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Dedication
To,
Everyone who asked for Giovanni’s story. This one is for you.
LoveBite Shorts
xXx ❤️



Foreword
Some of the subject matter is tough in this book.  If you didn’t like Stefano, you won’t like Giovanni.  However, on that note Stefano is the Capo and his brutality was extreme. Here are the TWs.  Read safely!
Dubious consent/CNC, past mention of sexual assault, past mention of child cruelty, forced marriage, violence, pregnancy, graphics sexual scenes, OTT, jealous and obsessive Alpha-hole.
Giovanni & Alessia’s story just didn’t go where I thought it would, but this is what my characters do to me.  They love sticking it to me…the innocent bystander. 



Chapter 1
Giovanni
I knock on Stefano’s door before going into his office.  I’ve learnt to always wait for his response. The man is constantly on his wife.  It’s awkward for everyone except Stefano.
Thankfully, he is alone.  He takes his glasses off.
“Giovanni, sit.  I have a plan for Santori.”
“About time.  He has caused enough chaos around us. It’s time to strike back.  I’ve given you everything on them.”
“This will leave a power vacuum, and I don’t want anyone untrustworthy filling the gap.”
He pushes a gold and white envelope towards me.  I look at him before opening it up.
The traitor’s daughter is getting married.
“You’re going to marry the girl and take over as the new underboss in the area.”
“No.  Don’t ask this of me, Stefano.”
I throw the envelope back across the desk, unable to hold back my anger.
“We go in and kill them all.  They will all attend the wedding—ideal time for an attack.  It’s safe to say your bride will wear red.”  He said with a grin.
I am not fucking amused.
“You’ve known me since we were children, Stefano.  You know, the one thing I can’t abide is disloyalty.  I say we wipe them all out.”
“It will be easier to takeover their territory through marriage.  It’s your job to keep the remaining underlings in line.  The loyal follow bloodlines.  You need to marry the girl.”
He watches me for a moment.
“It’s time you ran things in your own city.”
“But—”
“This is an order from your Capo, Giovanni.  This isn’t a punishment. It’s a reward.  From the file you gave me, she is easy on the eyes.”
“She is the only child of a traitorous bastard.  She is no doubt a spoiled Mafia princess.”
“This is the only way.  We get our revenge and wipe out the Santori name.  I prefer a Russo family member next in line.  You’re like Vincent to me.  You’re my brother.  I trust you to do the right thing, Gio.”
“Every coordinated attack against us was because of Santori.  How can I marry a person who was involved in harming our family?”
“We leave in four days.  That’s how long you have to get over it, Gio.  I will text you the names of the men I want you to take to Chicago with you.  They will be there to support you.”
I can’t even think that far ahead after hearing the news that I will be shackled to a traitorous bitch.  I feel sick at the thought of being tied down to her for life.
“She might not have been involved, Gio.”
“It doesn’t matter. It’s her father’s filthy blood that runs through her veins.”  I snap back at him.
“I’m not asking you. I’m telling you.”  He hissed.
I’ve given Stefano my life.  No matter what he says, this feels like a punishment, not a reward.  I search his face and can see the stoic expression.
I sigh heavily in defeat.  There is no changing his mind.
“Yes, Capo.”



Chapter 2
Alessia
I stand in a dark corner of the room and watch them all.  There isn’t a single person in the room that doesn’t make me feel sick.  My father is talking to his replacement, my new prison warden.  I’m going to be prepared for that sick fuck.
Out of the corner of my eye, I see the master bitch coming my way.  I brace myself.
“Alessia, why are you standing here?  Get out there and mingle with the guests.”  She hisses at me.  She grips my arm, digging her nails into my arm.  I almost smile, enjoying the pain.
To anyone else, she looks like an average middle-aged woman.  She can lay on the social graces with pretty smiles and sweet words, but only I know how sick this bitch is.
I widen my eyes and grimace for effect.
“I’m so sorry, Mama.  I have a blinding headache.”
I rub my temple with my free hand.
Her eyes narrow on me with suspicion.  She snaps her fingers, and a lackey comes running towards her.  It’s fucking comical how my parents think they are socialites.  All these people are fucked up criminals.
“Get her some painkillers immediately.”
She watches the waiter run off before she turns towards me.
“Do not let us down.  I’m keeping a close eye on you.  If you fuck this up for us, you’re as good as dead.  I want you beside your fiancé in ten minutes.”
I put my head down in subservience.
“Yes, Mama.”
I can only hope she gets pissed in the next twenty minutes and forgets about me.  When I hear her walk away, I sag in relief.  It took them years to find the perfect golden goose for me.  One that won’t live long enough for them to benefit from this union.  With their money problems, they will go bankrupt.
It’s my final fuck you to them.
I know my time is up when my father makes noises for the speech.  I brace myself and push myself out of the corner of the room and make my way towards my fiancé.
“Attention, everyone.  Thank you all for attending such an auspicious occasion.  It’s not every day that two historical bloodlines unite.  My daughter Alessia and Leon will be married in four days.”
Leon pulls me to his side.  He grips the back of my hair and pulls my head up to face him.
“Santori assures me you know how to take a cock up your asshole.  However, I’m looking forward to watching your pussy bleed.  A wife by name only.  You’re going to be my pretty whore until I get my heir.  After that, I’m sure my men can have fun with you.”
My eyes flick over to my father, and he gives me a sinister smirk.
Leon lets go of my hair and pulls my hand up, placing a ring on my finger.
I know he is a few years older than my father.  It’s only occurred to him in his fifties that he needs a son.  I now know why my father chose this man for me.  He means for me to live with someone equally vile as himself.  My father punished me for not being a son, and my mother hated me because, after she had me, she couldn’t have any more children.  They are perfect for one another.
“Now smile.”
A smile automatically appears on my lips.  I’ve learnt to live among these barbaric people.  I may not have escaped all of their cruel punishments, but I’m still breathing.
Just a few more days left.



Chapter 3
Giovanni
We have the church surrounded.  It didn’t take long to get rid of the few guards that had been scattered around outside.  The men are wearing all black from head to toe.  Only Stefano, Vincent and I are suited up.
“Remember, kill them all except for Santori, his second and the girl,”  Stefano said, reminding everyone.
“You good?”  Vincent asks me.
He knows how I feel about this.  I’ve spent a few drunken nights with him.
“Yeah.  This is the part I’ve been waiting for.  Revenge.”
Stefano slaps his hand on my back.
“That’s the spirit.”
The men pour through the church, and we follow them.  The only woman we have been instructed to kill is the mother.  I ignore the shocked faces and home in on Santori and the groom.  The shooting starts from their side, and our men retaliate.  Santori grabbed the priest and pulled him in front of him.
We walk up the aisle. My eyes never leave the target.  To align yourself with the enemy to bring one of your own down is the worst crime to commit against the Family. The groom has the bride in front of him now.
“What is this?  You can’t do this. We are under the Family’s protection.”  Santori screeches.
“You lost that protection when you worked with the Irish to get rid of me and my brother,”  Stefano replied.  “Did you think we wouldn’t find out?”
“This is all a misunderstanding. I can explain, Capo.”
My eyes flick towards the bride and groom.  The groom is clutching the girl by her neck, but she isn’t struggling, and I can’t see any panic on her face under the veil.  She was wearing a white dress with a high neckline, and it covered her arms in lace.  Instantly I feel disgusted by her. She looks like a frigid bitch.
“I’m not part of this shit. Let me go.”  The groom shouts at us.
He must be close to sixty, and the girl is twenty-five.  I’m only twelve years older than her.  It’s not uncommon for the Mafia to marry younger women, but this is just sick.
I look around the church.  There are men scattered on the floor.  Some are on the pews.  There are only seven women. I point out the mother and Santori’s second.
“Bring them up here,”  I said, pointing to the mother and Antonio.
The mother begins to wail and blubber.  We don’t kill women, but Stefano decided because of her involvement in Santori’s business, she was just as liable.  Stefano is a traditional with women.  They stay at home, and for their protection, we don’t speak business in front of them.
I pull the girl away from the groom and shove her to the ground.  I lift my gun and shoot the groom in the face.  The feel of his warm blood splatter on my face makes me grin.  I glance down at my tux.  I hope the cleaners can get the blood out.
He collapses on the floor, his head lands on the girl’s legs.  I watch the red pool of blood cover the white dress in satisfaction.
Vincent pulls the priest to the side.
“You wait there.  Don’t move, Father.”
“All of you on your knees,”  Stefano issues the command.
I scan the church again. All of our men have their guns pointed at the men that are writhing on the floor and on the other side women sit crying on the benches.
The girl kicks the groom off her legs and kneels on the altar.
“Please, don’t do this in the church.”  The priest pleads with us.
“Don’t worry, Father. You do funerals and weddings.  We are just giving you some extra business.”  Vincent said with a grin.
My eyes haven’t left the girl.  I lean forward and lift the veil.  I’m curious why she isn’t wailing like her mother.  Two pools of liquid silver looks back at me.  She has grey eyes, unusual in Italians.  She stares back at me, her gaze doesn’t waver from mine. 
Why isn’t crying or begging for her life?  Her face looks stoic.  It pisses me off.
I lift my gun to her forehead, and she closes her eyes.  I glance at Stefano, who is watching me intently.  He glances down at the girl before looking back at me. I can see the confusion on his face.  It’s good to know this enigma isn’t fucking with just my head.
I look back at her, and she has a small smile on her pink glossy lips.
This girl isn’t afraid to die.



