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1923

I sat alone in the desolate, lonely cabin in the woods. My life was over. I had betrayed my father and the Family. I had thrown away the life of so-called privilege that came with being the daughter of a Mafia Godfather.

I did it for love, but my love died in my arms an hour ago. I would join her soon.

I was born twenty-one years ago with both a pussy and a cock. A dark secret known to few. I was barred from ever having any boyfriends, or marrying, not that men interested me anyway. I was only let out of the house accompanied by two apes as my bodyguards, but really they were there to make sure that I never engaged with the outside world.

I was a freak. A futanari. A futa girl, A shameful, misbegotten creature whom my mother saw as some kind of punishment from God that should have been drowned at birth like an unwanted kitten.

But my father, Don Santino De Luca, adored me and doted on me much to my mother’s chagrin.

So I lived, but it was a lonely life. That was until Heidi Hoffman lit up my world.

I was allowed one night out a week but only to places owned and controlled by my father.

On a gray and cold October night, I found myself at his latest acquisition, The Pink Pussycat. They had one of those somewhat risqué flapper girl shows that was as near as I got to my secret desire to be with a woman. I kept my true nature from everyone, including my loving father, because even in this more enlightened and wild Jazz Age of the 1920s, being a lesbian was not something that was accepted by so-called polite society.

I ached for the touch of a woman. I longed to feel a soft feminine kiss on my lips, for a sure hand to undress me, caress me, and teach me the carnal ways of the world.

All I had was my own touch and my dark and deviant imagination. Most nights after watching one of these nightclub shows, full of beautiful, unobtainable women, I would come home, strip naked, and pleasure my thick futa girl cock until I shot huge arcs of spunk and then, still not sated, I would pound my dripping wet pussy until I came again and drifted off into a lonely, dreamless sleep.

On that particular night at The Pink Pussycat, I was accompanied by my usual bodyguards, Fat Paulie and Blue-Eyed Frankie. Two unsmiling gorillas who sat at the table behind me and made sure that no one bothered me.

Being Don De Luca’s daughter meant I got the best table in the place and was waited on by the sniveling manager but I was still miserable.

Then the compere came on stage and in a booming voice announced, “Direct from the Weimar Republic. Hamburg’s hottest fraulein, the one, the only Heidi Hoffman.”

The band started to play a seductive, sexy tune, and onto the stage strutted the most beautiful woman I had ever seen in my life.

She wore a tight corset, stockings, high heels, and a top hat. She moved with a sexy and assured grace across the stage that immediately stirred life into my cock which was, as always, hidden under a long, shapeless dress.

Then Heidi Hoffman started to sing in a seductive, German accent. Her voice was low and husky and made my whole body shiver with desire.

The lust burned through me. I ached. I longed for this woman as I watched her slink across the stage, her hips swayed, and her small, but succulent breasts bounced as she danced playfully across the stage. Her legs were long, and when she twirled around, I caught sight of her perfect little ass. My cock was hard as rock. My cunt was damp. I had never felt a desire so utterly divine as this.

She performed three numbers and then was gone.

I waited until my hard-on had sufficiently shrunken and then stood up and turned to my bodyguards. “Take me backstage to see Miss Hoffman,” I said.

They looked at each other and then back at me. “I don't think your father would like you to associate with such theatrical types,” said Paulie. 

Usually, I would have sat down and behaved but that ache between my legs made me bold and brassy. “If I tell my father that you spent all night chasing, young flapper pussy rather than keeping me safe, who do you think he would believe, me, his beloved daughter, or you, a feckless fat-assed flunkie? Now take me to see Miss Hoffman.”

Paulie stared at me for a moment and then he and Frankie called the manager over and soon I was being led down a bustling corridor to the dressing rooms behind the stage.

The manager knocked at one of the doors with a large painted star on it, entered, and then a few minutes later came out and told me Miss Hoffman would be delighted to see me. I told Paulie and Frankie to come back in half an hour. They shuffled nervously for a moment but then they disappeared and I went into the dressing room.

Heidi Hoffman sat naked at her dressing table. “I don’t usually talk to people from the audience but the manager said your old man was some kind of powerful hoodlum or other and I had no choice, so tell me what you want and then leave me alone.”.

My mind raced, Part of me wanted to just turn and run back to the safety of my sheltered life. But the sight of this beautiful, naked woman with a scowl on her perfect features made me horny as a harlot from hell.

