness.

"Luke."

"Yes?"

She suddenly raised her body after leaning against me and panting until just a moment ago.

It happened in an instant. She put her breast in my mouth.

"Mmph..."

The feeling of her voluptuous breast was not just soft but plush. But there was one more unexpected new stimulation.

'What is this?'

An unidentified liquid felt from the tip of her breast.

"Pwah."

I quickly removed my mouth from the breast she had pushed in and said,

"Feli, don't tell me."

"Yes. That's right."

A drop of white liquid was forming at the tip of her nipple, which had moved away from my lips.

Breast milk. It's natural since she's pregnant, but I wondered if it was already coming out even though the egg hadn't hatched yet.

"How is it? How does it feel to taste breast milk before your own child?"

"...What's the point of asking that."

Anyway. She's more perverted than she looks.

"Come on, if you don't answer, I'll keep spraying it."

She urged me to answer while starting to squeeze her breasts with both hands. I couldn't gather my thoughts as breast milk was sprayed towards my face and chest.

"..."

I couldn't understand what was happening.

"Feli, stop it."

I clearly told her to stop, but despite such words, she didn't stop spraying breast milk.

"I told you to stop."

Since warnings didn't work, the next step was to take action. I quickly grabbed one nipple and twisted it.

"Ah! You didn't have to pinch it."

Even as Felicia said that, she didn't seem too displeased with the pleasure accompanied by pain. I pinched one nipple while starting to suck the other.

"Ungh...! Wait. If you suddenly suck like that."

Felicia twitched as if she had been mildly electrocuted.

Yes. Who was calling whom perverted? We were both equally perverted.

A series of lewd acts under the moonlight.

I felt a signal coming from my lower body. I removed my mouth from her nipple, and she lay down on top of me again as if her strength had left her.

"Feli, how about you try sucking too?"

"Are you serious?"

She looked like she couldn't believe it.

"When else would we try it if not now?"

"..."

Felicia listened to my nonsensical words and thought for a very brief moment.

Shortly after, we were both licking one of her nipples together. Even in the midst of this, she skillfully stimulated my tongue and her nipple with her long tongue.

The breast milk spurting from the tip of the nipple acted as a lubricant, but honestly, it was a scene difficult to describe in words.

While our upper bodies were engaged around the nipple, our lower bodies continued their intense movements.

"...!"

A sudden climax. Coincidentally, she and I climaxed simultaneously this time as well.

She gripped my hand tightly, and with her tail wrapped around my waist, bringing us closer than ever, we savored the climax transmitted over our skin, convulsing together.

"Haah..."

Before the afterglow had even faded, Felicia exhaled her disheveled breath, unwrapping her tongue from my tongue and her nipple.

Eventually, she slowly pulled my cock out from between her legs.

Though its vigor had diminished considerably after two ejaculations, my cock was still twitching ferociously.

Some of the semen that had been transferred from my body to hers began to flow out from between her pussy.

"I wonder if we might end up having a second child at this rate."

"What does it matter? That would be good."

"Do you really think so?"

I nodded with a confident expression, regardless of what answer Felicia wanted.

In response, she silently leaned against me and kissed me.

"Luke, can we stay like this a little longer?"

"Yes. I don't want to move right away either."

Maybe it's because it had been a while. Or perhaps because of the particularly intense and unique play, but it was much more tiring than usual sex.

It wasn't that cold since our bodies, still not cooled down, were pressed against each other.

*

Even after the intense lovemaking ended, Felicia and I stayed like that for a long time.

Who would have thought that just leaning against each other on the bed, receiving the soft moonlight through the window, could feel so satisfying and fulfilling?

"Huh?"

But an uninvited guest appeared.

Or more precisely, the footsteps of someone who might be an uninvited guest were heard.

The footsteps grew closer and stopped in front of our bedroom.

"Is it Elena?"

"I'm not sure."

As Felicia said, it could be Elena. If it's someone who would visit our bedroom at this hour.

But... it would be a bit awkward to show this sight to Elena.

I quickly covered Felicia's body with a nearby robe.

Two knocks. Then a deep voice.

"Godfather."

"What is it?"

Fortunately, the uninvited guest wasn't Elena. I asked him what his business was, inwardly relieved.

"Brother Giovanni has regained consciousness."

"Really? How's his condition?"

"The doctor says it's severe but won't be life-threatening."

Not life-threatening—should I call it a blessing in disguise? It seems sending Heb was a good decision.

After delivering that news, the uninvited guest quickly disappeared.

"It seems Heb has been quite effective."

"Indeed. Now we can sleep without any worries."

"Are you going to sleep right away?"

"No, I need to wash up first."

The messy bed and the scent of us filling the room—there was a mountain of things to take care of.

"Really? Then I'll wash with you."

"...Alright. The servants can take care of this place."

You're really incorrigible.

Ch.193 - The Last Family (6)
Last night.

It was just one night, but in that single day, the southwestern part of the city and the bedroom of the mansion had been turned upside down.

How much time had passed?

I clearly remember finishing a quick shower with Felicia and returning to the bedroom to sleep.

"Mmm..."

"Luke."

A clear voice tickled my ear.

"..."

"Luke, wake up."

"..."

I wish she'd let me sleep a little longer.

"Are you going to keep ignoring me?"

Elena, really. When someone is sleeping soundly...

"Huh?!"

Elena?! Why is she here?

I immediately jumped up and faced her. I was still wearing my bathrobe.

Meanwhile, Elena was dressed in red sleepwear appropriate for bed. Of course, it wasn't so much practical as it was designed to accentuate her figure.

"You're up late, sleepyhead."

Elena said as she sat down beside me.

"Why are you here?"

"What do you mean why? Take a look around."

"..."

Right. I definitely fell asleep in Felicia's bedroom, but now I was clearly in Elena's bedroom.

Well, whether it's my bedroom with Felicia or my bedroom with Elena, they're all technically my bedroom, but given the personalities of my two wives, they preferred to be precise about such things.

"Elena, when did you move me here?"

"Hmm. I'm not sure what time it was, but you were sleeping so deeply that you wouldn't have noticed if someone carried you away."

Elena said with a smirk. Does she find teasing me that amusing?

But overnight, there was a small change in her face.

Because of her black hair, it wasn't easy to tell, so I brushed aside the hair near her eyes.

"W-wait. Why are you suddenly doing this?"

"Hold still."

Elena was flustered by the situation, but I held her shoulder with my other hand to keep her from moving.

"..."

Just as I thought. Now that I was being more assertive, her resistance from a moment ago had completely disappeared, and she became docile.

"So what's the problem here?"

"Nothing, just that your dark circles seem a bit more pronounced than usual."

Now that I'd moved her black hair aside, I could see it better. Elena doesn't usually have such severe dark circles.

"Why do you think? I didn't get much sleep last night."

"But you did sleep a bit with me, right?"

"..."

Her speechlessness confirmed I was right.

"And you were so hard to wake up. How much did you pound into that woman?"

The way Elena referred to me versus Felicia showed a stark contrast.

"Elena. We agreed you wouldn't call her 'that woman.'"

"Ha, while I couldn't sleep, you two were doing that, and you're worried about what I call her?"

"Well, I am sorry about that."

"It's obvious. She must have pounced on you first."

Hmm...

Of course, Felicia was the one who brought it up first. But "pounced"? That's not quite right.

"No, it wasn't like that. I agreed to it too."

I answered honestly.

Elena's expression visibly distorted, but the distortion didn't last long.

"Anyway... you could have lied about that."

"I thought you'd prefer honesty."

"..."

Again, Elena couldn't answer right away.

Instead, she turned her head to the side and covered her face with one hand. I couldn't help but chuckle at her honest reaction.

"What's so funny?"

"Nothing."

"Anyway, did you hear about Giovanni?"

"Yes. I heard he survived?"

Elena nodded. I was truly relieved that Giovanni hadn't died.

Of course, considering the damage to the Fellini family and the wolves in the process, "a blessing in disguise" might be a more appropriate expression.

"Lu. He's the culprit behind all this, right?"

"I'm not sure. It's more likely someone else."

Someone else? I wondered if there were more wolves involved in this incident.

"Robert Gilmore."

"Who's that?"

"An organization member who acted as Lu's instigator."

"I've never heard that name."

"You wouldn't have. Giovanni recently brought him into the organization."

"Hmph."

So Lu, that bastard, did all this because of some guy's instigation? I was so dumbfounded I couldn't close my mouth.

"I looked into Gilmore's background."

"Did you find anything?"

She must have found something. Otherwise, Elena wouldn't be telling me about him now.

"He had quite a colorful history. He originally belonged to the dwarf gang led by Drid, then betrayed them and joined the Cario family."

"So he was from the northeastern part of the city."

"Then he helped Antonio Allini kill Cario."

The dwarf gang, the Cario family, the Allini family. And next was the Fellini family.

It was a successful career path, in its own way.

What could have made someone like that instigate Lu and try to harm Giovanni?

"So what happened to Gilmore?"

"He's dead. According to Armo, Giovanni dealt with him before they even arrived. Oh, and all the others involved in this incident have been taken care of too."

It was a clean resolution, in its own way.

"Most of them were similar to Gilmore."

"You mean they were active in the northeast?"

"Yes. They were also people Giovanni had brought in from the northeast to boost our numbers."

Can't be helped.

After Father passed away, bringing in new blood was essential to build up enough power to stand against the five families.

But it was inevitable that some undesirable elements would mix in with that new blood.

It could be considered Giovanni's mistake, but I didn't particularly feel like punishing him.

"Elena. Any other news about Giovanni?"

After all, he could be considered the biggest victim in this incident.

And since those who caused this have already paid with their lives, the conclusion, while not entirely satisfying, has been reached.

"Ah, the doctor said it was a mess."

A mess?

It seemed there was one more place that had become chaotic last night, besides the southwestern part of the city and my bedroom.

"That disgusting moth... what was its name?"

"Heb."

"Right. That disgusting moth called Heb."

Elena's expression soured just mentioning Heb. She clearly disliked it.

I thought it was kind of cute if you looked at it long enough.

"It seems it was helpful in its own way. The doctor said it caused quite a commotion during the surgery."

"It did?"

Well, I could picture it. Seeing Giovanni's injuries, it probably just rushed in without thinking. It's not the type to stay still when it sees someone wounded.

It has a good nature, I suppose.

But that's one thing, and this is another. It must have been incredibly difficult for the illegal doctor we sent.

"It tried to close the wounds before all the bullets were even removed from Giovanni's body."

"..."

"And when the doctor tried to reopen the sealed areas to extract the bullets, it lunged at him."

"..."

It was clearly helpful, but hearing about what happened in the process left me speechless.

"It's amazing Giovanni is still alive, given the circumstances."

"I know. The doctor was in a tough spot too. The assistant sent by the Don was causing such chaos."

Kill the assistant and die himself VS Save a patient who absolutely cannot die while dealing with an assistant who only does crazy things.

I could understand why Elena was telling me this story. The doctor must have complained a lot after the surgery.

"It would be better if this doesn't happen again in the future. Giovanni was lucky this time."

I completely agreed with Elena's words.

Perhaps we should deploy Heb after the necessary procedures are completed.

The good thing was that she wasn't really scolding me. She was just suggesting what would be better next time.

"What about the Dragovich family?"

"Well, we should probably move to another location for that. There are people waiting for us."

Elena said as she got up from her seat.

*

"Is that so? Then let's go."

I got up without protest to follow her.

But it seemed I had overdone it yesterday. For a moment, I lost my balance and staggered.

"Careful."

Elena didn't miss that moment of weakness and grabbed my wrist.

"Thanks."

"If you're thankful, be good to me. How much did you do with that woman to end up like this?"

"No, I don't think it's because of that."

Actually, it probably was because of that. Which is why I couldn't look Elena in the eye.

Elena saw my reaction and gave me a look that said she knew exactly what was going on.

Afterward, I took off my robe, and Elena removed her sleepwear. As siblings and spouses, we didn't need to move to separate locations to change clothes.

Well, a few years ago might have been different, but seeing each other naked was now familiar... or perhaps not so familiar after all.

"..."

Elena kept glancing at my body.

I wondered if she really thought I wouldn't notice, but being a good brother, I decided to pretend I didn't.

"Elena. Are you dressed?"

"Huh? Oh, yes. I'm dressed."

I didn't see why she needed to be so flustered.

But thinking about it, something became clear. It was that Elena now saw me not just as family but as a proper man.

While that should be pleasing as a man, as a brother, it was quite awkward.

Well, having already crossed that line, I wondered if such concerns even mattered anymore.

"So who's waiting for us?"

"Who do you think? The five families."

"What?"

Elena elaborated on what she'd said.

Since I hadn't woken up for four days, the other families had ample reason to suspect something had happened to me.

To end those suspicions and to share the status of the war with the Dragovich family, which was in its final stages.

It seemed she had called the representatives of the five families and their proxies.

"Looks like a busy morning."

"If you want to rest more, just say so. You can just show your face and go back to bed. I can handle it on my own."

"No, it's not that bad."

No way!

Ch.194 - Aftermath (1)
The second-floor corridor of the grand mansion.

I've always thought this, but the corridor is excessively long. Given the size of the mansion, I suppose it can't be helped.

I followed Elena, heading somewhere.

I thought we might gather in the second-floor living room, but seeing Elena pass right by it, apparently not.

Before I knew it, we were descending to the first floor via the central staircase of the mansion.

I was starting to get a sense of where we were headed.

"Ah, I just realized I forgot to ask."

"About what?"

"What happened to Jack?"

"Jack?"

Elena's expression asked which Jack I was talking about. ...Right. There's more than one Jack.

"Old Hickory, I mean."

"Oh."

Don't tell me she hasn't been paying any attention to him?!

"Do you know what happened to him after I was attacked at the office?"

"To be honest, I haven't really been keeping track."

Elena's honest answer.

It seemed she'd been so focused on me as her top priority that she hadn't spared much thought for Jack.

"But I haven't heard anything about him dying."

"That's true, but I should check on him."

"Alright. I'll send someone to find out."

"I could do it myself."

"It's fine. Leave something this small to me."

In truth, she looked much more exhausted than I did on the surface.

But since Elena had asked me to leave it to her, refusing would have been awkward.

"Okay. I'll leave it to you then."

Elena nodded simply at my words.

After descending to the first floor, we headed down the left corridor. It was an appropriate space for important meetings on the first floor of the mansion.

Several candidates came to mind, but the most likely was the conference room.

On our way to the conference room, I had something to say to Elena.

"Elena."

"Hmm? What is it?"

"If I had my way, I'd like to do what you suggested earlier."

"...I was just joking about that."

She meant when she said I could just show my face to the representatives of the Five Families and then go rest.

The reason Elena called it a joke was clear. Obviously, such behavior would damage my standing as the Don.

So I decided to offer a compromise.

"I'll attend with you, but I'll leave the proceedings to you."

"Are you that tired?"

"That's part of it, but mainly because I trust you."

The Don and the Donna.

The two undisputed bosses of the Pellini Family.

It wasn't like this when my father was Don. Even my mother, the previous Donna, knew little about underworld affairs.

It was a unique system born from the competitive relationship between Elena and me.

Anyway, in this current system, my will was essentially Elena's will, and Elena's will was essentially mine.

"Ahem. W-well, I guess I have no choice then."

Elena responded shyly after hearing that I trusted her.

Though she couldn't hide her embarrassment, the pure joy and bright smile on her face was definitely cute.

She may be bigger than me, but she's still just a kid after all.

So I decided to rely on our Donna for this meeting.

"Elena."

"What?"

"You said earlier that someone was waiting for us. Have all Five Families arrived?"

"No, not everyone has arrived yet."

She didn't tell me which families had arrived.

When we finally reached the conference room, Elena threw the door open wide. She seemed determined but somehow... resigned.

Her demeanor made me wonder if something was up.

"Big brother!"

"Ah."

The ceiling, walls, and floor. Elaborate patterns and decorations. Lamps, impressive paintings, and sophisticated furniture densely arranged in the large space.

In this conference room, only one person greeted us.

It was Veronica.

I couldn't help but react as she rushed toward us, delighted by Elena's and my appearance. I could fully understand Elena's earlier reaction.

"Veronica."

"I'm so glad you don't seem to be badly injured."

No sooner had I responded to Veronica than she embraced me.

But her outfit was... how should I put it? I didn't know where to look.

It was an outfit with tremendous exposure, revealing her entire collarbone except just below the neck, as well as her shoulders, armpits, and even the sides of her chest. There was lace on the sleeves and collar, but that wasn't the issue.

In summary, it was an inappropriate outfit for this kind of meeting.

"Come on, isn't that enough for a sibling reunion?"

"Sister, you really have no consideration."

"Yes, yes. I get it, now go back to your seat."

Elena lightly brushed off her non-blood-related sister's words. If Veronica had compared Elena to Felicia, her provocation might have worked.

"Big brother, you look a bit thinner."

Regardless, Veronica wouldn't let go of me.

Elena headed to the head seat first, but she seemed bothered by Veronica embracing me.

"How would you know that?"

"I can tell just by looking."

"Luke."

The conversation ended there for now.

At Elena's call, I broke free from Veronica's embrace and headed to the head seat where Elena had gone. Veronica followed behind me.

"By the way, what's with that outfit?"

Just as Veronica was about to sit near the head seats where Elena and I were seated, Elena asked her.

Honestly, I was curious about what her intention was with such attire.

*

"Oh, I tend to sweat a lot in certain places."

Her answer was simple. It almost felt like she was making an excuse.

But Veronica slightly raised her arm as if to demonstrate. That motion provided sufficient evidence. While other parts of her body were fine... only her armpits were damp.

But it wasn't an unfamiliar sight.

"I guess siblings will be siblings."

"..."

Because I'm the same way.

It's like I sweat excessively in just that area. It might not be a major flaw for Veronica, but for a wolf who needs to move stealthily, it could be a significant disadvantage.

That's why I used various methods to mask the smell.

Among them, I preferred using magic. It was definitely costly, but I wasn't exactly short on money.

"Is big brother the same way?"

"Not as bad as you, but sometimes."

How strange that of all things to have in common, it would be hyperhidrosis. Of course, there might be other reasons for Veronica's outfit.

For instance, to seduce me.

"Why don't you handle it with magic like Luke does?"

Elena, who had been silent after I answered Veronica, spoke up.

"That's not a bad idea. Big brother, when you have time, could you introduce me to a good magician?"

That probably wasn't the answer Elena wanted.

"Sure, later."

Perhaps that's why Elena answered for me instead.

"Sister, you're so cold. Aren't we supposed to be sisters?"

"You're here as the boss of the Carmen Family. Remember that."

"That may be true, but I'm also a member of the Pellini family."

Veronica Pellini, Veronica Carmen. If it was difficult to choose between the two, she could go by Veronica Pellini-Carmen.

Looking at it this way, she really did have quite a variety of surnames.

"If you're going to claim to be a Pellini, why not change your family name first?"

Elena's statement was more like a gentle check.

"That's not a bad idea either."

But Veronica took it seriously. This made things awkward for Elena.

"But then there would be two Pellini Families."

"That would be problematic. Maybe the Pellini-Carmen Family. Or..."

This time, I decided to say what Elena was about to say. But before I could finish, Veronica interrupted.

"Or merge the two families into one."

"That's not why the Five Families gathered here today."

"It's not a topic for all five families to discuss anyway. The concerned parties can just talk it out, can't they?"

Pellini and Carmen merging.

The Carmen Family's intelligence network was certainly not a bad proposition. The Carmen side would also be able to share in the Pellini Family's power and authority.

"And since both the wolf and the spider were tools of the Five Families, it's symbolic in a way, isn't it?"

Hmm.

Veronica's words definitely had merit. Broadly speaking, since the few survivors of the Viper's annihilation were now part of the Pellini Family, one could say that the wolf, spider, and viper had all become one.

"..."

"Veronica."

While Elena maintained her silence, I called out to Veronica.

"Yes?"

"It's a good idea, but I think we should approach it more cautiously."

"What does sister think?"

"...I agree with Luke."

"If that's what you both think, I suppose there's no helping it."

I had intended to just observe and leave the meeting proceedings to Elena, but it seemed to have turned out the opposite.

"By the way, is Carmen the only family that's arrived?"

"No, there's one more."

"Who?"

"The doting hamster."

Veronica answered before Elena could.

"Where is he now?"

"Probably meeting his family."

That Little Dom guy. His son and mother are in my mansion, but family reunions could wait.

"By the way, I don't see Felicia."

"..."

I couldn't answer Veronica. To be honest, I didn't know what she was up to right now.

"Felicia is still sleeping."

"Hmm. That's strange."

"What is?"

"From what I know, you and Felicia slept together yesterday."

"What?"

How do you know that?!

I wondered why she was using her precious intelligence network for this, but since it was Veronica, I decided to accept it.

"Sorry, but even your great intelligence network gets things wrong sometimes. Luke slept with me."

"What?"

Elena boldly told a lie.

[A lie mixed with 1% truth is more effective than a 100% lie.]

With perfect timing, the status window blurred my vision. The ceiling patterns formed a single sentence through irregular movements.

Right. As the status window showed, Elena mixed a bit of truth into her lie.

"That can't be right. Um... perhaps?"

"Perhaps what?"

"T-that..."

Suddenly, Veronica's face turned red. Elena and I wondered what on earth she was imagining.

"Perhaps the three of you together..."

"Veronica, stop."

If she was suggesting that I slept with both my wives together, she wouldn't be reacting like that.

If she knows I was in the same bedroom as Felicia... she might know what happened.

To quickly conclude, Veronica clearly thought that I had done that kind of thing with both my wives.

She obeyed my command to stop quite well.

"..."

An awkward silence followed.

"Did you really not do it as a threesome?"

"Stop."

This time Elena spoke. I hoped she would stop now that both Elena and I had each told her once.

But the problem was elsewhere.

Before Elena could tell her to stop, the conference room door opened, and Little Dom was boldly entering.

"...Excuse me? Did what as a threesome?"

"..."

This is truly maddening.

Ch.195 - Aftermath (2)
# Veronica's Vain Delusions and Little Dom's Misunderstanding

"My, my. I'm hearing quite the extraordinary things."

"Solomon. It's nothing, so be quiet."

Elena didn't forget to warn Little Dom. In response, Little Dom made an exaggerated gesture of covering his mouth.

In truth... if we were to trace the cause, it was due to Elena's intentional lie to Veronica.

The situation was already spilled milk.

It seemed impossible for Elena and me to control Veronica's delusions and Little Dom's misunderstandings.

"Still, I'm glad to see the three of you getting along so well."

See that? Little Dom tried to lighten the mood, but his comment was somewhat off the mark.

"No, I'm telling you, you're misunderstanding the situation."

While I was speaking to Little Dom, Veronica had already approached us.

"Veronica. Go back to your seat."

"Just a moment. Brother, why is it okay for those two sisters but not for me?"

What kind of question was this?

If I were to interpret Veronica's question, she was essentially asking why a threesome was acceptable but incest wasn't. But aren't those completely separate issues?

"Ahem. Excuse me, but you two are blood siblings."

Little Dom raised an objection on behalf of Elena and me, who were left speechless.

"Have you forgotten that the Godfather and Godmother are siblings?"

"Strictly speaking, they're step-siblings, not blood siblings."

"Even if they're step-siblings, if they grew up like real siblings from childhood, aren't they essentially the same as blood siblings?"

"That may be true... but since their marriage was decided by the previous Godfather, it doesn't seem like something we should question."

The back-and-forth between Veronica and Little Dom continued. The situation was progressing in a completely unexpected direction.

What was certain was that Elena and I didn't need to get involved in this issue.

Little Dom was being particularly difficult with Veronica, and I couldn't even guess why.

"Anyway, I would appreciate it if you refrained from such irrational behavior in public view."

The irrational behavior he referred to must have meant incest.

What was funny in the midst of all this was that while Little Dom clearly aimed his words at Veronica, Elena, who was standing next to me, also flinched.

"What's irrational about it? Besides, isn't it presumptuous for the Solomon family to interfere in the private affairs of the Pellini family?"

"I have valid reasons!"

"What reasons?"

"Because my son lives in this mansion. What if he's influenced by such irrational behavior?"

Hmm.

For something coming from Little Dom, it was a sound argument.

"Isn't it strange in the first place that the Solomon family is staying in this mansion? The war with the Dragovich family is in its final stages, so shouldn't you be heading back soon?"

Veronica's counterargument was equally sound.

Sound versus sound.

As the two sound arguments clashed fiercely, this fight was turning into a battle where both sides would only end up wounded.

"Alright, that's enough from both of you. We've had enough of this useless conversation."

"But I haven't heard an answer from the Godfather yet."

There was a slight change in how Veronica addressed me. To be precise, it seemed to have started right after Little Dom entered the meeting room.

"I'll be conducting this meeting in place of Luke. So let me make it clear right here and now. No."

"..."

As soon as Elena answered, two gazes turned toward me.

Veronica's gaze seemed to be checking if my intentions aligned with Elena's, while Elena's gaze told me not to worry about it.

Thanks to this, I was in quite a predicament.

"Veronica, let's focus on this meeting for now."

"...Yes."

Veronica reluctantly agreed.

I understood that the issue she wanted to address was important to her, but it had nothing to do with why we were gathered here.