Chapter 4
Alessia
My parents’ shit finally caught up with them.  I hide the glee I feel inside of me.  When my father called him Capo, I knew we were all dead.  Whatever he has done to the Capo will not be forgiven. 
I would rather be dead than be abused by another family of the Mafia.  The gun against my forehead is still warm from when he shot Leon.  My heart is pounding.  I close my eyes.
It will be a quick death.
“Vincent, make him kneel,”  I heard the Capo spit out.
I hear a shot fired, making me jump, and I open my eyes.  The man before me has pulled his gun back from my head.  He is glaring at me.  I can feel the anger and hatred ooze out of him.  I feel a shiver run down my back.  He is handsome in the conventional sense, but I recognise the coldness in his eyes.  It runs through all the Mafia men.
He grabs the back of my hair and veil and turns my head towards my parents and Antonio.  The priest is standing beside the pulpit with his hands covering his face.  I almost smile when I see the fear on my parents’ faces.  My mother’s perfect face is now a mess of tears and black mascara is running down her cheeks.  I see a pool of blood next to my father.  They shot his knee to make him kneel.
“Several years ago, you helped the Irish.  They were going to kill my children and rape my wife.”
I gasp at his words.  Capo continues to speak. The rage is vibrating from him as he spits every word out.
“You tried to kill my brother.”
He pulls his gun back and pistol-whips his face.  The sound of the gun hitting his face fills me with satisfaction.
I hope they kill me last.  I want to watch them all perish.
“I will wipe away the Santori name from the face of this earth.”
The man let go of my hair, but I couldn’t take my eyes away from the people who made my life a living hell.  The panic, fear, despair and pain it is something they all made me feel.
The man in front of me shoots my mother right between her eyes.  I watch her fall on the wooden altar, and a pool of blood forms.  I tilt my head to see her face.  Her mouth is parted, and her lifeless eyes are wide open.  I cannot hold myself back.
A smile spread across my face. 
“She is defective.”  The man in front of me said.
I glance at him, but he is looking at the Capo.  The man has specks of blood on his face.  His dark beard must be covered in blood, too.  I can see his Italian heritage in his dark hair and eyes.  He is bulkier and much taller than Antonio.  This must be the Capo’s second.   
“I don’t think she is, Giovanni.”
I gulp. He is the Capo’s second.  If he is anything like Antonio—a shiver runs through my body.  I pray for a quick death like my mother’s.
My father and Antonio are snivelling now.  I shake off my fear and focus on them. I can worry about myself later.  I want to watch them suffer.
“Take the girl. She is a virgin.  Please, Capo.  I can make this right.”  My pathetic sperm donor begs.
I feel sick at his words.  Fucking bastard, he already sold me many times over.
His second grabs him by his shirt and punches him repeatedly.  I lose count, but I crawl closer to watch.
The second’s head slowly turns toward me.
“Did I say you could move?”  He said in a vicious tone.
I shake my head and freeze.  I feel the sticky blood on my hands, but I don’t sit upright.
I only breath again when he faces my father.
“Why do you think our Capo would want a traitor’s filthy daughter when he has a good woman at home?”
I wince at his reference to me.  I am a traitor to the Mafia.  My plan was to stab Leon and escape tonight.  I’m not cut out for this world.  I strapped my knife to my thigh earlier.  My hand touches my thigh, absently feeling for the knife under my dress.  I had hidden it for months inside the toilet water tank.
I look around the church, and only a few women are alive.  They should be happy.  They are free from their men.  I fail to understand why they are weeping.
“He made me do it.  I will tell you everything,”  Antonio said.  “Please, I will be loyal to you, Capo.  Give me a chance, Capo.”
Capo shoots him between his legs and glanced over to me.
He howls in pain and keels over.
I hear the sound of laughter and realise it’s coming from me.  It only makes me laugh harder.  The Capo’s expression is hilarious.
“Seriously, Stefano?”  Giovanni said while looking at Capo.
Capo walks over to me.  He crouches down in front of me.
“What did he do to you?”  He asked softly.
The laughter dies in my throat, and I watch Antonio rocking from side to side holding his dickless crotch.
“Something he can no longer do to me,”  I whispered.
“Vincent, parcel this one up for transportation.  We need to spend some quality time with this one.  Make sure he doesn’t bleed out.”  He growls before looking back at me.  “And your father?  He allowed this?”
I drop my eyes to the wooden floor soaked in blood and manage a nod.
He pats my shoulder lightly and I hear him move away.  When I glance up, I see Giovanni is looking from the Capo to me.  Ignoring him, I look at my father’s face, and he has blood running from his nose.  There is a cut along his cheek.  His hair is a mess and falls down his forehead into his eyes.
They all enjoyed my anguish. It feels good to see the mighty fall.



Chapter 5
Giovanni
I couldn’t hear the exchange between Stefano and the girl.    Antonio is a slippery bastard.  He only has loyalty to himself. Perhaps we can get some further intel from his second.  I’m surprised Stefano wants to spend more time with these fucks.
I was sure he would want this done and get back to Caterina and the children.  Fuck, I’m going to miss them all.    
The girl is fucked in the head.  She didn’t flinch when I killed her mother.  When I put my gun to her forehead, I would have expected her to beg like the rest of them.  Yet she stayed quiet, and fucking smiled.
Her eyes are on her father’s bloody face.  Stefano stands up and watches Vincent drag Antonio away.  He walks over to Santori.
“We will wipe your name out, Santori.  We are all destined for hell, but I have a feeling there is a special kind of hell waiting for you.  As a father, you disgust me.”
I frown at his words.  Stefano tucks his gun into his waistband and pulls a knife out.
“Hold his neck.”
I walk behind him and wrap my arm around his fat neck.  Stefano works on his face while Santori screams in pain.
“No one from the families protested about your demise.  No one will remember the Santori name.  If they do, it will be to curse you.”
Stefano looks at the girl again.  She is still on her hands and knees, watching her father.  Stefano cut Santori’s eyes  and scooped them out with his fingers and she looks as if she wants a bowl of fucking popcorn.
“You will be fine, Gio.  You can let him go now.  That’s enough for now.”
I let go of his neck.  He falls onto his side and covers his face.  He is screaming about his eyes.  I pull his tie off and shove it into his mouth.  His wailing is pissing me off.
“He stays on the altar while she becomes a Russo,”  Stefano told me.
I sigh.  There is no getting out of this.  The thought of giving her my name turns my stomach.
I motion for the priest to come over.
“Marry us.”
“S-Sorry?”  He stutters.
I walk over to the girl and clamp my hand around her arm.  She is a puny little thing.  I pull her to her feet.
“Marry us right now.  Can’t you see?  The guests came for a wedding.  I don’t want to disappoint them.”
My eyes catch sight of the diamond ring on her finger.  I pull the ring off her finger and throw it to the side.  She tries to pull her wrist away from me, but I dig my fingers in deeper.
“I suggest you learn to fucking obey.  You will regret it if you don’t.  You owe your life to the Capo.  If it were up to me, I would have put a bullet in your head.”  I said in a low voice.
She stops wriggling her arm, and a lifeless expression settles on her face.  I walk back towards the priest, kicking her father in the face as I walk past him.  Stefano stands behind the girl.
“You’re not even going to wait for your best man?”
I look over my shoulder, and Vincent is walking up the aisle, walking over the men lying scattered across his path.
“As quick as you can, Father.  Skip the boring parts.”  I growl.
I hope he doesn’t faint. He looks pale, and I can see the sweat drip down his face.
“Your name?”
“Giovanni Russo.”
He runs through the vows without a sermon.  Vincent passes me the rings.  I slide the gold band around her finger, but it feels like a noose around my neck.  When she doesn’t lift her hand to take the ring from Vincent, I take it from him. I let go of her wrist and pushed the ring into her palm.
She looks at the ring.  I’m about to threaten her again when I see Stefano lift his hand to get my attention, and he shakes his head.
I grind my teeth in frustration.  What could she have said to make him, of all people, to favour her?
She finally lifts the ring and places it on my finger.
“You may kiss the bride.”
I turn towards Lorenzo, who is waiting for my instructions.   
“Take her home.  You know what to do.”
Stefano places his hand on her head before patting her shoulder.
“Welcome to the family.”  He said.
She gives him a watery smile.
I don’t allow her to answer and shove her towards Lorenzo.   I watch him take her by the wrist and lead her out of the church. A few men follow them.
“What was all that about?”  I ask Stefano.
“Nothing you need to worry about.  She is your wife now.  Treat her well. I want you to be happy, Giovanni.”
I say nothing.  It’s none of his business what I do with my wife.  He insisted I marry the girl.
“Are we taking him along with Antonio?”  Vincent asks, nudging Santori with his foot.
“Yes.  I changed my mind about these two.  They need to suffer some more.” Stefano said.
More men pour through the church doors, but it’s only the clean-up crew.
“If any of you ladies discuss what took place here today.  We will come back for a visit.  Do you understand?”  Stefano shouted.
I nod to our men, and they take the women and leave.  I watch as the cleaners pick the bodies up.
“The same goes for you, Father,”  I said.  “I will have the paperwork sent to you tomorrow.  Make sure you file it immediately.  I will pay you for your inconvenience.”
I look down at the mother’s corpse and wonder why the girl showed no emotion or fear when I shot her.  It gave me some satisfaction that her dress was drenched in Leon’s blood.
The entire family is rotten to the core.



