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Despite all the assurances from the FBI, I never stopped looking in the shadows and waiting for judgment day to come. They changed my face, dyed my blonde hair into a bland mousey brown, and dumped me into some sleepy hick town in the midwest of America as far away from my old life as it was possible to get.

I worked in the local library. I shopped at the general store. I smiled and pretended to be just another small-town nobody living out their dull lives in the armpit of the world.

But I was not like them.

I was a rat.

There was no way to sugar coat that fact.

I had betrayed the Omerta, the mafia code of silence. I had betrayed my family, and now I was in the FBI witness protection programme.

The Grande crime family took me in as a wild eighteen-year-old street punk and taught me respect, honor, and how to be a cold-blooded killer.

I had been loyal for twelve years. I rose through the ranks and became an underboss with a crew of brutal women at my command.

Then I fell in love.

Her name was Carolyn, and she was a civilian who knew nothing of the dark world I lived in and loved.

I lied about my life until about eight months into our relationship when I knew I couldn’t keep any secrets from her. I told her everything.

She didn’t say a word. She just got out of bed, dressed, and walked out of my life.

My heart broke.

My life ended.

I lost myself in a whirlwind of sex and violence to try and fill the emptiness. I skirted the edge of the abyss. Then one day, I fell.

Her name was Lucia Greco. She was in her early twenties, raven-haired with a body to die for. She was also the youngest daughter in the Greco family, and I had been sent to kill her. It was a simple message hit that told all the other families that the gloves were off and everyone was a target. It was basically a declaration of war, which was why it was me and not some faceless button sent to do the deed. This had to be done right.

I slipped into her hotel room where she was fast asleep. It was a hot summer night, and she was naked with the duvet kicked onto the floor in a heap. Her large breasts rose and fell as she slept. Her round ass begged for a bite, and her peachy little cunt was shaved and ready to be penetrated. My cock hardened. It always did when I saw a beautiful woman naked or I was out on a hit. This was a double whammy.

I sat on the bed and she awoke. She reached for her gun, but I had it in my hand.

“You’re the donna uomo,” she said, the fuzz of sleep immediately gone from her clear brown eyes. There was no fear in those eyes, and her voice was clear and without a single tremble.

Donna Uoma literally meant woman man.

I nodded. I never denied who I was.

I was a futa girl. A woman with both a pussy and a cock. Some of the members of the Grande family called me a chick with a dick, but none had the courage to do it to my face.

Before I met Carolyn, I had screwed around like crazy. There were plenty of women out there who liked a bad girl with a big nine-inch dick.

Since Carolyn left, I had returned to that life of meaningless sex. One night stands, back alley fucks, getting blowjobs from three pretty college girls in a row, slamming my thick futa girl cock into as much young cunt as I could find.

None of it helped the heartache in the long term, but rough, dangerous sex provided a temporary distraction from the darkness that stalked me like Cupid’s very own assassin.

“Let me see it,” said Lucia.

I shook my head. She was very calm for someone about to get their brains splattered across the plush, silk headboard.

“Let me suck it,” she said and sat up in the bed, giving me a full view of her amazing tits. Huge and inviting with dark nipples that I knew I had to suck.

I should have killed her and gone to a sleazy pick-up bar, and fucked some stressed-out soccer mom who liked her hair pulled and her ass slapped while being screwed.

But I didn’t.

I stood up and told her to get on her knees. She did as she was told. She licked her lips.

There was still time for me to put two in her skull and split, but I didn’t.

I allowed her to unbutton my suit trousers and yank them down around my ankles. I let her pull my bulging panties down too.

My already hard cock bounced free from its silky confines and bobbed just an inch away from her pouty red lips.

“Damn, it’s true,” she said with a grin.

“Shut up and suck,” I said.

She kissed the tip of my cock and licked it from base to tip until it was slick with her spit. She took the meat in her delicate hand, and started to jerk my cock back and forth.

