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The war between the nine families began at the start of October.

I was twenty-two years old.

I had been in the Barbaro family for a little over a year, and I knew my place. I was an Associate, the lowest of the low. I was a wannabe hood who picked up dry cleaning, drove bratty Mafia princesses on shopping trips, and once in a while, put the hurt on some low-life or other.

But when the war came, that no longer mattered.

I was now a soldier, maybe not in official Mafia rank, but in the truest sense of the word. I was a soldier in the war, and I was going to prove my worth to every boss in the Barbaro family right up to Aurora Barbaro, the Capo dei capi of the Sisterhood Committee.

Aurora was young, but she was smart, and she was feared.

She had rubbed out half her family to take control of the organization, but like any other boss, there was always someone trying to take her crown. So, she decided it was time to settle old scores and eliminate all the threats to her supremacy.

War meant that we went to the mattresses. It was my first time, but I knew the score.

In times of conflict, Mafia soldiers would hold up in some out of the way place like a disused warehouse or factory, and wait for orders to come about who and when to hit from the bosses.

From what the others had told me, the places they holed up in were pretty basic. They slept on mattresses, ate canned foods cooked on tiny camping stoves, and lit the long, dark nights with army surplus lanterns. It was definitely not five-star living, but I was excited at the prospect.

I wanted some real action. I wanted to be a soldier. I wanted to show my worth to the Family.

The day after the war began, I found myself alone on the east side of the city in a huge, old warehouse. I was nervous, but I was ready. I was a little surprised that in such a place there were only two mattresses, but I figured more would be coming along with the rest of the soldiers.

I sat on a packing case, smoked, and waited for the others to arrive.

Gisella Rossie was the last person I expected to walk into that place.

“Are there any others coming?” I asked.

“Just you and me,” she said and gave me a sly wink and a smile.

“I thought there would be more of us,” I said. I tried to sound cool and business-like, but I could hear the quiver in my voice as I spoke.

“There usually would be, but Aurora had the idea that keeping everything small might help with our rat problem.”

The rumors of an informant in the Family had been circulating for a while. Too many jobs had gone wrong, too many arrests had been made, and too many loyal soldiers had turned up with their throats cut.

It made sense to keep soldiers apart. There would be less loose talk and less chance for the rat to uncover our plans. It made sense, but it made me twitchy as hell because somehow, a nobody like me had been teamed up with Gisella Rossie.

She was a legend in the Barbaro family. She could have been one of the top bosses, but she preferred to remain on the streets. She was the most feared enforcer in all the nine families.

She was brutal, she was beautiful, and right now she sat on a packing case opposite and gave me a head-to-toe appraisal.

I felt my cock begin to harden between my legs. She did not make any bones about staring at my big tits. Hell, she even licked her lips when she was done, and then looked me square in the eye.

“You the one with the cock, right?” she asked as she lit a cigarette and offered me one.

I took it, unable to stop my hand from shaking, and nodded. “I’m Kara.”

I was a futa. I had a cock as well as a pussy and that suited me just fine.

I’d had a few liaisons with some Family members, but they were brief and casual. There was no room for relationships because the Family always came first.

I knew that Aurora’s devoted bodyguard had been a futanari too. Aurora had her killed a few months back. No one knew why, and no one ever dared to question the Comare.

Gisella didn’t bother to introduce herself. She knew I would know exactly who she was.

She took a long draw on the smoke and smiled. “Never had one with a cock before,” she said as if us having sex was pretty much a done deal. I was too stunned to reply, but my cock began to swell in my suit pants at the thought.

When she pulled out her phone and started to scroll, I checked her out.

Gisella wore a well-tailored suit that showed off her trim body.

She was tall, muscular, and lithe. Her hair was jet back, her eyes piercing brown, her smile wide, sometimes a little too wide, and her lips were full and pouty. She took off her jacket as she smoked and scrolled. She had firm, suckable tits. Not as big as mine, but my mouth was already wet at the thought of them.