Chapter 6
Alessia
The man is searching through my room.  He won’t find anything.  My parents had their men regularly check my room.  I learned from a young age not to hide anything in my room.  Not even food.
The man doesn’t look at me as he walks past me.  He closes the bedroom door as he leaves.  I don’t hear the lock, but I hear them talking outside.  My eyes move over my room.  I never expected to be locked up in this room again.  My hands have blood on them, and my dress is worse.
Walking to the bathroom, I lock the door and look in the mirror.  The lower part of my dress is more red than white.  There is blood on my face.  I touch the specks of blood, wondering if it is Leon’s.  This makes me smile.  Watching my father have his eyes plucked out was poetic justice.
One day I will thank the Capo.  Giovanni didn’t give me the opportunity.
I think about the man I am now married to.  I know nothing about him.  For all I know, he is as cruel as the rest of them.
I sigh.  There is no running away and no death for me.  There is no doubt in my mind if I tried to stab him, it would not end well for me.  He isn’t old and weak like Leon was.  He is the Capo’s right-hand man.  They would avenge his blood.
Angrily, I try to take the blood-soaked dress off.  The small pearl buttons fall to the floor.  Once I’ve ripped it off the material, the dress slides to the floor.  I take my knife out and hide it back in the toilet.
I need to wash today away.
My room is pitch black when I feel someone move on the bed.  I gasped for breath before I struggled with the covers to get off the bed.  I fall on the floor face down but break my fall with my hands.  The bathroom is on the other side of the bed.  I scramble to my feet and look towards the bathroom.  I won’t make it.
The bedside lamp is switched on, and I see Giovanni lying on my bed.    His tie hangs down from either side of his neck, and his top buttons are loose.  His dark hair is no longer smooth. It falls over his forehead.  His eyes look bloodshot, but he doesn’t have blood on his face anymore.
“Get back here.”
His words are slurred.  He is drunk.
“It’s my wedding night to a traitorous cunt.”
He laughs.
“Don’t you want to know what we did to your father?”
I want to know.  In great detail, but he seems volatile at the moment, so I stay silent.
“What the fuck are you wearing?”
I look down at my cotton pyjamas.  I wore ones that covered every part of my skin.  It took me hours to fall asleep. I was so worried he would come for me.
“Get on the fucking bed now.”
I jump at the anger in his voice.  Maybe he will die young from a heart attack.  Angry people have high blood pressure.  I can live in hope.
My feet automatically move towards the bed.  I edge into bed, trying to slide under the covers.
“If you ever betray me or the Family, I will make today look like child’s play.  I won’t hesitate to gut you like a fish.”
I pull the covers up over my chin and grip them until my fingers hurt.  He fumbles around till the light goes off.  He doesn’t move or touch me.  I lie in the dark, waiting.
It took me a long time to realise he had fallen asleep.  It’s only then I carefully move onto my side and move towards the edge of the bed.  I thank God he came back drunk.
I have a reprieve, but for how long?
When I woke up the following day, he wasn’t in my bed.  I slide out of bed and tip-toe to the bathroom, but the door is open, and the room is empty.
There is a knock on the door.
“Come in.”
“Boss said to be downstairs in ten minutes.” Lorenzo said.
I give him a faint smile and nod my head.  As soon as the door closes, I pull my hair tie out and comb my hair.  When I put my comb back on my dresser, I look down at the thin gold band on my finger.  It’s nothing more than a symbol of ownership in the Mafia.
Opening up my wardrobe, I grab the first dress my hand touches.
Black.
It’s perfect for such a dismal day.



Chapter 7
Giovanni
My head is aching from last night.  After we had finished Santori and his second off, we went to a bar.  Stefano insisted we celebrate.  He had a sick sense of humour if he thought I was celebrating.  Vincent and Stefano are happily married.  Stefano had an arranged marriage like me.  Caterina is an angel and a fierce mother.  I’m stuck with some mentally fucked up girl.
I turn towards one of Santori’s men.
“Name?”
“Enzo, Sir.”
“Go get me some painkillers.”
“Yes, Sir.”
I will need to make sure the remaining men here know the score.  Lorenzo walks through the doors.  He is loyal and has a good head on his shoulders.
“She will be here soon.”
I nod at him.  There are eleven men in the living room.  Four of them are mine.  Enzo returns with a glass of water and a strip of pills in his hands.  It will take some time to assert myself in all aspects of the businesses here.  We got some helpful details from Santori yesterday.
“Did you arrange for the decorators?”  I ask Lorenzo.
“Yes, they will be here by midday.”
I want the entire house gutted.  I didn’t sleep in the main bedroom last night knowing those fucks had slept in there.  All their shit needs to be removed and destroyed.
I take two pills and swallow them down with water.
The girl walks through the door and freezes when she sees the men lined up.  I point towards the couch.
“Sit.”
I look around the room at the men.
“Now that we are all here, I can begin.  As you know, there was a terrible tragedy at the wedding yesterday.  You all heard what took place?”
All the men say yes or nod.
“That is what will happen when you betray the family.  If you cross me, you forfeit your life and your family’s life.  Like we have wiped the Santori name out, yours will follow.”
The girl sits with her head dipped down.  Her dark hair falls around her face.  She is dressed like a nun again.  I look around the room. Most of them show deference, or they nod in agreement.  One man is eyeballing me.
“What’s your name?”
“Aldo.”
“Do you understand what I’ve said, or do you want to leave?”
There is no leaving.  We will shoot him before he reaches the gates.
“No, Boss.  I don’t want to leave, and I understand.”
“Good, now fuck off.”
All of them leave except Lorenzo, when the girl stands up to leave.
“You sit where you are.  Give us a moment, Lorenzo.”
I wait till Lorenzo closes the door behind him.
“Your father’s businesses and property are mine.  I need you to sign the marriage paperwork and these.”
I lift the leather binder up before I place it on her lap and hand her the pen.  She doesn’t look at me, but takes the pen from me.  She opens the leather binder and signs all the highlighted pages.
“You’re not curious to know what you’re signing?”
“No,”  she said.
I wait until she places the pen inside the folder and closes it.
“A decorating team will come today at midday.  I want the house striped, bare and redecorated.  Nothing too garish, other than that I’m leaving this with you.”
She looks up at me in surprise.  Her face looks too innocent. I don’t trust her.  Her parents were not good people.  It’s rare for women to be involved in business, but her mother actively participated with her husband.  I hope she doesn’t expect to be involved in my business.
“Your role is in this house and social events.  I’m new to this city, so there will be several gatherings.  Are you able to organise such events?”
“Yes, I know the planners who arranged events and parties for my parents.”
“Know your place.  You do not involve yourself in my business.  Ever.”
She puts her head down and nods.
“You’re dismissed.”
Her eyes shoot up to mine, and I smirk at her.  The fire in her eyes is the first authentic emotion I’ve seen from her.  She might be younger than me, but she won’t ever get the upper hand with me.  I’ve seen too much in one lifetime.   
I shake my head in disgust as she stands up.  Her dress looks like a shapeless sack on her.
“Call in a personal shopper and do something about your wardrobe.  You will not embarrass me by wearing that shit.”
She doesn’t acknowledge my words.  She hurries out of the room.  I sit down on the chair closest to me.  My lifelong friend and Capo had stuck me with this woman.  I cannot stifle the resentment that courses through me.
I glare at the folder she left on the couch.  At least I have everything under my name.  It’s a poor consolation prize.  The price I paid was too high.



Chapter 8
Alessia
I’ve been watching my husband for weeks.  He isn’t a good man, but he isn’t evil like my father and his men were.  I enjoyed giving almost everything my parents owned to Goodwill shops.  They had so many ostentatious items that were all for show.  The house looks and feels different now.
I watch Giovanni and Lorenzo spar outside in the garden.  The sun makes their chests look as if they are oiled up.  My hand pulls on the high neckline of my dress.  My husband must be close to forty, but he is well built.
“I never got a chance to fuck you.  It didn’t please me when your papa got you married off.”
I pull away from the window and turn to face Aldo—the one thorn in my side.
“How many times do I need to tell you? I’m married.” I snap at him.
“The Boss hates you.  Everyone knows this.”
He walks closer to me, and I move away from the window.  He looks out of the window before turning towards me.
“I will fuck you better than he does.  Why don’t you come with me, Alessia?”
His hair is as oily as his personality.  I’m grateful he doesn’t know Giovanni hasn’t touched me.
“Fuck off, Aldo.  Even if I wasn’t married. I wouldn’t want a snake like you.”
His face tightens in anger.
“You’re going to regret this, you little bitch.”
“The only thing I’m regretting is still having to see your son of a whore face.”
I don’t even know if my insult made sense, but I’m enraged by his words.  I tremble with fury.
“Does he know you are nothing but a used up whore?”
He grins at me as I flinch at his words.
“Does he know half the men he killed had fucked you?  You walk around this house as if you're someone special.  Remember your place, bitch.”
He walks out of the room.  I take a deep breath and try not to get pulled back into the memories.  It won’t happen again.  I need to keep my knife on me.  I can’t tell Giovanni he is harassing me.  The blame will only fall on me.  He has been nothing but cold towards me since we got married. He sleeps in the master bedroom and leaves me be in my room.
I sit behind the desk and make sure everything is ready for tonight.  This is the second party I have thrown.  This one has some key players invited, so I know it’s essential to get it right.  Once Georgia has confirmed everything, I put the phone down and decide it’s time to take control of my life.
The more I dwell on everything, the more my resolve strengthens.  They chose not to kill me for an easy transfer of assets and legitimacy over my prick of a father’s assets and business.
I’m done being a puppet with everyone pulling my strings.