“I want you,” I said and pulled off my dress. My cock bulged out of my lacy panties. My big tits swelled against my bra.

Heidi stood and smiled. “Oh a lady with a man’s meat, we have many of them in the cabarets of the old country, but none quite so pretty or so innocent I think.”

“I have never known the loving touch of a woman. I am kept a prisoner by my family but when I saw you tonight I knew I had to offer myself body and soul to you.”

“I am not sure about souls but for now at least I will take your body,” she said and sank to her knees and took my hardening cock in her hand.

She licked it from base to tip with loud slurping sounds and then took it into her mouth. It was clearly not the first cock she had sucked and soon her head bobbed up and down on my rock-hard cock. A joy pulsed through me that I had never before encountered. I moaned as she expertly ran her tongue up and down the length of my shaft.

I stroked her blonde hair as she looked up at me with bright blue eyes and my cock bulging out her beautiful cheeks.

She worked up and down my cock and slid two fingers between her legs and began to fuck her pussy in time with the movement of her head.

I reached around and freed my breasts from my bra and began to play with them. I cupped both and teased and pinched the nipples which were hard as gumdrops. My breasts were large and I was able to suck on them as Heidi swallowed my massive cock. She moaned against the tender skin of my lady meat as she slammed her hand between her legs. Her blue eyes were black with lust and want.

“I want to come in your pretty mouth,” I said, as I thrust my hips forward. She gagged against the thrust at first and then grabbed my round ass and slammed my cock into her face with glee. That was enough to tear the orgasm from me and I let go with a loud moan of release and shot my spunk deep down her throat. Heidi gagged, gurgled and swallowed my load but there was much more to come as I slammed my hips against her lips and shot more spunk into her mouth. She swallowed three massive loads and then stood, her mouth full of my hot seed, and kissed me. She drooled my cum into my mouth. It was salty and sweet and I loved it as it slithered down my throat.

She grabbed my big tits as we kissed and fondled them with an urgent roughness that I loved. She squeezed them hard as her tongue found mine. My body was alive with energy. This was what life was about, sex and desire, passion and pleasure. This was what had been denied me, what would always be denied unless I escaped from the suffocating confines of the De Luca Family.

There was a knock at the door. It was Fat Paulie. I dressed and kissed Heidi one last time. “I will come again next week if you let me,” I said.

Heidi smiled. “Oh yes, you must come. We shall take tea and then you can destroy my cunt with that beautiful cock of yours.”

I longed to stay with her, to fuck her right there and then but I knew I had begun a dangerous game and had to play it smart and smooth, the De Luca way.

As we drove home, I knew I had to do something about my bodyguards. Frankie was pretty much an idiot and followed everything that Paulie told him to do so that was the problem halved at least.

About a mile away from home, I told Pulaie to pull off the road.

I told Frankie to stand outside while I spoke to Paulie. He did as he was told.

“As a loyal Family member, I know you know how to keep secrets, Paulie, and I need you to keep mine.”

“I’m loyal to the Don,” he said and stared back at me in the rearview mirror.

“And the Don loves his daughter more than life itself and she has his ear more than any consigliere or underboss ever could. I’m about to embark on an affair with Miss Hoffman. I will visit her once a week for tea and fucking. That will be our little secret, and if you keep it, I will be sure you rise in the ranks of the Family.”

“If your father finds out he will kill me, maybe you too,” said Paulie.

“And if he doesn’t we will both be getting what we desire in life,” I replied. I had always been meek and mild, resigned to my gilded cage, but now I raged with defiance.

Paulie looked at me again and then nodded.

One week later, I was naked on the plush, purple chaise longue in Heidi’s dressing room. Tea had been taken and now I was between her legs lapping hungrily at her cunt.

I tongued her hooded clit and teased the damp folds of her cunt lips apart and dipped inside her sweet pot of honey.

She sighed and spoke softly to me. I was an unskilled lover but she was kind and patient. The gruff demeanor she presented to the world was gone as she stroked my hair and guided me into her warm, wet sex.

My tongue probed inside her as she arched her hips up and spread her legs wide to allow me to delve deeper into her cunt.

She tasted of strawberries and spice. She pushed my face up against her cunt and my tongue drove deeper into her.

“I am yours, sweet sugarplum,” she moaned. “Eat my pussy. Taste my darkest dreams and desires.”