We had been told not to bring any electronic devices, including phones when we went to the mattresses.  Each soldier had been given a burner cell to use. I decided not to mention anything to the ruthless killer about her illicit smartphone.

Nothing happened that first night. No orders and no sex. I was pretty disappointed by both.

The next morning, I awoke with my usual morning hard-on, and there was Gisella, in nothing but skimpy panties and T-shirt, staring at me from the mattress opposite.

I tried to pull the sheets over my cock, but it made a huge tent in them.

Gisella smiled at this. “Seems a shame to waste it. Show me that bad bitch in action.”

I pulled back the sheets and pulled down my panties. The thrill of this badass woman watching me sent a shudder up and down my spine.

I licked the palm of my right hand and took a good, hard grip on my cock.

Gisella's eyes did not move from my cock, but her hand slid between her legs. She started to rub her panties, and soon I could see the wetness and the outline of her cunt through her panties.

I loved being watched. I started to work my cock up and down in my fist. The beat was slow. The pleasure rippled through me in dark waves of joy.

The pulse in my futa girl cock grew each time I stroked it. I let out a low moan.

“Do it harder,” said Gisella. One hand was now in her panties while the other caressed her pert breasts through her T-shirt.

I increased the rhythm, but not too much. I was going to savor this. At any moment, we could receive our orders, and then all that would matter would be that order. We would do it or die. That was the simple code of the Family.

But right now, my whole body was alive with the thrill of this moment. I worked my cock. I started to thrust my hips in time with my fist. I moaned louder, my eyes fixed on Gisella.

“Show me your tits,” she demanded.

I liked being told what to do by this powerful, beautiful, and deadly woman.

I tugged off my T-shirt with one hand to reveal my huge, heaving tits. I cupped and squeezed them in turn with my free hand. My nipples were big and hard and I pinched them. I sighed as that thrill of pain buzzed through me like a swarm of angry wasps.

Gisella sighed, and I knew that she was fingering deep inside her cunt as she watched me. Her eyes flicked between my cock and my tits. She pushed her hips in time with her fingering, and soon we shared the same beat between us.

Our moans echoed through the empty warehouse. Gisella squeezed her tits, fucked her cunt, and never once took her eyes off me.

It felt wonderful to be so seen. To have my body appreciated, to have my pleasure shared and enjoyed with this woman.

I slapped my tits. Gisella’s smile widened. “Harder,” she said, her fingers now slammed between her legs.

My large tits were very sensitive, but I loved to slap them, and I adored how the pain and pleasure mixed and merged into this dark narcotic of sex. I slapped my tits again and again. I made them glow like bright red coals in the morning sun that streamed through the windows.

I was close to coming, and now the battle began. That urge to come, to shoot hard arcs of spunk from my cock, was compelling, but that moment before, that walk on the edge of oblivion, was a different, but equally thrilling feeling.

I decided to slow things down. I pumped my cock a little less hard, and the thrusts of my hips slowed. I brought myself back down.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

Gisella’s smile had gone.

“I’m enjoying the moment,” I said.

“And I need to come, right now,” said Gisella.

“Go ahead,” I said, a little pissed off.

Her frown softened a little. “I want to come with you.”

Her words, her need, her desire, and her absolute control of this situation and me, made me forget about savoring, and I began to pound my cock furiously.

I worked the whole shaft up and down. I moaned loudly. I slammed my hips in time. There was no going back now.

Gisella rammed her cunt, and arched her whole body. She sighed and moaned, and that was enough to push me over the edge.

The surge took me over. My huge cock exploded with spurts of creamy white cum. My whole body quaked as I came. The spunk landed on my legs, my chest, and my tits as I pumped it dry.

Gisella fucked herself over and over and came loud and long. I curled into a ball and shook. Every nerve in my body was on fire. The world, the wait for the order, and this crummy old warehouse did not exist. All that mattered was flesh and pleasure.