Chapter 9
Giovanni
I pour myself a scotch while we wait for Alessia.  Tonight embeds me in Chicago’s high society.  I’ve not admitted anything to Alessia, but she has done a damn good job with the house and arranging all the entertainment.  She never communicates directly with me, but I email her all my requirements, and she arranges everything.  She usually sends me all the invoices separately.
“What do you think of Aldo?”  I ask Lorenzo.
“Shifty eyes.  Our men are keeping a low-key eye on him.”
I smile and take a sip of my drink.  Lorenzo was the smartest choice as my second.  We are on the same page.  I look behind him and see Alessia walk into the room.
I choke on my drink.
“What the fuck are you wearing?”  I asked after I finish choking.
“This is part of the collection the personal shopper recommended for me.”
“Give us a minute, Lorenzo.”
I walk towards Alessia.  She is wearing a long dark emerald-coloured dress.  The neckline dips so low I can see her fucking tits.  It covered her arms to her wrists, and the length was down to her ankles.  Her long hair is hanging loose around her face.  I check the back of it to see if any more skin is on show.  I grip her above the elbow and turn her towards me.
She has some silver and dark green colour around her eyes, which makes her silver-grey eyes stand out.  Her long lashes flutter before she stares back at me.  My eyes drop to her pink lips, and I abruptly let her go before I make a fool of myself.
“Make sure you don’t embarrass me tonight.”
I down the rest of my scotch and slam the glass on the table.  Her expression doesn’t change, and she walks towards the door.  I almost call her back when I see the material of the dress part, and her entire leg comes out from beneath the material.
I think I preferred her in her nunnery outfits.
I keep Alessia close to me as we meet and greet the guests.  It irks me each time a man kisses her cheek or her hand.  I eventually pull her away when the next prick tries to put his hands on her.  She pushes her dark silky hair behind her ear, and I see the sparkling earrings dangling from her ears.
“What is this?  No engagement ring?”
I glance at the mayor’s wife before looking at Alessia’s bare hand.
“No.  It was a little loose. It’s at the jeweller’s getting resized.”
My wife lies like an expert.  She knows how to work through the guests.  This is her job, but her blatant lying pissed me off.
I scowl at the mayor’s wife.  Nosy bitch.  She must see someone else she needs to harass, and she hurries on.
My hand tightens around Alessia’s waist.  I bend down and inhale the scent of perfume on her skin.
“A perfect liar.  Just what I would expect from a traitor’s daughter.”  I said against her ear.
She turns her face till her cheek touches mine.  My hand automatically slides from her waist towards the curve of her ass.  A fine ass she has been hiding from me.
“Would you rather have me tell her you threw Leon’s ring away and you’re too cheap to buy me another?”  She whispered loudly. Her hand strokes my chest, and I feel her heat burn through the thin material of my shirt.  “Since my lie offends your moral standards, why don’t I tell her the truth?”
She pushes away from me and turns in the direction the other woman went towards.  I grab her wrist.
“Do not play games with me.  You won’t like the outcome.”
“You don’t want me to lie and you don’t want me to tell the truth.  I’m not the one playing games. Do what you want.”
She yanks her hand from mine and walks towards a waiter to get a glass of champagne.  I keep my eye on her.  My gaze drops lower. Seeing the indecent slit in her dress only infuriates me further.
“Ahh.  I remember the days when I first got married.  I couldn’t keep my eyes off my wife, either.  Congratulations on your wedding, Mr Russo.”
I glance at the white-haired man who stands beside me.  I have no clue who he is.  He isn’t anyone I recognise from the business or political side.
I grunt in response and watch Alessia go around the room.  No one would believe this girl witnessed the massacre of her family on her wedding day only a few weeks ago.  She is smiling and laughing with the guests.
“You must be Giovanni Russo.  I’ve heard so much about you.”
A hand touches my arm.  When I turn around an attractive woman is smiling at me.  Her hair is similar to Alessia’s, only shorter.  She is wearing a short black dress that leaves little to the imagination.  I might take her to a side room in the hotel and fuck her to get Alessia off my mind.
“And you are?”  I ask, smiling down at her.
“I’m Ava Conti.  My father is Elio Conti.”
“Ah, yes. I’m acquainted with your father.  Where is he tonight?”
Her hand slides up my arm, and she points her father out. He is busy with a crowd of men.
“It’s a pleasure to meet you.”
I lift her hand and kiss her fingers.
When I lift my head, I see Alessia and I smile at her.  She stares at us both for a moment before she smiles back at me.
What the fuck?  That wasn’t the reaction I was expecting.  I let go of Ava’s hand and watched Alessia.
“Would you like a drink, Ava?” I asked while keeping my eyes on Alessia.
“I wouldn’t mind one.”
I pull my gaze away from Alessia.  Stretching my arm out for her, and she links her arm through mine.  I make my way towards the bar.
“What would you like?”
“An old-fashioned, please.”
I snap my fingers at the barman, and I order two of them.  It’s not something I drink often, but it will do for tonight.
My eyes skim over her body.  If I fuck her from behind, that might do the trick.
Fuck.  No condoms.
I look at her little bag and hope to fuck she has one.  She doesn’t look like the type who will want her face messed up with a blow job.
I glance behind her and see Alessia on the dance floor with a man.  His arm is around her waist, he is bending down to say something to her.  She throws her head back and laughs.  Her tinkling  laughter is ringing in my ears.
I look for Lorenzo, and he is standing on the right side of the hall with an amused look on his face.  From where he is standing, he is watching both of us.
The bartender brings us our drinks.
“Excuse me for one moment.”
The anger bubbles up inside of me as I walk towards Alessia.  She is completely unaware of my approach.  The man sees me, and his smile falters.
“Uh, I think someone else wants to dance with you, Mrs Russo,”  he said and bolted from the dance floor.
I grab her by the waist and pull her against me with a fake smile plastered on my face.
“What the fuck do you think you are playing at?  Do you think I will let you get away with humiliating me at this party?”
“What’s good for the goose is good for the gander.”
I tighten my arm around her until she gasps for breath.  It works against me because her dress is so thin I feel her body against mine.  I sway us in tune with the music.  My dick is aching for release.  Going from fucking anything I wanted to cold turkey has not helped my disposition.
My hand slides down her ass, and I take a handful of her ass and squeeze it.
“Is this what you need?  Do you need my cock buried inside your needy little pussy?”
“No.  But if you fuck Ava, I will see this as an open marriage.”
I reel back, shocked by her words.
“I will do whatever I want.”  I grit out.
“As will I.”
“Fine.”
“Fine.”
I keep a smile on my face, as does she.  Leading her off the dance floor.  I leave her at the side, but walk over to Lorenzo.
“Who was the fuck she was dancing with?” I seethe, while I look around to see where the cunt went.
“I have no idea.  There are too many people here tonight.  It’s nice to see Mrs Russo having some fun.”
My eyes snap back to his face.
“This is the first time I have seen her enjoy herself.  She is just letting off some steam.”
“She doesn’t get to behave like that in public.”
Lorenzo’s eyes move to Ava, who is still standing by the bar.
“Just bring the car around.  We are going home.”  I snap at him.
The car journey is silent, but the tension is palpable.  It doesn’t help that her bare leg is on show.  The slit starts from her hip bone.  All it would take is me slipping my hand past the material to reach her pussy.
She is clutching her little silver bag with both hands.  A thought occurs to me, and I snatch it out of her hand.  I rummage through the purse, but it only has her phone and lip gloss in it.  No condoms.
“Satisfied?”  she asked.
“No,” I said and tossed the bag on her lap.
As soon as we reach home, she goes upstairs.  I follow behind her.  Before she reaches her room, I pull her towards the main bedroom.
“You’re going to sleep with me from tonight.”
“No, thank you.  I prefer my bedroom.”
“It’s not an option.”
I open the door and nudge her into the room.  She gutted out each room and made it modern and comfortable.  The most significant changes were in Santori’s old study. It looked like a room from the 1950s.  It’s now light and airy instead of dull and stuffy.  I don’t mind working there at all.
I walk towards the closet and pull out a white T-shirt.
“Go and get changed.”
I throw it at her, and she catches it in one hand.  She looks at me and then at the T-shirt before walking into the bathroom.
I yank the stupid bow tie off and strip down.  Stefano’s words come back to me about not waiting to have children.   I shove my clothes onto the couch and get a pair of shorts out of the closet.  She has been in the bathroom for a long time.  I sit on the couch to see her when she comes out.
When the door opens, she has her hair tied back.  The dress and make-up are gone.  She is holding her silver sandals and dress in her hand.  Her legs and arms are bare, but my T-shirt hangs off her like a nightgown.  She is trying to hide herself by awkwardly tugging the T-shirt down. She has her clothes and shoes tucked under one arm.
My eyes go to her arms.
“Come over here.”
She strides towards me and puts her clothes on top of mine.  I pull her to stand in front of me.
Her arms are scattered with scars.  The faint lines are all in straight lines.
“What are these from?”  I ask her gruffly.  I’ve not seen scar patterns like this before.
“Mistakes.”
I look at her face, but she is looking at the back wall towards the closet.
“What kind of mistakes?”
“The kind that are none of your business.”
I drop her arm and go to the bathroom.  The bitch knows how to push my buttons.  I wash up in the bathroom and take my shorts off.  I was trying to go easy on her, but I won’t be uncomfortable in bed.
I walk out naked.  She is in bed, and she freezes when she looks at my naked form before she moves onto her side and pulls the covers over her head.
I smile when I switch the light off and climb into bed.  I might as well push some of her buttons.
“It won’t be long until we consummate the marriage, Alessia.  I’m going to enjoy pounding you into the mattress.”
I lie on my back with one arm behind my head and ignore my dick.
If she wants to fuck with me, it’s game on.