She writhed on the chaise longue. She sighed and moaned as I worked my tongue deeper into her cunt. My hand was between my legs and three fingers were thrust into my own cunt. I rammed it hard as my erect cock bobbed up and down and begged for attention too. I ignored its insistent throb as I knew that soon enough it would replace my tongue in Heidi's tight, little cunt.

I looked up at my lover from between her legs. Her eyes were that same black-blue that they had been when she sucked my cock last week. I adored her. Her beautiful body, her ‘fuck everyone’ attitude and the fact that she did not care that most people saw me as some kind of freak, She wanted me. She wanted my cock and my cunt. She desired me from head to toe.

I withdrew my tongue from her cunt. “I want to fuck you, my lover,” I said.

“Then fuck me, sugarplum. Tear me in two. Use me like hell’s whore.”

I loved her darkness. That European wildness, that exotic witchery, that darkness that came from the black forests of her homeland. 

I slid up her smooth body and kissed her. Her hands reached her firm breasts as my tongue pushed open her crimson lips.

As we sank into a deep kiss, she reached down and took my cock in her hand. It was already hard and throbbing but her touch made it swell and pulse even more.

I moaned in her mouth as she stroked my cock. Heidi gave it a hard twist. It hurt, but I loved the pain that mixed with the pleasure into some divine cocktail of sin.

My lover guided my meat between her legs and slid me into her wetness. Her cunt was tight. The muscles strangled my cock but I pushed past them until the whole massie length was inside her.

I placed my hands on either side of her and started to move my hips and ass up and down. My cock glided from base to tip in her sweet fuck hole.

Heidi slapped and groped at my ass as I screwed her. I took it slow at first. Savoring each inch of my throbbing cock as it drilled into her.

Our kiss ended as I increased the rhythm of my thrusts, My hips slammed down between Heidi’s legs as she raised her hips to meet me.

We fitted together like puzzle pieces. I ground my hips into her and she groaned and gripped my ass hard. She clawed at my fleshy cheeks as I pounded her pussy.

“Harder, harder,” she pleaded.

I bore down on her. Rammed my cock into her wet cunt. I grabbed her legs and held on to her ankles. I spread her wide so that I could penetrate even deeper into her. She moaned my name as I rammed into her.

Our bodies moved in perfect sync like some divine jazz riff. Our bodies rose and fell and filled the room with the sweet melodies of sex.

I sucked on Heidi’s sweet, firm breasts, my tongue teased her nipples and then I gave each a hungry nibble as her fingernails dug into my ass.

“I can't hold on any longer,” I moaned as I felt the surge build at the base of my cock.

“Do not hold back, sweet one. Fill me with your hot white glory,” said Heidi as she smacked my ass.

I arched my back and unloaded deep in her pussy. I pumped my cum into her as she squealed with delight and grabbed my ass,

I filled her pussy up and then rolled onto the chaise longue next to her. She scooped some of my spunk from her cunt and we shared it in a long, sensual kiss.

For a while we drifted off into silence wrapped in each other’s arms, safe in our own little world. But that world only existed in this room for one hour a week and I knew that I needed more. I needed a whole life with Heidi. I needed to escape my father and the De Luca Family and that meant I needed money, a lot of it.

Thankfully, gangsters were a talkative bunch, especially in front of what they thought of a stupid woman. The night after our first encounter, I thought about a conversation I had heard a few days ago about The Pink Pussycat,

“Where is your mind?” asked Heidi as she kissed my cheek.

“In paradise with you,” I said.

“But that is just a dream, my angel,” said my lover.

“Not if we had enough money to disappear. Deep into the heart of Europe. Pais, London or maybe Hamburg.”

“But where would we get such riches?” asked Heidi.

“From here. On Friday nights, the takings from all my father's clubs come here to be counted. My father believes himself so feared and respected that he doesn't even have guards for the delivery, just two bookkeepers and one driver to take the money to my father's estate once the counting is done.”

“ A hijack?” asked Heidi with a troubled frown.

“A defenseless woman with a broken down car. Who would not stop to help her? I would be hiding in the backseat with a wrench, We’d take the money and hide in the woods in an old cabin that no one knows about but me and then book passage to Europe under fake names.”

“Dangerous,” said Heidi, still frowning.

“Just like our love,” I said.

My lover was silent for a while and then she nodded. “For you, my sweet sugarplum.”

“For love,” I said and pulled her into a kiss.

I had no idea what made my father send a guard along with the driver that following Friday night. Maybe Pailie or Frankie overhead our plan. Maybe it was some premonition, some gut feeling, or maybe he saw something in my eyes that told him all he needed to know.