Above all, I had no intention of discussing such a private matter in front of the Five Families.

Meanwhile, Elena seemed somewhat satisfied with my response, even though her intention for me not to worry about it wasn't fully reflected.

"By the way, Solomon."

"Yes, Godfather."

"I heard you met with Walker recently."

"...Well, I guess there's no hiding it."

Little Dom looked back and forth between me and Veronica. He seemed curious whether it was the wolf or the spider who had been tracking him.

"To cut to the chase, I failed spectacularly. I don't think there's anything more to say."

I wonder if that statement is true?

If Little Dom had joined hands with Jack Walker, who wielded enormous influence in Harlem, the situation would become complicated.

Jack Walker's Black gang was hostile to the Marinelli family, which was trying to expand into Harlem.

It wasn't unusual for the Five Families to oppose each other according to their respective interests, but the timing wasn't good.

"I see. I sincerely hope that's the truth."

I had decided to leave this meeting to Elena, but I answered this time. After all, the meeting hadn't even started yet.

"If you're planning something foolish, it would be better to give up."

"I'll keep that in mind."

Elena didn't forget to warn Little Dom.

Little Dom responded with seriousness, his usual jovial demeanor nowhere to be seen. Well, even with that serious atmosphere, the hamster-like impression unique to him didn't disappear.

*

Afterward, a prolonged silence fell over the meeting room.

Veronica was promised a future discussion about the issue she wanted to address, and Little Dom received a stern warning about his suspicious behavior.

"By the way, the other two families are unusually late."

"They didn't say they would be late."

Elena responded to Little Dom's comment. They didn't say they would be late.

"Of course, both families are the same in that their bosses can't attend in person."

That meant the Marinelli and Russo families would be sending representatives in place of their bosses.

"Is it Manfredi from the Marinelli side?"

"Probably. As for the Russo side..."

Elena let her words trail off.

"I'm not sure if it's Damar or Arta."

If Darius Russo wasn't attending in person, I thought one of the two might show up.

"It could be both. Darius's son seems to be imitating the Pellini family these days."

As Veronica said, both could appear. Separately, I knew exactly what Veronica was referring to.

"Ah, like wolves, you mean?"

There were rumors that Arta Russo was training orphans like wolves.

If we're just checking the truth of the rumor, it's true that Arta did such a thing. To be precise, they weren't just any orphans, but those rescued from viper breeding facilities.

"I guess they haven't decided on a name yet?"

Little Dom responded with a snicker. If those orphans were to be named... since the Five Families typically used animal names, I thought "bats" might be appropriate.

How much time had passed as the four bosses waited for the other two families in the meeting room, engaging in idle conversation?

"Godfather, Godmother. Sorry for being late."

The fourth to arrive was the Marinelli family. The representative was Manfredi, the eldest son of Vito Marinelli and my brother-in-law.

Elena and I nodded to Manfredi, who apologized as he entered.

At least Manfredi wasn't shameless.

"The Russo family is last, I see."

Veronica spoke while covering the lower part of her face with a fan made of luxurious material.

Not long after, the representatives of the Russo family arrived as the fifth.

It was two people: Under Boss Arta Russo and Consigliere Damar Russo. The composition was not unexpected.

"Good. Now all Five Families are present."

Elena began speaking, using the arrival of the Russo family as a signal.

The purpose of this meeting was to announce that I, the Godfather, was still alive and well, and that the Pellini family, which had momentarily staggered after being counterattacked by the Dragovich family, was still standing strong.

"It's a shame that two bosses couldn't attend, but it can't be helped."

Manfredi and Arta nodded at Elena's words.

Vito Marinelli was probably absent due to poor health, and Darius Russo due to the war with his cousins in the north of Havilly.

"I heard rumors that the Godfather's injuries were serious."

"Rumors are just rumors."

I responded to Manfredi's comment with disbelief.

It's true that I had overused my wolf transformation, but I hadn't suffered any serious injuries. The prolonged unconscious state was merely the aftermath of the excessive transformation.

"I've also heard rumors that the Dragovich family is completely finished."

Veronica appropriately brought up a topic, borrowing Manfredi's expression.

Elena began to speak about the Dragovich family, following up on what Veronica had said.

"To cut to the chase, the Dragovich family has already collapsed."

The Boss and Under Boss are dead. The Consigliere has joined our side.

Even the four Caporegimes, who could have been the rallying point for the remnants, were now in tatters.

"You all know Andrei Sharipov, right?"

The representatives of the Five Families nodded eagerly in response to Elena's question.

He was a Caporegime who, along with the Under Boss and Consigliere, had divided the power among the remnants of the Dragovich family.

The other three Caporegimes.

Joe Edgar fled after being pushed back by the alliance of Fang led by Sarina and the Solomon-Carmen family.

Roman Grishin was killed by the attack of Torso led by Carso and Vanella, and Sergei Zensov unfortunately turned to ashes after being hit by a blind bomb used by Granada and his subordinates.

"So now only Sharipov remains of the Dragovich remnants?"

"Yes. Even he won't last long."

"Godfather, Godmother. We'd like to handle him ourselves."

Manfredi responded as soon as Elena finished speaking.

Sharipov's territory is located at the easternmost part of the Dragovich family's territory.

It wasn't strange for Manfredi to react that way, given that Sharipov had many conflicts not only with the Black people whose territories bordered his but also with the Marinelli family.

"While subtly trying to swallow Sharipov's territory for the Marinelli family, aren't you?"

"At least we're not expecting rewards for doing almost nothing, like the Solomon family."

Little Dom bristled at Manfredi's words but couldn't refute them.

This was because the Solomon-Carmen alliance had helped Sarina attack Joe Edgar and had taken over the territories they had captured in the process.

It was almost as if Sarina's concerns had become reality, but Elena and I decided to let it pass.

Most of the vast territory of the Dragovich family in the southwest of Havilly had become ours, the Pellini family's.

We could afford to leave them those crumbs.

"What do you mean we did nothing? That's something you should say to the Russo family, isn't it?"

Little Dom deflected Manfredi's criticism toward him like some kind of tai chi move, throwing it at the Russo family.

"..."

It's true that the Russo family hadn't made any contribution to this war.

I finally spoke up.

"Well, it can't be helped. For the Russo side, the war with their cousins is a matter of family revenge."

As if Elena and I were desperately trying to eliminate the Dragovich family.

"Thank you for understanding."

"I think you're misunderstanding something. Understanding and accepting are different things."

Damar didn't miss the opportunity to respond to my comment, but Elena didn't remain silent either.

"The disappearance of the Dragovich family benefits the Russo family too, doesn't it?"

"So what do you want from us?"

"..."

Arta took Veronica's bait hook, line, and sinker. Damar frowned at his nephew's foolishness.

"Anything that can make up for your uncooperative attitude this time would be fine."

Elena had no hesitation in using the opportunity created by Veronica.

"How about the theater and film workers' union? I hear it's quite profitable these days."

"..."

Veronica once again demonstrated her intelligence by mentioning one of the Russo family's sources of income.

Arta and Damar's expressions weren't good, but they had no choice.

All of the Five Families except the Russo family had sided with Elena and Veronica.

Of course, the details would be determined later, but the Five Families would now be able to send their people to the theater and film workers' union, which the Russo family had been monopolizing.

The topic of the meeting then returned to who would handle Andrei Sharipov.

"Godfather, how about this? In exchange for us having the opportunity to kill Sharipov, we'll hand over half of his territory to the Pellini family."

"Hmm."

It wasn't a bad proposal. The Marinelli family would do the work, and the Pellini family would reap the benefits.

But the decision was Elena's.

"Alright. Let's do that."

Elena didn't forget to gauge my reaction. Even considering that, her decision was very swift.

Needless to say, Manfredi welcomed her quick decision.

After discussing a few more topics, the meeting was quickly adjourned.

Even though it was my mansion, it wasn't good for the representatives of the Five Families to stay in one place for too long.

Besides, we had achieved our objective.

Little Dom, Arta, and Damar left the mansion as soon as the meeting ended.

However, Veronica and Manfredi remained in the meeting room, as if they had something more to say.

Meanwhile, as the representatives of the Solomon and Russo families hastily left the mansion, a car was entering.

"Brother, we've arrived."

The driver in the car spoke to someone in the back seat.

Long ears that anyone could recognize as elven.

A man with bandages wrapped around his entire face except for those ears.

"We're here already? Is it because of my condition? My sense of time feels all jumbled up."

Giovanni replied with several cigarettes in his mouth.

As a result, the car was so filled with cigarette smoke that from the outside, it looked as if someone had set off a smoke bomb inside.

"Well, never mind. Let's go see my brother."

It was truly the return of the bandaged man.

Ch.196 - Aftermath (3)
The mansion's conference room.

Until just a moment ago, representatives from all five Families were present, but now only three Families remained.

The Godfather and Godmother of the Fellini Family, along with Manfredi, the Under Boss of the Marinelli Family, and Veronica, the Boss of the Carmen Family.

It was obvious what Veronica wanted to say to Elena and me.

She probably wanted to continue the conversation we were having before the other Family bosses arrived.

'I just hope she doesn't say anything strange in front of Manfredi.'

While I was looking at Veronica with uneasy eyes.

"What? Do you have something else to say?"

Elena was the first to break the silence.

"I'd like to discuss how we'll divide Sharipov's territory after we deal with him."

"That's uncharacteristically hasty of you."

"I don't see anything wrong with handling it quickly."

Manfredi responded nonchalantly to my comment about his unusual behavior.

Was he thinking that other Families might interfere, like the Solomon Family had objected? If so, it seemed he wanted to make enough progress before other Families could get in the way.

"Elena."

"Yes?"

After calling Elena, I drew a line on the map placed on the large table.

"How about using this area as the boundary?"

"So we take the west from there, and Marinelli takes the east?"

When I confirmed she was right, Elena thought for a moment before agreeing with me.

"Manfredi, what do you think?"

"Not bad. I'll keep that in mind for now."

Well, it seemed like we'd need more detailed agreements later. But this was sufficient for now.

"Is there anything else to discuss?"

"I don't see Felicia around. Is something wrong?"

"Ah, it's nothing. She's just still sleeping."

"...I see."

Manfredi checked what time it was and made a meaningful expression.

"Felicia wouldn't normally sleep this late. I suppose there are no problems in your marital relationship."

"..."

I wondered what he was getting at, and then he suddenly dropped a bomb.

I carefully observed Elena and Veronica's reactions, but as expected...

"Well, I'll be going now."

Those were Manfredi's final words to us.

I gritted my teeth at the sight of my brother-in-law casually disappearing after deliberately provoking jealousy with his bombshell comment.

'Some brother-in-law he is.'

"Well, all the troublemakers are gone now."

Regardless, Veronica responded with a forced smile. It was right after Manfredi left the conference room.

"Veronica. Sorry, but you're one of the troublemakers too."

"Sister, you're so inconsiderate."

Veronica looked genuinely disappointed. Of course, Elena merely shrugged.

Apparently, Veronica didn't consider Elena a troublemaker, but Elena didn't feel the same way about her.

"Well, the meeting's over, so let's move."

"Ah! Wait a moment."

I started moving before either of them could respond.

Elena tried to stop me as I got up from beside her and headed out of the conference room, but she wasn't quick enough.

Anyway, Veronica didn't seem like she was going to leave anytime soon, and she had her own room in this mansion...

I thought it would be better to watch their bickering from the comfort of the living room.

"..."

But when I saw Elena and Veronica straining to catch up with me, I immediately gave up.

"Elena, you can take your time, you know."

"Why? Worried about me now?"

When I briefly paused, Elena and Veronica had already surrounded me.

"Of course I am."

I still needed to say what needed to be said.

Unlike Felicia, who was no longer pregnant after safely laying her egg, Elena was still carrying a child in her womb.

Although her figure didn't look much different from before her pregnancy, that was only because of magic.

If the spell were removed right now, her protruding belly would be clearly visible.

"I was wrong."

"Better late than never."

When I readily admitted my mistake, Elena seemed satisfied and kissed my forehead.

I had intended to head to the second-floor living room alone, but I ended up being dragged along by my two sisters.

"Do you really need to hold me on both sides like this?"

"Brother, you're so dishonest. Most men would envy you."

Veronica answered with great confidence.

'Yes, on the surface, I suppose they would.'

Having two beautiful women who adore me.

The problem was that both beauties were my sisters, one already pregnant with my child, and the other wanting to have my child.

"...Ah, Godfather!"

"Tch."

Veronica's click of the tongue was very clear. Elena also showed signs of disappointment, though not as much as Veronica, as she let go of me.

"What is it?"

"Sir Giovanni has arrived."

"...Giovanni? Where is he?"

Well, that was welcome news.

"He's waiting in the garden."

"Tell him to come inside."

"Yes, sir."

"No, wait."

Come to think of it, even though the surgery was supposedly successful, I wondered if it was okay for him to be moving around so soon.

"Elena."

"I understand. It can't be helped. Let's go together."

"Hmm? Are you sure?"

"It's fine. I may not have as deep a connection with Giovanni as you do, Luke, but he's still a Family executive."

*

Elena also mentioned that Giovanni had ended up in his condition while fighting the Dragovich Family, who were responsible for her father's death.

I was very proud of her.

"Veronica. We'll be back soon. Wait for us in the living room."

"Alright... I guess I have no choice."

Surprisingly, Veronica gave up without resistance.

Elena and I found her behavior suspicious, but we decided to move anyway.

"Did Giovanni come alone?"

"Yes, Mr. Carso and Ms. Sarina are still in the southwest."

That made sense.

Carso had headed south separately from Giovanni, and Sarina had been deployed to replace Giovanni when he went missing.

"We need to remain vigilant, but with Dragovich dead, it's our victory."

"So only Sanchez remains."

Mikhail Dragovich had become a goner, his Under Boss was dead, and his Consigliere had joined us. The remaining Caporegimes had either fled or died, except for Sharipov.

The Family itself was essentially finished.

"We should contact Solomon."

As Elena said, Little Dom had secured Sanchez's daughter, known as the Golem Princess.

Using his only daughter would be the easiest way to manipulate Sanchez in prison.

There were plenty of methods, but eliminating Sanchez—with his massive build—in prison carried too much risk.

Elena and I discussed several important topics as we headed to the garden. Most were related to the Family's future direction.

"Where's Giovanni?"

As soon as we left the mansion, I asked the wolf.

"He's over there, sir."

"Where?"

The wolf clearly pointed somewhere, but I couldn't see well.

After checking several times, I finally spotted a pale figure sitting on an outdoor bench far away in the garden.

"..."

"His condition seems more serious than we thought."

I quietly nodded at Elena's words.

As we got closer to Giovanni, I could see his body in more detail.

Bandages wrapped around his entire face.

He was properly dressed, so I couldn't tell if he had bandages elsewhere, but at a glance, it seemed like his neck and below were also bandaged.

"Phew...!"

And one more thing.

Even though the surgery was over and the immediate crisis had passed... this patient was smoking an awful lot.

By the time Elena and I reached him.

He was already taking out a new cigarette and casually lighting it, as if the one he was currently smoking wasn't enough.

"Giovanni!"

"..."

Giovanni only noticed our approach after hearing my voice.

It was somewhat amusing to see him frantically trying to dispose of the cigarette in his mouth. After that, he stood up from the bench and staggered toward us.

I could tell just from his gait.

That he was pushing himself too hard. But we were reuniting with someone who had returned alive from the brink of death.

"Boss. Madam."

Giovanni was the first to speak.

He addressed Elena and me, the Godfather and Godmother, with great familiarity.

"The doctor said it was quite a mess."

"Ha, it just turned out that way."

Giovanni scratched his head as he responded to Elena's comment.

"..."

When we completely closed the distance with Giovanni, there were things I could finally see.

His eyes were bloodshot, perhaps from his injuries. And the condition of his skin visible between the bandages wasn't as bad as I expected.

It was hard to make a definitive judgment without completely unwrapping the bandages, but his skin seemed in decent shape for someone who supposedly had it melted off in an explosion.

"Giovanni, you've been through a lot."

I said, lightly patting his chest.

"..."

Giovanni seemed to be contemplating how to respond to that one statement. I couldn't fully read his expression behind the bandages.

"It's all thanks to that guy you sent, Boss and Madam."

"Heb. That's his name."

"He even had a name?"

Though it was obvious, Giovanni asked as if surprised.

"How's the condition of your face?"

"Much better than before. The doctor said if they'd just left that Heb guy alone, it might have healed completely."

"You need to understand. They said there were several areas that needed more urgent treatment than your face."

Despite Elena's words, Giovanni still seemed dissatisfied with the doctor.

"Well, I should be grateful just to be alive."

"Yes, that's right."

I sincerely agreed with Giovanni's words.

There had been no small number of casualties since we started taking revenge on those who killed my father. At the very least, I didn't want Giovanni to be among them.

"Leave the rest to me and the others."

"No, I'm fine. Right now, I could—"

"Giovanni. Do as Luke says. You're a patient now."

Elena interrupted before Giovanni could finish.

"...Understood."

He didn't resist the Godmother's words. My thoughts aligned with Elena's.

"Just rest up for now. We have plenty of work for you when you're ready."

I instructed the wolves around Giovanni to take him back. They complied as if they'd been waiting for that order.

"No, wait a moment!"

Giovanni seemed to have more to say to Elena and me, but it couldn't be helped.

He was already staggering on his own.

"Alright, let's head back too."

"Yes."

I needed to discuss with Elena about the work we'd assign to Giovanni.

The Dragovich Family's territory, plus half of Andrei Sharipov's territory. The Fellini Family's domain had expanded enormously, so we needed someone to manage the new territories.

***

This is Elena's color cover first rough draft.

It shows considerable chest exposure and her head appears somewhat elongated.

This is the second rough draft. It's also the rough draft I showed in the announcement.

The chest exposure has been moderated, and the head shape normalized with a shorter neck.

And this is the current stage, the third rough draft.

Elena's neck and hand posture have been made more natural, and the neck length has been reduced several more times until it looks good!

Ch.197 - Post-War System (4)
# The Dragovich Family

Though there are still sporadic pockets of resistance and areas beyond our influence, their annihilation is inevitable.

No matter how much the parties involved might wish to deny it.

[Even a rotten fish is still a fish.]

As I was leaving the conference room with my two sisters, Elena and Veronica, heading toward the second floor, text appeared on the wall.

Just as the status window had shown.

After all, no matter how much the Dragovich Family had declined, they were still undeniably one of the Five Families.

'That saying is something people used in my previous world, though.'

As I'd always thought, the phrases he showed me were quite arbitrary.

Sometimes they were famous quotes from this world, and other times they were sayings only used in my previous world.

"Brother, what are you thinking about so deeply?"

Veronica suddenly approached and thrust her face close to mine.

"Huh?"

"You're unusually lost in thought about something."

"Unusual? Luke is often like that. Well, I suppose you wouldn't know since you don't know Luke very well."

Elena, who was walking beside me, answered while linking her arm with mine.

'Here we go again.'

There was no way Veronica would let Elena's provocation slide.

"Yes! That's why I'm trying to... get to know each other slowly from now on."

Right. To be truly Veronica-like, she needed to provoke Elena more than she herself had been provoked. Veronica linked her arm with my free one, not to be outdone by Elena.

Thanks to them, I suddenly found myself like a criminal caught between two police officers, or a child stuck between quarreling parents.

"Why don't you give me some space?"

"I don't want to. Sister is clinging to Brother too."

"That's because we're husband and wife."

"We're siblings too."

"I'm both spouse and sibling."

"..."

When Elena declared this proudly, Veronica silently stared at her before turning her gaze to me.

Though she said nothing, her eyes clearly asked if this wasn't too shameless.

"Come on, let's stop the sisterly quarrel and head to the living room."

I could have instantly freed myself from both their arms and gone ahead to the living room. But that would only lead to a repeat of the same situation.

Elena might make sudden movements to catch up with me, which wouldn't be good in her pregnant state.

"..."

"..."

We were definitely walking, but...

It was a strange state of coexistence. Or perhaps standoff would be a better word.

Even while linking arms with me, Elena and Veronica seemed extremely conscious of each other.

"You'll both burn holes in each other's faces at this rate."

"It wouldn't be so bad if the interference disappeared."

"Interference? I wonder who you're referring to."

I tried making a joke to break the icy atmosphere, but it only added fuel to the fire.

"Stop treating each other like interference."

"I don't mind. After all, weren't you two treating each other as interference until just last year, Brother and Sister?"

'Hmm. This isn't going well.'

This was far from the flow I had hoped for.

Veronica had started rubbing salt in Elena's wounds. Though if she kept doing that to Elena, she'd be the one getting salted instead.

"What ancient history are you bringing up? Why don't you reminisce about the old days by yourself?"

"No, just last year..."

"Veronica. It won't work on Elena, so you should give up."

"..."

Veronica's expression when she ran out of things to say was quite a sight.

She was probably thinking that Elena had some incredibly thick skin.

Fortunately, instead of salting Veronica, Elena chose to be thick-skinned herself.

'Sigh...'

Was the second-floor living room always this far?

Given the size and scale of what could rightfully be called a mansion, it was natural, but today time seemed to be flowing particularly slowly.

The one silver lining was that the psychological warfare between my two sisters had shifted from noisy arguments to quiet competition.

"..."

Sure enough, Veronica started applying pressure to the arm linked with mine.

Elena had no intention of losing me to her younger sister. The pressure on both my arms was gradually increasing.

They weren't provoking each other verbally, but I was suffering, sandwiched between them. Well, this was still better than them hurting each other emotionally like before.

"Finally, we've arrived."

It had been a long, long test of endurance.

As we reached the corridor in front of the living room door, the arm-linking with my two sisters naturally ended. I opened the door wide without showing any sign of fatigue.

"Welcome, everyone."

A light voice greeted us before we even entered the living room.

The owner of that voice, which seemed to bring a sense of calm just by hearing it, was... Felicia.

"Feli? When did you wake up?"

"Just a little while ago. By the way, I heard there was an important meeting?"

"Wait, what are you wearing?"

Felicia tried to move on to more important matters, but Elena stopped her.

Indeed, Felicia's attire was quite provocative and daring.

She was wearing a nightgown adorned with white lace that was so thin it fluttered with every movement.

Unlike Elena, who objected to Felicia's appearance, Veronica covered her eyes with both hands, unable to look at her properly.

"What? It's my nightgown."

"You know what I mean. Why are you dressed like that here?"

"Elena, you're in the same boat as me, yet you're acting like this? You know why, don't you?"

"Know what?"

"That when you're pregnant, your body temperature rises, making clothes like these essential for expectant mothers."

"Ha."

Elena laughed as if in disbelief.

"I might not know, but you've already laid your egg."

"Sorry to tell you, but a dragon's body temperature doesn't immediately return to normal after laying an egg."

*

Elena Pellini and Felicia Marinelli.

The trivial argument between the Godfather's first wife and his first woman continued.

Meanwhile, the Godfather had already settled himself in a suitable chair. Veronica also headed toward the Godfather's side, taking advantage of the ongoing argument between the two women.

"Hello, Vera."

But these weren't women who would let things slide.

Even while arguing with Elena, Felicia confidently greeted her.

"Hello, Sister. You're energetic as always today."

"What do you think?"

"Pardon?"

When she was flustered by the sudden question, Felicia moved to a different spot.

Like Veronica, she positioned herself next to the Godfather, but more boldly took the seat right beside him.

"Do you think my nightgown is too much, as Elena says?"

"I think it might be a bit too daring to show to people other than Brother."

"Really?"

Felicia was surprised by her answer, which differed from what she had expected.

This was understandable since the person saying this was herself wearing an outfit with notable exposure... what one might call daring.

While Felicia was thinking this, the two sisters exchanged meaningful glances in a split second.

Temporary cooperation.

Deal with her first, then I'll deal with you.

It wasn't really cooperation but rather a change in priorities, but the two sisters didn't care either way.

"Feli, while you were sleeping, there was a meeting between the Five Families."

"I can pretty much guess what was discussed."

"Then I don't need to explain."

"I'd rather hear it from Luke than from Elena!"

"This is ridiculous."

"Both of you, stop it. I'll explain."

The Godfather mediated between the two women and began explaining the meeting that had just taken place. Before the important discussion began, Veronica closed the living room door.

As she returned to her seat, she thought:

Her brother was the owner of a fatal charm. To use a metaphor, he was like a first-magnitude star that attracted everyone, including the two women who seemed as incompatible as oil and water.

"Veronica, come here."

"Yes."

Yes, exactly that.

Because everyone likes him, he casually waves to anyone without a second thought. Watching this, sweat trickled down Veronica's nape.

The two women were already sitting close to the Godfather.

Despite their closeness... Veronica knew aspects of the Godfather that neither the two women nor even the Godfather himself knew.

"..."

Ah, it's become a habit.

For a fleeting moment, Veronica, intoxicated with intellectual superiority, let a subtle smile slip that didn't match the situation.

Since the Godfather was in the middle of his explanation, no one would have noticed her smile, but it was better to be cautious.

*

Conveying the contents of the meeting ended more quickly than expected.

"The Russo side must not have been happy."

"But Solomon wasn't wrong."

Elena replied with an unconcerned expression. This was understandable since Elena and Veronica were the ones who had extracted a suitable price from the Russo Family with their fantastic teamwork.