It took me a while to recover.

When I looked over at Gisella, she was lighting a cigarette. She did not offer me one.

As the warmth ebbed through me, I leaned across my mattress to kiss her.

She pulled away and then turned over, so all I had to interact with was her back.

I felt the last of the pleasure drain from me.

Clearly, her orgasm was all that mattered to Gisella. I was a little pissed off, but she wasn’t the first selfish lover I had encountered in my life.

I didn’t say anything, because selfish or not, I knew I wanted more. I wanted to slam my cock inside her. I needed to feel her skin on mine, and so I decided to play it cool.

I washed, dressed, and cooked us both some breakfast.

Gisella ate the meal in silence. Then she lit a cigarette, lay back on her mattress, and started to scroll on her forbidden phone.

I let her have her space for the rest of the morning. Still, no word came from the bosses.

By mid-afternoon, I decided to try and engage her in conversation with a view to getting my cock sucked.

“I wonder where they got this place from?” I said.

I sat on a packing case near one of the fire exits. Gisella was still on her mattress. She had not moved all day.

“Jesus, how fucking green are you?” said Gisella. She did not bother to look up from her phone.

“Pretty green, I guess,” I said. I kept my tone light and conversational. Gisella was a bitch, but the truth was, I had a thing for bitches. My cock stirred. My pussy ached. I wanted her no matter how disinterested and dismissive she was.

“We used to bring punks here to spill their guts. Some took more persuasion than others, so it got loud and messy. This place was nice and out of the way. They could scream all that they wanted before we capped them.”

There was no emotion in her voice. It sent a chill through me. This beautiful woman did not look like a stone-cold killer. That chill soon left me and was replaced by the familiar shiver of arousal.

“What did you do with them after?” I knew I should not be asking this question, but I couldn’t stop myself.

“Are you looking to join them?” Gisella had stopped looking at her phone and looked at me.

I shook my head.

“Then enough with the dumb questions.”

So much for some afternoon delight with Gisella.

I remained quiet for the rest of the day. I cooked us a meal, but Gisella turned her nose up at it.

“Fuck this slop and this goddamn waiting game. I’m heading out for some real food.”

“But what if the call comes?” I asked.

“Then you’ll cover for me until I get back.”

“When will you be back?”

“Holy fuck, are you my mother now? I'll be back when I'm back.”

Gisella left. I had seriously pissed her off. There was a definite possibility that I might not get out of this warehouse alive. I’d become just another nobody punk that haunted this decaying building.

No call came from the bosses, and Gisella didn’t return.

Night fell and moonlight shone through the broken windows. It was a cold October night, and so I wrapped myself up in blankets and drifted off into a troubled sleep.

At first, I thought the whispers were in the dark, disturbing dream that I was having.

But when I opened my eyes, they continued.

I lay still and listened.

There was no sound of movement. It was just the whispers. I could not make out what was being said, but I could distinguish several voices.

I tried to figure out what part of the warehouse they were coming from, but they seemed to come from every corner of the place.

I reached for my gun and the lantern. I turned it on the lowest setting so it only cast a dim light. Gisella was not on the mattress next to me. I cursed her under my breath.

I remained still and listened.

If this was a hit, why didn’t they just take me out? I was clearly outnumbered. I strained to make out the individual voices from the hissing in the dark.

“Take her.”

Those were the first words that came clearly to me.

Fuck!

“Please don’t hurt me.” These words were spoken by a different, younger voice.

“Take her.” The first voice again, except I realized that it wasn’t just one voice. It was a number of voices in one single chant.

I had to do something. Whatever the odds were against me, it was better to go out shooting than die screaming like so many others had in this place.

A loud, pleading wail tore through the night.

A wild laugh followed.

I turned the lantern to its brightest setting and sprang to my feet.