The pleasure burned through me. I held on tightly to the gun. Lucia Greco was young, but already had a reputation for being a smart and brutal killer.

She kissed the tip of my cock, and then inched it into her mouth. She slurped and sucked and apart from a few gags had no problem taking the whole thing until it bulged her cheeks out. I started to move my hips to slide my lady cock back and forth down her throat.

Her eyes watered and watched me as I fucked her pretty mouth. She reached out and grabbed my ass. Her fingernails dug into the flesh, and she worked my cock even deeper into her mouth. She was trying to take charge, to make me lose myself in the moment. I knew I should stop, but the sweet delight of her sucking was the only thing that mattered.

I closed my eyes and lost myself, well aware that she could make a move for the gun at any time and not caring. Life and death didn’t matter. Sex was the only thing that existed.

I opened my eyes as she reached the very base of my cock. I grabbed her head and held it there until she started to gag hard and drool. Her eyes streamed, but I saw the desire there, and so held her head like that until her eyes began to mist and then I let her go.

She pulled back, and my cock popped out of her mouth. She coughed, gagged, and drooled.

“Get on the bed on all fours,” I told her.

She obeyed, and wiggled her perfect peach of an ass at me.

I moved onto the bed, gun in one hand and cock in the other. I rubbed the tip of my meat across the wet folds of her cunt.

“Fuck me, assassin,” she hissed.

I slapped her ass hard, and then rammed my cock into her pussy, and started a hard beat deep inside her.

She slammed her ass back to meet each forward thrust of my hips. Her cunt was tight and inviting. I worked my cock from base to tip as she moaned and ground her ass against my hips.

I knew this was dangerous, I knew I was losing control. That just made me even wilder, and I slammed deeper into Lucia's tight little hole.

She turned to study me as I rammed nine inches of thick lady cock inside her. “Put it against my head,” she said.

I knew what she meant. I knew it was a really bad idea. I did it anyway.

I leaned in closer and placed the muzzle of the gun against the side of her head.

Her cunt muscles tightened around my cock. I would not be able to hold on for much longer.

“I’m going to come,” I moaned.

“Shoot, bitch,” screamed Lucia, and I could no longer stop the deluge. I closed my eyes and came hard. The cum shot deep inside her, and dark joy spun through me for a moment.

Then it was replaced by a searing bolt of pain that shot through my arm.

I opened my eyes to see Lucia with her teeth sunk into my wrist.

I let out a cry of surprise and dropped the gun.

In an instant, Lucia had twisted onto her back and delivered a two-footed kick to my stomach that sent me flying into the bedside cabinet and onto the floor.

Lucia snarled at me. The gun had fallen into the folds of the duvet and she bent down to find it.

I looked at the scattered contents that the upturned bedside cabinet had spewed out when I hit it. I grabbed the only thing with any weight, and as Lucia found the gun and pointed it at me, I launched the Gideon’s bible at her head.

It hit her square on the nose, and that moment of distinction was all I needed to launch myself at her. We rolled around on the bed like a couple of feral cats, spitting, hissing, and clawing. She was strong, but I was stronger. I wrenched the gun from her grasp and fired.

As I did, she kicked out at me one last time, and it threw my aim off. The bullet grazed her head, and she went limp.

I should have put another one in her head.

I should have made sure that she was dead.

But with the sound of sirens already coming closer, I dressed and I ran.

I was sloppy and I was stupid. But even though I knew how badly I had fucked up, I still didn’t give a damn.

Lucia did not die. Instead, she suffered traumatic brain damage and ended up hooked to a bunch of machines to keep her alive.

In this dark world that I lived, death was part of the business, but leaving someone, even an enemy, as a vegetable was pretty much the worst thing you could do.

I knew better than to try and run from my mistakes, and so that night I met with Marcella Grande, the head of the family. She was silent for a long time as I stood before her large desk in her oak-paneled office.

“You’ve fucked us, Gabriella,” she said finally.