"If we combine our people with the Marinelli side in the film industry that the Russo side has a tight grip on, we could create quite a significant presence."

"Well, we can mobilize plenty of singers and actors too."

In response to my words, Felicia answered while fiddling with her tail.

"But was it Sharipov?"

"Yes. Andrei Sharipov."

As soon as Felicia mentioned him, I stated the guy's full name.

"To think he's already planning to expand there. I guess they've mostly finished dealing with the Black gangs."

"Brother, should we mark anything?"

While Felicia was surprised by the family's moves, Veronica interjected.

"Just a moment."

Having such conversations in the living room was routine for us. I pulled out a suitable map from the drawer.

'No, it might be better to have one that shows the territories of the Five Families.'

"This area has already been taken over by the Marinelli Family."

Saying this, Veronica made some markings on the map I gave her.

The Black gang's territory, which bordered the Pellini Family's territory across the river, had changed to Marinelli Family territory.

"Our territory has also expanded quite a bit this time."

This time, Elena reflected the changes after the annihilation of the Dragovich Family on the map.

In the process, it was marked assuming that while Sharipov wasn't completely eliminated, his territory was divided between us and the Marinelli.

"May I reflect the other three families as well?"

Elena and I nodded to Veronica. A map update personally done by the boss of the Carmen Family, known for having the best intelligence among the Five Families.

"Did the Russo Family expand there?"

"Yes, though it doesn't mean much since the population is small compared to the area."

"That vast area is important. You never know how things will turn out."

The conversation continued while Veronica reflected the various changes on the map.

Among the changes she marked, some were known to us, while others we had only roughly grasped.

"There. I'm done."

"Looking at it this way, Carmen has also managed to insert themselves quite well."

"Insert ourselves? We legitimately helped and claimed those territories. If anything, haven't the Russo and Solomon sides sneaked into more places?"

While refuting Elena's claim, Veronica shifted the topic to the other two families.

"Hmm."

She wasn't entirely wrong.

Well, there was no need to put a brake on the changes that had occurred this time.

The territories that the other two families had acquired this time probably weren't as completely dominated as the Dragovich Family's territory that our Pellini Family had newly claimed.

"Luke, Elena. What are you going to do about the doctor?"

"Dr. Bobov?"

"Yes."

Jabbit "Doctor" Bobov, the consigliere of the Dragovich Family and a traitor who cooperated with us on the condition of eliminating the underboss's faction.

"First, he needs to keep his word."

Among the conditions he set was a clause stating that he would retire once everything was over.

It might have been a hasty promise made in the urgency of the situation, but such tricks wouldn't be tolerated against our Pellini Family.

"The wolves are ready."

I nodded at Elena's words.

After all, the doctor was one of the lives that needed to be sacrificed for my father's revenge. If he withdrew voluntarily, there would be no unnecessary armed conflict.

Even if he didn't, nothing would change.

I was planning to entrust this matter to Giovanni. It would be like avenging the revenge he suffered from Joe Edgar.

Moreover, though I hadn't mentioned it yet.

The Dragovich Family's territory. I was thinking of entrusting it to Giovanni.

***
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Ch.198 - Post-War System (5)
Somewhere in the southwest of Heavily.

A mansion with a moderately sized yard, not particularly large. It was clearly nothing special in this area.

Slam!

A sudden loud noise. The sound of car doors being roughly closed began to repeat.

Following that, a group of men appeared.

The men joined others who had arrived earlier and were already watching the mansion.

"Is this really the doctor's house?"

"Yes, boss."

"We've confirmed that the doctor is alone in the mansion."

As one man spoke, others around him quickly responded.

"Good, then let's begin."

The other men took his words as a signal and began to move busily. The mansion was quickly surrounded by those who had arrived earlier and those who had just arrived.

Whether aware of this fact or not, the owner of the mansion was simply spending his time leisurely.

It hadn't been long since his family had left the mansion.

Ding-dong!

"..."

Though interrupted during his precious time, the owner reluctantly raised his aged body in response to the doorbell.

"Who is it?"

"Is this Dr. Bobov's residence?"

The owner frowned. Instead of answering his question, they were asking one of their own.

He looked outside with eyes full of displeasure to see who was there.

"...I understand what this is about."

The owner could immediately tell who these men were.

While their attire didn't make it entirely clear, the dangerous atmosphere they exuded revealed their identity.

Dr. Bobov, the mansion's owner, carefully opened the door to greet them.

"I'm Michael Pickett, Dr. Bobov."

"I see you have a surname. Not a wolf, then?"

"No, I am a wolf."

A firm answer.

But the doctor looked puzzled at the wolf who had introduced himself.

"I thought wolves typically only had first names."

"Not all wolves are the same. There are rare cases like mine."

Michael spoke as if it were no big deal.

Strictly speaking, his surname was actually the creation of his girlfriend, who was a professor at the Academy.

But there was no need to share that fact with the person before him.

"May I come in?"

"...By all means. It's not like I have much choice anyway."

After hearing the doctor's response, Michael signaled to those behind him.

The doctor guessed what that signal meant, but contrary to his many assumptions, only Michael entered the mansion.

"You've been watching me, I see."

"..."

The doctor threw out a sharp question as soon as the uninvited guest entered the mansion.

"Did the Godfather send you? Or the Godmother?"

The question changed, but Michael's reaction remained the same.

He silently looked at the old werewolf in front of him. Normally, he would have pointed out the doctor's insolent attitude in referring to the Godfather and Godmother as casually as if they were neighbors' dogs.

"I see the rest of your family is away."

"Yes. As you can see."

The doctor answered, pushing up his glasses with his bony arm.

"I believe you know why I'm here today."

"..."

At Michael's words, the doctor closed his eyes. Michael was ready to eliminate his target at any moment.

It might look like a defenseless state to others, but his specialty was eliminating opponents in an instant from that very position.

"Michael Pickett, was it?"

When Michael nodded in affirmation, the doctor continued.

"Pickett, are you interested in history?"

"More than most wolves, yes."

It was an unnatural conversation that didn't fit the situation. But fortunately for the doctor, Michael, with someone's help, was more knowledgeable than most wolves.

"What about the ancient Elven Empire?"

Michael pondered how to respond. What mattered now wasn't some ancient empire that once ruled the entire Old Continent.

"That empire had a certain custom. When an assassination plot against the Emperor failed, the conspirators were given one last chance."

"I've heard of it."

"Of course, not all conspirators were given such an opportunity. Only those in positions of some importance... If they went home and quietly committed suicide, there would be no retaliation, and their families would receive care from the state."

"I understand what you want."

The doctor believed Michael would understand his intention.

There wasn't much else he could do anyway.

"It seems my existence has been quite bothersome to both of them."

"Even if you retired, you could still exert considerable influence among the Dragovich organization members."

If things went wrong, there was a real possibility that the doctor could become the focal point for another crisis in Heavily.

But the doctor only knew half the story.

"There's another reason."

"What is it?"

At the doctor's question, Michael revealed the killing intent he had been concealing.

"Did you think we wouldn't know that you approved the assassination of the former Godfather?"

"..."

An unnatural silence.

"There seems to be some misunderstanding..."

"We've already confirmed the facts."

The Carmen Family's intelligence network.

Add to that the testimonies of surrendered organization members. If they were just testimonies from low-ranking members, it might not be considered solid evidence.

But there were testimonies from organization members who were present when the Dragovich Family's upper echelon discussed the assassination of the former Godfather.

When Michael briefly mentioned this fact, the doctor instantly realized things had gone terribly wrong.

"So what happens now?"

His expression, distorted with fear, was quite a sight to behold.

Despite the fact that his death was inevitable, what troubled him was that his grand plan had been ruined by the revelation of his approval of the former Godfather's assassination.

"If you meet your end quietly, there will be no retaliation."

"..."

"Your family won't receive care, but they won't be killed either."

"So only I die."

The old werewolf breathed a sigh of relief.

"Tell the Godfather and Godmother that I'm grateful for their mercy."

"..."

Michael silently nodded.

While the doctor prepared for his death, Michael remained in place.

How much time had passed since then? Michael, who had entered the doctor's mansion alone, also left alone.

"Boss, is it all over?"

"Yes."

Michael hurried along. There should be enough time before the doctor's family returned, but there was always the possibility of unexpected circumstances.

"..."

Even as he got into the car, he could vividly recall the doctor's final moments.

A bathtub full of hot water turned red. The cross-section of flesh visible through thick fur, and the body that didn't move at all.

When the doctor's family returns and sees that sight, they'll be shocked, but at least they'll keep their lives, which is a small mercy in this misfortune.

*

After a group of wolves completed their task, the results were immediately reported to Elena.

"Good work. Don't return to your district yet; join Giovanni's side."

Since she had ordered the doctor's disposal, it made sense that she would receive the report.

While Elena finished her call near the living room window, I was marking important things on a map laid out on the table.

"Aren't you being too generous to the caporegimes?"

"Vera, why don't you leave this part to Luke?"

Veronica seemed concerned, and Felicia was responding differently than usual.

That's because I was currently distributing the Fellini Family's districts. No matter how much Veronica was my sister... she was still the boss of a different family.

In a way, Veronica's behavior could easily be seen as interference in internal affairs.

"But still."

"Luke, the doctor situation has been completely resolved."

Before Veronica could say more, Elena approached us.

Until she took the call, she and I had been focused on district distribution.

"Really? That Michael is quite capable."

The doctor's death.

Although he wouldn't get the care for his family that he wanted, he had willingly ended his life with the promise that his family wouldn't be touched, despite his approval of my father's assassination.

As the doctor had told Michael, Elena and I had shown him a generous and merciful treatment.

"Are you still planning to give that area to Michael?"

Elena mentioned Giovanni, who would manage the core district of the Dragovich Family, and Michael, who would receive the district right next to Giovanni's.

"It's a bit far from the Academy, but it can't be helped."

Major changes were about to happen in the northeast and southwest of Heavily.

Angela, the last viper, and the dwarf gang would help Giovanni take charge of the southwest in this opportunity.

"Was it necessary to change my aunt's district?"

"Vera, stop it and come over here."

Despite Felicia's restraint, Veronica raised objections about her aunt's changed district.

"The previous district would have been more suitable. Even if she built up strength to check the Russo Family, it wouldn't make much difference."

"But that would make managing the northeast difficult. Even with the changed district, she can still keep the Russo guys in check, so this is better."

Elena agreed with Veronica at first, but then I explained why it couldn't be that way.

"..."

Veronica wanted to argue back but couldn't.

Felicia approached from behind and used her arms and tail to almost kidnap her to a corner of the living room.

"It seems a bit ambiguous to eliminate Salmo and Armo's districts."

"They both have more important roles than being caporegimes. It's better to let them focus on those."

The ones who benefited from the disappearance of their districts were Fabio Carini and old man Leonhart.

Carini was Elena's loyal subordinate, and old man Leonhart wouldn't betray us while we were on the rise, so there wasn't much to worry about.

And there were a few more changes.

Cambara's brother, Samia Zakaya, and Gulliman's districts were changed from the central area to the northeast.

It might seem like I gave Viola a tool in Gulliman, but he was both a tool and her monitor. Coincidentally, the Zakaya brothers' districts became adjacent, which might enhance that effect.

Finally, I designated the Academy, which had been my district, as a joint district for Elena and me.

"...Is that okay?"

"Why not? The central area is already our joint district."

Elena smiled faintly at my answer.

"Luke, are you done with the district distribution?"

Felicia interrupted as Elena and I were creating a warm atmosphere.

She had subdued and taken Veronica away just moments ago, but she was frighteningly sharp at times like this.

"I think we've pretty much wrapped it up."

Elena and I took one last look at the districts marked on the map.

With the absorption of the Dragovich Family's territory, the total area had increased significantly, meaning the districts managed by the caporegimes had also grown considerably.

It was a bit concerning to have old man Leonhart near Elena and me, but the problem was that there was no one better suited to keep the Marinelli Family in check.

"Sarina's district hasn't changed."

"You sound disappointed."

"Well, that's understandable."

Felicia oddly seemed to agree.

"I'll inform Carso."

"Alright, I'll leave it to you."

Elena headed back to the window to inform the underboss about the new district distribution.

It suddenly hit me how far we'd come.

There was only one person left to deal with for my father's revenge.

Eddie Sanchez was the only one remaining.

***

Ch.199 - Post-War System (6)
# Pellini Family's Under Boss, Carso.

He received instructions from the Godmother about the territory distribution determined by the Godfather and Godmother.

The clear voice of the Godmother came through the receiver. He thought he could hear the voices of the Godfather and his wife intermittently.

"Carso. I'll need you to contact the other capo regimes."

"Yes, Godmother."

After the brief call ended, Carso picked up the receiver again and began making calls diligently.

"Yes, Under Boss. I'll prepare immediately."

Carinido, who would now rule an entire district as Samia Zakaya headed to the northeast.

"Understood. I'll move right away."

Viola Carmen, whose role of keeping the Russo Family in check remained unchanged, though her burden had been lightened.

"Hmm. Can't be helped. I understand."

Old man Leonhart, who now had sole possession of the prime district in the central city, willingly accepted the new territory distribution Carso conveyed.

Their reactions were as Carso had expected.

In truth, these individuals had only gained from this territory redistribution, not lost anything.

What mattered now were the calls he was about to make.

The next person to receive Carso's call was Antonio Alini.

He would gain more territory than before with this distribution. There was no need to mention that the area he controlled had expanded.

But there was a clear reason why Alini might not welcome the change.

That territory had once belonged to Viola Carmen. In other words, he would have to take over the role she had previously handled.

Keeping the Russo Family in check.

Having to leave his familiar territory to counter one of the five families would be no small burden.

"What?"

Alini's reaction was not outside Carso's expectations.

He didn't like the new changes, but he didn't have the guts to openly rebel either.

'It's better to reassure him here.'

"Don't worry. The Godfather and Godmother have your back."

Strictly speaking, it was Viola Carmen who would be watching Alini's back. The Godfather and Godmother were there too, but she would step in before they needed to.

Carso explained Alini's concerns fluently several times.

"...I understand."

Eventually, the answer the Under Boss wanted came from Alini's lips.

After Alini, Carso contacted several other capo regimes.

The capo regimes in the northeast, including Alini, faced the biggest changes in this territory distribution.

The last viper Angela, Jacob Dread's dwarf gang, and Michael Picket had all been positioned in the southwest.

Especially with Michael, he hadn't been able to contact him yet, but expected there might be resistance.

His girlfriend was a professor at the Academy, after all.

Love tends to cool when physical distance grows. Of course, the possibility of Michael refusing this territory distribution was slim.

No matter what anyone said, he was a wolf, and for wolves, the orders of the Godfather and Godmother were absolute.

While he could submit differing opinions, objecting to important decisions like this territory distribution was an entirely different matter.

"...."

For now, Carso contacted Angela and Dread.

Neither capo regime particularly welcomed this decision, but they didn't strongly oppose it either.

Though the parties themselves weren't enthusiastic, the roles of these two capo regimes were extremely important.

They had to help Giovanni take control of the Dragovich Family's former territory and fulfill the mission of making it Pellini Family territory.

The southwest had a relatively high proportion of werewolves in Heville. Even though it was only 20-30%, that was still quite significant in a city where numerous species coexisted.

From that perspective, Dread and the dwarf gang were perfect allies to fully support the Pellini Family against the werewolves.

Their combat value might be relatively lower, but their numbers were quite substantial.

'Next are the Zakaya brothers and the dwarf, I guess?'

Having finished his thoughts, Carso attempted to contact the next set of capo regimes.

He had tried to inform Michael about the new territory distribution through Giovanni's side, but Giovanni himself was absent.

For now, he had no choice but to deal with the other capo regimes first.

"Yes, Under Boss."

"The northeast for us?"

Granada's reaction was predetermined. He would now have sole control over the territory he had previously shared with old man Leonhart.

Meanwhile, Camvara's brother, Samia Zakaya's reaction was also as expected.

He had suddenly been given the northeastern district, which could be considered the outskirts, instead of the southern district of Carini.

But as time passed, Samia seemed to realize how beneficial this territory distribution was for him. Carso could somewhat guess why he suddenly changed his attitude.

First, his territory would be adjacent to his younger brother Camvara's, and he could build up the Gorrillaman forces in the northeastern outskirts without much interference.

"...."

Only two capo regimes remained: Richard Banella and Vincent Lumini.

Excluding those of wolf origin, they were the two most powerful among the regular capo regimes. Carso wasn't worried about the former, but the latter was different.

While Banella would take over one district in the central city, Lumini, despite getting a strategic location, had been pushed to the southwest.

Given Lumini's cautious personality, he wouldn't dare refuse the Godfather and Godmother's orders.

But the problem was that he had suffered significant casualties in the recent attack with Giovanni. There was room to think that what he gained didn't match the blood he had shed.

"Prepare the car. We're going to the Godfather's mansion."

"Yes, boss."

Carso thought it might be better to delay informing Banella and Lumini about this territory distribution for now.

Instead, he immediately headed west toward the grand mansion in the central city.

*

Carso headed straight west from his territory at the harbor.

How much time had passed?

While lost in various thoughts watching the scenery pass by outside the window, the car arrived at its destination in the blink of an eye.

The mansion's security was formidable beyond compare.

Cars blocking the main gate, men stationed throughout the garden and on the mansion's balconies—it was all incredibly threatening.

"I always feel this, but it's really like a fortress."

"Boss, isn't it about time we ease up on such strict security?"

"No. There's no harm in being careful. And that's for the Godfather and Godmother to decide."

"...Yes."

Carso responded to his subordinate wolves' comments with both caution and firmness.

Being firm where necessary was good for both Carso himself and the other wolves.

The car door closed with a crisp sound.

As the Pellini Family's Under Boss appeared, the organization members and associates inside the mansion hurried to greet their Under Boss.

"The Godfather and Godmother?"

"They're inside the mansion."

Though he had already confirmed this before heading here, fortunately, there had been no major changes.

"Boss, Giovanni is also here, they say."

"...Giovanni? Why isn't he in his own territory?"

One of the wolves who had been guarding the mansion before Giovanni arrived shared everything he had seen and heard.

Giovanni visiting the mansion with his face completely wrapped in bandages.

And how Giovanni's subordinates were making him rest in this vast mansion, almost like detaining him.

"What?"

Carso was planning to meet Giovanni before informing Banella and Lumini about the territory distribution.

But just then, a car at the mansion's main gate made way, and the organization members began to unchain the entrance.

Someone was trying to enter the mansion, just as Carso had.

"It's Sister Sarina."

"Sarina too?"

"She seems to have come right after hearing the news."

Somehow, Carso, Giovanni, and Sarina were all gathering in the same place.

Their reasons might differ, but Carso had something to tell both of them regarding the territory distribution.

In Sarina's case, while there were no changes to her territory, she needed to know which districts the other capo regimes had received.

For Giovanni, he needed to know that he would be responsible for the southwest, the former territory of the Dragovich Family.

Whether aware of Carso's thoughts or not...

"Where's Giovanni?"

"Seems he went inside the mansion before us."

Sarina, who had approached naturally, asked about Giovanni rather than Carso. Carso answered to the best of his knowledge.

Their attitudes were very natural. They had spent their childhood together and had been through countless battlefields.

Sarina might think differently, but at least Carso considered them like siblings.

"I heard the Godfather told you something important."

"Actually, it was the Godmother, not the Godfather."

"Godfather, Godmother, what's the difference these days?"

"Well, that's true."

Carso somewhat agreed with Sarina's words, who would normally call the Godfather by name. After all, the Godfather and Godmother were the joint bosses of the Pellini Family.

The Godfather's will was the Godmother's will, and vice versa.

At least there was such an implicit agreement between them, and the family members thought so too.

"So where are you headed?"

"First, we need to meet Giovanni."

After meeting Giovanni, he needed to contact Banella and Lumini.

The Under Boss and capo regime headed to the same destination. It was easy to find out exactly which room in the mansion Giovanni was in.

There was no need to ask Giovanni's subordinates, as his physical characteristics were quite distinctive.

As soon as they arrived at the room where Giovanni was, they saw his subordinates guarding the front.

"What's going on? Why are you standing in front of the door like this?"

"The boss keeps trying to leave against the Godfather's orders."

Giovanni's subordinates immediately answered Sarina's question.

"Alright. Leave it to us and go about your business."

"Yes, Under Boss."

Carso instantly dispersed Giovanni's subordinates who were guarding the door.

"Hey, we're coming in."

"What?!"

Sarina knocked a few times casually and quickly opened the door.

Giovanni couldn't help but be surprised at Carso and Sarina's appearance.

"...."

Was Giovanni smoking, or was the cigarette smoking Giovanni?

"Hey, what are you doing?"

At Sarina's question, Giovanni hastily removed the cigarette he had been holding in his mouth.

What happened next wasn't worth watching.

Despite the bandages wrapped around his face and parts of his upper body, Sarina showed no mercy. A series of threatening attacks directed at Giovanni with precise and minimal movements.

"Aaaaargh!"

As Giovanni's sweet screams echoed...

'Should I be glad he has the strength to act foolishly?'

Carso thought as he began organizing what he needed to say.

***
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Ch.200 - The Great Escape (1)
"Huu...."

In a room hazy with cigarette smoke.

Though Carso was a smoker himself, he frowned at the overwhelming tobacco smell that exceeded acceptable limits.

Many people misunderstand, but even smokers dislike the smell of cigarettes. Especially when it's someone else's smoke rather than their own.

Leaving behind Giovanni, who looked like a mummy, and Sarina who was punishing him, Carso opened the windows first.

Click!

With the sound of the window opening, the smoke that filled the room began to disperse.

Carso wasn't satisfied with just one window. He opened all the windows in the room and flung the door wide open as well.

Since Giovanni's subordinates who had been guarding the door were gone, there was no worry about anyone eavesdropping. No, that's not right. Rats who eavesdrop can be anywhere, so perhaps they shouldn't let their guard down.

Especially considering that Veronica Carmen, the head of the Spiders, was freely coming and going from this mansion as she pleased.

"Oh? Still resisting?"

Carso instinctively turned his head at the sound behind him.

The sight of Sarina subduing the mummy-like Giovanni and continuing her swift attacks felt like some kind of exorcism scene.

"Alright, that's enough. Both of you sit down."

"Why?"

"Hey, the Under Boss told you to sit down."

As soon as Carso spoke, both of them rushed to answer.

"Looks like you haven't been beaten enough."

"Ack! Aaaack!"

Carso silently smiled at their typical behavior, though he found it ridiculous.

"I have something to talk about. Hurry up."

"..."

At Carso's urging, Giovanni and Sarina reluctantly moved to their seats.

"Seriously. I have to give it to you for your nasty temper."

Finally free from Sarina, Giovanni sighed in relief and started smoking again.

"Where did you get that cigarette?"

"Is that important right now? Hey, put that cigarette out this instant!"

Sarina reacted to Carso's question as if it was trivial.

"Frankie's Wolf. The one the Boss often smokes."

Carso and Sarina thought of that name with nostalgia, having not heard it for a long time.

There could be plenty of wolves named Frank, but there was only one wolf who sold cigarettes called Wolf while being affectionately nicknamed Frankie.

"..."

For the three of them and the Godfather, he had been like a good-natured uncle. Simply put, he was a wolf unlike other wolves.

That Frankie had a small dream that other wolves didn't have: to create a cigarette brand with his name on it.

Whether he wanted attention from others or if it was some kind of sense of achievement—the motivation wasn't clear, but what mattered was that he eventually achieved his dream.

However, the quality was terrible enough to be called garbage.

Because of this, members of the Five Families would buy them either out of respect for him or to force them on merchants they disliked to make trouble for them.

Sales and profits were gradually increasing, but the Five Families did not tolerate Frankie's actions.

The Five Families judged Frankie's small business as unnecessary behavior for a wolf and disposed of him without any warning.

Frankie's trivial death became one of the reasons why the previous Godfather had no choice but to stand against the Five Families.

"He wouldn't smoke it now, would he?"

Coming back to reality, Carso threw a sharp question at Giovanni.

"I know that too. I'm just smoking it as a way of going back to my roots."

"What? Are you saying Luke has lost his way?"

"No. Why are you twisting my words like that?"

Sarina latched onto Giovanni's words like a shark stalking prey on the dark blue sea.

"I meant I'm going back to my roots, not the Boss."

"So what exactly are you going to do by going back to your roots?"

"..."

As Giovanni was left speechless by Sarina's question, Carso seized the opportunity to get to the main point of why the three of them had gathered.

"You all know that the other Caporegimes have been assigned new territories, right?"

"Huh?"

Sarina nodded at Carso's words, but Giovanni had a different reaction.

Ignoring Giovanni's confused expression, Carso continued with what he had to say.

"First of all, Sarina, your territory remains the same."

"I don't mind. Actually, I like it just the way it is."

Sarina's territory could be considered the most important strategic point in the central part of the city. It was a place that everyone had to pass through to enter the central city from the west and northwest.

"What about me?"

"The southwest."

"What?"

"To be precise, it's Dragovich and the Doctor's territory."

It was the central area of the former Dragovich Family territory. Meanwhile, Carso started looking for something suitable to mark with.

"Just write it here."

Sarina handed Carso a piece of paper.