“I’m right here, you fucking goons. Come see if you can take me.” I heard the quiver in my voice and hoped they did not.

I spun around in a circle, the warehouse was still pretty dark, but as I turned, I could not see a single movement.

“Take her.” More voices were added to the chant.

“I’m right here,” I repeated.

There were more screams, moans, begging, and underneath it all was the chant.

“Take her.”

I fired into the darkness. I emptied my gun into the shadows.

The chant stopped.

There was a chuckle, low and long.

“Just a scared juvenile shooting at nothing. She’s harmless.”

There was one last blood-curdling cry, and then the whole place was silent.

My first instinct was to run, but I knew that if I did the Family would hunt me down.

So, I sat on my mattress and tried to figure out what the hell had just happened.

Was this some kind of weird initiation?

Were there a bunch of Mafia hoods outside the warehouse laughing their asses off right now?

I dressed and walked the whole length of the warehouse and its surroundings. There was no one there.

I sat on my mattress. I lit a smoke. It calmed me down.

If this wasn’t some mob joke on me, then what was it?

“Ghosts,” I said aloud. My voice sounded hollow.

I shook my head. “I don’t believe in ghosts.”

“You’ve gone batshit crazy,” I said to the empty warehouse.

That was an option, but I didn’t feel crazy.

What other less nuclear options were there?

Stress, panic attack, bad acid flashback?

I finished my cigarette.

I was not going to run. I was going to be a loyal soldier.

I undressed. I lay on my mattress.

The normal sounds of the night were all there was to be heard.

At some point, I must have drifted off to sleep.

I did not dream, but somewhere in the blackness of sleep, a warmth grew and spun through me. It was a familiar feeling. It was a good feeling.

I opened my eyes.

The sun was up and filled the warehouse.

Gisella Rossie was between my legs with my morning hard-on in her mouth.

“What the…” was all I said before I let the moans take over.

The weird shit from last night, Gisella’s bitchy attitude, and the boredom of waiting for the word, no longer mattered.

It was a simple truth of futa girl life that nothing mattered when your cock was getting sucked except that your cock was getting sucked.

Gisella took all nine inches of my meat into her mouth. She went right to the base of my cock, and looked up at me with watery eyes that blazed with desire.

I let out a low moan as she began to ease up the shaft. I felt the graze of her teeth on the sensitive skin and the slow slurp of her tongue as she worked her way up my throbbing cock.

She eased upward until her lips kissed the tip, and then she grinned at me. “Sorry, I was such a bitch yesterday. All this waiting drives me insane,” she said.

As she tongued the head of my cock, all I could reply with was a low sigh.

“I’ll take that as forgiveness,” said Gisella.

She licked my cock from base to tip. It was slick with her spit as she took it in her hand and started to jerk it. Her grip was firm on my cock. She worked it hard, and for a moment I was sure I was not going to be able to hold back, and then she added a hard twist to her action. The pain jolted through me, and the surge subsided.

I started to thrust my hips as she played with my futa girl cock. She increased the rhythm, her fist wrapped around my thick meat. She slammed it up and down, and every once in a while, she kissed and licked the tip.

Damn, she knew what she was doing. It was the perfect teasing handjob. She edged me close, and then even closer, but just as I was sure I was going to come, she twisted, pinched or slapped my cock, and the flood was averted.

I moaned and twisted my whole body on the mattress. I pulled off my shirt to free my tits, which were aching for attention. I fondled them with both hands as Gisella took my cock  back into her mouth. My breasts rose and fell as my breathing increased. I teased the hard nipples, I cupped the soft flesh. I squeezed them together.

All the while, Gisella was once again consuming the whole of my meat. It bulged out her cheeks as she took more and more of it. I watched as it filled her throat, and I could no longer resist the urge that screamed within me.

I gave my tits a couple of stinging slaps, and then reached down and ran my fingers through my lover’s long, dark hair.

I saw a brief nod from Gisella, and that was all I needed.