I didn’t respond. In truth, I didn’t care. I figured I was destined for a bullet and a shallow grave whatever I said, and so I said nothing.

Marcella was in her mid-forties, but still as strikingly beautiful as she was ruthlessly efficient when it came to Family business. “The Grecos are our enemies. But your screw up still requires a suitable settlement in blood.”

“Just get it over with and kill me,” I said. I knew how disrespectful I was being but no longer cared.

Marcella shook her head. “That’s not enough for the Grecos or for me. Now get your useless ass the fuck out of my sight and go home. You’ve got a mess to clean up.”

As I drove home, I tried to deny the obvious truth. But I knew exactly what the Grande family’s response would be to my screw up.

My death was not enough.

I opened the door to my apartment, and the smell of a fresh kill was still in the air.

I found her in the bathroom.

Carolyn, my heart, my soul, my love, had died hard.

They had beaten and tortured her and then cut her throat.

I took her broken body in my arms and wept. I knew that this was a frame job and that the cops were on their way, but it didn't matter.

I held her until the cops pulled me away and cuffed me.

The Feds knew just what a valuable collar I was and so as soon as I was entered into the system they scooped me up and took me to some secret location.

My first instinct was to say nothing. To stay faithful to the Omerta and loyal to the family. But as the weeks went on and I awoke each night from a gruesome nightmare where I lived through the last moments of my sweet Carolyn’s life, I decided that I had two options. Death or details.

It would be easy enough to do the first. I was a killer and a resourceful one. Death was the easy option and brought no justice for my sweet love, Carolyn.

So after a month of silence, I spilled my guts to the Feds. I gave them all the details of the Grande family operation and those that I knew of all the other families.

I was not dumb enough to think that I could bring down the mafia or even the Grande family, but I could hurt them, hurt them really badly, and that would have to be enough.

That was two years ago. The trial had been long. Marcella Grande swore revenge and spat at me from the dock. I just smiled. She got a suspended sentence. So much for justice.

But that was the past. In the last two years, no one had come for me, and I had finally settled into my new life.

Now I was Marcia Jones, a mousy-haired nobody in a nowhere town.

Once I had discovered the true banality of my new life, I decided to end it. I had no reason to live without Carolyn. I had gotten as much revenge for her death as I could, and now it was time to die. I waited for three months until the Feds stopped watching me. When I knew there would be no one to save my sorry ass I set the date for my demise. I would die in six weeks on June 18th, Carolyn’s birthday.

But then came that fateful knock on my door one sweltering hot day in mid-May.

I grabbed my pistol, and walked up to the door.

I wasn't meant to have a gun, of course, but in any small town, there was always a place to pick one up. I also had an assault rifle in my closet, an array of hunting knives in the kitchen drawer,  and two sets of brass knuckles in my handbag. I was always waiting, always ready.

I looked through the peephole and saw the smiling blonde. She didn’t look like a killer, but most didn’t. I opened the door a crack with the gun pointing at her head through the wood.

Her smile widened. “Hey, I’m so sorry to bother you, but do you know anything about the AC in these apartments? I can’t get hold of the super so I was hoping you might know something.”

I should have brushed her off and closed the door. I should have gone and sat on the sofa and blown my brains out because the slow days until Caroyn’s birthday seemed endless.

But that damn sweet smile, those bright, innocent blue eyes, and not to mention a seriously impressive pair of tits, and curves stopped me in my tracks. I put the gun in a box on the shelf next to the door and opened it fully.

“Sure, I guess I can take a look,” I said.

Somehow her smile got even wider. “Oh, that’s so great of you. I'm sweating my ass off,” she said and giggled.

For the first time since Lucia, I felt a heat between my legs, and my cock awoke from its long slumber. Maybe once last fuck before I put a bullet in my brain?

“Okay, let’s take a look,” I said.

Another smile and then the blonde turned and I followed her, closing the door of my apartment behind me.