It was a used sheet with something already written on the back, but Carso used it to roughly mark the situation of the newly distributed territories.

"It's roughly around here."

"From the eastern harbor to the southwestern edge, huh."

"I'll be moving the Dwarf gang, Viper, and Michael to your vicinity as well."

"Then what about here?"

"I haven't contacted him yet, but it's going to be Vince Lumini's territory."

"Ah, that guy again."

Giovanni responded as if he was sick of hearing it.

In a way, it was an unlucky combination. It was the same combination from when they tried to go after Joe Edgar, the Caporegime of the Dragovich Family.

As a result, Giovanni ended up in his current state, and Lumini lost many of his men.

"Shouldn't you have sent the Slime old man or that Dwarf instead?"

Sarina raised a valid objection, mentioning Lumini's weakened forces.

"Well. But it's clear that Lumini has a score to settle with those werewolves."

"..."

Giovanni seemed lost in thought as he listened to Carso's words.

"Hey, say something."

"The Boss and the Lady must have their reasons."

"Giovanni. What do you think?"

*

"I don't care. Let those Dragovich remnants come at me all they want."

Giovanni maintained a confident attitude.

"Seeing that they sent both me and Lumini there, I think I can guess what you two are intending."

"What is it? To crush them all without mercy?"

"Something like that."

Carso answered while handing Giovanni a stack of documents filled with information.

"What's this?"

"A list of Dragovich Family associates."

The list had various markings on it.

"What about the ones marked with red lines?"

"Traitors. From the rat-men who betrayed the Under Boss and joined us, to those who were quick to switch sides."

Carso then proceeded to mention the high-ranking officials who still maintained their loyalty, friendly forces, and in contrast, hostile forces.

"You and Lumini won't be able to overturn the entire Dragovich territory by yourselves."

"So I need to increase our numbers on the ground first, right?"

"While steadily reducing the number of enemies."

Carso explained that the Dwarf gang and Viper remnants were moved to the southwest to supplement the insufficient forces.

Of course, the Godfather and Godmother hadn't explicitly stated this, but it was highly likely.

"From now on, what you and the other Caporegimes need to do isn't simply managing territories. It's about completely overturning the power dynamics deeply rooted in those areas."

Giovanni and Sarina listened attentively to Carso's words. Seeing their focus, Carso continued his explanation.

After several minutes of explanation, Giovanni summarized Carso's words and asked for confirmation.

"So... to sum it up, you want me to gather their enemies and completely destroy their friends, right?"

"Yes. Even if they have no intention of defying us, we need to make an example of them."

"Easier said than done. It could take years."

"Can't be helped. But we can't leave their influence there either."

The fortunate thing was that werewolves lacked attachment and had little sense of community.

Not all werewolves were like that, of course... but it was certainly one of the distinguishing characteristics compared to other races.

"Well, I've said all this, but don't worry too much."

"Yeah, right."

Giovanni didn't believe Carso's words.

And for good reason—judging by how seriously Carso had approached the matter so far, it was clear how important Giovanni's newly assigned territory and role were.

"No, I'm not joking. Sarina and I can help you anytime. And if we count other families, there are three more besides Russo."

"Honestly, I don't think anyone except Solomon would be much help."

"There's also Marinelli, if not Carmen."

Carso added, correcting Sarina's statement.

Although the Carmen Family had made Orcs and Spider-men regular members, they were considered the weakest among the Five Families.

But the Solomon Family and Marinelli Family were different.

The Solomon Family, with Little Dom Solomon's existing forces plus the absorption of the Sanchez Family, which consisted mainly of Golems, was formidable.

And the Marinelli Family had preserved their power by establishing a cooperative relationship with the Pellini Family after their Godfather's death, without significantly depleting their forces.

Although they hadn't completely eliminated the black gangs in the southern part of the city, considering the black gangs under the Marinelli Family's influence, they could be reliable allies for Giovanni in the southwest.

"Forget it. Borrowing help from others only benefits them."

"Better than losing."

"..."

When Carso immediately replied, Sarina was left speechless.

Before Sarina could find a counterargument, the sound of footsteps was heard.

The three of them turned their gaze toward the wide-open corridor, and soon Giovanni's subordinates appeared.

"Boss, we've safely delivered the gift to the Godfather."

"Good work."

"Gift? What gift?"

As soon as Giovanni's subordinates moved away from the corridor, Sarina asked.

"I found something really nice on the way here."

"So what is it?"

"Lamb rump meat."

"..."

Carso, who had been listening to their conversation, lowered his gaze.

"Are you crazy? What are you feeding Luke?"

"You know one thing but not the other. Have you ever seen the Boss refuse something like that?"

"The Boss might be fine, but what did the Lady do to deserve this?"

"You don't know either. These days, the Lady eats that stuff without batting an eye to please the Boss."

Carso was left speechless. Someone who knew this still gave such a gift?

"It's not just the Lady. The Marinelli daughter and that little spider would eat that sort of thing without hesitation to please the Boss."

"You're bragging! You're totally bragging!"

As Giovanni boasted, Sarina started using violence again.

"Ack! Why?! Oh, do you want to impress the Boss too? Then just ask for one rump!"

"Shut up!"

"Both of you, lower your voices."

The two were having the conversation, but Carso was the one feeling embarrassed.

The three wolves continued to chat about various things. Unlike before, it wasn't easy for the three of them to gather together these days.

"Alright, I'll get going first."

"What? Leaving already?"

"I need to inform the other two about the territory distribution."

"The other two?"

"Vanella and Lumini. After explaining to you, they're the only ones left."

"You could just call them from here."

"No thanks. It's too noisy being with you two."

Giovanni and Sarina were dumbfounded by Carso's answer. But that didn't last long. As they started blaming each other, Carso hurriedly left.

"Alright. Then I'll go see Luke too."

"Going to face more humiliation again?"

"Hey, will you shut up?"

Giovanni chuckled at Sarina's attitude.

After Sarina left the room where Giovanni had been, the three of them dispersed once again.

A week later, news came that a big shot had escaped from the prison located in the outskirts of Heavily.

Eddie Sanchez.

The boss of the Sanchez Family had reappeared in the mortal world.

***
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Ch.201 - The Great Escape (2)
# Sing Sing Prison

A prison located 31 miles (about 50km) south of Heavilly.

The prison's name originally derived from the native Sing-Sing tribe who had made the area their home.

Even after the prison authorities officially changed the name to Heavilly Prison, both inmates and civilians preferred the catchier original name.

Despite its somewhat comical name, Sing Sing Prison was one of the most famous prisons in the country.

To give you an idea of its scale: it housed approximately 600 inmates, employed about 200 staff, and received over 2,000 visitors on average each month.

The prison boasted appropriately stringent security, yet escape attempts by inmates never ceased.

And today, of all days.

The prison suffered the disgrace of a successful escape by the legendary mafia boss, Eddie Sanchez.

The reason he was able to escape was quite simple.

His associates who had prepared for this day.

They were the kind of people who moved in and out of the prison as if it were their own home.

Add to that the guards and inmates who had been bribed by someone. The members of the Five Families who either cooperated with or turned a blind eye to this development.

And finally, the members of the Sanchez Family who had ended up in prison due to the boss's ordered war with the police, but who decided to follow their boss who had fallen to the same fate rather than follow a shameful hybrid hamster.

Sanchez and his associates cut through the cell bars with a saw blade handed to them by a corrupt guard, and passed through several doors using improvised keys they had made in advance.

Guards who should have been at their posts had, by coincidence, just stepped away.

Thus, they escaped the prison using a temporary ladder cleverly hidden near a pre-designated wall.

As a result, approximately 20 inmates, including Eddie Sanchez, successfully escaped.

By the time the prison authorities became aware of Sanchez's escape and sounded the alarm, it was already too late.

Eddie Sanchez, who once boasted a physique larger than a car, was now sprinting through the forest near the prison looking no different from anyone else.

Ironically, the magic the prison had cast on Sanchez ended up greatly aiding his escape. The space-warping magic that Sanchez had used on his car, and that the wealthy Hagen had used on his mansion.

The prison had used that magic to reduce Sanchez's extremely inefficient size to normal proportions.

Not for his comfort or convenience during his incarceration, but to imprison him more efficiently.

"The magic hasn't worn off yet."

"No. It'll take a few more days to wear off completely."

Sanchez answered while clenching and unclenching his hands, which were still under the effect of the magic.

Though his prison stay couldn't be called long, he could estimate when the magic cast on him would fade.

"Well, in your current situation, wouldn't that form be more useful anyway?"

An uninvited guest interrupted the conversation between Sanchez and his subordinate.

"Shut up, you pervert. Nobody asked you."

"If it weren't for this pervert, you wouldn't have even dreamed of escaping, would you?"

The intruder replied with a giggle.

The subordinate next to Sanchez was about to swing his heavy arm to take action.

"Enough."

Despite being a fugitive, the boss's orders were absolute within the Sanchez Family.

"..."

"Taking a break is fine, but if we dawdle any longer, we might get caught."

Having said his piece, the intruder disappeared somewhere.

"Boss, can we deal with that guy now?"

"No, forget it. We can't waste any more of our strength."

Though he said this, Sanchez also had his suspicions about the intruder.

The intruder had clearly been in the same cell as Sanchez, but Sanchez knew almost nothing about him.

"What was that guy's name again?"

"Cooper John II, sir."

"Strange name."

"...That's just one of his aliases."

Another subordinate quickly corrected Sanchez's reaction. He gave a contemptuous look to the subordinate who had answered first.

"His real name is Harbor Fanzrum."

The subordinate began to list everything he knew about Harbor Fanzrum to his boss.

Serial murder, consecutive murder, mass murder, rape, child molestation, arson, robbery, theft, breaking and entering. These were all crimes committed by Fanzrum.

And then there were his various perverse acts committed against males of all ages.

Not only were his crimes heinous, but due to their frequency, Fanzrum was a person of interest who had served multiple sentences at Sing Sing Prison and escaped several times.

"..."

As he listened to the story, Sanchez's suspicion turned into certainty.

He was certainly a villain on par with a mafia boss, but coincidentally, this expert in prison breaks happened to be in the same cell as Sanchez.

"Boss, what are we going to do now?"

"Let's move first. We can talk as we go."

*

News of Eddie Sanchez's escape spread quickly throughout Heavilly.

"Godfather!"

The news traveled so fast.

Little Dom, the boss of the Solomon Family, called me immediately.

"What? What's going on?"

"...Haven't you heard the news?"

Little Dom asked, seemingly dumbfounded.

"That Sanchez escaped?"

"Yes, that's it! The guys who surrendered to me are starting to move toward him!"

"Well, that's to be expected. They must have built up resentment against you."

"Is this really the time to talk as if it's someone else's problem?"

"Don't worry. The city is already in our hands."

I was about to put down the receiver, dismissing Little Dom's concerns.

"Godfather! Wait a moment!"

"Do you have more business?"

"How is my son doing?"

"As it happens, Felicia is playing with him."

To be more precise, they're feeding the animals in the annex together.

"...That's a relief."

"Don't worry about Sanchez. It's just a temporary disturbance."

Despite my words, Little Dom seemed unable to shake off his lingering attachment to Sanchez.

"Even for a hamster, he's still a rat at heart. Too fearful, I think."

Veronica, who was beside me, spoke as soon as the call ended.

"No, it's rather natural. You yourself told us how many from the Solomon Family have gone over to Sanchez."

Two former caporegimes, and over 30 members and associates.

Despite the new Five Families, led by the Fellini Family, having seized control of the city, a significant number had rejoined Sanchez.

It might seem like an incomprehensible phenomenon.

But to the caporegimes and members of the Sanchez Family, it was perfectly natural.

Little Dom and his family were originally sent by my father to monitor the Sanchez Family.

Moreover, the Sanchez Family had just begun to taste freedom after my father's death when they were suddenly defeated and absorbed by the detestable Solomon Family.

Afterward, Little Dom naturally replaced the existing caporegimes with those he could trust.

While there were golems who followed Little Dom, it was clear that more did not. This created a structure where elves and hamster-humans were favored over golems.

Such a structure must have seemed terribly unfair to the members of the Sanchez Family.

"But you can see the tide has already turned, can't you?"

Veronica tried not to yield to Elena's words.

"Enough. What's the point of us arguing among ourselves?"

I began my usual role of mediating.

It seemed I was destined to take on this role whether Felicia was present or not.

"...What's Sanchez up to?"

"Nothing too surprising."

Veronica informed us about Sanchez's whereabouts.

He hadn't returned to Heavilly but had established a base in a suitable city near Heavilly.

"Wasn't that another family's territory?"

"Yes, but there hasn't been any conflict. Since it's not a particularly profitable area, they probably wanted to avoid unnecessary confrontation."

"If anything, Sanchez would be the one wanting conflict. Even though they've fallen, that family wouldn't be much of a threat to him."

As Elena suggested, there was a possibility that Sanchez might actively seek to rebuild his power.

"But he's been quiet so far."

However, assuming Veronica's information was reliable, Sanchez seemed to have become more cautious than before.

Meanwhile, according to Veronica, the local police were in chaos.

Not only had an escaped mafia kingpin arrived, but the Heavilly police weren't providing proper support.

"Godfather, Godmother."

"Come in."

Someone knocked on the door of the second-floor living room. As soon as I invited them in, two wolves appeared.

Normally they would have addressed us as "brother" and "miss," but it seemed they were being formal because of Veronica, who, despite being my sister, was essentially an outsider to the wolves.

"Boiardo will arrive in an hour."

"Alright, I understand. Is my car ready?"

"Yes."

Elena and I rose from our seats upon hearing the wolf's answer.

Veronica seemed displeased at having her rare quality time interrupted, but she didn't try to stop us.

"Well, I should be going too."

After parting with Veronica, Elena and I immediately boarded my bulletproof car.

*

An hour later.

A clandestine meeting was beginning in the northern suburbs of Heavilly.

A luxurious black car occupied a spot with a perfect view of the city's night scenery.

A light blue car parked nearby, and soon a man got into the passenger seat of the black car.

"Boiardo, it's been a while."

"Godmother."

The man, addressed by name, lowered his single eye on his face.

Elena, despite being a family boss herself, gestured for the man showing her respect to raise his head again.

The Godmother was dressed in a white shirt and red suit, with her legs crossed.

Compared to when he had seen her at the first Godfather's funeral a year ago, she had changed significantly, and despite the difference in species, she was remarkably attractive.

But the man had other concerns.

"Isn't the Godfather coming?"

"Luke won't be coming. He's busy with other matters."

Elena answered in a cold voice, completely different from how she spoke with her brother.

The driver quickly turned his head to the side at the Godmother's demeanor. Somehow, the driver wore a faint smile.

"..."

"Don't worry. It's not an urgent matter."

"I heard Sanchez escaped, perhaps..."

"News travels fast. Has it spread that far already?"

"Probably all the other bosses in the central region know by now. It might have even reached the western region."

"He's always been like that. Always exceeding expectations. Just like how he calmly extended his hand after killing our father."

"Everyone is afraid."

Boiardo answered, rolling his enormous eye around.

Elena couldn't help but laugh seeing Boiardo, who was taller and more muscular than herself despite her being tall for an elf, with a frightened expression.

"After all, he was the boss of the Five Families."

"Even though the entire Five Families together weren't his match?"

"That may be true... but he won't care in the slightest what happens to anyone."

"I care. My revenge and Luke's won't be complete until he's dead."

"He'll probably come after you and the Godfather soon."

"Tell him to come whenever he wants."

Elena gritted her teeth, burning with fighting spirit.

Boiardo sighed with relief at her response, but Elena didn't give him any room to relax.

"Anyway, leave Sanchez to us. I have something to ask of you."

"Just say the word."

"I want to gather all the bosses in one place."

"If it's a committee meeting, wouldn't the Five Families be enough?"

"I want all the bosses across the country to gather, not just Heavilly."

"Nationwide?"

Elena nodded.

"Like what the previous Godfather did five years ago."

"You arranged that meeting back then too."

Boiardo couldn't help but get excited as the conversation turned to old times.

"I want to announce to all the bosses that it's our turn again."

"...Understood."

Elena and Boiardo discussed thoroughly what they were planning to do.

"Then I'll contact you in a week."

Boiardo left his final words before returning to the car he had arrived in.

"..."

Elena confirmed that the boss of another family had completely departed after finishing their conversation.

"Phew..."

It would be a lie to say she wasn't tense.

"How was it, Luke?"

The Godmother spoke affectionately to the short driver.

Boiardo hadn't noticed, but he had been with both the Godmother and Godfather all along.

"Not bad. But the bigger issue is whether we can trust that guy."

"He may be a bit slow, but he's not oblivious. There's a reason he's taken on the role of mediator among the other bosses."

"Hmm. Shall we head back now?"

"Yes, please. And if possible, drive slowly."

I seemed to understand why Elena wanted to go slowly. My sister is so demanding.
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Ch.202 - The Great Escape (3)
# Northern Suburbs of Heville.

It didn't take long to deliver our message to Boialdo, the mafia boss from Quiclops.

Afterward, I personally drove the car carrying Elena and me straight toward the city.

"Luke. Aren't you going too fast?"

"You want me to go even slower than this?"

"..."

Elena didn't answer my question. But I could feel her restless movements from the back seat.

Only then did I understand why Elena had asked me to slow down.

"Elena? What are you doing?"

"Just trying to change seats."

"No, wait a minute..."

I was so flustered that I had no choice but to reduce the car's speed.

Elena moved seats with a speed that made it hard to believe she was pregnant.

By the time the car came to a complete stop, Elena was already smiling at me as if nothing had happened.

"Honestly. Who did you take after to be this impatient?"

"Probably my mother."

Is it just her mother she takes after?

[The first daughter resembles her father.]

Unnatural condensation suddenly formed on the car's windshield, creating the shape of letters.

'Right. That's what I wanted to say.'

Though I think that's generally the case even if it's not specifically the first daughter.

After moving from the back seat to the passenger seat, Elena didn't leave me alone for a moment. She was truly fulfilling her duty as the person sitting in the passenger seat.

"Is it okay if we don't go to Sanchez ourselves?"

"...It's fine. Carso and Giovanni should be enough."

"It's not that I don't trust those two, but I'm worried about whether the rest will do well."

The atmosphere grew heavy at Elena's question.

Eddie Sanchez, who escaped from Sing Sing Prison and secured a base not too far from Heville.

If I had my way, I would have dealt with him personally, but we had already prepared a different gift for the guy.

Even for us, dealing with Sanchez would require accepting considerable losses.

'We can't afford such damage right before an important meeting with other bosses from across the country.'

There were plenty of people who had grudges against Sanchez.

Like Rita Carmen, who was once the boss of the Carmen Family, though now retired. And even the Heville Police Department, which had engaged in fierce battles reminiscent of war with the Sanchez Family in the middle of the city.

There could be no better picture than enlisting their help to deal with an escaped violent criminal.

Of course, that doesn't mean we're planning to sit back and do nothing.

"Phew."

While I was absorbed in my own thoughts, Elena let out a sigh of relief. At the same time, her true appearance, which had been concealed by magic until now, was revealed.

A heavily pregnant woman.

There could be no more appropriate expression to describe her current state. She rarely dispelled her magic even at the mansion, except when sleeping with me.

As long as we were active in the underworld, the very fact of her pregnancy could be seen as a weakness.

The fact that she dispelled her magic in the car meant... perhaps she felt comfortable in this situation.

"...You seem to be showing more than the last time I saw you."

I said as I started the engine again.

"Yes. I think it's almost time."

Is this what they call a mother's intuition?

While I was thinking that, Elena mentioned that Little Dom's mother had told her the baby would be coming out soon.

"Well, if someone with experience says so."

Elena nodded quietly, seemingly agreeing with my words.

For a while after that, she stroked her belly and tried to capture me in her red eyes.

"What? Is there something on my face?"

I asked Elena, who had been staring at me for a long time, while trying to focus on driving.

Elena smiled shyly and suddenly pinched my cheek lightly.

"No, just thinking there seems to be another baby right here."

"..."

"You're not offended, are you?"

Well. Not only did she disturb a driver in the middle of driving, but she also called me a baby.

It felt like she was making fun of my short height, but the current Elena wouldn't have meant it that way, unlike the Elena of the past.

Still, I was a bit annoyed to just let it slide.

"Elena, haven't you changed too much?"

"Huh? What do you mean?"

"Compared to before, the way you treat me seems so different these days. Just a year ago, you were desperate to fight with me."

Elena reacted more seriously to my casual remark than I expected.

"Ah, no. Back then..."

Her eyes, noticeably startled, widened instantly, and she began to fidget and suddenly break into a cold sweat.

Looking at her face, unnaturally flushed with embarrassment, it was hard to believe this was the same godmother who had faced Boialdo just moments ago.

A completely different reaction from usual.

Sorry to Elena, but her appearance seemed more cute than pitiful to me. And I'm not particularly sadistic.

"I guess I was a bit too much..."

In the midst of this, Elena readily admitted her mistake.

She looked like she was about to offer a sincere apology, but I quickly stopped the car before answering.

"Elena, it's just a joke. I was just being a little petty."

"..."

A year ago.

Before my father passed away, Elena and I were in the midst of a succession competition. It would have been stranger if we weren't rivals.

I started driving again.

I noticed several black cars that had attached themselves to our rear.

If they were enemies targeting Elena and me, it would have been chilling, but the reality was quite the opposite.

Not everyone in the cars might be wolves, but they were clearly members of the Pellini Family.

"I hope our child is born soon."

"I agree."

"You're not joking this time, right?"

"Of course not. I mean it."

As if I've only been deceived all my life.

Thanks to Little Dom living in my mansion, my standard for cuteness has risen considerably, but I didn't think our child would be any less cute than him.

*

While I was heading from the northern suburbs to the central part of the city.

In a city to the west of Heville, which the Sanchez Family had made their new base, movements reminiscent of a military operation were taking place.

However, the main actors were not the federal troops of Heville state but the special forces of the Heville Police Department.

Although the concept of special forces itself wasn't fully established in this era, they were unofficially called the "Sanchez Special Forces" because they primarily dealt with the Sanchez Family led by Eddie Sanchez.

The reason this action beyond their original jurisdiction was possible was thanks to one man.

The current mayor of Heville.

Originally just a deputy mayor, he became the acting mayor after the former mayor died, caught up in the assassination of the Godfather.

Despite witnessing misfortune befall his predecessor, he willingly followed in the same footsteps. After all, there was nothing immediately beneficial about opposing the mafia.

"Have the private detectives arrived?"

"Yes, Mr. Mayor. They're currently on standby around the city."

By now, he should have grown accustomed to the title of mayor, but he still hadn't quite adjusted.

Anyway, he received all the necessary reports from the field commander. Among them, the first thing he confirmed was the personnel dispatched by the Pellini Family.

On the surface, they represented a famous private detective agency in the city, but they were just detectives in name, with many unidentified individuals mixed in.

'Probably wolves.'

It was purely speculation, but they were clearly part of the wolves, which could now be considered synonymous with the Pellini Family itself.

"Make sure we're ready to start at any time."

"Yes, sir."

As soon as the call with the mayor ended, the commander of the special forces began reviewing the current situation.

The opponent was Eddie Sanchez, the boss of a vicious mafia family.

Having escaped from Sing Sing Prison, he had taken refuge in this small city with a group of followers.

Despite it being another mafia family's territory, there had been no conflict between Sanchez and them. Either there was a prior agreement, or the attacked side chose not to retaliate.

Either way, tracking their whereabouts wasn't difficult.

From the beginning, it was impossible for a few dozen criminals to completely dominate this city.

Most importantly, while corrupt politicians might be a problem, having the cooperation of the properly functioning public authority and citizens of this city was crucial.

"Time will be tight."

"Commander, should we start by blocking the surrounding roads?"

"Let's start with the roads closest to their base."

Even for a small city, it was home to hundreds of thousands of people.

All-directional road control could cause excessive confusion and backlash, and they didn't have the authority or personnel for such an operation anyway.

The special forces commander had no hesitation in taking necessary measures. Most were preemptive but limited.

"Is there anything we can help with?"

"Of course there is. Too much, in fact."

The special forces commander was wary of a man slowly approaching him and his subordinates.

The director of a private detective agency, hastily deployed to supplement the insufficient personnel for this mission.

They were relatively well-known among detectives, but proportional to their recognition, there were many suspicious points.

The most important was their connection to the mafia.

Given that they were deployed on the orders of the mayor, who faced similar suspicions, it was practically confirmed.

"..."

But he had to separate public and private matters.

Even if it meant the irony of capturing a mafia boss with the help of the mafia.

Shortly after, having finished his conversation with the special forces commander, the director returned to where his detectives were gathered.

The director conveyed the necessary information to his subordinates, and one of the detectives who heard it headed toward other detectives waiting in the corner.

"So we just wait for now?"

"That's right. The immediate tasks they've requested can be handled sufficiently by the others."

When a golem in a fedora and coat asked, an old elf next to him answered.

Jack Lawrence. Or Jack Pellini.

The real director of the private detective agency to which the surrounding detectives belonged, and a legendary wolf.

The two people conversing with him were:

Carso, the underboss of the Pellini Family, and Giovanni, a caporegime.

Giovanni, in particular, had a distinctive appearance with bandages covering his entire face, requiring no further description.