Chapter 10
Alessia
I jolt awake the next morning and see Giovanni is still sleeping.  I look towards the windows, and it looks dark outside.  I move back from the middle of the bed.
What was I thinking?
I should have let him fuck Ava Cunti. Now I’m stuck in my parents’ bedroom.  I will have to sleep with him in this room every night.
After I tried to run away, my father got some of his men to rape me.  Being the good Mafia father, they used my ass and mouth.  My father sat in his office and watched them all.  He needed me intact for a profitable marriage contract.  I used to think my parents hated me because I wasn’t a son.    Mother dear reminded me of that tidbit often. It was only with time I realised they were simply evil.
When Stefano shot off Antonio’s dick, it was elation running through me.  But watching Stefano cut out my father’s eyes, it felt like justice.  I rub my arms where my scars are.  They comfort me.  It was one thing I could control until they searched my room for my blades.  They needed a pristine daughter to sell off. It took me a long time to stop cutting myself.
I slide out of bed and go to the window. Pulling the curtain open enough to slip it over my back.  I don’t want the light waking Giovanni up.  I’m back to square one, trapped in this house.  I notice there are men outside.  It must be around three am.  I stand there and watch the sky get lighter as the sun rises.
There is no escaping the Mafia.
“Get back in bed.”
I startle at Giovanni’s voice.  When I move away from the window, some light shines into the bedroom before the curtain falls back into place.  He is lying on his side, watching me.
I get back into bed with my back to him.  His arm snakes around my waist, pulling me closer to his warmth.
“I don’t trust what goes on in that mind of yours.”
“What makes you think I trust you?”
His hand moves along my hip and down my leg.  I stiffen at the feel of his fingers as much as I would like to deny it.  I find Giovanni attractive.  Perhaps in a different lifetime, we could have had a chance together.
“It’s too early for your insolence.  Go to sleep.”
His heavy arm and hand rest on my hip and leg.  The warmth of his body soon lulls me to sleep.  My heart doesn’t trust him, but apparently, my body does.
I glare at him over breakfast.  He ignores me and carries on eating.  I’ve been ordered to move my belongings into his room.
“I’ve left you some space in the closet.  You’re welcome.”
“So kind of you.”
“I need your ring size.”
That almost makes me smile.  He doesn’t want people to think he is cheap.  I focus on eating my breakfast before I end up gloating.
“You will not be dancing with any more strange men.”
I swallow my food before I answer.
“I will if my husband is flirting with other women.”  I instantly respond to him.
A slow smile spreads across his face, and a warning bell goes off inside my brain.
“I find that acceptable if you see to all my needs.”
Before I can answer, Lorenzo walks into the kitchen.  He pauses and looks at Giovanni, then at me.
“Don’t mind me.  I’m only here for some coffee.”  He said cheerily.
I sit back in my chair and cross my arms.  I’m stuck in a house full of men.  They are probably all conspiring against me.



Chapter 11
Giovanni
I watch Alessia pout as she looks from me to Lorenzo.  Witnessing another man put his hands on her put things into perspective for me.  It’s time to move on from the past.  The people who betrayed us are all dead.  I didn’t like her unpredictable behaviour yesterday, but I loved her fire.
“We are going out today.”
Her attention comes back to me.
“We are?”
“Yes.”
“Are you going to tell me where, or do you expect me to guess?”
“A good wife should always be prepared for the unexpected.  We leave in fifteen minutes.”
I ignore Lorenzo’s snort of laughter and watch Alessia’s face grow red.
“I need to dress appropriately to match the venue. Remember? I’m not allowed to embarrass you in public.”
“Casual wear is fine.”
She stands up and looks at both of us with suspicion.  She takes her coffee with her and walks out.  My eyes stay focused on her ass.  Now that I know what is under her shapeless dresses, I can’t return to being indifferent.
“Why are you messing with the poor girl?”
“It’s fun,”  I said before I sip my coffee.
Pushing her buttons seem to ease my anger.
It’s been an intriguing afternoon.  The first shop we went into was the jewellers.  I am not fucking cheap, and no wife of mine was going to get called out in public like that again.  She had little choice when I picked out two rings with the largest diamonds and told her to pick one.
We then went to some lingerie shops, where I picked out several lingerie sets and nightwear for her.  That was mainly to mess with her, and I’m sick of the armour she wears to bed.  She didn’t disappoint me with her red face as we shopped there.
I hate to admit it, but I like her.
“Can we go home now?”  She asked.
“What sort of woman doesn’t enjoy shopping?”
“I don’t think I need any more underwear,”  she said in a dry tone.  “And I’m sure my ring can be seen from the moon.”
I smile at her retort before handing Enzo more bags.
“We are going to have lunch before we go home,”  I said, taking her hand into mine and lead the way towards a popular restaurant.
She wore dark jeans with a white top and a dark blazer-type jacket.  Her white sneakers were perfect for walking.  I’ve been so busy in business and with the new men that I gave little thought to Alessia.  Now that business is in order. It’s time to focus on my new home.
It was a short walk to the restaurant.  Once we are seated, I watch her as she looks over the menu.
“Tell me something about yourself?”
Her eyes move over the menu to look at me.
“What would you like to know?”
“Why were you not scared in the church?”  I asked.
This was a question that had been playing on my mind ever since I met her.
Her eyes move back to the menu.
“I loathe the Mafia life, and if it was my time to die, there was little I could do about it.  It would get me out of this twisted life.”
“We don’t get a choice in this life.  How much involvement did you have in your parent’s business?”
“Thankfully, none.”
“Why didn’t go further than high school?”
“Apparently, an education isn’t required for marriage.”
The waiter came for our order, and I returned my attention to Alessia.  She is uncomfortable talking about herself, or she could be lying.  I watch as she fidgets nervously with her napkin.
“You weren’t bored at home?”
“Boredom was the least of my worries in that house,” she muttered.
“Hmm.  Do you have questions for me?”
She shakes her head. I felt a little disappointed.
We ate our food, and I told her about my family and childhood.  She laughs at some of my stories from my younger days.  Stefano was always serious, Vincent was the troublemaker, and I was always on the middle ground within the trio.    
She is far more relaxed than I’ve seen her.  I’m glad we stopped out for lunch.  It gives her a break from overseeing everything at home.
Perhaps Chicago won’t be so bad after all.



Chapter 12
Alessia
The staff are clearing the dishes from dinner.  I feel Giovanni’s eyes on me.  He had been like this all day, but as it drew closer to the evening, it made me nervous.  I don’t particularly appreciate feeling like I’m prey, and the hunger in his eyes makes him the predator.
I get up and excuse myself, but before I can leave the room, he snatches my hand.
“I’ve left you what you’re wearing tonight on the bed.  I will be up shortly.”
This right here is what I hate about the Mafia.  For weeks, he has avoided me.  Since the moment he met me, he has only shown his hatred towards my unfortunate genetics. If he thinks a day of shopping and a meal will soften me up. He needs to think again.
I twist my hand away from his.
“I’m capable of dressing myself.”
I don’t look back at him as I walk out of the room.  As soon as the door closes behind me, I take a deep breath.  I’m wearing my oldest granny night dress I own.  Distracted, I rush upstairs to get changed before he follows me.
I’ve barely got my nightdress over my head when I’m pushed face down onto the bed.  I try to get up, but a hand on my neck prevents me from moving.  My body freezes when a heavy body lies on top of me.
“You fucking bitch.  I told you, didn’t I? You would regret it.”
I try to lift my face off the bed to scream, but a heavy blow to the side of my face blinds me with pain.  I feel him lift my night dress up and I try to claw on the bed to get away from him.  I feel several more blows until I lose consciousness.  Part of me is grateful I won’t be awake this time.
I wake up in pain and my head is throbbing.  Aldo.  When I look around the room, I’m alone.  I gingerly touch my cheek and I can feel the area is swollen.  I’m still wearing my clothes.
The door swings open, and Giovanni stands in the doorway.  He looks more enraged than he was on the day I met him.  My heart sinks as I watch him stalk towards me.
“So you were both planning to kill me?  Then what?  You traitorous bitch.”
I’m too stunned to speak.
He laughs with derision.
“I’ve heard you were quite the whore with your father’s men.”
I cringe at the word coming from his mouth.
“Lost your tongue?  Your lover confessed everything.”
I blink at him in disbelief before I finally find my tongue.
“Have you lost the plot?  What on earth are you talking about?”
“Aldo confessed everything, so you can quit acting.”  He spits at me.
I hold the side of my face as the pain continues to pound through my head.
“I don’t have a lover.  Certainly not Aldo.”
“You will never see the light of day again until I decide what to do with you, whore.”
“Go fuck yourself, Giovanni,”  I said, as a strange sense of calm comes across me.  “Do whatever you want.  I don’t give a damn.”
He looks at me in disgust before he walks out, slamming the door behind him.  The sound makes me wince as my aching head continues to throb.
Fuck him.
I carefully slide back down into the bed and close my eyes.  I can deal with this new shit show tomorrow.