The sight of her sweet, swaying ass turned my slowly waking cock into a semi-hard-on. Her butt was round and full, and boy did she know how to work it as she walked.

She turned and smiled. I looked up from her ass but knew that she had caught me. “Oh, I’m Dylan by the way,” she said.

“Marcia,” I said and smiled.

I was pretty sure she added some extra sway to her ass after that as I followed her back to her apartment at the end of the hall.

I showed her how to use the AC, and she insisted I stay for a drink.

I stayed for a whole bunch.

She chatted constantly, and then quite unexpectedly, she leaned in and kissed me. She tasted of red wine and need. I kissed her back. My tongue pushed her red lips open and found hers.

She reached for my tits and I let her. She was playful and a little rough, just the way I liked it. I groped her breasts and returned the favor. I squeezed the huge tits until she moaned in my mouth as we kissed.

She could still be a killer from the Grande Family, but at this point, I didn't care. The kiss that connected us, my hands on her succulent tits, and the way she cupped and pinched my nipples through my shirt would be a pretty damn perfect prelude to a bullet in the head.

Then came the moment of truth. She reached down between my legs and discovered the huge bulge in my pants.

At this point, most women either freaked out or just went fucking crazy for my cock.

“Damn, that’s a hell of a hog,” said Dylan as she broke off our kiss.

I smiled. “It does the job it’s meant to,” I said, and pinched her nipples.

“Oh fuck, let me have a look at that bad bitch,” she said.

I pushed the images of Lucia Greco out of my head and stood up and pulled my pants and panties down to release my now hard-as-rock cock.

“Oh fuck, that is amazing. Can I touch it?”

“It’s all yours,” I replied.

Dylan did not need to be told twice.

She grabbed my cock and kissed the tip, and then started to slurp up and down the shaft until it was dripping with her spit.

It had been a long time since I had had a pretty, young mouth pleasuring my cock, and I decided that if this was to be my last day on the planet I might as well take full advantage of it.

“Do you want your mouth fucked?” I asked.

Dylan shook her head. “No, I want it fucked  hard,” she replied with a wide, dirty grin on he face.

She sat on the edge of the sofa and opened her mouth wide. I slipped about half of my cock in her mouth, and began to thrust a slow rhythm between her red lips. Her eyes were wide, full of desire and need, and maybe a little apprehension.

I pushed in deeper. She gagged and drooled a little but did not pull back. I knew that she wanted it all and she wanted it rough. I was happy to oblige.

I grabbed her hair in my fist, and she moaned against my cock that bulged in her mouth and slid deeper and deeper into her throat.

I eased another inch in and then another until finally the whole length of my meat cock was in her mouth.

Dylan’s eyes watered. She gagged a little more.

“Hard?” I asked.

She nodded slightly, and so I pushed her lips down onto the base of the shaft and held it there until she choked, and then slid my cock almost all the way out of her mouth, and then slammed it back in again.

She moaned as I increased the beat. She grabbed my ass with both hands and pushed my cock in deeper.

Damn, this pretty little thing was hungry for what I had. After so long, it was good to feel desired again.

Her nails dug into the soft flesh of my ass with each thrust. She drooled and choked, and her eyes were ablaze with a fierce lust and a dark need as they ran with tears.

I was free of all the woes of the world. I had found a connection, probably my last, and it felt good to slam my massive meat into such a willing hole.

Dylan scratched and slapped at my ass as I fucked her mouth. She moaned as I ground my hips and penetrated deep down her throat.

Her nails dug hard, her ass slaps stung like the devil’s kiss, and I was in a state of utter bliss.

I felt the building surge in my cock. I could easily slow things down, ease back and make this last but I didn’t. I ached for release. I wanted to come.

“Are you going to swallow my cum like a good girl?” I asked playfully.

Another slight nod followed my two brutal slaps on my ass.

That was all I needed.

I let out a loud moan of release as my orgasm burst out of me. My cock exploded with huge spurts of creamy white spunk that shot deep into her throat.