None of that mattered now. The heist went spectacularly wrong. Heidi and I were both shot in the chaos. My lover brought a gun of her own and killed both the guard and the driver. We left the money behind and fled to the cabin.

I held my love in my arms and kissed away her last breath. Now I lay in a pool of blood and felt the shadows start to creep into my very soul.


2023

I knew it was a bad idea but you don’t say no when Donetta De Luca, head of the De Luca Family hands you a plan for a bank heist and tells you it’s foolproof.

Now my crew were all dead and I drove deep into the woods looking for salvation. The bullet in my gut hurt like hell but if I could find some isolated place out here and call the Family doctor I figured I was in with a fifty/fifty chance.

The Halloween pumpkin mask I wore for the heist was on the seat beside me. It grinned an ‘I told you so’ smirk at me.

I grabbed it, wound down the window, and tossed it into the cold October night.

“It's a bold plan, that’s why it’ll work.” Those were the words of Lucia Adosti, an underboss in the De Luca Family who had come up with this idiotic plan. She sat by Donetta De Loca’s right hand and smiled.

It was a bank heist, in the middle of the day, on Halloween.

“Crowd control might be a problem. Halloween, a lot of kids around hyped up on candy, and lots of people in masks. Maybe we should wait a few days,” I said.

“The ten million in the vault gets shipped out the next day, It has to be Halloween,” said Lucia.

I looked at the Donetta and that was when she uttered those fateful words that the plan was foolproof and like the loyal soldier I nodded despite the granite in my gut that told me this was a huge mistake.

Now my guts were leaking out my lifeblood and I saw my life for what it was. I joined the De Luca Family at sixteen. I was a dumb street punk who made the perfect gopher, drug mule and general dogsbody. They treated me way better than my actual family and for the first time, I felt part of something.

But the truth was that I was just another cog in the De Luca machine. There was no love in this Family, just loyalty. There was no affection, just orders. I had given the Family everything and now I was probably going to die without ever having lived.

I was thirty-three years old, and my absolute loyalty to the Family had meant that I had never had a lover, never felt the soft touch of a woman's hand on my breasts or the eager kiss of passion on my lips. I knew I was a lesbian from my teens but I was always shy around women, I could not use them as cruelly as many of the others in the organization did because I wanted more than just sex. I wanted love. I wanted connection. So I gave myself to the work. I moved up in the ranks but as I was always seen as an outsider there was only so far that I was ever allowed to rise. It all seemed so clear now, even as my vision blurred.

All I wanted was love. All I got was a life of servitude and solitude.

Perhaps I should have just pulled over and let nature take its course. Let this lonely life end.

But then I saw the cabin in the woods with a single light shining in the window.

I pulled up outside the cabin. I closed my eyes for a moment to gather my strength.

###

I took the three steps up to the porch and knocked at the door.

The door opened and there before me was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen in my life, all dressed up for Halloween as one of those girls who did the Charleston and smoked from one of those long cigarette holders in the old black and white movies my mom used to love.

“Trick or treat,” I said with a stupid smile and then the darkness swallowed me whole.

###

I heard a soft voice, somewhere in the distance. “It's okay. You are safe now. Everything is going to be okay.”

“I’m shot,” I said. My mouth was dry but the burning in my guts had gone.

“You are okay now. The wound is healed,” said the voice. I felt a cool hand on my brow and then cool lips on mine. “You need to open your eyes now.”

I did not want to open my eyes. I did not want to face the world, but something in that gentle voice pulled me out of the darkness and I found myself staring into gray-green eyes that brimmed with compassion.

“It’s okay, Claudia. There is nothing left in this world for you to worry about.”

I blinked. It was the Charleston woman, still in her goofy Halloween outfit. “How do you know my name?'' I asked.

She silenced me with a kiss. Her lips were as cool as her hand had been but I could feel the passion as she pushed my mouth open with her tongue.

My first kiss!

It was urgent and needy and sent a thrill of long-denied desire through my body. I sighed as the woman’s tongue touched mine. It had a chill too but sent a wave of heat through me like a wildfire.

As much as I wanted this I pushed the woman away. I wanted answers. “What are you doing? How long have I been out?”

“Time no longer matters. The only thing that matters is desire and love,” she said and once again she leaned in and kissed me.

I wanted answers but I wanted this more. This thing that I had hungered for all my life. A connection. A lover’s touch. An end to my longing for love.