Chapter 13
Giovanni
“No, you can’t,”  Stefano barks at me.
“What?  Are you fucking serious?  I just told you she is a lying, cheating whore.”
“Until everything in the business is running smoothly and I’ve heard both sides of the story, I forbid you to annul the marriage.  If you had got her pregnant straight away, none of these misunderstandings would have occurred.  I can’t believe you didn’t consummate the marriage.  It’s been nearly two months.”
I remain silent because I know if say anything I will regret it.  I’m furious that he won’t let me out of this fucking marriage.
“I will message you when I’m able to come over.”  He said with resignation in his voice.
Without another word, he hangs up on me.
I throw my phone across the room and watch it smash against the wall.  I slam my fist on my desk.  Lorenzo comes rushing into the study.
He looks around until he sees my phone on the floor.
“Are you okay?”
“What do you think?”  I asked bitterly.
“What do you want done with Aldo?”
“Patch him up.  I want him alive, but leave him chained up in the shed.  Did you add the camera to her room?”
“Yes, we did it when she was in the shower.  We got her phone.  It’s been unlocked.”
He put the phone on my desk.
I’m going to get Stefano unequivocal proof of her deceit.  Rubbing my head, I wave Lorenzo out.  I need to put all my time and effort into ensuring I have a stronger foothold in this city than Santori ever had.
I sigh and pick up the landline phone on my desk to arrange the next few meetings.
It isn’t until midday that I pick up her phone.  I go through her messages and contacts.  She only has five contacts in her phone and they are all contractors or the events planner.  Her messages are much the same, discussing the house renovation or the parties she arranged.  I toss her phone on the desk. She must have deleted all the evidence.
When I found him lying on top of her, I lost it.  Aldo said they had an argument, and he hit her.  Then he told me all about her sordid past.  I was no angel in my past, but I’m not a liar.  Had she ever asked me, I would have been honest with her.  It’s just as well it all came out in the open before she had got her claws stuck into me.
I’m going to leave her locked up a few days alone in her room and she will sing like a canary.
I scowl as I watch her apply lotion on her legs.  Ten days and she hasn’t uttered a single word to anyone.  Lorenzo had asked her if she needed anything, and the look she gave him was enough to make him turn on his heels and walk out of the room.
I’ve been watching her obsessively, trying to figure her out, and I’m at a loss.  Each time I went into the room to question her.  She ignored me, as if there was no one else in the room.  Another time, she switched her lamp off and went to sleep.
The only thing that helps me sleep these days is my habitual drinking.  I’m trapped in a marriage with a woman I hate.  I put the decanter of Scotch on my desk.
It’s going to be another long night.



Chapter 14
Alessia
When I wake up to being pawed by someone.  I scream as loud as I could only to have a hand slapped across my face.  I rake my nails over his hands and claw at his face.
“You like a fight, do you?”
I pause for a second because it’s Giovanni, but his words are slurred.
“That’s better.  You take it like the whore that you are.”
As soon as he said those words, I claw at him again.
“Fuck you.  Get off me.”
I try to push him off, but he weighs a ton. My hands touch his shoulders.  He is naked.  I begin to hyperventilate in my panic.
He grips my throat and pulls my T-shirt up with his other hand.  His hand wraps around my breast and he squeezed me painfully.
“You’re drunk.  Get off me, Giovanni.”
He mumbles something under his breath before he pinches my nipple.  His hand moves between my legs and he rips my panties clean off.
“No! Please, don’t do this.”  I said, my voice breaking as I pleaded with him.  “Please, stop.  You’re drunk.”
He grips my leg, pulling me open for him, and pushes his knees between mine so I’m unable to close them.  I try to sit upright and push against the hand on my throat.  My hands wrap around his wrist to push him off, but he tightens his grip around my throat.  I struggle to breathe.  He is going to kill me.  My hands loosen around his wrist as I feel the darkness creep over me.  I hear him spit and feel his cock push against my opening.
I feel a sharp pinch inside me as he pushes himself inside me.  His hand flexes on my throat and I gasp for breath before coughing.
“So fucking tight.”  He groans.
My throat feels raw.  I try to lift my hips to jerk him off me as I push up on his chest.
“Stop it.”  I croak out at him.
“Shh, take me deeper.”
“No—”
He keeps his hand on my neck as he moves inside me.  I don’t feel any pain, but he feels too big for me to take.  He moves his head on my chest and he bites my breast.
I gasp in pain.  My hands grip his thick hair and I pull as hard as I can.  He retaliates by slamming himself inside me.
“You’re my fucking wife.  You lie here and take what I give you.”
He kneels upright. I can see the moonlight shine through the window. He looks savage.  He lets go of my neck, but his hands grip my legs and he spreads me open.   His hands push my knees down till he pins them against the mattress.
I can see my nail marks on his cheek just above his beard.  He isn’t looking up at me he looks at where we are joined.  He let go of my knees and trailed his hand down my abdomen.  I move my leg to ease my muscles.
“Do not fucking move.”
I cease all movement.  His hand moves lower as he touches my trimmed hair.  He strokes it before he rubs my clit.
“You’re going to make me cum inside your filthy cunt.”
I stretch my hand to feel for the lamp.  The metal base should get him off me.  I feel my fingertips touch the base but before I can reach further to get a grip.  He surges back inside of me.  This time, he doesn’t stop.  I try to catch my breath, but he continues to move in and out of me.  He uses his thumb and rubs my clit in a circular motion.  The pain fades away as he forced me to feel the pleasure.
“No. Ugh.”
“Yes.  This is what you need.  What I need,”  he growls.
He falls on top of me and hammered in and out of me.  Sucking my nipple into his mouth. I feel myself gush on his thrusting dick.  He places his hands beside me, lifting his weight off my chest, and he moves faster.  His breathing becomes erratic as he continues to plough my insides.  I feel the tension in my body build until he hits something inside me, making me scream out.
When he does it again, I feel myself tumble over the edge and I lose control.  My legs wrap around him and I dig my nails into his shoulder as the waves of bliss rippled through me.  I make a series of grunting noises before I cry out.  This is what an orgasm feels like?
Holy fucking shit.
I hope my parents rot in eternal hell.
That is my last thought.  I try to keep my eyes open, but I can’t.
The darkness takes over.



Chapter 15
Giovanni
As soon as I woke up, I knew something was wrong.  My eyes snap open and Alessia is underneath me.  Images flash through my head as if at the speed of light.  I groan and hold my head.  The dull thump of a hangover follows quickly.  Her eyes are closed.  I can still sneak out of the room.  Slowly, I pull myself away from her.
How did I end up here?
The stagnant scent of sex assaults me next.  I look down at my cock as I stand up and catch sight of the blood on me.  It’s smeared on my dick and there is some smudged on my thigh.  My cheek burn in pain and I feel three groove marks just above my beard.  I remember being in the office drinking and then nothing.
The feeling of trepidation creeps up inside me, turning my stomach.  I slowly drag the sheet off Alessia. She frowns and moves on her back.  I run to the bathroom and vomit into the toilet bowl. Each time I stopped being sick, I picture the bite marks on her breasts, the fingerprints around her throat and the blood smeared on her thighs. I continue vomiting till there is nothing left in me.
I stand up and twist the tap to get some cold water on my face.  I pause, looking at my hand. Her nails had gouged my hand.  I look at the mirror and see my red bloodshot eyes.  I run my fingers through my hair and I feel the ache in my scalp. When I turn my head I can see the deep scratch marks on my cheek.
What the fuck happened last night?
I wrap a towel around my waist and go back into the bedroom.  She is awake and has pulled the covers up to her neck.  Her eyes stay locked on me.
“You were a virgin,”  I state in a flat voice.
Her eyes take on a wary look as she nods.
I feel my stomach turn and the feeling of sickness return.  I swallow it down and walk out of the room.  Never have I ever forced myself on anyone.  It’s the most abhorrent act to commit against someone weaker than you.  Lorenzo is standing outside, but I ignore him and make my way to the office.
I need the doctor out here to make sure I didn’t damage her.  I cringe at the thought of the act.  Most women struggle to take me on the first attempt.  I’ve no doubt that I hurt her—I forced myself on my wife.  I swallow down the vomit this time as I feel my stomach lurch.
“Boss? Gio? What’s going on?”
I shake my head at him.
My phone is on the desk. I blindly grab it to find the doctor’s number.  I hesitate for a second—should I take her to the hospital?  No.  They will ask too many questions.  I dial Santori’s Doctor.
“This is Giovanni Russo.  I need you at my home immediately—there is an emergency.  How long till you can get out here?”
“I can be there in twenty minutes,”  he said.
“Get here as fast as you can.  I will pay you a bonus fee.”
I hang up the phone.
“What happened, Gio?”  Lorenzo asked softly. His eyes move to my cheek.
“I took it too far.  Aldo was lying—about her.  I need to go back to make sure she is okay. No,  she won’t want to see me.  I will shower before the doctor comes.  Send him straight up.”
I ignore the scowl on Lorenzo’s face.  There isn’t anything he can say or do to make me feel worse than what I do already.  I can’t bear the thought of her lying there hurting.  She won’t want to see me, but I need to see her.
I push open the wooden door to see Alessia is still in bed.
“The doctor will be here shortly.  I can’t apologise enough for last night.  I don’t remember a lot—but I swear to you I will appeal to Stefano for a divorce, if that is what you want. I’m so sorry about everything, Alessia.  This is not who I am.”
Her jaw drops open in surprise, but before she can say anything, I rush out of the room.  I need to sort my shit out before the doctor gets here.