My fingers twisted in her hair, and I yanked her head upward until my cock almost popped out of her mouth. A line of drool ran down my cock. I felt Gisella’s moan against the skin of my throbbing meat.

I held there for a moment. I saw a spark in her eyes. She wanted this as much as I did, but right now I was the one in control.

I started to slowly ease her head down the shaft and then pulled it back up again. I did this a number of times. I felt a hard pinch on my thigh. That was Gisella telling me to get on with it. I smiled and carried on with the same slow beat. I eased her about halfway down the shaft and stopped dead.

I received another harder pinch.

I smiled and waited.

A third pinch, and two eyes that blazed at me.

I slid her head down to the base of my cock and held it there. Gisella moaned. Those angry eyes filled with water. She gagged as I kept her at the base. Her eyes misted a little, and then I yanked her head up hard until my meat popped out of her drooling mouth.

She scowled at me. “Just fuck my goddamn mouth,” she said.

“Open wide,” I said with a smirk.

Gisella took a deep breath and opened her mouth wide. I slammed her head down right to the base, but this time I jerked it right back up and then thrust it down, and then up and down until I achieved the perfect face-fucking rhythm.

Gisella’s hands were on my thighs. Her nails dug into the flesh and sent wonderful waves of pain through me.

I carried on with the punishing beat. I worked her head up and down my cock over and over. This time I knew that we both craved the same thing, No more teasing, no more games.

Gisella gagged a little, her eyes streamed, but she also moaned each time the full length of my cock slid into her mouth.

The slow surge began to take control. I thrust my hips, I moaned, and there was no way back now.

“Oh fuck, I'm coming,” I screamed.

The cum shot from my cock. It pumped deep into Gisella’s mouth. She swallowed several loads, but in the end, she could take no more.

I let go of her head, and my still spurting cock popped out of her mouth. A huge arc of spunk covered her face. I pumped the last of my seed over her and then lay back and let out a sigh of perfect joy.

Gisella crawled up from between my legs and into my arms.

I lapped the cum from her face, and we sunk into a long, cum-filled kiss.

We were silent for a while.

I felt myself drifting off to sleep, but then the words ‘take her’ came into my head, and a chill ran through my bones.

“I need to tell you something about last night,” I said.

Gisella did not respond, as she was already asleep in my arms.

Despite the chant echoing in my head, I soon joined her.

I awoke to the smell of cooking. Gisella sat by the small stove and smiled as I stared at her.

“Look at me, I’m Martha fucking Stewart,” she said.

Somehow she managed to make a delicious meal from the canned slop. We ate and she produced a bottle of whiskey from her backpack. We got drunk, fooled around, and fell asleep on my mattress entwined in each other.

There were no whispers that night. I convinced myself that it was just stress or bad acid and decided not to tell Gisella.

Two days passed with no word from above and no whispers in the dark.

But we didn’t mind the wait so much now. I won’t say we were falling in love, well maybe I was, a little. There was a heat between us, a wild need that took us over and made us forget about being holed up in a broken-down warehouse just waiting and waiting for the word.

When were weren’t fucking, I chattered away, and Gisella listened. She did not say much, but I was happy to do most of the talking.

Gisella still disappeared sometimes, but she was always back by nightfall.

I never asked her where she went, and she never offered me any information.

I decided I didn’t care as long as she came back, and we ended up in each other’s arms as the moon spilt across the warehouse floor.

On the afternoon of the fifth day, both of our burner cells buzzed at the same time.

We were going to meet up with ten others and hit one of the Grande family’s clubhouses the next night.

I looked at Gisella, but she was on her other phone.

I had never killed before. I was nervous, but there was also a dark thrill that ran through me that I had never felt before.

I knew better than to talk about the job. Gisella seemed distracted most of the day, but when the sun went down, she joined me on my mattress.

“You okay?” she asked.