The woman stood up. Her beautiful gray-green eyes studied me. “Just lay back and let me pleasure you. I have been alone here for so long. I believe that loneliness calls to loneliness and that is why you came here. Forget everything and just be with me.”

“I have never had a lover,” I said. I could not help but let my gaze wander across her body. Her large breasts, her full hips, her sensual mouth and those enchanting eyes. I felt an ache between my legs.

“I know. You gave your whole life in service to my Family.”

“Who are you?” I asked.

“My name is Domino De Luca but that does not matter. All that matters is that loneliness calls to loneliness,” said the woman and in one slick move she unzipped her dress and stood before me naked.

I had not expected the massive cock that hung between her legs and was surprised at just how excited the sight of that sleeping beast made me feel.

I was on a large bed in a room lit by flickering candles. Domino stood at the side of the bed, a smile on her face. I had never heard her name mentioned by other Family members, but like my absent wounds, and the other questions, that did not matter anymore. All that mattered was the desire in Domino's eyes and the throb between my legs.

“Make love to me,” I whispered.

Domino sat beside me on the bed and pulled back the covers. I realized for the first time that I was naked. I touched my stomach where I had been shot and only felt smooth, unbroken skin. It didn't matter. Maybe it was a miracle, Maybe I was deep in some fever dream. It was not important.

As if reading my mind, Domino leaned in and kissed my stomach where I'd been shot. Her cool lips against my skin was the only answer I needed.

Her kisses moved upward and became long, slow licks. I let out a sigh of pleasure as she found my small breasts and began to suck on them. Her tongue circled my nipples and then she sucked on them both in turn. Once again there was an urgency in her. A wildness, a hunger. It was perfect, I just lay back and let her take charge of my body. She moved from my tits to my neck. She pecked and nibbled at the sensitive skin and I could not stop myself from moaning. Then her lips were on mine and her tongue pushed my mouth open again.

But this time as she entered my mouth and her crisp tongue connected with mine, her hand slid between my legs and up my thigh and began to stroke my clit.

“Oh god, yes,” I said, unable to contain the pleasure of the first foreign touch on my sex.

Her fingers teased the flesh. There was a light pinch of my clit between thumb and forefinger and then a series of caresses that built up in speed. I had pleasured myself many times but this was different. This was another person’s desire written on my skin.

Domino’s tongue probed deep in my mouth. Her lips were pressed against mine. I moved my hand between her legs and found her cock waiting for me. I took it in my hand and began to stroke it. It immediately began to grow and harden as I played with it.

Domino moaned in my mouth as I worked her cock in my hand. It throbbed and bobbed in my grasp. It was so alive, and yet, it too lacked any kind of heat. But that did not matter, I knew that I needed to have it inside me.

I broke off our kiss, “I want to suck you hard and then feel your cock slammed deep in my cunt,” I said.

Domino smiled and stood up. Her hard cock bobbed up and down and I got on my knees and kissed the huge mushroom tip. A jolt of excitement and an aching need spun through my naked body and I took the meat into my mouth.

It felt so damn huge but I knew that I had to have the whole of it rammed down my throat. As Domino began to move her hips back and forth and more and more of her cock pushed into my mouth I choked, gagged and my eyes began to water, but I had never felt so content and connected, so rooted to another life that pulsed inside me.

I reached around and grabbed Domino's, large, round ass and squeezed it as she worked her hips.

Inch by inch I took more of her huge lady cock in my mouth until it bulged right down my throat. It was both suffocating and intoxicating. I was being broken and repaired by the increasing thrust and beat of this miraculous cock as it was rammed down my throat. This was what desire was. This was animal lust. This was the opposite of my ordered and lonely life in service of the De Luca Family. This was the freedom of flesh. This was all the passion that I had denied my entire life.

The base of Domino's cock hit my lips and her whole cock was mine. I was dizzy and drooling but that didn't matter, This cock was mine. It belonged to me and me alone. Its girth, its throb, and the hot, white spunk that was held within it were all for me. This was my reward for a life of service.

Domino stroked my hair. “I want to fuck your sexy mouth,” she said with a smile.

I nodded eagerly.

She twisted her hand in my hair and pulled my head right up to the tip of her cock and then started to slam my head up and down her cock. I was in heaven. I was owned by this cock. It rammed deep down my throat as Domino moaned with pleasure.

I groped her ass as it moved as she pounded my willing mouth.

“Oh fuck, if I carry this on much longer I will fill your mouth with my cum,” said Domino.