Chapter 16
Alessia
I’m left looking at the door Giovanni just went through.  My heart is pounding at what he said to me.  Part of me is happy seeing the damage I did to his face. The other part of me can’t believe I actually had sex.
He remembers nothing?
I’ve never been drunk before.  A realisation runs through me.  This is it.  I could be free from this Mafia world.  He could divorce me and I’m free to leave.
I try not to think about the orgasm he gave me.  It doesn’t matter if it was my first one.  All that matters is after twenty-five years of hell I can be free.  I feel a little guilty letting him think it was all bad.  Then I think about how badly he has treated me since we met and woman up.
It’s not long before Giovanni comes back into the room.  His dark hair is damp from a shower.  He is wearing a black shirt with a dark grey suit.  I bite my lip and close my eyes, remembering what he felt like inside me. I cringe in embarrassment.
No man is worth my freedom. Especially one who hates me so much.
“Ahh.  Do you need any help to get into the bathroom before the doctor comes up?”
My eyes snap open and I look at him in shock.  He has never sounded uncertain in all the time I have known him.  I stomp down the guilt when I see the turmoil in his eyes.
Any marriage between us was doomed the moment he stepped foot into the church.  He messed up my plans to gain freedom, and he hated me enough to resent the end of his own freedom. This is fate giving me a second chance.
“I can manage.”
I wrap the sheet around me and slowly put my feet on the floor.  My muscles ache and my throat hurts, but I’m not in excruciating pain like I was years ago.  I don’t look at him as I shuffle into the bathroom and lock the door.
When I pull the sheet off and hang it on the railing, the mirror shows the aftermath of last night.  There are dark fingerprints on my throat.  His bite marks were on my breasts and my thighs were smeared with blood.  My fingers trail over my breast to where the faint teeth marks are.  The skin wasn’t broken. There was something utterly savage at how he lost control last night.
I give myself a shake and move towards the toilet.  I groan when my leg muscles ache.  He practically made me do the splits last night.  I feel the sting when I pee.  I get a large wad of toilet paper and soak it with some cold water.  The cold tissue soothes the ache.  An ice pack might do the trick.
I washed up the best I can without using the shower.  I run my fingers through my hair, trying to calm the tangled mess.  My mind goes to ripping Giovanni’s hair last night.  I’m surprised he didn’t punch me like Aldo did.  If I had fought back with my father’s men, I would have got a sound beating.
There is a knock on the door.
“The doctor is here.  I have something you can wear.”
I open the door a crack and Giovanni is holding a shirt out for me.  I take the shirt and close the door again.  I realise once I’ve buttoned the shirt up which doctor will be out there.
After taking a few deep breaths. I open the door.



Chapter 17
Giovanni
Her face is pale when she comes out of the bathroom.  Or perhaps she looks paler against my black shirt.  She doesn’t look at us and moves towards the bed.
“Buongiorno, Alessia,”  the old doctor greeted her.
She glances up at him and mumbles a reply.
I look between them suspiciously.  There is some weird energy between them.
“Ti senti male?”  He asked if she is in pain.
She shakes her head.
“She is lying.  I heard her in the bathroom.  She is in pain.”  I snap at him.  “Fix her now.  I don’t want her feeling any pain.”
“Mr Russo, why don’t you give us a few moments alone?”  The doctor switched back to English.
“Absolutely not.  I’m not leaving.”  I said.
There is no way I’m leaving her with this man.  If I could have brought in a female doctor, I would have.
Alessia pats his weathered old hand.
“It’s okay.”
“Lie down, dear.  I need to make sure there is no internal damage.”
I wince at his words.  I had little choice but to tell him  what happened.
I watch him check her with his latex-covered fingers before he used a metal tool inside her.  Every so often I looked at her face, but both of her arms are crossed over her eyes.
He was pulling his gloves off as Alessia pulled the shirt back down.
“Well?  Is she okay?”  I snap at him.
“There is no damage other than her hymen, but that is minimal.  I can leave some cream for her.”
“Check her throat and ahh—there are some bites on her.” I said.
Glancing at Alessia’s face it looks like the shade of a beetroot. I’m sure mine isn’t any better.
“No.  It’s okay. I checked the skin isn’t broken,”  she said in a soft voice.  My eyes drop to her neck and I remember my fingers around her throat, holding her down with my mouth on her breast and her ripping my hair out.
“Just let me check,”  the doctor said with a small smile.  “I will be out of your way in no time.”
The doctor’s words pull me away from the memories that are being burned into my brain. I curse myself for drinking so much last night.  Another sick part of me feels so proud to be wearing her claw marks.  I rub my shoulder where her nails have left little crescent-shaped marks on me.  I blink as another memory hits me.  Her face looked distorted and the wild sounds that had come out of her mouth.
My legs feel weak and I move back to sit on the chair.  She had orgasmed while I had molested her?  I curse myself again for drinking so much.  I can’t think clearly. It doesn’t matter. She didn’t deserve a bastard like me for her first time.
My eyes snap back towards them.  His fingers moved around her neck and he pulled out a wooden stick and checked her throat on the inside.  He shines some light in there and I lean over to see if her throat is okay.
Alessia’s eyes meet mine and there is nothing I can do to stop the memory of her last night.  My shameless dick feels the same way when I feel it push against my cotton boxers.
I clear my throat and she looks back at the doctor.
“My breasts are fine.  I’m done,” she said with a scowl on her face.
The doctor packs up his things and he leans over and whispers something to Alessia.
“What the fuck did you just say to her?”
I jump off my chair.  The old man startles and holds his bag and hands up.
“N-Nothing.”
“Leave him alone.  He said mi dispiace.  The poor man is apologising for all you men,”  she said in disgust.
“Rest up, cara.”
I point a finger at Alessia.
“You get in bed.”  I snap at her and point to the doctor.  “And you, don’t you ever call her cara again.  Get the fuck out of here and wait for me in my office.”
Alessia glares at me.  I ignore her but stand over with my arms crossed over my chest.  She narrows her eyes and puts her legs on the bed.  When I don’t move, she pulls the covers over her.
“Don’t move till I get back.”
I almost smile when she sticks her middle finger up at me.  When I open the door, Lorenzo is standing outside.
“Stay by this door.  I don’t want anyone near her.  I will be back shortly.”
His expression is solemn, but he nods.
The doctor is standing in the middle of the office.  I walk past him and sit behind my desk.
“Sit down.  What the fuck was that in there?”
He nervously sits down, keeping his bag close to him.  He opens his mouth to speak, and I raise my hand to stop him.
“First, I want you to tell me how badly she is hurt and what I need to do to help her recover.  Then, I want to know everything you know about my wife.  If I find out you hid anything from me at a later date, I will skin you alive, Doc.”
He closes his mouth and lets out a heavy sigh.  His hand trembles as he takes his glasses off and cleans them with a small cloth before putting them on again.  He glances at me before looking away again.
“She only has some bruising.  I have some creams for her throat and a separate one for her—insides.  Some warm drinks and soup for her throat.  Preferably some ginger, lemon and honey in her warm drinks.”
He opens his bag and rummages through it.  He places two boxes on my desk and runs through the instructions.  I’m thankful I didn’t damage her as badly as I had imagined.
“She bled quite a lot.  Is that normal?”
“It can vary, but at her age, it shouldn’t have been that bad.”
I can feel the panic build up inside of me again.
“I can assure you there was no tearing on her insides, Mr Russo.”
Thank fuck.
“Okay, now tell me.  What were all those looks between you two and why did you apologise to my wife?”
I pin my gaze back on him.  If he lies to me, I won’t hesitate in sticking him in the shed.
“I’ve been coming to this house for years, ever since Alessia was a child.  She has had multiple broken and fractured bones.  From the age of five till seventeen.  I was relieved when they stopped calling me out for her injuries.”
He hangs his head, and before he continues. I know whatever he is about to say it’s going to be bad.
“I got a call at around four am one day.  This must have been four—no, nearly five years ago.”
He pauses and looks at me.
“Just tell me.”  I said stiffly.
“Her father had her raped when she had tried to run away.  She had significant damage in her—uh, back passage, and she had other contusions covering her body.  I’m sorry, Mr Russo.”
He looks down at his hands.
“There wasn’t anything I could ever do to help that child.  When I heard her family was dead—”
“After all that, she got stuck with someone like me,”  I said, muttering profanities at Santori.  “She has cuts all over her arms.  Little thin lines of scarring.  Did they do that to her?”
“No, Sir.  She didn’t have them when I last saw her.”
He wouldn’t have seen them today, as she was wearing my shirt.
I will be grateful to Stefano till my dying day that we took our time killing the father and his second.  I only wish we could have done the same to her mother.  We grew up with abusive parents, but nothing as horrific as this. I try to picture Alessia as a small child, bearing so much pain, and it twists my stomach in knots.
“Do you know who the men were?”
“Not all of them.  They never gave me much time alone with Ale—Mrs Russo.  I know Mr Santori’s second, Antonio, had been involved.  If you don’t mind me saying, Mr Russo.  She will need some trauma counselling at some point.  If it wasn’t her parents that caused the cuts, she may have done it to herself.”
I vaguely nod at him.  Trying to take all this information in.  I run a hand through my hair.
“You can leave.  I will transfer your fee.  Keep your schedule free in case I need you.”
Before I bang some heads together, I need to arrange for Alessia to be comfortable.  She needs to stay in the bedroom.  I will not have her in this house until I know for sure that she is safe from her father’s men.
I glance at the Scotch that is on my desk from last night.  The decanter is almost empty.  I won’t be touching that shit again for a long time.
I close my eyes and think of the first moment I met her.   The things she said, her interaction with Stefano in the church, it all makes perfect sense now.  My mind runs through our time together.  Had I not been so blinded by my hatred of the man who made our life hell with the Irish, I might have seen the damage he inflicted on my wife.
I want to care for her.  I want to wipe the past away for her.  How can I? When I am no better than the ones who came before me.  Another apology will mean nothing but empty words to her.
I absently rub my chest.
I pick up the phone to speak to Stefano.  No matter how much it pains me—I need to let her go.