"I'm impressed you're moving around in that condition."

"Huh?"

"I can tell just by looking. Not only burns, but it seems like there's not much of your body that's intact."

Giovanni snorted at Jack's question.

Compared to what he had received from his brother, this was nothing. Carso and Sarina would surely feel the same way about this.

After all, the three of them owed their lives to the current Godfather.

***
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Several years ago.

Giovanni owed his life to Luke Pellini.

Though his memories were jumbled from a recent accident... what's clear is that it happened more than 10 years ago but less than 20.

It was the most important moment of his life, yet a time of love and hate that he wouldn't want to revisit.

An orphanage in the outskirts of Heavily.

Brought there by someone since before he knew anything, he quickly adapted to the environment.

Contrary to what people generally thought, the facility that raised wolves wasn't always brutal. The organization called "Wolves" was originally a tool of the Five Families.

In other words, it could change according to the whims of as many as five bosses.

It didn't register much at the time, but in retrospect, Marinelli was the most moderate, while Casio was the most extreme.

Coincidentally, around the time a child said to have been taken in by the head of the Wolves arrived at the orphanage.

The Casio Family began to assert the loudest voice among the Five Families, and the orphanage environment started to become increasingly brutal.

"The first one to enter, and up to fifth place, stand over here!"

"Yes!"

"..."

Ranking children and allowing only a limited number to eat.

"Director! Carso made seditious remarks!"

"What? When did I?!"

Reporting others' wrongdoings for personal gain while causing disadvantages to others.

These weren't entirely new practices, but they became increasingly intense and fierce.

Later on, all the children in the orphanage would engage in battles to the death until only a limited number remained.

Fortunately, if that's the right word, I was always on the winning side in that extreme environment.

"..."

"What are you doing? Eat quickly."

"If you keep giving it to us, what will you eat?"

"I'm fine."

There's no way you could be fine. Even if you ranked first every time, it wasn't enough for four or five people to share.

Occasionally, the head of the Wolves would visit, but they would only exchange brief words without seeming to provide anything extra.

"I'll eat well!"

While Giovanni was hesitating, Carso reached out without hesitation. Due to his golem characteristics, he was slower than others... and his grades weren't very good.

"Hey! Don't you have any conscience?"

"...Why don't you eat when Luke gives it to you?"

Carso flinched at Giovanni's rebuke, but Sarina beside him had different thoughts.

"..."

"Don't worry and eat. I have enough for myself anyway."

That couldn't be... true.

Publicly, big brother's small frame was known to be due to the harsh and brutal Wolf training process, but the truth was different.

It was because of us.

...Come to think of it, Luke Pellini was a peculiar existence.

Sometimes he would wave his hand at empty air. He had a face full of thoughts that made him seem much older than his peers.

He was far from ordinary.

But what was clear was that he tried to save more children who were in the same situation as himself.

The rightful fruits of his efforts. Big brother tried to share those fruits with everyone, but there were inevitable limitations.

The other children and I tried not to burden him.

But the orphanage director, as if mocking our efforts, increased the intensity of training and reduced the amount of rations.

In the increasingly harsh environment, the orphanage children had no choice but to make extreme decisions.

Those who adapted best to this flow were... Sarina and Carso.

"Hey! What are you doing?"

"What do you think? Can't you see?"

Ignoring my question, Sarina finished off a child who had already lost consciousness.

Swish. The eerie sound of a sharp blade cutting through human skin and flesh followed.

"Giovanni, that kid was the first to touch big brother's food. We saw it clearly."

"..."

As the children adapted to the orphanage environment, this ordeal didn't last long.

By the time the amount of food given to first place became insufficient even for one person, only big brother and five children who followed him remained.

"So few left out of all those kids."

"Yes, Director."

"...It can't be helped."

The director responded indifferently.

If anything, the emotion glimpsed in his eyes was closer to regret. Did he expect to be able to separate more wheat from the chaff?

"From now on, kill each other."

"...What?"

"Until only one remains. Now, begin."

The director's instructions were absolute.

Immediately, the children who had survived this far thanks to big brother began targeting him.

He was clearly the most dangerous opponent. It was obvious that if the numbers decreased further, all the rest combined couldn't defeat him.

"Hey! Are you crazy?!"

But Sarina broke that flow. Then Carso and I joined in. The dynamics of the fight changed instantly.

The two who were determined to kill big brother until the end were mercilessly eliminated.

Four remained. Big brother and the three of us who followed him.

"..."

Our choice was already made.

Rather than kill the benefactor to whom we owed our lives... we would rebel against the director alongside him.

It was fortunate that not all the orphanage staff were Wolves. Although there were more Wolves in the past than now, they weren't numerous enough to be stationed at every orphanage.

Additionally, we had incredible luck.

Vito Pellini, the head of the Wolves. The man who was then known only as Wolf Vito appeared.

His arrival with the Wolves who followed him.

"Luke, are you hurt anywhere?"

"I'm fine, Father."

It was a situation neither the director nor we had anticipated. No, perhaps only big brother had expected it.

"That's good."

While he checked on big brother and our condition, the Wolves he brought skillfully dealt with the orphanage staff.

"Tsk. What a spectacle. A facility this size must have had dozens of children."

An Asian Wolf with narrowed eyes clicked his tongue, seemingly displeased with the situation.

"Wait a moment! There seems to be some misunderstanding!"

Meanwhile, the director who had fled somewhere was dragged in by two Wolves.

The two Wolves were a muscular bald elf and a goblin with a distinctive mustache. Both were individuals with overflowing personality.

"What? What misunderstanding?"

When the Asian asked with an incredulous face, the director lowered his eyes and answered. It was a humiliating appearance never shown to the children.

"I, I... was just following the instructions of the Five Families. To train these children as harshly as possible to make them grow."

"Bullshit. Even so, there's a limit."

"Got anything else to say?"

No sooner had the elf spoken than the goblin tried to slit the director's throat.

"I have a good idea!"

The Wolves' gazes turned to one man. The head of the Wolves gave the director a chance, as if to say let's hear it.

"Since it's come to this. How about making your son the only survivor from this orphanage?"

"..."

"With such a narrative, the Five Families will take notice of that child!"

"What a waste of time."

At his words, the goblin behind the director began to butcher him.

The director might have been accustomed to inflicting pain, but not to receiving it himself, as he made a commotion like a dying beast.

Afterward, the blood-stained Wolves approached us, stepping over the numerous corpses around.

Not just me, but Carso and Sarina also feared their approach.

Even if we weren't exhausted from fighting the orphanage staff... no, even if we could exert our full strength, it didn't seem like we could defeat the Wolves before us.

"Jack, have you looked for other children?"

"These are all of them, sir."

The elf answered the leader's question.

"Sigh..."

The head of the Wolves let out a deep sigh after hearing his subordinate's report.

Whether he was lamenting the loss of other children who could have become assets, or simply sighing at the tragic scene, was unclear.

He didn't seem as ruthlessly cold-blooded as the abundant rumors suggested.

*

That was all that happened at the orphanage. What followed doesn't need much explanation.

"...Was there such an incident?"

"Are you seriously asking that?"

Giovanni responded with an expression of disbelief.

It was understandable since beside Giovanni were both Carso and Old Hickory Jack. In a way, all three were parties to what happened at the orphanage.

"Well, it was so long ago that I..."

Jack scratched his bare head as he answered.

His appearance today made it hard to believe he was once the Wolf who followed the Godfather.

"Fine. I was stupid to expect anything."

"Well, to summarize, just as you have deep ties with the former Godfather, so do we."

"..."

Giovanni made an ambiguous expression at Carso's explanation.

Yes, it could be expressed that simply. But Giovanni didn't want to do that.

The fact that Carso recklessly killed the Under Boss of the Dragovich Family. The fact that Sarina would jump into anything related to big brother without thinking.

...The fact that Giovanni himself could eliminate traitors despite his condition.

It was all because of the debt they owed to Luke Pellini. It was only natural that Giovanni and Carso volunteered to deal with Sanchez.

In the orphanage, big brother prioritized others over himself... to put it somewhat eloquently, big brother had the luxury to look down while walking.

But after that incident, big brother only looked up while walking.

Well, it was inevitable as he had to rebel against the Five Families with his father and establish the foundation of the Pellini Family.

How many years had passed since then?

Just when I thought big brother had regained the luxury to look down while walking again, the major incident of the Godfather and Mayor's assassination occurred.

It took a full year for the Pellini Family and the Wolves to subdue the Five Families again.

A year might be considered long or short, but what's important is that big brother finally had the luxury to look down while walking again.

For the sake of big brother and the lady's peace, Eddie Sanchez had to be dealt with.

"Chief."

A man in a fedora and coat, looking every bit like a private detective, approached us.

He seemed to have business with Jack, not Giovanni or Carso.

"What? Did we get a call from those cops?"

"Shh, Chief. They might hear us."

Jack cleared his throat belatedly at his subordinate's words. Meanwhile, the detective continued, constantly checking his surroundings.

"We got a signal from Fanzrum."

"Already?"

Jack immediately looked at Giovanni and Carso.

"It could be a trap."

"What benefit would he get from teaming up with Sanchez? He's practically a public enemy and surrounded by police."

"The possibility of it being a trap is low. Fanzrum probably knows best how the situation is unfolding by communicating with us."

Jack agreed with Giovanni. Right after, the police began to move busily.

"It seems they plan to end this today."

"Now that's what I like to hear."

Giovanni stood up, dusting himself off at Jack's words. Carso had already risen before Giovanni and was gathering the Wolves disguised as detectives.

A few minutes later.



Men in police uniforms and plainclothes mixed together, advancing through the thick darkness toward the city.

The special forces captain led the group from the front.

Besides the group he was leading, other groups were approaching the target from various directions.

Eddie Sanchez and some of those who escaped with him were golems. Naturally, they were armed with sufficient firepower to counter that.

"Alright. Tonight, we begin the hunt for criminals."

*

With Sanchez's life hanging by a thread.

Elena and I were returning to the mansion, escorted by a noisy motorcade.

"Really. The mood was so good for once."

"Well, what does it matter? There's no harm in being careful."

"..."

Oops. That wasn't the answer Elena wanted.

"Besides, there's only one person who would do this kind of thing."

"It must be Sarina."

Carso and Giovanni wouldn't have the leisure, and Armo... ah, there's a possibility it could be Armo, not Sarina.

Just in case, I checked the motorcade.

"Ah."

"What's wrong?"

Elena also reacted when I showed a clear response.

"..."

But she too couldn't say anything when she saw where my gaze was directed.

In the second car following ours, wasn't that Sarina watching us through binoculars? It looked like an expensive item purchased for performance.

"...I'll speed up a bit."

"...Okay."

And this from Elena who had been saying we should go slowly until just now. It seemed she wanted to escape this situation as much as I did.

But I never expected it.

That after fleeing from Sarina, someone even worse would come looking for us.

Ch.204 - Huh? (5)
A midnight escort procession, as noisy as could be.

The two at its center—Elena and I—safely arrived at the grand mansion in the central district of the city.

The fortress-like estate, once guarded by nearly 100 personnel with ironclad defenses, was now a thing of the past.

"It feels oddly empty without the chains."

"You think so? I actually prefer it this way."

The heavy chains that the guards at the mansion's entrance used to meticulously fasten and unfasten were gone. Without them, cars could enter and exit the estate with such ease.

In a way, it was a fitting observation from someone like her who never needed to drive a car herself.

"Well, we've arrived."

With those words announcing our arrival, our car was the first to enter the mansion's courtyard.

A few cars from the escort procession followed behind, while the rest headed elsewhere.

As soon as the engine stopped, I opened the rear door and extended my hand to Elena.

"Let's go inside."

"Thank you."

Elena responded graciously to my escort as she exited the car.

"..."

"What's wrong?"

"No, it's nothing."

A sudden chill. Not just from the night air.

Sure enough, as I glanced around, I spotted Sarina leaning against one of the cars that had entered the courtyard, watching Elena and me through binoculars.

"..."

"You saw her too?"

Elena didn't answer my question. But judging by her momentary flinch, she must have seen Sarina as well.

We hurried into the mansion, almost as if escaping Sarina's gaze.

"Godfather."

"Godmother."

Despite the late hour, servants were waiting for our return.

They were servants in name only—people who had maintained close relationships since my father's time. Most of them were family members of organization members or high-ranking officials.

The servants swiftly took our coats and checked on Elena's condition.

Though she was concealing her appearance with magic, she was pregnant.

Moreover, the servants clearly misunderstood when they saw her flushed cheeks. She had merely blushed while receiving my escort.

"Godmother, please come this way."

We didn't even have time to say anything to each other.

As soon as the servants led Elena away, a wolf who had been mingling among them approached me.

"Godfather."

"Any news from Giovanni and Carso?"

"Nothing yet, sir."

They should have started moving to deal with Sanchez by now. Perhaps the matter wasn't settled yet, or the situation was more intense than expected.

"Keep checking not just our people, but also with the police and detective agencies. We don't know what might happen."

"Yes, sir."

"And one more thing."

By now, the wolf and I were walking down a long corridor in the mansion.

"How many people are currently guarding the mansion?"

"...About 60 people, sir."

The threat from the war with the Dragovich Family was gone.

Dragovich himself, as well as the family's underboss and consigliere, were all dead. The same went for the caporegimes who could have rallied the remaining forces.

Considering the circumstances, it might have seemed excessive, but not all threats had disappeared, so it couldn't be helped.

"Who's been removed from duty?"

The wolf replied that most of those removed from mansion security were men dispatched from other families.

Those "other families" were likely mostly Solomon and Marinelli. Carmen and Russo had sent fewer men to begin with.

"So all the men sent from other families have been sent away?"

"Yes, that's correct."

It was fortunate that many of those who served as the eyes of other families had been removed from the mansion. Though they probably weren't completely gone, it was a positive change.

Seeing the wolf before me waiting for my next words, I wondered if there was anything else I needed to check.

"..."

Just as I was thinking there wasn't anything urgent, Sarina came to mind.

"Tell Sarina I want to see her."

"Yes, I'll inform her right away."

As the wolf hurried off to find Sarina, an elderly servant approached.

The servant was neither human nor elf, but an orc. He didn't seem particularly nervous even in my presence.

"Godfather, the Godmother has already gone to the bedroom."

"Is that so? Tell Elena I'll be a bit late."

"She's already gone to bed, saying she was tired."

Elena must have been very tired if she went to sleep without waiting for me.

"I'll pass your message to the Madam instead. She was asking when you would arrive."

"Yes, please do that."

From the servants' perspective, there were two women who could be called "Madam."

However, since "Godmother" was more commonly used for Elena, the title "Madam" had naturally become exclusive to Felicia.

Both Elena and Felicia would be in the same bedroom, so from Felicia's perspective, the intruder had already gone to sleep, and she was eagerly waiting for my arrival.

'I've ended up disappointing Feli.'

With that thought, I headed toward the mansion entrance.

Just then, I saw Sarina entering the mansion with the wolf who had gone to call her.

"Godfather, you called for me?"

"Yes, I have something to tell you."

"...Me?"

Sarina's face went through various expressions upon hearing my words. I wondered what she was thinking.

"Let's go somewhere more private."

There were too many listening ears where we currently were.

"Yes."

Sarina followed me with a hint of tension.

We climbed the stairs to the second floor of the mansion and headed to a suitable balcony.

"The wind is cold. Are you okay?"

"Well, I think this much is fine."

"..."

An everyday exchange.

Despite the awkward silence that followed, Sarina and I looked in the same direction.

"Where did you get that?"

"Luke, don't you think I could have bought it myself?"

Breaking the momentary silence, I asked Sarina about the binoculars. She was still holding them.

Now that we were alone, Sarina had started calling me by my name again.

"You've never been particularly interested in such things."

"...Miss Veronica gave them to me."

Sarina admitted it readily.

However, it was somewhat shocking that Veronica was the one who had given her the binoculars.

"Veronica did?"

"Yes. I accepted them, but they looked suspicious, so I had them checked."

"And? Was there something to it after all?"

Sarina nodded as if it went without saying.

She explained that the binoculars Veronica had given her were enchanted with magic—expensive magic at that.

"It was a spell that allowed Miss Veronica to see exactly what I was seeing through these."

"...That's so like Veronica."

"Well, it's of no use now anyway."

I had no idea Veronica had been plotting such things behind my back. Her obsession with me was becoming frighteningly intense.

"Anyway, you said you had something to tell me."

"The committee meeting will be held soon."

"Ah, I heard about that. Once Sanchez is dead, your revenge will be complete, and this city will be ours again."

Yes, Sarina was right.

"I want you to handle the security."

"...Me?"

"I've assigned Carso and Giovanni to deal with Sanchez."

"Apart from those two being busy, is there a specific reason you chose me?"

Her response was characteristic of her. I gave her the answer she wanted.

"Because I trust you the most."

Upon hearing the Godfather's answer, Sarina's face lit up with satisfaction.

"I know."

The Godfather couldn't help but smile at her expression, which looked not just happy but almost pure.

"Well, it's a formal meeting, so there shouldn't be any major issues."

"I'm not so sure. I don't think the people gathered there will see it that way."

Despite their differing views on what might happen at the committee meeting, Sarina didn't place much importance on this conversation.

Whatever her thoughts, she intended to follow the Godfather's will.

She, Giovanni, and Carso—the three survivors from the same orphanage as the Godfather—owed him a great debt. This wasn't simply about sharing food with the three of them. They essentially owed him their lives and the opportunity to move forward together.

But because of that, the Godfather had to live with a small body and height for the rest of his life.

"..."

The reason she couldn't cross that crucial line despite not hiding her affection for the Godfather was precisely because of this sense of indebtedness.

"What's with that expression all of a sudden?"

"Luke, I have something to tell you."

"What is it?"

The shackles of that debt hadn't weakened over time.

Recently, she had saved the Godfather's life during the war with the Dragovich Family, but she didn't consider that enough to repay her debt.

It was more like a sense of urgency.

After completing the former Godfather's revenge and subduing the five families, Havili was once again in the hands of the Pellini Family.

A golden future and the glory of victory seemed within reach.

But as they say, the brighter the light, the darker the shadow—Sarina's intuition was drawn more to a sense of foreboding.

Worried that something might happen to the Godfather before her, she began to say things she normally wouldn't.

"I..."

"..."

The Godfather's gaze instantly turned serious.

As if he already knew what she was going to say.

"I love you."

*

At the moment Sarina decided to be honest about her feelings,

There was one more person who was honest about their feelings, but not in Havili.

"..."

"I'm sorry, Mr. Sanchez."

The three-story building that Sanchez and his gang were using as their base had long been surrounded by a special forces team.

"Good, now get out."

"Y-yes."

Panzrum obeyed the men who snapped at him sharply.

After all, the reason he had escaped prison with Sanchez and come to this city was for this very moment.

"What that guy said is true, right?"

At Sanchez's words, two men stepped forward.

They were the underboss of the Pellini Family and a caporegime whose face was completely covered in bandages.

"Yes. The Godfather and Godmother promised."

"...Good."

Sanchez sat down in place at Carso's words.

The magic that had turned his body into something like an ordinary golem had long since lost its function.

"How did you manage to get in here with that bulk?"

"Shoot."

Despite Giovanni's taunting attitude, Sanchez remained composed.

No sooner had Sanchez finished speaking than a series of gunshots rang out from the floors below.

On the first and second floors of the building, there was still fierce fighting between police special forces and private detectives trying to enter, and Sanchez Family members and prisoners trying to stop them.

The pack of wolves that had managed to infiltrate the third floor where Sanchez was located owed it all to Panzrum.

"Your daughter will be safe. Keeping her alive poses no threat to us anyway."

"I suppose so. I know my daughter better than anyone."

What Sanchez had secured from the Godfather and Godmother in exchange for his death was the life of his daughter, who was being held by the Solomon Family.

He couldn't survive this situation anyway.

Sanchez thought that if at least his daughter could survive, that would be the best outcome.

The wolves moved cautiously. Even though Sanchez was calmly preparing for his death, there was always the possibility he might suddenly change his mind.

Above all, to deal with a golem of Sanchez's size, some preparation was necessary.

Large-caliber bullets and firearms that could fire such bullets in rapid succession were precisely what they needed.

A moment later.

Carso, Giovanni, and the other wolves were fully prepared to finish off Sanchez.

"Any last words?"

"None."

Sanchez quickly answered the underboss's question.

Though he couldn't bring himself to tell the men before him, he did feel regret at not being able to see how all this would end.

In that fleeting moment of thought,

Bullets with absurdly powerful destructive force tore through his head.

The man who had started as a low-ranking member, brought down part of the five families, and created his own family—

Eddie Sanchez met his end without leaving proper last words, his brains scattered.

***

This is the latest version of the four-person cover.
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Adding tear marks to Felicia + removing excessive back hair.
Fixing Veronica's unnatural back hair.

Ch.205 - Huh? (6)
The fierce battle between Sanchez's gang and the special forces was still ongoing.

But anyone could see the outcome was as clear as day.

Under the fierce offensive of the police special forces and private detectives, Sanchez's gang had surrendered the first floor and regrouped on the second floor.

The ferocity of violent criminals and the golem's tough skin proved useless against police officers under the command of an experienced commander.

"Is the first floor pretty much cleared now?"

"Yes, Director."

The two men continued their conversation while watching the special forces members entering the building one after another.

They were Old Hickory Jack and the man who was serving as the nominal office director in his place.

"...Is that man really dead?"

"I'm certain. So tell our people not to get too involved. The outcome seems decided anyway."

Jack answered confidently to the director's skeptical question.

Neither those desperately resisting on the second floor nor those charging to break through could possibly know what had happened to Sanchez.

"By the way, what are all those red things?"

In the midst of it all, Jack pointed to something attached to the weapons carried by the squad members.

"They call them identification markers."

"What kind of markers?"

"I heard they're for identifying lethal weapons."

"...Is that really necessary?"

"Well, they are police after all."

Before their conversation ended, another group of officers entered the building. They all shared one common feature—red identification markers fluttering on various parts of their weapons.

Though assembled to deal with Sanchez and his gang, the police were still police, unlike soldiers optimized for military operations.

They were organized and operated with a focus on maintaining public order and eliminating crime.

What shouldn't be overlooked was that both the special forces commander and his team members were the ones who had directly confronted the violent war with the Sanchez family and broken through violent protests across the city.

However, even they had unconscious limiters.

The weapons they normally used differed from ordinary firearms in several ways. They intentionally reduced the power of guns or used rubber bullets.

As the violence of protests intensified, the color of identification markers attached to firearms changed. They decorated guns with specific colors to gauge the severity of situations.

Above all, it was to distinguish them so they wouldn't fire live ammunition at pitiful protesters who just wanted humane treatment.

Green when smoke grenades and minimal formation maintenance were sufficient.

Yellow and orange as tear gas and the variety of available equipment increased.

Finally, red.

This color marker officially didn't exist. It was merely attached for implicit distinction among team members.

Those whom the members faced with red markers were no longer considered human.

There were even dedicated personnel for handling the situation and processing corpses.

In the past few years, occasions requiring these markers were rare, but recently they had increased exponentially.

Each time, more people died at the hands of the squad members, but simultaneously, more squad members died at the hands of enemies.

When forming this special squad, the Inspector in charge had selected people with a strong sense of justice. But behind that condition always followed another.

People who had suffered and been hurt by crime.

People who had lost someone precious—friend or lover—and were determined to shoot criminals without hesitation out of revenge. These were the members of the Sanchez special squad.

"Commander, preparations complete."

"Good! Move in!"

At the vigorous command, members ready to enter the second floor from various directions began their operation.

"..."

The Inspector was watching this scene from a distance away from the building.

He wanted nothing more than to stand shoulder to shoulder with his team, but he couldn't neglect overseeing this operation and keeping an eye on the unexpected visitors who had somehow attached themselves to the situation.

"Commander!"

It was just as the Inspector's eyes briefly turned toward Jack and the director.

"What is it, officer?"

The Inspector tried to assess the situation upon hearing the urgent voice over the radio.

"...They've all surrendered, sir."

"What?"

An anticlimactic ending.

While he hadn't ruled out the possibility of the criminals losing their will to fight, this was too easy. The squad members immediately secured and began restraining those who had surrendered on the second floor.

All that remained was to capture their leader and throw him back in prison.

But something felt wrong.

Especially with Sanchez's subordinates. The emotions visible in their expressions were unusual.

Soon, the Inspector could see someone's corpse on the third floor of the building.

"Damn it all!!!"

It was the corpse of the massive golem, Eddie Sanchez, his head shattered to pieces after being subjected to a terrifying amount of firepower in an instant.

While the Inspector was cursing and reacting intensely, unable to accept the sudden change in circumstances, Old Hickory Jack was leaving the scene outside the building.

The director was expected to handle the aftermath and cleanup.

Instead, Jack arrived at a small restaurant located far from where the incident had occurred.

"Hey, over here!"

As soon as he entered the restaurant, people sitting in a corner called out to him.

"Well, you look awfully relaxed. I assume you did the job properly?"

"Of course. Right, Carso?"

While Giovanni asked Carso, Jack sat down across from them.

"Thanks to your help, everything went very smoothly."

As soon as Jack sat down, Carso pulled out something contained in a large tube.

"...Don't tell me that's Sanchez's eye?"