Dylan swallowed three huge loads until she could take no more and began to choke. I pulled my cock out. It was still shooting huge wads of seed as I did and it coated her pretty face in white.

Finally, I stopped coming, and sank back beside her on the couch. She had finally stopped coughing, and smiled a big, cummy grin at me.

“Damn, that was intense,” she said. “I'm sorry I couldn’t quite take it all,” she said with a pout on her cum dripping lips.

I pulled her in and kissed her. The taste of spunk and spit was one of my favorite cocktails, and soon we were locked in a wild and passionate embrace. Tongues and torsos connected. I licked all the stray cum off of her face, and shared it with her in a long and smoochy kiss.

“Damn, your cum tastes so good,” she said between kisses.

Those blue eyes tore me apart. So innocent and trusting and yet with that wonderful spark of wildness.

“My turn to taste you,” I said.

She let out a nervous, girlish giggle.

We both stood and undressed each other. Each new piece of exposed skin was kissed, licked and nibbled, sometimes all three.

Her tits were large, round and fleshy but also firm and perky in the way that only a young woman’s can be.

I cupped and sucked them in turn. I teased the hard nipples with tongue and teeth. Dylan moaned at my every touch.

My tits were smaller, still pretty firm, but she took utter delight in kissing and sucking them as we undressed. There was such a playful glee about her. It was artless but sexy as fuck, and soon she was naked on the couch, her legs spread invitingly wide as I moved between them.

Her thighs were already wet as I licked them in a slow ascent to her glistening sex. Her cunt looked tight, I kissed it and she sighed, I teased the soft folds with the tip of my tongue and sucked lightly on the hood of her clit.

I began to lap her pussy. Up and down the folds, and then in circles as she writhed on the couch and stroked my hair.

It had been so long since I had tasted a sweet, young pussy. I teased her open, and slid my hands under her round ass. Dylan sighed and pushed my head deeper between her legs.

I probed deep in her hole as she twisted her hand into my hair and thrust her hips up. She was so wet and so willing. All the dark thoughts left my head. I was in this moment and nowhere else. Just living the pure joy of sex and connection.

I dug my fingernails into her round butt and I licked and lapped at her sex. She writhed and moaned my name over and over.

“Oh fuck, I’m going to come.” she panted.

I looked up and smiled. “Not yet, sweetie,” I said, and gave her pussy lips a bite hard enough to make her yelp. “You’re going to come filled up with my hard lady cock,” I said with a smile.

Dylan pouted and then gave my hair a suitably hard yank. “Then fuck me, already” she purred.

I stood up, took her into my arms, and carried her to the bedroom. She lay on her back and spread her legs wide. I saw a hint of nervousness in her blue eyes, but mostly there was just lust and need.

I sat between her legs. My hard cock bobbed up and down.

Dylan’s eyes widened at the sight of it. “Damn, I want that. I need it,” said Dylan.

I took hold of my cock and teased it up and down her soaking wet cunt.

Dylan thrust her hips forward, and I leaned back. “Not yet,” I said.

“Now!” demanded my eager, young lover.

I leaned forward, my cock rubbing her crotch as I kissed her. “The more you act like a brat, the more I will make you wait,” I teased.

She pouted. Damn, it was adorable and sexy as all hell. I wanted to plunge every last inch of my throbbing cock into her, but I resisted. I was used to being the one in charge. I needed to keep control. If I didn't I would give too much and that would mean I would lose too much in the end. This was just sex with a hot woman. It was not salvation.

Dylan fixed me with those big blue eyes. “Please fuck me,” she said. “I just want to lose myself. I need to feel something other than sad,” she pleaded.

She looked so vulnerable. So beautiful. So broken.

I kissed her again, and eased my cock slowly into her cunt.

Dylan sighed and grabbed my ass as inch-by-inch I slipped my hard meat into her tight little pussy. Soon, the whole of my cock was inside her, and I began to move back and forth in a slow rhythm. As I did this, I leaned in and sucked on Dylan’s rock-hard nipples. Her massive tits rose and fell as she arched her back and pushed her hips up in time with my thrusts.