Although the idea of that was very enticing, I knew that this time at least her spunk belonged elsewhere. It had to be drilled into my virgin cunt.

So I pushed her hand away from my head and slid her cock from my mouth. I stood up and kissed her and then was on my back on the bed. “Fuck me, fill me with your seed,” I demanded.

Domino got on the bed and slid between my legs and spread them wide apart.

She rubbed her stiff cock against the dampness of my cunt lips and then leaned in and I felt that wonderful throb of her meat in my pussy.

She eased inside me, each thrust of her hips buried more of her cock in my cunt. I matched her thrusts with my hips and soon we were building a rhythm between us.

I reached up and took her tits in my hands. They were soft, large and round. I squeezed and cupped them. I pushed them together and rolled her hard nipples between my fingers.

Domino moaned my name as I played with her heaving tits.

She was deep in my cunt now. Her whole body was behind each thrust. Her cock slammed into my secrets and tore down all the walls in my heart. I saw the look in Domino’s eyes and I felt wanted and needed.

There was some pain on her first penetration but it did not matter when stacked up against the absolute joy I felt. I belonged in this moment of absolute abandon. This was life. This was sex. This was the connection that I had ached for my whole life.

“Harder?” asked Domino.

“Oh fuck, tes. Give me all you have, sweet Domino,” I said and wrapped my legs around her back and pulled her even deeper into my pussy.

Then we were just flesh. Shapes and shadows cast against the flickering wall.

I dragged my fingernails down her back. She ground her hips between my legs, she pumped her cock deeper and harder inside me.

I felt a familiar pinch in my pussy. That contraction of muscles that meant I was about to come and nothing on this earth could stop me. But for the first time, this wasn't just about me. I knew the emptiness of the world once the joy of release slipped away. But this time as I reached my peak, I was not alone.

“Come for me, Domino. Fill me with your desires,” I said.

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned my first lover.

She spunked hard and exploded in my cunt. My orgasm met hers. Two torrents of release collided and combined into something new. This was ours. This was two turned into one. This was a moment of complete and utter passion shared. This was loneliness calling to loneliness and being heard and taken in from the cold.

I was filled with cum, My whole body shook.

Domino pulled out of me, A last few arcs of cum shot across my breasts and I scooped them into my mouth.

Domino slid beside me and pulled me close and kissed my lips for a moment.

“Why are your lips so cold?” I asked.

“No questions. All will be clear in time, now you must rest,” she said. She touched her fingertips to my eyes and closed them.

I slept.

My world became one of sleep and sex. The outside world did not exist. I lived in a candlelit paradise of passion and pleasure. But each time things changed a little. That first time had been pure need and lust. But each time Domino and I fucked the connection became deeper. The sex was a celebration. In this place where time did not seem to exist, I found a lifetime of love and belonging.

Then one day I awoke to see a pure white light that filtered under the bedroom door.

Domino was back in her Halloween outfit. She smiled kindly as she sat on the bed beside me.

“How do you feel today, Claudia?” she asked.

“I feel loved,” I said.

“Then the time has come for you to leave,” she said with a sad smile.

“I don’t ever want to leave,” I said, but the look in her eyes told me that I had no say in what was about to happen.

“You have asked me many times who I am and why I am so cold to the touch,” said Domino.

“It doesn't matter,” I said.

“I am the daughter of Santino De Luca, the great-grandfather of your Donetta. I died in this cabin one hundred years ago. My lover died in my arms. She died because of me. Because I convinced her to take part in an ill-thought-out robbery. I betrayed my love because I did not have the courage to try and escape my life without the luxury of money. I have waited for a long, lonely century to pay my penance. I was able to do that by making you feel loved. Now I can be reunited with my love and you can enter a place where love is the only currency.”

“But I love you,” I said.

“My heart has belonged to another for one hundred years,” said Domino. “But now that your heart is open to love you will find it in the other place.”

“This is all BS. If you do not want me then I will go back to my old life,” I said.

Domino stood and walked to the window and pulled back the curtains. “Come and look. It is time for you to understand where you are on your journey,” she said.

I joined her at the window.

My car was where I left it.

My body was slumped over in the driver’s seat.

“You died one second ago,” said Domino. “Since then, time as you knew it ceased and our journey together began. Now that it is at an end.”

“I understand,” I said.

“Then we can leave,” said Domino.

She took my hand and led me to the bedroom door and opened it.

The white light flooded in.
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