Carso slowly nodded to Jack's disgusted question.

What was contained in the tube was a large eye. Given the golem's tough skin and physique, opportunities to see one intact were rare.

Although they had only managed to salvage one, Carso and Giovanni were certain there could be no better gift for the Don.

"That peculiar hobby is exactly like Vito's."

Jack was right.

The previous Don had similar eccentricities, though perhaps not to the same extent as the current one.

Or more accurately, the Don's peculiarities were influenced by his father.

Carso and Giovanni stood up almost simultaneously.

"The Don and Donna will remember what you've done."

"Forget it. I had my own grudge against him anyway."

Jack put on an unnecessary show of bravado. But his claim about having a grudge against Sanchez wasn't a lie.

Even though he had parted ways with the former Don and left the wolf behind... some connections can't be severed, no matter how far apart bodies and hearts grow.

The conversation ended there. The three men went their separate ways.

Carso and Giovanni to deliver the good news to the Don. Jack to help his subordinate who was likely struggling to calm down the Inspector.

*

"I... I love you."

"..."

Eyes that were anxious while waiting for my answer, afraid of rejection.

Her black hair swayed up and down with her warm yet rough breathing. Knowing how much Sarina must have agonized before asking this question, my heart sank.

I simply murmured quietly.

"I know."

"...What?"

Sarina, her face instantly turning red, tried to leave.

"Wait."

Was it because my answer differed from what she expected?

But I had noticed her feelings for me for a long time. No, it was more than just noticing.

She had consistently shown her affection toward me and actively appealed to me—it would take more than mere insensitivity to not realize it.

"Don't you have more to say to me?"

"..."

Oh dear. On second thought, this might have been too harsh on her.

The situation was already embarrassing enough for her, and here I was asking her to speak more.

"...Do you like me too, Luke?"

"I do."

"N-not as family, but romantically."

Though her voice trembled, Sarina still found the courage.

"Can I be honest?"

"Yes."

"It would be a lie to say I don't have romantic feelings."

"...!"

The answer she must have desperately wanted to hear.

"Sarina, but as you know..."

I couldn't finish what I was about to say. Instead, I felt something soft press against my lips.

Sarina had suddenly bent down and kissed me.

Normally, I would have pushed her away or avoided her, but I couldn't bring myself to do so.

"...Is that enough now?"

"Yes. No, wait!"

I couldn't tell if she meant it was enough or not. This wasn't like her usual self.

"A-anyway, you don't dislike me, right?"

I slowly nodded at Sarina's question.

How could I dislike her? It's just that after spending so many years together since childhood, I felt more familiarity than romantic attraction.

It might be a stretch to compare her with Elena, but in a way, she felt like a little sister.

"Actually, I want to ask you something."

"Yes?"

"I already have two wives... are you okay with that?"

I asked just in case. But Sarina's subsequent answer was incredibly passionate.

"Of course I am! I'll handle the young lady and that woman somehow!"

"What?"

After saying that, Sarina suddenly began to move away from me. Wait, what exactly was she planning to do?

"And trust me with the security I mentioned earlier!"

"..."

With those final words, she vanished from my sight in an instant, too quickly for me to respond.

It seemed worrisome no matter how I looked at it, but seeing Sarina so excited and bouncy—how long had it been?

"I should head back now."

While Elena might be sound asleep, Felicia was undoubtedly still waiting for me.

I wasn't sure what Sarina might do, but she probably wouldn't cause me too much trouble.

...Probably?

***
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Ch.206 - Committee (1)
Sarina's sudden confession.

No, perhaps it's not so sudden, considering she's liked me for quite some time.

'Surely she wouldn't do anything reckless?'

I had no idea what Sarina might be planning. Despite knowing her for years, she remained unpredictable.

I hurried to the bedroom on the second floor of the mansion.

Even as I moved, my thoughts were consumed by Sarina. Though physically distant, my heart remained sold to her.

News that would delight her beyond measure if she ever found out.

Just as I was about to enter the bedroom after traversing the long corridor...

"Huh?"

A blanket left conspicuously in front of the bedroom door was twitching irregularly.

'Judging by the size... is that him?'

I carefully lifted the blanket and its contents. This weight—it was unmistakably Little Dom.

"Eeeng."

As soon as I slightly pulled back the blanket, the creature inside protested. Then quickly closed the uncovered part of the blanket.

"Why are you sleeping here?"

"...Good night."

When I asked why, instead of a proper answer, he offered a bedtime greeting. I considered leaving him somewhere suitable nearby, but thought it better to bring him into the bedroom.

I carefully opened the door while holding Little Dom.

"Luke? Why are you so late?"

How long had it been since the doorknob turned?

With the sound of someone rising from the bed, Felicia approached me in flowing nightclothes, her movements slightly drowsy.

"You're still awake."

"Yes. I was waiting to sleep with you, Luke."

Meanwhile, Elena, who must have arrived at the bedroom before me, was sound asleep.

"I already put Elena to bed."

"Ha."

The way she spoke about Elena sounded as if she had dealt with a troublesome child to prevent interference.

"...But what's that?"

"Oh, this?"

When she pointed at the blanket, I slightly pulled it back to show her what was inside.

Inside was the adorable Little Dom, sleeping peacefully. Perhaps because he was in deep sleep, he wasn't as fidgety as before.

"Oh my. How cute."

"He was sleeping in front of the door. Feli, you didn't chase him away, did you?"

"Me? Of course not."

Felicia said this while gently tapping Little Dom's cheek with her sturdy tail. Indeed, someone who loved animals as much as she did wouldn't have done such a thing.

"This spot seems suitable."

I opened one of the bedroom drawers and carefully placed the blanket-wrapped Little Dom inside.

"Luke? ...Isn't that a bit inappropriate?"

"Why? It seems perfect to me."

"Hmm...."

It was rare to see Felicia questioning my actions.

"I wonder what Little Dom would say if he saw this."

"That won't happen."

It seemed like an unnecessary concern.

Anyway, having finished what I needed to do, I turned off the bedroom lights and headed to the bed where my two wives were waiting.

Even then, Felicia couldn't take her eyes off Little Dom, who fit perfectly in the drawer.

"By the way, nothing unusual happened, right?"

Felicia wrapped her swaying tail around my waist and slowly laid me down on the bed. I didn't even think of resisting, simply surrendering to the movement of her tail.

"Well, what do you think?"

"Seems like something did happen."

Her reactions were pleasantly easy to read. That response was typical of Felicia when something had happened but she didn't want to reveal it easily.

"Why don't you see for yourself?"

"Huh?"

Unusually, she didn't drag things out and pointed to an incubator prominently placed in the corner of the bedroom.

Or more precisely, she was pointing at the egg inside the incubator.

"...What's this?"

As soon as I looked at the incubator and the egg inside, I belatedly noticed a change I hadn't detected before.

The surface of the massive egg had begun to crack.

"Feli, don't tell me...."

"Yes. It's exactly what you're thinking, Luke."

Felicia whispered in my ear as she pressed her body against mine while lying down. Despite her sweet whisper, I focused on the more important fact.

"Is it about to hatch?"

Felicia slowly nodded in response to my question.

Even in the darkness, her purple eyes reflected the soft moonlight, proudly displaying their presence.

"Yes. It seems our child will be born first."

Felicia whispered with an extremely triumphant expression.

I wondered how Elena would have reacted if she had seen that satisfied expression. She probably would have snapped back with an indignant look.

But there was something more important than the order of the children's births.

"The hatching isn't too early or too late, is it?"

"Hmm...."

Judging by her delayed response, she didn't seem to know for certain either.

As Felicia's answer was delayed, a natural silence in the darkness settled over the bedroom.

"Luke."

But it didn't last long.

She seemed to have either remembered something or simply had something else to say.

"You don't have to answer if you don't know."

"No, that's not it."

For a moment, I wondered what she was going to say.

"...."

"Feli?"

But what followed was an unexpected silence without any warning.

When I checked her face, she was sleeping with an extremely peaceful expression, making it hard to believe she had been speaking to me just moments ago.

It was absurd, even upon reflection.

As if reflecting my thoughts, shadows cast by the moonlight pouring into the bedroom moved busily.

*

"Mmm."

How many hours had passed?

I clearly remembered that the status window had tried to tell me something before I fell asleep, but I couldn't recall what it was.

"You're awake?"

Two voices spoke almost simultaneously.

I hastily sat up and shifted my gaze from the ceiling.

Elena in comfortable nightclothes and Felicia in an elegant outfit exuding grace even early in the morning.

Meanwhile, Elena had removed the magic she used to hide her pregnancy in public and was carefully holding her swollen belly.

"Looks like I'm the last one to wake up."

"No, not necessarily."

Felicia answered while pointing to a nearby drawer with her sturdy tail.

There was Little Dom, still sleeping soundly exactly as I had carefully placed him last night.

"He wouldn't notice even if someone carried him away."

"Well, you did place him there, Luke, didn't you?"

Felicia responded as if my statement wasn't incorrect. But even as Felicia and I conversed, Elena's expression wasn't particularly pleasant.

Normally, she might have been jealous of the good atmosphere between Felicia and me, but this time it seemed to be for a different reason.

"Elena, are you okay?"

"Yes. ...No, it's getting more difficult."

Elena answered honestly instead of pretending to be strong.

It was hard to imagine the old Elena behaving this way, but in a sense, it meant she was relying on me more.

"She's been like this since she woke up."

At Felicia's words, I wondered if the baby's movements had increased. But according to Elena, it was the opposite.

Wouldn't Elena be more comfortable if the baby moved less?

"Luke, just a moment."

Felicia whispered appropriate words to me at just the right moment.

Apparently, there tends to be reduced movement as birth approaches. This happens because the fetus settles into position in the mother's pelvis before delivery.

"That's what Little Dom's mother told me."

"Really?"

Given the source of Felicia's information, I couldn't help but believe it. Little Dom's mother was a considerable midwife, after all.

"...."

Elena seemed to have sensed something during the brief silence.

"I guess it can't be helped."

"...What?"

Elena and Felicia both looked at me almost simultaneously, but only Elena asked.

"I think it's best if I attend the committee alone this time."

"Well, it can't be helped, can it?"

Before Elena could answer, Felicia added a comment. Both pairs of eyes—mine and Felicia's—turned to her.

I wondered how Elena would react.

She surely understood what it meant for me to attend alone at such an important gathering where all the Families and their bosses would be present.

Despite the joyous occasion of our child's imminent birth, Elena's reaction was uncertain...

"Alright."

Huh?

Elena agreed without the slightest hesitation.

Judging by her still unpleasant expression, she clearly understood her physical condition better than anyone.

"That's unexpected. Elena, I thought you might throw more of a tantrum."

Felicia was also surprised by Elena's response. But Elena wasn't one to quietly accept such remarks.

"That's my line. It was obvious you were planning to follow Luke in my absence."

Felicia flinched involuntarily.

"W-what?! How dare you assume—!"

Judging by her honest reaction, I suspected Elena had correctly guessed one of Felicia's many schemes. While my two wives bickered, I was able to gather my thoughts calmly.

"Feli, so you're really not attending the committee?"

"No. The Marinelli representative will be either Father or Manfredi anyway."

If Felicia hadn't married me, she would still be the Marinelli representative.

"Besides, I can't leave this big lump alone when Luke is away too."

"What? Have you finished speaking?"

"Yes. Honestly, Elena, you're the biggest woman I know."

Though their exchange was somewhat inappropriate, both wives had made the best choice.

Elena would stay to focus on the imminent birth of our child, and Felicia would remain here for Elena's sake.

"I can pretty much guess who will attend from the other Families."

"Solomon's side will obviously be Little Dom himself. Carmen's side will be our Veronica."

As Elena held back her words, Felicia mentioned the attendees from the other two Families. I had the same thoughts.

"As for Russo..."

"Either Darius or his son will come."

Two certainties: Solomon and Carmen. Two uncertainties: Marinelli and Russo.

"I think the five Families need to meet once."

"Can't we just confirm who's attending the committee?"

"Yes, but we need at least a minimal consensus on how to proceed at the committee."

There was no benefit in showing all the bosses of this country the ridiculous spectacle of the five Families working at cross-purposes.

Honestly, I wasn't too worried about the other Families, but the Russo Family was problematic. They had shown a strong tendency to act independently even during the war with the Sanchez and Dragovich Families.

I shared with my two wives the necessity of convening and my concerns about the Russo Family, and their opinions didn't seem to differ much from mine.

"Marinelli is also concerning, though."

"Elena, how about refraining from disrespectful comments in front of the person concerned?"

Oh dear. Felicia's response was more emotional than expected when her family was brought up.

Surely she knows how Elena will counterattack if she responds like that.

"You called yourself a Felini before, but now you're acting like a Marinelli again?"

"...."

Felicia momentarily failed to respond to Elena's words.

"Elena. Don't be too hard on Feli."

"Fine. I'll stop for today."

"How gracious of you. I'm moved to tears."

Though there was still sarcasm until the end, I managed to stop their argument somehow.

"By the way, Luke."

"Yes?"

"Don't let your guard down just because Felicia and I aren't there."

"Ah, right."

*

Suddenly, the topic shifted in a rather uncomfortable direction.

"People tend to imagine all sorts of things, even over trivial matters. It would be best if Luke didn't give them any reason to do so, right?"

Felicia, who had been bickering with Elena just moments ago, had somehow moved closer to whisper to me.

"If you're talking about Veronica, don't worry. Sarina will be in charge of security."

"...."

"That's like leaving a fox to guard the henhouse."

My two wives showed contrasting reactions to my answer.

Felicia used an apt proverb with a displeased expression, while Elena also looked unhappy but remained silent.

Veronica and Sarina.

Both loved me almost as much as my two wives, but dealing with them was equally perplexing.

Anyway, I asked Felicia to prepare for Elena's delivery with Little Dom's mother. Elena's case was different from Felicia, who had laid a massive egg.

Taking her to a hospital might not be a bad idea if possible.

Afterward, I contacted the five Families to summon all the representatives who would attend the upcoming committee meeting to my mansion.

Little Dom was the first to respond to the summons. He was the first to show his face at this mansion, partly to meet his adorable son.

The second to arrive was Veronica. Nothing unusual so far.

But the third arrival wasn't one person, but two.

Manfredi Marinelli and Arta Russo.

The representatives of the Marinelli and Russo Families, whose attendance had been uncertain, arrived together amicably.

Arta, whom I hadn't seen in a long time, was wearing an eye patch over his left eye. I hadn't heard of anything happening to him recently.

"So both Vito Marinelli and Darius Russo sent proxies."

Hmm. Not bad, but not good either. There was an undeniable gap in presence and intimidation between the two bosses and their sons.

For now, it was me, Veronica, Little Dom, Manfredi, and Arta. These five were the representatives of the five Families who would attend this committee meeting.

I hate to compare, but the previous five Families—

That is, Vito Marinelli, Mikhail Dragovich, Rita Carmen, Eddie Sanchez, Darius Russo, and my father, the former Godfather—made us look quite inexperienced in comparison.

Well, to put it nicely, we were the new generation; less charitably, we were just kids.

***
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Ch.207 - Committee (2)
Manfredi Marinelli and Arta Russo.

The two representatives who would attend the committee meeting on behalf of the Marinelli and Russo Family bosses had arrived. With this, all five families had responded to the summons.

"I wonder since when the two families have become so close."

Meanwhile, Little Dom was the first to react to Manfredi and Russo's appearance.

"What? We just happened to run into each other on the way here."

Arta retorted with an irritated expression at Little Dom's reaction.

"..."

Manfredi similarly didn't attach much importance to it. His expression suggested he didn't even find it worth responding to.

Instead, Manfredi approached me. I wondered what he was going to say this time.

"Brother-in-law, I don't see Felicia around."

"Come to think of it, I don't see Elena either."

Veronica added, as if noticing something strange, in response to Manfredi's question. Is having a keen eye hereditary or something?

"They're both very busy with other matters."

"Hmm."

My utterly stoic brother-in-law acknowledged my answer with a grunt and headed to his seat.

"..."

How could I possibly tell him that Elena might be giving birth soon, and your sister is helping her with that?

Besides, it was inappropriate to mention such things here where all five families were gathered, though it might have been fine in private.

"Anyway, now that both families have arrived, we can get started."

Before the topic of Elena and Felicia could come up again, I tried to move on to the main subject.

After all, I hadn't summoned the five families just because I was bored.

"But while I understand Marinelli, couldn't the Russo boss have come in person? It's not like he's sick, and he doesn't have much to do anyway, right?"

"Those bats that the Russo side started raising from orphans have been quiet lately too."

Fortunately, my concerns were unfounded.

Even without me trying to change the subject, Little Dom and Veronica began to provoke Arta thoroughly.

"...Since when did everyone become so interested in our family?"

"Well, we're all in the same boat now, so that's probably why."

Arta responded irritably with an expression of disbelief, but I defended the other two bosses.

"Speaking of which, I heard you've been busy with some business in northern Heavilly lately."

"..."

Oh dear, now even Manfredi had started bringing up the Russo Family's activities.

Conveniently, in the center of this room where the five families were gathered was a large table with a map fixed to it, comparable in size to the table itself.

I had prepared it in advance since there would be plenty of occasions to mark something on the map during committee meeting discussions.

Manfredi pointed to a specific location on the map. It was Atland.

"It's not bad for us if the blacks lose power, though."

As Veronica said.

Atland was currently dominated by black power, and vampires supported by the Russo Family were twisting their bodies to reverse this structure.

I was curious how Arta would respond, but unfortunately, his turn to answer never came.

"Godfather. Do you plan to leave Bangor as it is? Shouldn't we start returning it to its original state...?"

This time, Little Dom mentioned another city with strong black influence, just like Atland.

Bangor, one of the eastern cities famous for its cocaine supply network.

It was also a place that Jack Walker, based in Harlem in southern Heavilly, had taken over after driving out the local Callon Family through despicable means.

Since most members of the Callon Family were elves, it goes without saying that Bangor's hegemony had shifted from elves to blacks.

"Wait a minute. Does the Solomon Family have any reason to question the Godfather about that issue?"

"Why not? I'm clearly a member of the five families too."

Veronica responded as if Little Dom was being impertinent, but it had the opposite effect.

Meanwhile, Manfredi exchanged glances with me. Though I wasn't sure of his exact intention, his knowing expression gave me a rough idea.

"Ha, are they fighting among themselves now?"

Amidst all this, Arta sneered at the two bosses who were still bickering.

From Little Dom's perspective, reclaiming Bangor's cocaine supply network would allow him to bring more drugs into Heavilly, which would ultimately mean more money.

Even though that would also increase the vigilance and threats from law enforcement.

"Hey, bat boy. Who are you lumping me in with?"

Meanwhile, Little Dom didn't let Arta's sneering comment slide.

That made sense since Arta had come as Darius Russo's representative but wasn't the boss himself. Simply put, Little Dom and Arta couldn't be considered equals.

"...What?"

"That's my line. And if you're going to lump anyone together, I'd prefer it be with the Godfather."

***

No sooner had Arta reacted to the somewhat provocative title than Veronica made the situation even more chaotic.

Only two people maintained their composure in this situation: me and Manfredi.

"Brother-in-law."

"Yes?"

That same Manfredi called to me and pointed somewhere, and amidst the confusion, I noticed the meeting room door being carefully opened.

"Godfather."

"What is it?"

If my memory serves me correctly, a wolf working under Carso approached me.

If this friend was the one who came through that door, I suspected it might be the news I was expecting.

"..."

The wolf whispered to me in a small voice, and Manfredi watched the scene intently.

"Alright, everyone, that's enough!"

As soon as the message was delivered, I struck the large table to focus everyone's attention on me.

"..."

The three people who had been causing a commotion for various reasons fell silent simultaneously.

"That's better."

Manfredi didn't miss the opportunity to make a smooth remark.

"Carso, come in."

"Yes, Godfather."

A response from outside the still-open door.

With that answer, Underboss Carso and Caporegime Giovanni revealed themselves inside the meeting room.

Carso was holding something covered with a red cloth in both hands, and Giovanni, still with bandages around his face, followed. Whatever had happened while handling the task I'd assigned, Carso's clothes were far from clean.

Meanwhile, Giovanni belatedly snatched Carso's hat as he stood before the bosses with it still on.

From Carso's perspective, he couldn't move his hands, so it couldn't be helped.

Thud. Whatever was covered with the red cloth left Carso's hands and landed on the table.

"Godfather. I've handled it as ordered."

"Have you?"

There was no way Carso and Giovanni would have handled the job sloppily.

Considering that Old Hickory Jack had also joined this task, the possibility of things going wrong was very slim.

"It looks quite heavy."

Despite the sudden appearance of the two men, Little Dom adapted quickly.

"You're quite perceptive."

Just as Giovanni responded to Little Dom's reaction, Carso carefully removed the red cloth. A long, thick cylindrical container was revealed.

"This is..."

Arta was the first to speak.

"It's an eye. Surely it can't be the eye I'm thinking of?"

"Well, I don't know whose eye you think it is, but it doesn't change anything."

Veronica seemed somewhat taken aback by my answer. It wasn't so much that my tone had upset her, but rather that she found it hard to believe what she suspected, even though she had expected it.

"It's Eddie Sanchez's eye."

Manfredi was the one who got it right. I slowly nodded at my brother-in-law's answer.

Somehow, the gathering of the five families had turned into a place to announce Eddie Sanchez's death in a terrifying way.

Little Dom didn't seem particularly surprised since he had many grudges against Sanchez, but Veronica and Arta's reactions were quite satisfactory.

"Judging by the reactions, it might be good to show this to the bosses attending the committee meeting as well."

"The effect would be undeniable."

Veronica answered while covering her view with a metal mask she had produced from somewhere.

She probably didn't want to see Sanchez's huge eyeball floating in formaldehyde.

"Brother-in-law, it might backfire with bosses who had relationships with Sanchez."

"That's what I'm hoping for. If they want to maintain loyalty to a dead man, I'll have to make them look the same."

"The Godfather is right."

Although I boasted confidently to Manfredi, his point had merit.

Unlike Dragovich, Sanchez had quite a reputation and many collaborators.

They probably wouldn't risk their lives for the already dead Sanchez, but I thought there might be some minor resistance.

"And it's a process we have to go through eventually. We can't let them dwell in the past forever."

Sanchez's eye, and Dragovich's wrist.

From the perspective of the bosses who would witness these two items, it would certainly leave a powerful impression.

*

"Carso, we've seen enough now, you can take it back."

"Yes, Godfather."

Carso and Giovanni's exit.

As the unsightly object disappeared with the two men, Veronica concealed her metal mask again.

"By the way, how many bosses are coming to this meeting?"

Manfredi's sudden question.

"Manfredi. No need to worry. Boiardo will handle that well."

"Are you referring to that Cyclops fellow?"

No sooner had I answered than Little Dom asked.

"Solomon. Are there any other Cyclops mafiosi with the surname Boiardo besides him?"

Judging by the expressions of the other bosses, my answer wasn't satisfactory. Fortunately, I already had some understanding of those confirmed to attend according to Boiardo's report.

"The Falcone Family from Kingston will definitely come."

"Liamsburg is confirmed too, I suppose."

"Of course. Boiardo has a tight grip on that area."

The Falcone Family.

An elf-centered mafia family located in the central part of this country.

They were large enough to be considered the biggest single force, but not enough to stand against all five families... they could be called the number two in the underworld.

With the Falcone Family attending, and Boiardo and the Cyclopes from Liamsburg, it was clear that the orcs under their influence would also attend.

"And Carranza from the south will come too."

"...That's unexpected. Is he moving willingly?"

"Probably not. He must have some ulterior motive."

Carranza. More precisely, Pancho Carranza.

There are several countries in the southern part of this nation, and coincidentally, the appearance of their people resembles that of Mexico from the world I used to live in.

In this world, such people are collectively called southerners. Whether they're Mexican or Chilean, they're all southerners.

Carranza was the leader of the strongest organization among these southerners.

Strictly speaking, he wasn't a mafia boss but the leader of a southern gang, yet his power and influence couldn't be ignored.

"The gnomes from the Midwest and the Orientals from the Northwest are still pending."

"The Northwest would be Aliceville, right?"

For whatever reason, Veronica asked an important question.

"Yes. There's no word from Boiardo yet, but they're likely to attend."

The boss of the Oriental organization based in Aliceville was an acquaintance of mine. Similar to Old Hickory Jack in a way.

"Then the key will be those gnome fellows."

I nodded again at Little Dom's words.

Gnomes, ridiculous creatures with long, large red conical hats.

But in the Midwest of this country, such creatures boasted power that no one could ignore.

That's because gnomes represented races similar to themselves. Goblins, gremlins, kobolds, even dwarves.

The situation was quite different from Heavilly in the eastern part of this country, but at least there, the gnomes' influence was absolute.

"What? So you're saying all the important ones are coming anyway?"

"Yes. If you've just understood that, well done."

"..."

Arta looked like he had a lot to say but didn't dare get angry with me.

That was all the information Boiardo had provided. Actually, there was more, but I had no intention of sharing all the information with the five families.

Just as there was information that could be shared, there was also information that didn't need to be shared.

"Alright, let's end the small talk here."

The reason I had summoned the five families.