I began to increase the beat in her cunt. She dragged her nails down the curves of my ass cheeks and moaned. I could see by the hunger in her eyes that she wanted it harder, but she did not demand. She did not try to wrest control. She just laid back and trusted me to give her what she needed.

I drove my cock harder and deeper as she slammed her hips against mine. Each thrust was a little more intense, each one penetrated her tightness a little more.

“Oh God, yes. Fuck me, use me. Destroy me. I’m yours,” she moaned.

Her words encouraged me to up the intensity, so I slammed into her. I ground my hips with venom as she let go of my ass and wrapped her legs around my hips so that I could sink my cock even deeper into her cunt.

We hit the perfect rise and fall of sex. We found the complex connection of flesh and blood. We were one beast. We were one.

I groped for her tits. I could not contain them in my hands. They were so massive. My nails dug into the skin and Dylan let out a gasp.

“Do you like that?” I asked with a wicked smile.

She nodded, unable to speak.

“Do you really want to be broken?” I asked as I pounded her cunt and twisted her nipples between my fingers.

She nodded.

I leaned back and let go of her breasts. I pumped into her pussy as her legs drew me in over and over. Her tits bounced freely. I raised one hand, and delivered a hard slap to each breast in turn.

Dylan yelped in surprise and then moaned in pleasure.

“Oh fuck yes,” she said, finding her voice.

“Harder?” I asked.

“As hard as you want. As hard as you need. I’m yours,” she said, Her eyes were on fire with lust, but not a single sliver of fear. This was what she wanted.

I slapped her tits harder. I slapped them over and over until they shone bright red. Each time she moaned louder. Each time she arched her back up, and our fucking became even more wild and wanton.

I had fucked a lot of women. I had loved one. But this was something different. With Carolyn, there had been love, lust, and shared appetites, but there had always been limits. I knew that with Dylan there were none.

I kissed her tits, sucked her nipples, and pounded her cunt. I knew I was close to coming. It might be the last orgasm of my life. I could pull back. I could make it last as long as I wanted. I was the queen of self-control. But the look in Dylan’s eyes was pleading. She wanted to come. She wanted me to come inside her. I could not deny her any longer.

“I want you to come for me,” I said.

Those were all the words she needed. She let out a moan of release, and I felt the flood against me. She came hard. Her whole body shook as her orgasm swept across her whole body.

Her look of pure joy was enough to tip me over and I groaned and the spunk shot out of my cock and filled up her tight little cunt.

I leaned back and the last few arcs of seed splashed across Dylan’s tits before I collapsed by her side as she rode wave after wave of her orgasm.

We were silent for a while. Then we fucked some more. Then, as the sun began to go down, we started to talk.

“You have a lot of scars,” said my new lover.

“I have a past,” I said. Part of me knew I should leave. The longer I stayed the harder my plans to end my life would be to carry out. I should have left, but when her arms pulled me closer and her eyes surveyed me with such compassion I knew I would not.

She ran her finger around the scar that Lucia Greco had left on my wrist. “Are those teeth marks?” she asked.

I nodded.

There was no judgment in those pretty blue eyes. “Tell me,” she said.

I have no idea why I told her the stories behind every single scar on my body over the next two hours, but I did.

She listened. Asked a few questions but otherwise remained silent while I told her the story of the dark and violent life I had left behind.

“I should go,” I said once the story of my last scar had been told.

“Why?”

“Because I’m a monster. I’m a rat. I’ve lived too long.”

“You did those things to survive,” said Dylan.

“At first I suppose that was true, but then I did them because I wanted power and respect. I relished in the danger and transgression of that life.”

Dylan leaned in and kissed me. “I don’t care. It’s the past. The woman in my bed is not cruel. She is full of passion. She is wild, but she is caring too. The past is the past.”