I nodded and leaned in to kiss her. I knew this would probably be our last night together, and I wanted to make the most of it.

Her lips parted and our tongues met. Our bodies slid into each other. We had fucked a hell of a lot over the last few days, but this felt different.

We slipped out of our clothes and lay naked in the moonlight.

“Lie on your back,” I whispered.

Gisella lay down and spread her legs wide.

I moved between her legs, her pussy was wet and ready for my tongue.

I kissed and nibbled on the hood of her clit. Gisella’s hands were in my hair. She pushed me down to her cunt.

I licked and lapped at the soft folds of her sex. I worked up and down as my lover moaned softly, and her fingers wrapped around my hair.

I began to circle her cunt with the tip of my tongue. Her pussy was wet, her juices dribbled down my tongue as I opened her up.

A loud groan came from my lover as I penetrated deeper with my tongue.

Her back arched while I explored her secrets. My cock was hard and throbbed between my legs. I knew that I would not be able to deny it for much longer. But before that, I wanted Gisella’s pert tits in my mouth. I gave her cunt one last lick and kissed my way up her body to her tits. They were the perfect size for my mouth. I took them both in turn. I sucked and slobbered over them until they were wet with my desire. I kissed the hard nipples and bit them hard enough to make Gisella cry out.

She reached down and took my cock in her hand. She pumped it hard and added a hard twist.

“Fuck me,” she purred.

I did not need to be told twice.

She let go of my cock, and I took it in hand.

Over the last few days, we had screwed in pretty much every way we could think of. There had been hard and fast quickies, slow rhythmic screws, tenderness and brutality both had their moments, but this was different. I knew this was a farewell fuck, and even as I penetrated her cunt, a strange sensation of everything ending washed over me.

I shook the feeling off. There would be plenty of time for sadness, right now I just wanted one last fuck with this beautiful woman.

I eased in deeper as Gisella grabbed my ass and dug her nails into the soft flesh.

My hips ground hard. No tease, no torment. I just wanted, I just needed, to be buried deep in this woman.

My cock slammed into her. Her cunt tightened as I plowed her. I leaned in with a harder thrust of my hips, and my cock slid deeper into her.

She slapped my ass until it throbbed. I kissed her tits as they rose and fell.

Her eyes were alive with passion. “Harder,” she demanded.

I rammed the whole length of my futa cock in her wet cunt. She arched up as I pounded her perfect pussy, and let out a loud moan as I found her sweet spot.

Her legs wrapped around me and pulled me in even deeper. We had found the perfect angle, the sweetest of beats, and that was when the whole world fell into pieces because it no longer mattered.

There was just sex. There was just thrusting, grinding, wild and wonderful sex.

When I felt the surge coming, I started to slow.

“No, don’t pull back, I need you cum, right now. I want everything you have,” said Gisella.

I pounded with all I had. Our bodies slammed into each other. Our moans mingled with the moonlight. We fucked as if it was the last moment of our lives. We hit every single note in this carnal symphony, and when that sweet crescendo came, we both screamed and collapsed into a heap of limbs.

When we recovered the moon had gone behind a cloud, and I could not see my lover’s face.

“I need a cigarette,” she said. She disentangled from our embrace and reached over for her backpack.

Something flashed in the darkness, there was a hard crack that seemed to be inside my head, and the whole world went black.

I awoke and found myself tied to a battered old chair. I was still in the warehouse that had been our home for the last five days.

Gisella stood a few feet away from me. She was dressed. I was still naked.

We’d played games like this over the past few days, but I knew this was not a game. This was the end of me.

“You’re the rat,” I said. It was pretty obvious, but I guess when you’re falling for someone it’s easy to ignore even the most obvious signs.

“I’m smart, and I know a sinking ship when I see one. The Barbaro family is done, and I’m a valuable asset, so now I’m working for the Grande family.”

“You’re a fucking rat,” I said.