It was because we needed to establish the five families' positions on various topics to be discussed at the committee meeting in advance.

Although each family had vastly different strengths and characteristics, since we were in a cooperative relationship, this process was essential.

"First, no family will interfere with whatever deals other bosses make. But we can't have situations where we end up at each other's throats over these issues."

First, we needed to establish boundaries and lines.

After all, there were often overlapping businesses among the five families.

As I got to the main point, the bosses' eyes changed. The sneering attitude from earlier hadn't completely disappeared, but there was a fire in their eyes.

***
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Ch.208 - Committee (3)
At the gathering of the five Families, there were many issues to discuss.

First, we talked about the boundaries and lines between the five Families.

While cooperation among Heville's five Families was natural, there was a need to clearly define certain areas where they remained separate organizations.

Little Dom was the most vocal on this point.

Considering that the Solomon Family was a rising power that had swallowed up the existing Sanchez Family, unlike the other Families, this was to be expected.

"Wait a minute. That was then, and this is now. The situation has changed."

But the other bosses weren't planning to stay quiet either.

In particular, the Veronica and Carmen Families had reaped considerable benefits from the chaos that ensued when the Sanchez Family collapsed and the Solomon Family absorbed their power.

In short, they had poached key union figures related to the construction industry that the Sanchez Family would have firmly controlled in the past.

Little Dom naturally wanted them back, but without Veronica's agreement, that possibility was practically non-existent.

"I don't see any proposals that would interest me, so perhaps it's time you accept reality?"

"..."

The gazes of Veronica and Little Dom turned to me once again.

It was a moment where two looks crossed—one suggesting it was time to end this, and the other seeking help.

"Can't be helped."

The Nationwide Building Trades Unions, or NBTU.

A labor federation consisting of more than ten different unions in the nation's construction industry.

The influence of the Sanchez Family, and subsequently the Solomon Family, over the NBTU was enormous, but it had diminished considerably compared to before.

However, just because the Carmen Family had acquired some key figures didn't mean they could completely control the union.

The Solomon Family still maintained influence over other related figures.

A stalemate where neither side could properly benefit. Naturally, neither Veronica nor Little Dom would be satisfied with this situation.

"How about turning over the National Drivers Union, National Elevator Constructors Union, and National Painters and Allied Trades Union to the Carmen Family?"

"What? But..."

Drivers, elevator constructors, and painters. While the latter two unions weren't particularly profitable among construction-related unions, the drivers' union was quite lucrative.

That explained why Little Dom wasn't readily accepting my mediation.

"Ah, I'm only talking about the Solomon Family's shares. Our shares remain ours, of course."

I stated the obvious.

The National Drivers Union was too large for the Sanchez Family to control alone, so besides the Carmen Family, our Fellini Family also exerted considerable influence over many branches.

Only the Solomon Family's shares would be affected by this adjustment.

"I don't mind. I actually prefer sharing with the Fellini side."

"She's fine with it. What will you do?"

"..."

Little Dom pondered with a serious face, quite intense for a hamster.

"Fine. But in return, all other union figures should be handed back, right?"

"Ah, wait a moment."

Little Dom reconfirmed the terms of the adjustment, but Veronica wasn't so accommodating.

She refused to hand over two or three specific figures she mentioned. Little Dom objected to this reservation, but Veronica showed no signs of backing down.

"Just so you know, if you two can't agree, my mediation means nothing."

The Russo and Marinelli Families, having little to do with this adjustment, were merely observing as outsiders.

Arta seemed to quietly enjoy the spectacle, but Manfredi's gaze watching him from the side was quite meaningful.

Veronica and Little Dom continued their conversation afterward.

It was mostly a repetition of Little Dom proposing new conditions and Veronica rejecting them with various reasons.

"Solomon, you can't do anything about the people who've already switched sides. And there are plenty of other revenue streams that came from Sanchez besides construction unions."

"Godfather, that may be true, but..."

Fuel tax fraud, underground fighting rings, and related dog-fighting gambling—several examples came to mind immediately.

But Little Dom couldn't easily give up.

He probably believed that since he had absorbed the Sanchez Family, their businesses should naturally become his.

But Little Dom overlooked something.

Veronica hadn't brought it up yet, so I hadn't mentioned it either, but we couldn't move to the next stage if this stalemate continued.

"How about this?"

I mentioned the war that had once occurred between the Carmen and Sanchez Families.

The series of conflicts that began when Eddie Sanchez conspired with Mikhail Dragovich to kill my father and frame Rita Carmen as the culprit.

The Sanchez Family had enemies beyond just the Carmen Family, but in terms of military strength, the Carmen side was no match for the Sanchez side.

To put it bluntly, the Carmen Family had been thoroughly beaten.

"Veronica succeeded Rita Carmen, and Solomon absorbed Carso's family."

"..."

I had barely started, but Little Dom's expression darkened. He was always quick on the uptake.

"There are quite a few men among the Solomon Family's regular members who were active as part of the Sanchez Family back then."

"That's right. If you're going to claim rights to Sanchez's revenue streams, shouldn't you also take responsibility for what Sanchez did?"

My job was done.

Veronica skillfully used the groundwork I had laid to corner Little Dom.

As a result, after Little Dom backed down, the following terms were established:

The Carmen Family would gain jurisdiction over three unions belonging to the NBTU, while handing over key construction industry extortion figures that the Solomon Family wanted.

The Carmen Family would forget their grudge against former Sanchez Family members who had switched to the Solomon Family.

It was a decent resolution, all things considered.

Of course, as soon as Veronica agreed to forget the grudge against former Sanchez Family members, she tried desperately to reduce the number of key figures to be handed over, and achieved some success.

"...You truly are your mother's daughter."

"I'll take that as a compliment."

As soon as the mediation ended, Little Dom delivered what sounded like the highest praise, akin to saying "you play the game like a bastard."

After Carmen and Solomon, it was Marinelli and Russo's turn.

*

Unlike the previous two Families, the mediation between the Marinelli Family and the Russo Family went smoothly.

The point was that the Marinelli Family showed interest in the film industry business run by the Russo Family and proposed cooperation.

"I don't see what advantages Marinelli has to offer us?"

"I think our invisible influence is sufficient. We have quite a bit of sway in the cultural and artistic spheres."

Manfredi's response to Arta's question wasn't an exaggeration.

The Marinelli Family could exert significant influence over the garment industry, food service industry, and various artists including singers and actors.

"Instead of organizing separately on our side, joining your existing organization doesn't seem like a bad proposal."

In other words, they wanted a certain share in exchange for helping to expand the business.

Additionally, Manfredi made a proposal to me.

"Brother-in-law, how about the Fellini Family joining us as well?"

"Us too?"

What Manfredi wanted was the Fellini Family's connections to the power elite. Notably, people like financial magnate J.P. Hagen.

Even Antonio Zelaraba, who conveyed Hagen's message when he wanted to meet me, was a fairly influential movie actor.

I suspected the ultimate goal was to mobilize actors who could be reached through the influence and power of elites like Hagen.

"I'd like to hear the terms first, but if Russo refuses, isn't this all pointless?"

"Well, that's true."

Manfredi shifted his gaze back to Arta.

I wasn't sure if Arta had been given full authority by his father, but judging by his expression, he was clearly calculating the benefits internally.

Extortion of the film industry and labor racketeering in the movie business, which they monopolized.

Having two Families join might seem disadvantageous at first glance, but according to Manfredi's proposal, the size of the business they would control would clearly grow.

Moreover, it also meant having two allies to share the risk if something went wrong.

I figured Arta was considering at least as much as I was.

"Alright. I accept your proposal. But I'd like to discuss the details later."

"By all means."

After responding to Arta, Manfredi suggested we discuss our part separately later as well.

"So you listen to all our talk but want to handle your own discussions quietly?"

"Well, I don't mind either way."

Little Dom objected just when everything seemed to be going smoothly.

His objection wasn't without merit, but Veronica quickly expressed a different opinion.

Perhaps she thought she could hear about it through me, or she truly didn't care because of the Carmen Family's intelligence capabilities.

"Don't worry. We'll have plenty to discuss with Solomon as well."

"There you go slipping away again."

As Little Dom said, Manfredi was just as smooth as his sister Felicia.

"So what do you want to discuss with me?"

"Actually, it's an issue that needs to be discussed with both the Fellini and Solomon Families. It's about the Harlem area."

The dominant force in Harlem was the Black gangs.

Specifically, Jack Walker's gang. The same guys who had pushed out the Calon Family in Bangor and taken over the cocaine supply chain.

"Wait a minute. Isn't the area around Harlem all Marinelli territory?"

"That's true, but there's someone who's as interested in Harlem as we are."

At Manfredi's words, everyone except Arta turned to look at Little Dom.

"...What?"

Little Dom reacted as if he didn't understand why everyone was suddenly focusing on him.

It was clear that he had recently attempted to contact Jack Walker. Given that Manfredi had brought up both Fellini and Solomon, there seemed to be more to it.

"I'd like the three Families to address this issue together. What do you two think?"

"It would be too much for Marinelli to handle alone."

Even if they succeeded, the damage would be considerable.

However, I didn't give a clear answer. It was better to decide after seeing Little Dom's reaction.

"If there's something in it for me, I might be willing to cooperate."

Manfredi nodded repeatedly at Little Dom's answer.

From Little Dom's perspective, having suffered some losses, it wouldn't be a bad situation if he could gain some advantage.

After several more mediations between the five Families, we were finally able to bring up the next issue.

"Alright, now it's our friends' turn."

The largest Family located in the central part of the country. The Falcone Family of Kingston.

Fortunately for our Fellini Family and the new five Families, they were experiencing severe succession problems.

The fact that they couldn't even intervene in Heville during the unprecedented crisis of my father's death was proof of this.

If Sanchez and Dragovich had managed to bring them in... my and Elena's revenge would have taken not just a year, but several more.

"I suppose this committee meeting will be a watershed moment for them too."

"Indeed. Either side will want to draw us in."

I responded matter-of-factly to Veronica's comment.

To understand why the Falcone Family's succession issue is so severe, we need to go back a bit.

The Falcone Family's previous name was the Kingston Partnership. Unlike today where one Family dominates, it was a coalition of several organizations.

Even after the Kingston Partnership became the Falcone Family, the past interests and resulting grudges weren't easily forgotten.

The underbosses and consiglieri eyeing the boss's position, and the boss's children as well.

With various factions from the partnership era intertwined, the succession issue became a kind of time bomb.

"So who are you planning to support?"

"It depends on what proposals they make."

"And also on who they're partnered with."

Veronica mentioned an important point.

While the proposals from the many self-proclaimed successors were important, the forces they were allied with were equally significant.

We didn't spend much time discussing the Falcone Family's succession issue.

At this stage, it was enough to establish a sort of guideline.

We thoroughly discussed several other issues afterward, and before we knew it, half a day had passed.

"That's all for today. Everyone is dismissed."

That concluded the gathering of the five Families.

As soon as I finished speaking, Arta hurriedly left the mansion.

He was clearly going to report today's discussions to his boss and consiglieri, including Manfredi's proposal.

"I didn't expect Marinelli to go after Russo's bowl."

"Didn't Felicia tell you?"

"Huh? Why Felicia?"

According to him, it seemed that Felicia was the mastermind behind the proposal for cooperation in the film industry business.

Though she hadn't been directly involved since marrying me.

"I think I might have heard something."

I wasn't sure. Maybe it's because I'm more relaxed when talking with Felicia.

It's impossible to remember every conversation had in a comfortable atmosphere.

"My son!"

"Daddy!"

Before my conversation with Manfredi could finish.

I saw Little Little Dom holding a food bag for himself, and Little Dom lifting his son up high.

"When they're together like that, they look more like brothers than father and son."

"Veronica, that's kind of racial discrimination."

"Oh my, I was just stating facts."

Yes. Sometimes stating just the facts can be a crime. Ah, that might not apply in our world.

"I think we should move somewhere else."

"Yeah, let's move."

Both Veronica and Manfredi seemed to have more to discuss with me.

Little Dom probably did too, but he didn't appear to have the leisure at the moment.

Three days after the gathering of the five Families.

With the committee meeting approaching, joyous news struck my mansion.

My child was born! And not just one, but two!

***

This is an illustration of the five individuals created by author Nathanael.

It was intended for use in the upcoming Committee Meeting episode, but I'll show it to you now.

A gnome, a southerner, an oriental, an orc, and a cyclops!

I'll explain who's who in that episode.
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Three days before the committee meeting and the gathering of the five Families.

Even after Arta Russo had hurriedly left the mansion, most of those involved in the gathering showed no intention of leaving.

Little Dom naturally stayed to spend time with his son, while Veronica and Manfredi seemed to have business with me.

I headed to the study first.

"How far do you plan to follow me?"

"Oh my, I have business with you too, brother. And if we're being technical, shouldn't I, as your actual sister, speak with you first?"

"Hmm."

Veronica and Manfredi started conversing as they followed me.

"Then I'll keep mine brief."

"No, what I meant was—"

Manfredi cut off Veronica's words and approached me.

I wasn't sure what Veronica was about to say, but I decided to hear out my bold brother-in-law first.

"What did you want to say?"

"I'd like to determine which districts each of the three Families will claim."

"We haven't even started the job and you already want to divide the territory?"

"I think it's more efficient that way."

Hmm.

"Wait a minute. Wouldn't each Family just take their own share anyway?"

Before I could reach any conclusion, Veronica offered a plausible counterargument.

She was essentially saying that regardless of cooperation, each Family would just need to handle their own assigned district.

"So? Even if that's the case, the goal of removing Jack Walker from Harlem remains unchanged. Each of the three Families just needs to fully secure their own districts."

"What if one of the three Families fails?"

"I don't think any Family would fail to claim their rightful spoils."

"I suppose that's true."

Harlem, the stronghold of the Black gangs.

They certainly had the home-field advantage, but none of the three Families were pushovers.

Our Fellini Family was formidable, and the Marinelli Family was probably the second strongest of the five Families in terms of size and power.

The Solomon Family might have unity issues after absorbing the Sanchez Family, but with their Golem-born members at the forefront, they were equally threatening.

"So how do you plan to divide the districts?"

"We take Central Harlem. Fellini takes East Harlem, and Solomon takes South Harlem."

That's indeed how Harlem would be divided into three major districts.

Though racial and ethnic boundaries weren't perfectly defined, Central Harlem was predominantly Black, East Harlem in the northeast was Asian, and South Harlem in the south was home to people from southern regions.

"So you're taking the prime cut for yourselves?"

Veronica, who had been quietly listening, questioned.

"Well, we're the closest to Harlem. And we've put in the most effort."

"It sounds like you're saying we should be grateful for letting us join in."

"..."

I didn't stop Veronica. But Manfredi came out with something unexpected.

"You two really are siblings, aren't you?"

"What?"

"You're talking just like your old self, brother-in-law."

"I used to talk like that?"

"Brother, that's an odd reaction to what was meant as a compliment."

Following Veronica's response, I rubbed my forehead. I couldn't stop my hand from moving there instinctively.

"Anyway, let's get back to the main point. We're not planning to take Central Harlem without offering something in return."

"That's a relief. Felicia's brother isn't as unscrupulous as I thought."

'I used to talk like that?'

Well, objectively speaking, I might have.

Though I'm married to Felicia now, the Marinelli Family used to be one of the fallen five Families despite being affiliated with the Fellini Family, making them a primary target of suspicion.

Especially Manfredi, the eldest son of Vito Marinelli.

"We'll share all the intelligence we've gathered about Harlem."

"Oh? Do you know where Jack Walker is right now?"

"He's in one of the hideouts at the border between Central and East Harlem."

"Have you identified which specific hideout?"

Manfredi quickly nodded in response to Veronica's question.

"Hmm, alright. I'll need to hear more about the extent of your intelligence, but I'll agree to your division proposal if you accept one condition."

"If you're asking us to hand over Jack Walker..."

"Don't worry. I have no business with him. Instead, give us a portion of eastern Central Harlem, the part that borders East Harlem."

"..."

A clear change appeared on Manfredi's face. His stoic expression tightened, and his eyes narrowed.

It was entirely possible that the Family boss, Vito Marinelli, had given Manfredi full authority.

"In exchange, we'll send our wolves."

"To our district as well?"

"No, I think sending them just to our district will be sufficient."

The Marinelli Family, the Solomon Family, and now the Fellini Family's wolves.

The mere appearance of wolves in Harlem would instill considerable fear and dread in the Black gangs.

With the competition and animosity among the five Families now resolved, they would know better than anyone that they had no chance of winning.

"Even if they're not deployed to Marinelli's district, won't the other two areas collapse on their own once East Harlem falls quickly?"

Veronica said exactly what I was thinking.

"Fine. I accept."

Manfredi accepted my condition without even responding to Veronica's comment.

I proceeded to discuss in detail the district I had negotiated to receive in exchange for deploying the wolves.

After a short while, Manfredi said his business was done and headed somewhere.

"We haven't even reached the study and he's already gone."

"Sigh..."

"What's wrong?"

"Nothing, just thinking that you and Felicia are alike in that you can't let your guard down."

"Really? I don't think Felicia is that stoic."

"That's true."

Veronica nodded vigorously in agreement with my words. Each time she did, her beautiful hair swayed gently.

"So what's your business?"

"I'll tell you when we reach the study."

Veronica responded with a playful expression.

We resumed walking toward the study. Along the long corridor, we encountered several organization members and servants.

"By the way, the more I think about it, it was a masterful move."

"Hm? What was?"

"Taking Felicia away from the Marinelli side."

"Veronica, it's not like that. It might not have looked good, but we're a couple who love each other."

Veronica made it sound like I had pursued a relationship with Felicia for strategic benefits.

I won't deny that I had an affair with Felicia while already married to Elena, but my relationship with Elena wasn't as amicable then, and I didn't see her as a romantic interest, so I had some excuse.

"..."

"I don't regret meeting Felicia even now. Above all, she brought you to me."

"...!"

Veronica's emotional shift was quite dramatic.

Her drooping ears suddenly perked up toward the sky when I mentioned her after expressing my feelings for Felicia.

"Brother, may I hug you just once?"

"No, let's save that for when we reach the study."

"Okay!"

I couldn't help but chuckle seeing her clap her hands in delight. Her first impression had definitely been sinister like her adoptive mother.

After reaching the study, Veronica began sharing various pieces of information with me.

Some of it was helpful, but there was also some extremely dangerous information.

*

Three days later.

Based on what Veronica had told me three days ago, I needed to set up some kind of safety measure at the Academy.

I visited the Academy Faculty Union office after a long time.

"Godfather."

"Cambara, everything alright?"

"..."

As expected. The guy didn't have the nerve to lie to me.

Another professor's rash action following Professor Botari. But this time, the scale was much larger than expected.

I don't know how they made contact, but they had a reporter from a famous newspaper and a young prosecutor who didn't fear the mafia.

"I've already contacted Samia and Viola. They'll move as planned soon."

"I'm sorry, Godfather. I didn't expect the situation to be this serious."

"It's fine. At least we caught it before anything happened."

No, it might not be fine.

Cambara was my caporegime managing the Academy district on my behalf. He had other districts to manage too, but that was no excuse for poor management.

But I needed to attend the committee meeting, and Elena was about to give birth.

In this situation, appointing a new caporegime would only benefit our enemies.

"Just remember this."

I gave Cambara clear instructions.

The professor and his students were planning a presentation. The topic was closely related to crime in Heville City.

According to plan, they intended to use the presentation as a pretext to reveal a list of high-ranking officials connected to the five Families and their crimes. This would undoubtedly deal a severe blow to the high-ranking associates of the five Families.

We had to prevent that at all costs, even if it meant killing everyone involved. We could tolerate some commotion and the prosecution of some organization members.

After giving Cambara the necessary instructions, I immediately left the Academy.

I moved with minimal personnel to avoid catching the eye of those righteous gentlemen, but I wasn't sure how things would turn out.

After leaving the Academy, I headed straight to Caporegime Fabio Carini's district, located west of the Academy.

The Zakaya brothers and Viola Carmen.

Three caporegimes were already involved in this matter, but it seemed prudent to prepare for contingencies. I planned to meet Carini personally to give him some instructions in case things went wrong.

As my bulletproof car approached Carini's headquarters.

Something was odd. Somehow Carini knew I was coming and was waiting to greet me.

As soon as my car stopped, he threw away the cigarette he had been smoking and approached with his subordinates.

"Godfather."

"What's this? How did you know I was coming?"

I got out of the car before Carini's subordinate could open the back door.

"I heard from Zakaya. The younger Zakaya."

Then Carini hastily removed his sunglasses and whispered in my ear.

"We received a call from the mansion. The Godmother..."

"What about Elena?"

Carini had a talent for making people anxious.

"It seems your child with the Godmother has been born."

"Really?"

"Yes, I heard it clearly."

Carini congratulated me, saying the birth of my child was a joyous occasion.

"..."

I got back into the car without time to respond to him.

"To the mansion. Right now!"

"Yes, Godfather."

After some time had passed.

I thought perhaps I should have given Carini at least minimal instructions or taken him into the car to talk, but it was too late.

The driver tried to convince me several times that increasing the speed any further could cause an accident, but I kept urging him until we reached the mansion.

"Godfather!"

"It's fine."

As soon as the car entered the mansion grounds, I opened the back door and jumped out. The driver was shocked, but this was nothing for me.

At that moment, the plants in the garden formed the shape of letters, but I had no time to look at what the status window was showing.

The gardeners, including Skela, rushed out due to the commotion in the garden.

Ignoring the gardeners' consideration, I passed them and entered the mansion.

Maybe it was my imagination, but the air inside the mansion felt different. It was quiet yet comforting, like old trees whispering in the wind.

In the lobby, I could see maids coming down the stairs.

Little Dom's mother wasn't visible, so she might be with Elena. Anyway, they seemed to be carrying wet towels or blankets somewhere.

"Where's Elena?!"

"In, in the bedroom."

I couldn't even thank them.

My priority was to check on Elena and my child she had given birth to.

While climbing the stairs to our bedroom on the second floor, I encountered several servants. They all either congratulated me on the birth of my child or simply gave me a thumbs up.

"..."

Experiencing such reactions from the servants somehow calmed my heart.

Logically, if anything had happened to Elena or the child, the servants wouldn't have reacted that way.

As I reached the corridor leading to the bedroom, I saw wolves guarding the area.

Considering that others were still properly guarding the exterior of the mansion, it was a satisfying sight, if perhaps excessive.

Then my gaze turned to the bedroom door, which opened by itself.

The person who appeared was none other than Little Dom's mother. Cute Little Little Dom was also there, but he was sticking close to his grandmother with no intention of moving away.

"Godfather."

"Is Elena inside?"

"Yes, please come in."

"The child..."

"I think it's better if you hear directly from the Godmother inside."

With a height similar to mine, she grabbed my arm and led me into the bedroom. Then in a split second, she pushed me through the briefly opened door and quickly closed it.

"Luke?"

For some reason, most of the windows in the bedroom were covered with curtains.

In the space with minimal light, Elena was comfortably settled on the large bed.

"Yes, it's me, Elena. You've been through a lot."

I answered Elena while slowly approaching her. She was wearing all-black nightwear.

The softly flowing silhouette seemed somehow familiar.

*

"Luke."

"Yes?"

"Do you remember this outfit?"

Elena's voice was incomparably softer and more trembling than usual.

Though she looked neat after being tended to by Little Dom's mother and the servants, beads of sweat still lingered on her face, likely from having just given birth.

Instead of answering Elena's question, I wiped her forehead with a nearby towel.

"Thank you."

"Are you uncomfortable anywhere?"

"...Quite a bit. More than I expected."

Elena's gaze shifted beyond her lower abdomen. I could guess where she was looking and why, but I didn't mention it.

"This outfit. I was wondering where I'd seen it before."

A fragment of memory belatedly crossed my mind. If my memory was correct, the outfit Elena was wearing originally belonged to my mother.

It was a precious outfit that my mother had worn on the day Elena was born.

"...You just remembered?"

Elena smiled slightly and grabbed my hand. Now that I looked closely, my mother's outfit seemed a bit small for Elena.

Meanwhile, the design, which revealed her shoulders and neckline through the deeply cut shoulder line, looked defenseless yet languid. The sleeve that flowed down along her tilted body appeared as weak and delicate as her rapid breathing.

There was a loosely tied ribbon at the waist of the outfit, looking as if it had just been untied.

Though less pronounced than when my mother wore it, there was a subtle sensuality in its slight looseness, suggesting that this outfit was not simply comfortable sleepwear but an elegant garment prepared for nighttime pleasures.

"Felicia."

While I was focused on taking in Elena's appearance, she turned her head elsewhere and called for Felicia.

"Alright. I was going to show you anyway, even if you didn't ask."

Then Felicia appeared from the adjoining room with a small child in her arms.

"..."

I had much to say, but the words wouldn't come out.

"Come on, say hello to your daddy."

Felicia said this but very carefully handed the child to me.

The small being who ended up in my arms still seemed not fully adapted to this world, with eyelids trembling, yet already possessed an elven calmness and neatness on its face.

A moment of choking emotion.

My hands, which had only been rough and strong, were now incredibly clumsy and careful.

The tension that had been relieved by the servants' natural reactions returned to my body, but even that slowly disappeared when my eyes met my child's.