“I should go,” I repeated. I disentangled myself from her arms. I would not allow myself to be saved.

“Please don’t leave me,” she begged. “You make me feel safe.”

That was when I saw it in those pretty blue eyes. Her unprotected heart. So wounded, so full of need and aching for love.

I pulled her into my arms and kissed her. We made love. She told me her sad stories, and I knew that my life had a new purpose. To love her and keep her safe.

###

Six months passed in a glorious flash of sex, love, and belonging.

I stopped looking in the shadows. I no longer waited for judgment day.

But it came anyway.

I didn't think anything of the upturned table where we kept the mail in the hallway of our new apartment. Dylan was wonderful but also kind of a forgetful klutz. I picked up the table and scattered letters and called out her name.

There was no reply.

“Are you couch napping, you lazy bitch?” I asked with a smile on my face, My cock was already getting hard at the thought of waking her up with a kiss and where that would lead.

“She’s not napping, Gabriella. I doubt she’s ever been more awake in her life.”

My old name, spoken by a familiar voice.

The gun I used to keep in a box by the door was now locked away at the bottom of a closet. The assault rifle had been thrown into the river with the knives. I didn’t even carry brass knuckles anymore. I had gotten sloppy. I had become weak.

I walked into the front room, my whole body tensed and ready to pounce but I already felt dead. I already knew I had lost.

Marcella Grande stood in the center of the room. She had one arm wrapped around Dylan’s throat and in the other a gun which was by her side.

I walked towards her until he told me to stop.

I didn’t say a word. I just kept my eyes fixed on Dylan’s. I didn’t beg for her life. I just waited.

“You can’t run from the family,” said Marcella. “We are everywhere. Our vengeance is all.”

I kept my eyes on Dylan. There was fear in her eyes but there was also trust. Trust that I would somehow find a way to save her. That was all I needed for my old killer instinct to return.

My memory went back to the first night Dylan and I had spent together. The night of sex and scars as we called it now.

“Dylan, do you remember the story of how I got that scar on my wrist?” I asked.

She could not nod her head but blinked her eyes. She remembered. She understood.

“Enough of this memory lane bullshit, bitch,” said Marcella.

Before she could utter another word. Dylan sunk her teeth into Marcella’s arm around her neck.

My old boss let out a scream, and I leapt forward. In one fluid motion, I shoved Dylan to one side, and slammed Marcella into the wall.

She was old but she was still strong and had that alley-cat mentality when it came to fighting. But she was only fighting for her life, I was fighting for love.

Once Marcella was dead, I took Dylan into the bathroom. She wept and shook. She was ice cold.  I ran a warm bath. I undressed her, placed her in it, and joined her. I held her until the water went cold.

I dried her and dressed her in her pink pajamas and made her take a sleeping pill. When she was asleep, I disposed of the body of Marcella Grande. Once again the bathtub came in handy.

When I returned from dumping her body parts in various out-of-the-way places, I packed a suitcase.

Dylan would always be a target, she would always be in danger if she was with me.

My heart broke. My life was over for a second time.

This time there would be no coming back. There would be no one to save me.

I went into the bedroom and leaned in to kiss her cheek.

She turned and pulled me onto the bed and kissed me hard. “I didn’t take the pill.”

I broke away. “Dylan, I…I have to go. I can’t keep you safe,” I said.

“So you drug me and split. What kind of an asshole move is that?” she asked.

“It’s the only one that keeps you safe,” I said.

“I don’t care about that kind of safety. I need the safety of your arms, of your kiss, of your breath on the back of my neck. I need you,” said Dylan.

Her eyes were wide and brimmed with tears.

“We’d have to run and keep running, maybe forever,” I said.

Dylan kissed me. “Then we run.”

“Always looking in the shadows, always waiting for judgment day,” I said.

“But always together,” said Dylan with a smile, and I knew the conversation was over.

I took her into my arms, kissed her, and then we ran.
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