Gisella shrugged. “None of that matters now. I probably should have just put two in your skull and split, but I guess I've gotten a bit sentimental, so I wanted to say goodbye, and thanks for all the chick dick.”

“Is that all it meant?” I asked. I knew I was already dead, so my broken heart didn’t really matter, but I wanted an answer.

“It was better than playing pinochle, but that’s all it was, just a way to kill time.”

My heart hardened as she spoke. An idea began to form in my mind. A hope, slim and probably worthless, but it was all I had.

“I guess one more killing in this place won’t matter to you,” I said.

“Why would it?” said Gisella.

“How many have you slaughtered here?” I asked.

“No fucking idea. Okay, well I guess our tender farewell is done,” she said. She raised the gun. “Any last words?”

I looked around at the shadows, and the words came.

“Take her,” I said.

“As last words go, those pretty much suck.”

“Take her,” I repeated, and continued to chant the words.

I could see that Gisella was thrown by my new tactic. “What the fuck is this babble?”

I ignored her and continued with my chant.

Things moved in the shadows. The whispers began.

Gisella heard them too. She twisted around. She shot into the dark.

The moans and the screams started, and the chant rose.

“Take her,” I screamed, and the darkness screamed back at me.

The shadows were full of shapes that soon resolved into shambling things that might once have been human. The dead had risen from the darkness.

All the tormented souls that had been murdered here were awake and hungry for revenge.

Gisella screamed and shot at them, but they kept on coming.

“Take her,” I shouted.

The creatures fell upon Gisella. The warehouse was filled with the sounds of feasting and the dying cries of a terrified rat. The screams stopped, but the feasting continued for a while.

When the wraiths slipped away into the shadows, there was not much left of Gisella. I felt nothing.

Then I felt fingers on my face, I closed my eyes, ready for the end, but it never came.

My binds were loosened, and the whispers ceased.

I dressed and picked up Gisella’s phone. She hadn’t even bothered to lock it. All the evidence of her selling out the Barbaro family was there.

I sat on the mattress where we had made love so many times. I lit a cigarette and made a call to the one number on my burner phone. It was an emergency-only contact, but I figured this fitted that requirement.

I was not dumb enough to say that much on the phone, but when I said I’d caught a rat, they came running.

I did not expect Aurora Barbaro to be leading the crew that swooped down on the warehouse. She was beautiful in her dark suit, and her brown eyes were as cold as that October night.

I gave her the phone. She scanned it briefly and handed it to one of her underbosses. “Cancel all operations, we’re going to need a whole new war plan,” she said. Then she added, “and send a crew out to kill everyone this rat bitch ever cared about.”

Aurora fixed her attention on the corpse of Gisella and then on me.

“Tell me what happened here,” she said.

I decided to tell her everything. I did not spare a single detail. From the sex to the vengeful spirits, it all poured out of me in a breathless gush.

I could see the raised eyebrows of some of her underbosses, but Aurora’s stoney expression did not change as I told my tale.

“Why didn’t you call in about the phone,” she asked when I was done.

“I didn’t care. I just wanted to be with her,” I said. I could have lied, but I knew Aurora would see through that. Her gaze stripped me bare. There was something in those hazel brown eyes that I knew would see any deception.

“Did you love her?” asked Aurora.

I had not expected that question.

“I was close, maybe a few more days, and a few more orgasms, and I would have fallen,” I said.

Aurora smiled. “Love is deaf, dumb, and blind,” she said.

I nodded.

Then her smile was gone. “I should probably have you killed, but I happen to have an opening for a bodyguard. The last one broke my heart, so I stabbed her in hers, and threw the bitch in a lime pit.”

My head spun, my heart raced, and my futa girl cock stirred in my pants.

“I’m a nobody,” was what finally came out of my mouth.

“Then it’s time to choose. Do you want to be a nobody slowly dissolving in a lime pit or a somebody at the right hand of the boss of bosses?”

It was an easy choice to make.
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