I stared with wide eyes, breathing steadily, behaving like someone witnessing a long-awaited miracle for the first time.

Did my parents in the other world feel this way too?

While my eyes were still wet with emotion as I gazed at the child, I sensed another presence from where Felicia had just emerged.

Felicia noticed my gaze but silently smiled and headed toward the adjoining room.

Then came a soft light from beyond the room and subtle sounds that began to flow out.

"Luke."

"..."

With a cracking sound, Felicia appeared holding another child in her arms.

Not just me, but even Elena couldn't close her mouth in shock at the sight.

At that moment, the previously quiet air in the mansion changed.

The cry of a child announcing the beginning of a new life followed. The child in Felicia's arms waved its small fingers as if searching for its parents.

The child's still-wet hair glistened golden in the slight light.

Despite the small being's crying, Elena's child remained quiet.

If the first child was like a spring hidden deep in the forest, the second child was like a waterfall's spray bouncing off rocks.

The powerful crying was so loud that Little Dom's mother rushed in.

"You... did you deliberately break the egg?"

"Oh my. Don't misunderstand. The egg already had many cracks."

While the child's grandmother and I were soothing the second child, Elena and Felicia exchanged brief words.

But I didn't have time to pay attention to their conversation.

One hand was feeling the warmth of the firstborn child, and the other was experiencing the vigorous vitality of the second child who had just hatched from an egg.

I couldn't stop smiling at the fact that these two small lives would now be by my side.

Ch.210 - Committee (2)
Two children, gifts from the gods.

Coincidentally, both children were daughters. I didn't know what Elena and Felicia thought about it, but for me, it was enough that both children were born healthy.

"Are you really sure everything is alright?"

"Godfather, you can see with your own eyes. Both princesses are perfectly healthy."

I repeatedly asked Little Dom's mother about the two children, and each time she calmly explained that neither the mothers nor the children had any issues.

"I'll take the adorable second princess for a moment."

"Ah, wait."

When Little Dom's mother tried to take the second child from my arms, Felicia moved to stop her.

But she explained the necessity of her actions. She needed to thoroughly clean the second child who had been covered in fluid from inside the egg.

"My lady, please don't worry and leave it to me. Staying wet isn't good for the princess."

"...Alright."

Felicia yielded to her persuasive words.

"So neither of them ended up being named Vito after all."

I said this as soon as Little Dom's mother disappeared from the bedroom with the second child.

Just as I had promised Elena and Felicia.

If the child was a boy, we would name him Vito, and if a girl, we would name her either Rachel or Ayla.

"..."

Meanwhile, Elena's expression wasn't particularly pleased. Or rather, she seemed to be contemplating something seriously.

"No, I'm not particularly disappointed or anything..."

"Luke."

Elena answered before I could finish speaking.

"Sorry to interrupt the mood, but would you like to drink this first?"

Before Elena could get to her point, Felicia cut in and offered a steaming cup of something.

"What? Is this really the time to—"

"Luke, help me out a little."

Felicia pointed to her horn with her free hand. That gesture made me realize what she was trying to do.

"But whose horn is this?"

"Well, it's definitely not mine."

It might be Manfredi's or Laia's horn. If not theirs, then perhaps one of the twins' or that guy Luca's.

"I have something separate for the children, so don't worry and drink up."

"Wait a minute."

Elena didn't resist fiercely, but she waved her hands at Felicia and me as we approached her.

If it had been her usual self, she would have already picked up one of us and thrown us. She must have been quite weakened after giving birth.

"Elena, don't worry and open your mouth."

"I wish you'd understand that I'm just thinking of my sister-in-law instead of making things difficult for everyone."

"Fine, fine! I'll drink it..."

Exhausted and faced with our joint attack, Elena finally gave in.

"This isn't something you can easily get anywhere, and drinking it won't do you any harm, so just gulp it down."

"..."

Felicia was telling the truth.

I clearly remembered that it had various... benefits.

Regardless, Elena hesitated to drink the beverage with horn powder that I handed her. I wasn't sure why she was hesitating, but I waited until she was mentally prepared.

"Are you ready to drink now?"

"...Yes. I think so."

While Elena slowly drank the beverage I offered, Felicia sat on the bed watching her.

"How is it? Don't you feel your strength returning already?"

"I just drank it. How could I possibly feel anything yet?"

"Well, I suppose that's true."

As I added to the conversation between my two wives, I looked at the firstborn child lying in the soft cradle.

Just quietly observing her parents' conversation—there was something extraordinary about her that made me feel a slight distance despite myself.

"Luke."

"Hmm? What is it?"

"I was going to say something before Felicia interrupted."

"You drank the horn powder I gave you, yet you say that?"

"I appreciate the horn powder I just drank. But it's a fact that you interrupted the flow of conversation."

"Elena, what's this about?"

"I was thinking we should decide on our child's name."

Didn't we already agree on Vito for a boy and Rachel for a girl?

"Not Rachel?"

"No. I think it would be better to derive it from your name."

Elena spoke with a melancholic gaze. Whatever had caused this small change in her feelings, it wasn't beyond my understanding.

In truth, I thought I might miss my mother every time I called a child by the same name.

"Do you have a name in mind?"

"Luke. Luca."

"Those sound more like boys' names than girls' names."

Felicia, who had been quietly listening to our conversation, made a good point.

Besides, Luca reminded me of my cheeky little brother-in-law, and it wasn't a name I wanted to give my adorable daughter.

"You're right, aren't you? How about Lucia then?"

The third name mentioned after Luke and Luca.

It was typically the feminine form of Lucas, so not a bad choice. My name and Lucas were similar names to begin with.

"Lucia sounds good. Don't you think so too?"

I said this as I carefully lifted Lucia from her cradle.

Only then did Lucia show a range of expressions, from giggling to frowning and squirming her tiny body.

"Luke. I want to hold her too."

"Alright."

Lucia was transferred from her father's arms to her mother's, regardless of her own will.

She squirmed just as she had in my arms, but when she settled into her mother's strong arms, she opened her eyes wide as if surprised.

"She has cute eyes like you, Luke."

"But I think her eye color resembles yours, Elena, not mine."

While Elena was completely absorbed with Lucia, Felicia and I discussed who Lucia resembled more.

Though it wasn't certain since she was just born, her hair seemed to be a light beige color like mine. Her pointed, long elf ears were still small and simply adorable.

"Feli."

"Yes?"

"Have you decided on a name for our child?"

"Ayla. I'm going with Ayla."

Unlike Lucia, the second child's name was as Felicia and I had decided.

*

Lucia and Ayla. The precious names that the two children would use for their entire lives were decided.

"She's taking longer than I expected."

Felicia, who had been watching Elena holding Lucia, suddenly mentioned Little Dom's mother who had disappeared with Ayla.

"That means she's taking extra care in cleaning her."

"...I hope that's the case."

Felicia seemed quite anxious.

It should be a simple matter of cleaning and drying the fluid from the child's body, but if it was taking this long, could something be wrong?

"If you're that worried, why don't you call for her?"

Elena, who was comfortably holding Lucia, suggested.

Normally, she would have sarcastically told Felicia to go look for herself. I wasn't sure if she was being considerate because Felicia had taken care of her, or if she was conscious of being in front of Lucia. It could be both.

But it seemed Little Dom's mother wasn't exactly punctual either.

Footsteps approaching the bedroom. I could recognize her by the waddling sound of her steps.

"Godfather, my lady. Here is the second princess."

"Thank you."

Felicia received Ayla from her. Her dazzling golden hair, resembling her mother's, remained unchanged.

"I see she doesn't have horns?"

"She does have a tail, though."

No horns but a tail. As soon as Little Dom's mother mentioned this, Felicia explained that horns and tails grow at different rates for each child.

"Her eyes are the spitting image of Luke's."

Whatever magic Little Dom's mother had worked, Ayla was now much calmer than before.

Even when Felicia pointed to her own eyes with her sharp fingernails, Ayla only squirmed a little.

"Oh, and there's something we need to clarify."

"What is it?"

"Our Ayla isn't the second child, but the first."

Felicia answered my question proudly while holding Ayla.

"What? Talk sense. You cracked the egg after Lucia was born."

As Elena's voice grew louder, I sought help from Little Dom's mother to mediate. Nothing could be fairer than expert advice.

"For a dragonkin's child, we typically consider the time of hatching—when the child breaks through the shell—as the birth time, not when the egg was laid."

At her words, Elena made a face that seemed to say "I thought as much."

But Felicia wasn't flustered at all and began whispering in the woman's ear. Though the distance wasn't great, Felicia's voice was so soft that I could barely hear the first few words.

"What about this, then?"

"..."

Little Dom's mother confirmed several specific situations while listening to Felicia.

As the conversation lengthened, the whispering essentially became meaningless. Felicia's argument was quite simple.

That Ayla's body had been fully formed well before she completely broke out of the egg.

As evidence, Felicia recorded the exact time when the first crack appeared in the eggshell and testified about various sounds heard from inside the egg.

In normal cases, as Little Dom's mother had said, the time of hatching should be considered the birth. But Felicia claimed that even though conditions were right for hatching, Ayla didn't emerge on her own, so she had to break the egg herself.

"...You seem quite certain."

"I've heard things from my mother, you see."

However, according to Little Dom's mother, Felicia's action was considered quite dangerous.

If the child inside the egg hadn't developed properly, it could have put the child at risk.

Judging by Felicia's reaction, there seemed to be some criteria for distinguishing this, but what mattered was that Little Dom's mother had somewhat accepted Felicia's explanation.

"So? Your daughter still hatched later than Lucia."

"Elena, even the experienced midwife agrees with me. Are you really going to argue?"

Neither wife seemed willing to back down. Determining which of Lucia and Ayla was the firstborn was indeed an important matter.

"What if we just say they're both firstborn since the difference isn't that big?"

I tried to offer a solution, but even I thought it wasn't quite right. If they had been twins, maybe, but...

"They're not twins. What are you talking about?"

"That's right, Luke. That doesn't make sense. No matter what anyone says, our Ayla is the firstborn."

At Felicia's words, Elena quietly glared at her. Felicia tried to avoid her gaze by looking at Ayla, but an awkward silence quickly fell.

"..."

Little Dom's mother was the first to leave.

I noticed her leaving the bedroom, but in this atmosphere, I couldn't really stop her.

"Luke."

"Yes?"

Here it comes.

Elena and Felicia called me almost simultaneously. With the expert gone, they were going to leave it to me, their husband.

"Luke, what do you think?"

"Obviously our Ayla is the firstborn, right?"

The gazes of my two wives directed at me felt not just burdensome but painfully sharp. In stark contrast, the two children looked incredibly peaceful.

"I think it would be better if you two reached an agreement rather than me deciding."

"What?"

Felicia didn't question me, but Elena was different.

"No, I just want to treat both fairly. If I take sides here..."

"I understand. Then we have no choice."

Before I could finish speaking, Felicia suddenly handed Ayla to me.

I accepted Ayla, but Felicia proposed to Elena that they settle this between themselves.

"...Luke, could you hold Lucia for a moment?"

"Sure."

I ended up leaving the bedroom with both daughters in my arms.

Out of concern, I tried to listen for sounds from the bedroom, but I didn't hear any raised voices or breaking objects.

Ah.

"After all I've conceded, including the horn I fed you today."

"Wait a minute. That's a completely different issue."

I could hear their voices gradually. Though they seemed to be raising their voices, they weren't shouting, suggesting both were exercising some restraint.

"..."

I headed to Felicia's and my bedroom.

With my two wives settling their dispute in Elena's bedroom, I had no choice. I couldn't keep holding the two children in the corridor either.

So I had to watch over my two daughters until my wives finished their negotiation.

"...Hello?"

A cute little visitor came by in the meantime.

"I'll take my son, Godfather."

And the visitor's father appeared shortly after.

"Godfather, the Godmother and my lady are looking for you."

Not long after the visitor and his father disappeared, the visitor's grandmother also appeared.

"I'll watch over the princesses, so please go ahead."

I thanked her and headed to Elena's bedroom.

"Luke, come in. Did you wait long?"

"No, I actually enjoyed spending time with the children."

"Anyway, we've reached an agreement."

Judging by Elena's subtle expression, it seemed like Felicia had won.

"Our Ayla is the firstborn!"

"What? Elena, are you really okay with this?"

"It can't be helped."

"What do you mean it can't be helped? After all I've done for you."

Felicia reacted as if she couldn't believe it. It seemed Elena had secured something else in return.

"So what condition did Elena set?"

"I'm getting another horn from Felicia."

Hmm. It seemed like a decent trade.

If the dragonkin horn was that effective, it might be beneficial to feed it to her child even if that child wasn't considered the firstborn.

However, while Elena might rationally think that way, emotionally she seemed to be struggling to accept that Lucia was now the second child.

"That's unexpected. I thought you two would argue more."

I said this as I approached Elena and stroked her. At least this much comfort seemed appropriate.

So the names of the two children were decided, as well as who was the firstborn and who was the second.

Setting up a space for the two children and arranging their belongings was completed faster than expected. After all, my two wives and I tended to share the same bedroom.

Besides space and belongings, we also needed to assign new servants for the two children.

Little Dom's mother was there for now, but she was clearly a guest, not a servant. Fortunately, my two wives took care of that matter.

"So now only the committee meeting remains."

"Oh, I actually have something to tell you both about that."

"Hmm? What is it?"

Elena had just mentioned the committee meeting. I reconfirmed that neither of my wives would be accompanying me.

"I'm planning to bring Sarina along."

"..."

Felicia narrowed her eyes but initially said nothing.

"That seems wise since we don't know what Veronica might do."

"I think Sarina is more of a concern."

But she didn't agree with Elena's opinion. It was an inevitable reaction since my two wives were wary of different people.

"Huh?"

"Surely you don't think I'd do anything with Sarina?"

"I'm not worried about you, Luke. I'm worried about Sarina."

"Felicia, be honest. Isn't it Luke and Veronica who are the problem?"

"Surely not. Even if she's his sister..."

"He married me, and I was raised like his sister too."

"..."

Felicia seemed increasingly persuaded by Elena's words.

"Maybe we should just forbid both of them from approaching Luke."

"I agree, but that's not realistic."

Felicia spoke, and Elena added to it. I wondered how Veronica would react if she knew that even her trusted older sister was wary of her.

"Well, don't worry too much. I don't plan to stay there long."

"..."

"..."

I spoke with confidence, but my two wives didn't seem to believe me. Seeing them like this sometimes made me think they could be real sisters.



The day Ayla Fellini and Lucia Fellini, the Godfather's two children, were born.

Two days later, the representatives of the five families, including myself, headed to Liamsburg, a major city in the central part of the country. The bulletproof car carrying the boss and Godfather of the Fellini family departed with the send-off from his two wives and two daughters.

In Liamsburg, the cyclops mafia boss Boialdo was surely preparing for the upcoming committee meeting.

While the attention of the country's criminal organizations was focused on Liamsburg, an unexpected situation unfolded in Heville.

One of the city's worst crime areas, rivaling Harlem. The Rat's Nest, a haven for rat-human information brokers who tended to compete on quantity rather than quality of information.

A massive fire began to rise there.

Most of the rat-humans were busy fleeing the sudden fire, but some of them clearly witnessed a chilling scene:

Figures with something covering their faces, laughing maniacally.

***

Ch.211 - Committee (3)
# Flames Rising Simultaneously

The flames began to rise simultaneously.

These fires, starting from the borders of the Rat's Nest, were clearly spreading toward its center, though the cause of the sudden blaze remained unknown.

Pleas and requests from the acting mayor and the wealthy poured in, but regardless, the Heavily Fire Department deployed all personnel they could immediately mobilize.

Several metropolitan response units from the fire department, including multiple fire trucks, moved toward the Rat's Nest.

But the flames rose with ferocious intensity before any benevolent hands could reach them.

At first, they were merely small sparks.

Those with faces covered by various cloths and rags poured prepared oil onto those small sparks, and what followed happened in an instant.

The Rat's Nest was a kind of massive structure made of old timber, irregularly intertwined over many years.

Once the sparks caught, the massive Rat's Nest burned with ferocious intensity like dry firewood. The densely connected shanties shared walls with their neighbors, and laundry lines and rags strung across narrow alleys served as messengers spreading the sparks.

The rat-people fell into great confusion amid this deliberate disaster that started from the borders and headed toward the center of the Rat's Nest.

Adding to this, the wooden walls of the shanties, soaked with filthy oil residue everywhere, were all consumed by flames as soon as the sparks touched them.

"Aaaaargh!"

"Move! Get out of the way!"

Facing this desperate situation, the rat-people began to flee in disorder. They looked no different from frightened wild animals driven by instinct alone.

Their long tails left long, dark shadows wherever they went following the flames, as they struggled to save themselves amid the fierce fire and devastation.

But the rat-catchers' anger showed no signs of subsiding.

Despair over lost family members and resentment over ruined lives—all of it was contained in this fire. To them, these flames were not simply revenge but a form of judgment.

Thus, the anger and sorrow deeply lodged in the hearts of the victims and their bereaved families, stemming from the Rat's Nest's poor accuracy and haphazard handling of information, echoed throughout the entire city in the worst possible form.

Most rat-catchers were busy taking in the sight of the flames consuming the Rat's Nest at an uncontrollable speed, but some found even that insufficient.

"You, madman! What are you doing?!"

"Not yet. Not yet!"

Of course, the public, recognizing the gravity of the situation, wouldn't leave them be.

Meanwhile, the rat-people trapped in the flames couldn't even guess what was happening outside. All they could do was blindly run forward to escape the scorching heat.

The sight of rat-people crawling over each other and moving in groups through maze-like passages was desperation itself.

Flames tightening around them moment by moment and smoke rising everywhere following the fire. With every breath in, a terrible acrid sensation scraped their throats, and with every breath out, even the remnants of life they barely exhaled were swallowed by the scorching heat.

There weren't many fortunate enough to survive this terrible disaster, but they did exist.

Among them was a group of young rat-people who had been enjoying minor diversions on the outskirts even before the fire started.

"This way! Over here!"

"Really?!"

The oldest child led the others from the front. The flames visible in the distance and the faintly felt heat.

He had to persuade the other children dozens of times as they talked about going back to their parents beyond the flames.

By now, the children were approaching an exit.

"Just a little further and we'll make it."

The child wasn't convinced even as he said it himself.

Certainly, there was light visible in the distance, and he could feel the wind, but... even on the outskirts, the Rat's Nest was a complex space with a structure difficult to understand.

"Is anyone there?!"

A voice suddenly heard from somewhere.

"..."

The children shouted as soon as they discovered this thread of hope.

"Here! We're here!"

"Help us!"

The children rushed toward the direction of the voice without exception.

"Aaaah!"

One child suddenly screamed in surprise as someone's hand grabbed their foot, but the children paid little attention.

Where the children stopped, there was an old rat-person.

Around him were numerous corpses. Some had burned to death, while others were bleeding, having suffered from something unknown.

"Are you hurt anywhere?"

The old rat-person approached the children cautiously. His long whiskers were badly singed by fire, and despite the corpses around, the children showed no wariness toward the old man.

The old man wore a very regretful expression that even the children had become involved in such an incident.

"Still, it's fortunate. You won't become like those hideous ones since you're alive."

"...What?"

In a split second.

The old man pulled out a pistol from his bosom and blew off the head of the child at the front.

"Aaaaargh!"

The children began to scatter in all directions instantly, but the old man wasn't flustered at all. The area around him was full of traps he had meticulously prepared.

There was no need to count how much time had passed.

The children were invariably neutralized in various ways in each passage. One child finally understood the intention of whoever had grabbed his leg earlier.

It was a final consideration that he shouldn't proceed forward.

"Phew. So many of them."

Having finished his task, the old man moved busily.

He needed to deal with the corpses he hadn't yet processed and arrange the surroundings as convincingly as possible. Considering the heat felt from around and the desperate voices, he was short-handed.

Whether due to the urgent situation or the notion that a fellow rat-person wouldn't do such a thing, not a single rat-person survived the old man's clutches.

"..."

Apart from the old man's busyness, the night sky of downtown Heavily was dyed with flames.

Black smoke rose endlessly between the soaring skyscrapers, obscuring the brilliant moonlight and bright starlight, and the sharp screams like chalk scraping on a blackboard coming from the underground flames still burning fiercely chilled many to the bone.

And amid such chaos, the shadows of the rat-catchers leisurely disappeared.

Despite finally erasing the Rat's Nest from the city map, their eyes were empty.

Their eyes still contained the endlessly burning flames, but there was also an ineradicable emptiness dwelling within them.

The fire consumed everything, but it couldn't burn away their wounds.

*

Several hours after the flames began to consume the Rat's Nest.

Despite the firefighters' best efforts, the results of this disaster, packed with malice, were as follows:

The complete burning of the Rat's Nest.

And a few survivors amid numerous casualties.

Among the casualties were many firefighters. No matter how much technology and magic had advanced, saving human lives was always difficult.

Moreover, the firefighters of this era were in a somewhat different situation from those of the 21st century where I had lived.

Their firefighting suits had a separate tube above the head, creating a water path that protected the firefighter's entire body from flames.

The problem was that this tube was connected to the fire hose they were holding.

The implications of this structure were clear.

To protect themselves, they had to weaken the force of water used to extinguish the fire, and to save someone, they had to reduce the force of water protecting themselves.

And the firefighters of this city boldly chose the former against the flames trying to consume the Rat's Nest.

The number of firefighters who died trying to save survivors exceeded the number of survivors themselves.

My two wives, myself, and our family's consigliere were listening to the news being transmitted moment by moment from the scene through a black-and-white TV and radio in the second-floor living room of the mansion.

"Why did that old man go to such a place again?"

Black and white.

On the monotonous TV screen expressed in just two colors, Financial King Hagen was shown examining the remains of the burned-down Rat's Nest with his entourage.

According to an unknown announcer, Hagen was showing great interest in the reconstruction project to begin where the Rat's Nest had been and in raising donations for the survivors.

"Well, perhaps he's hoping this fire won't turn out like Kingston."

"Surely it's not that bad?"

Anthony Salmo, the consigliere, mentioned an incident from decades ago.

The Great Kingston Fire. The fire that consumed the Rat's Nest was nothing compared to that disaster.

Kingston, a major city in the central part of this country. Half of that city was completely burned, causing over 200,000 refugees.

Well, Salmo's words couldn't be completely wrong either.

Few would deny that the Great Kingston Fire played a significant role in Financial King Hagen's success.

In the era when Hagen was considered just a young investor, railway projects spanning the vast land from east to west were popular in this country.

But the Kingston Fire began to change that trend.

Kingston was practically the center of railway transportation as a major city in the central region, and when half of the city burned down, an enormous opportunity for reconstruction emerged.

Anyone with a bit of sense would naturally jump into the blue ocean of reconstruction projects, which were more promising and stable than the red ocean of the railway industry.

Overlapping with this, political instability in various countries of the old continent, including Tyrenia, led to the withdrawal of old continental capital from railway projects.

As a result, those who had been involved in railway projects were thrown out onto the streets, and Hagen was able to accumulate his wealth by buying up collapsed companies during this unstable period.

"Hmm."

"What? Is there a problem?"

"No, just thinking."

While I was thinking about the wealthy goblin old man, Elena and Felicia were having a brief conversation.

"From your expression, it doesn't seem like 'just thinking.'"

"Honestly, I can't lie to Luke."

Felicia slightly blushed and covered her mouth with her long tail.

"I was thinking maybe I should make a donation, since even bad connections are connections."

"What? Didn't you just say he was profiting from reconstruction?"

"There's no law saying I can't do both simultaneously."

Felicia responded to Elena's question as if there was nothing wrong with it.

"Miss Felicia, if that's your intention, we could—"

"No, it's fine. I'll make sure no one knows the money is coming from me, regardless of which way it goes."

Felicia rejected Salmo's offer.

Well, Felicia, as the eldest daughter of the Marinelli family, wouldn't lack such means.

"If that is your wish, Miss Felicia."

"Yes. Instead of worrying about Felicia, focus on the academy matters."

The signs of various people at the academy, though not immediate, were not looking good.

Salmo seemed to understand my meaning properly and immediately said that he and other lawyers would be sufficiently prepared to defend our organization members.

The best scenario would be for nothing to happen... but human affairs are unpredictable.

"Don't think of slacking off just because I'm not around."

"...I'll keep that in mind, Godfather."

Leaving Salmo's serious response behind, I looked at Elena.

She and I exchanged meaningful glances, followed by Elena wearing a slight smile.

Even though I would be away with the other bosses of the Five Families or their representatives, I thought things would work out somehow since Elena and Felicia would remain here.

Above all, the journalist was being monitored through the detectives of Jack's office, and the young prosecutor was directly handled by Biola, Veronica's aunt.

All that remained were the academy professor and the students following him.

The next day, that is, the day I was scheduled to depart to attend the committee meeting, sudden news arrived from the Carmen Family.

Pola Carmen, the consigliere, would be attending in place of the boss, Veronica Carmen.

***

This is the character design sheet for Pola Carmen mentioned at the end of this chapter!

She will appear directly in the three-person cover I'll show you soon, but I thought it would be good to show you the sheet first.

Not just Pola, but Sarina who is facing her, and Veronica who is briefly depicted, all look incredibly cute!
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