Chapter 18
Alessia
I’m surprised when Giovanni comes back with my breakfast.  When he places the tray down, I can see two plates, a couple of white boxes that look like medicine.  I recognise the packaging for the prescription cream.  There are two steaming cups of coffee.  I reach out for the coffee.  They didn’t give me any fucking coffee.  It’s been ten or eleven days.
Fucking savages.
I drink my coffee, uncaring as the hot liquid hurts my throat.  He is sitting on the bed watching me.  My hand slides over the tray and I grab the other cup as I put the empty cup on the tray with my other hand.
“You can get more coffee.  You need to eat.”
I look at my cup in sorrow, then put it beside me on the bedside cabinet.  I’m sure this is his cup of coffee.  He can get some more.
There are eggs, pancakes, bacon, toast and some orange juice.  It’s a considerable improvement from what they had been feeding me.  I take a piece of toast and top it with the egg and bite into it.  I’ve missed decent food. They had given me rabbit food for breakfast.
As soon as I’ve finished, I reach out for my coffee.  I look at the window and ignore Giovanni while he eats.
“You need to eat some more.”
“I don’t need to do anything.  You locked me away in this room and didn’t believe me when I told you the truth.  When can we get a divorce?”
I can feel his eyes on me, but I don’t look at him. My heart is racing as it is.
“You sure that’s what you want?”
“It’s what I need.”
When he remains silent, I glance at him.  His expression is pained.  I’m sure he feels remorse, but it’s too little and far too late.
I take a sip of my coffee. The temperature is soothing for my throat now.
“I’m tired, Giovanni.  I just want to forget about everything since the wedding.  To start a fresh life.  I’ve known nothing but misery in this house.”
“I understand. I couldn’t get Stefano on the phone, but it’s difficult to walk away from the Mafia.  I will try my best for you.”
“Thank you.” I breathed. He sounded sincere.
I understand why he follows the Capo’s orders.  It is the hierarchy within the organisation.
How my parents thought they could try to kill him or his family and live is beyond me.  Power and wealth aren’t the only things in life.
“What I want to know from you is what happened between you and Aldo.  I want to know everything.  From your father’s men, who else has harassed you?”
I scrutinise him for a moment.
Now, he wants to hear my side of the story?
I watch him take a sip of his orange juice.  My mind goes back to those same full lips that had been sucking my nipples.  I never imagined sex to be pleasant.  Our encounter may have initially terrified me, but it also made me feel a little less—broken. 
My eyes drop to his hand, the one that held my throat. His fingers are wrapped around the glass he drinks from. No wonder I have marks around my neck. His fingers are so thick and long.  My fingertips brush my neck.
“Alessia?”
“Huh?”
Giovanni glances at the hand on my neck and quickly looks away again.
“Aldo.  I’m going to be paying him a visit.”
That snaps me out of my daydreaming.  God, is this what happens to women? I give myself a mental shake.
“He is still here?”  I asked when it finally sinks into me that Aldo is alive.
I remember Aldo punching me. A shiver runs down my back and I rub my arms to chase it away.
“Hey, it’s okay.  We chained him up.”
I let out a breath of relief. My head feels so dizzy with so much happening.
“The doctor told me everything.”  He said in a low voice.
His eyes are bright with anger.
“He attacked me.  If anyone should be affronted, it’s me.” I said in a hard, bitter voice.
He scans my face before nodding.
“Do you want to get a few hits in?”
Do I?
He knows what they did to me.  I’m sure he had forced it out of Dr Fontana.  He was furious before he left and when he came back, he was calm.
God, he feels sorry for me.
I frown at him.
“I don’t want your pity.”
His eyebrows shoot up so high they almost hit his hairline.
“You think I pity you?”  He asked incredulously, making me doubt my thoughts.
“You don’t?”  I ask hesitantly.
“Far from it.  You are the strongest woman I know.”
My lips tighten at his disingenuous words. I won’t be fucking ridiculed.  I’m so fucking sick of being helpless and feeling like a victim.  So how can others not see me in the same light?
“Whatever your brain is concocting up right now.  Stop it.  Yes, the doctor told me everything and you are still standing.”
He puts both his hands on my shoulders and shakes me.
“You are still fighting.  You were fearless in that church.  You never once cried or begged for your life.  You’ve tolerated my poor behaviour.  I can’t believe you never told me about Aldo harassing you.”
He glares at me now.  I try to push his stupid meaty hands off me, but his fingers have got a death grip on me.  I glare back at him.
“If you recall, I denied your allegations, and you didn’t believe me. You have no right to accuse me of not confiding in you. What reason did you give me to trust you?”
He opens his mouth to say something but snaps it shut again, shaking his head.
“Get dressed and make sure you use the cream.  I will be back for you in an hour.  If you won’t tell me, I will make that fuck talk.”
Ugh. It didn’t take him long to revert to his tyrannical ways. 



Chapter 19
Giovanni
I briefly explained everything to Lorenzo, and it doesn’t take him long to gather all the Santori men in the main hall of the house.  A few of my men have been called in as backup.
“I want to know how many of you were here when my wife was abused?”
I look at all of their faces and I can see the fear on a few of them.  Enzo looks bewildered.  He is the youngest amongst her father’s men.  I hope he is too young to have been involved. 
No one answers my question so I try another one.
“How long have you each worked in this house?” I asked.
“I’ve been here for two years, Boss,”  Enzo replied before he looks around at the others.
The rest of them tell me how long they have worked here.  I nod to Lorenzo, who takes the three men who have been here longer than five years to the shed.
“Aldo and the rest of those men are going to die extremely painfully,”  I said while pointing towards the main entrance Lorenzo took them through.
“Let me make myself clear.  If any of you fucks even look at Mrs Russo, I won’t hesitate to cut your dicks off and and shove them in the meat grinder.  Do you understand?  Because this is the only warning you will get.”
They all nod.
“Good, get back to work.”
They all scurry away.
My mind goes back to Alessia when I make my way back to my office.  I need to make Aldo pay, to make him confess.  The lying bastard. Normally I can read people and pick up on their lies.  Yet with him, I let my hatred blind me into believing his lies.
I move the Scotch away from my desk.  I cannot stomach the sight of it.
There is a knock on my door and Lorenzo walks in.
“Mordoy will come here on the weekend.”
“That’s fine. He is the last one in the construction business we need to complete terms with.  Everyone else has accepted the transition.”
“Sources say he is a greedy fuck.  He is holding off for a larger cut.  He was loyal to Santori.”
“Figures, they were cut from the same cloth.  We will need to keep a close eye on him.  Did you secure the men?”
He grins.
“Nice and tight.  I take it we aren’t keeping them for long?”
“No.  I’m going to collect Alessia. Meet us in the shed.”
“You think she can handle it?”
Despite the turmoil swirling around inside of me, I smile.
“You were there in the church.  What do you think?”
He smirks at me.
“I think I should keep my stupid questions to myself.  The woman was born to be by your side,”  he said with pride clear in his voice.
I clear my throat.
“Make sure they are prepped and the tools are ready.”  I said, dismissing him.
I need to compose myself before I see Alessia again.  Caterina and Elise have always had my utmost respect.  Something I have failed to give my wife for the past two months.  My love for my brothers extended to their wives.  Has anyone ever loved Alessia?  Treated her with kindness?
I lean back into the chair.  Images of last night flash through my mind, and I immediately block them out. The sickening thought won’t leave me.  I forced myself on  my wife.  A woman who has suffered more than any one soul should.
I pick up the phone and see if that asshole will take my call now.
“You call me more than my wife does, shithead.  The answer is still no.”
If this were any other time, his growling would have been amusing.  I give him an overview of the events that have taken place in the last twenty-four hours.
“Why didn’t you tell me at the church or later that night?” I ask.
He is silent for a moment before he sighs.
“Have I ever let anyone interfere in my marriage?”
I pause to think. In his early days.  Vincent had tried to interfere, and Stefano had shut him down.  I never thought it was appropriate for me to say anything to him.  It was his business.
“No.”
“I respect you enough not to interfere in your marriage.”
I scowl at his statement.
“What the actual fuck, Stefano?  You have done nothing but interfere.  You ordered me to marry her.”  I grit out.  “I’ve explained everything to you and you still won’t allow the divorce.  She wants out.”
“The Family and business comes first, you know this.  My decision for you to wait still stands.”
“Yes, Capo.”  I snap back at him in disdain before I hang up.   
I glance at the Scotch before I call the kitchen to get some coffee sent up.  My thoughts go back to Alessia, stealing my coffee in defiance. The fire I have seen in her fight astounds me. But the turmoil of finding her and losing her in one breath sits heavily in my heart.
With a heavy heart, I pick up the phone and make the arrangements for her. I will give her what she needs within Stefano’s remit.



Chapter 20
Alessia
I’m glad I wore flat shoes as we trek through the gardens to the large outbuilding on the property.  I was never permitted to come out here. I knew the building existed but I’ve never stepped foot in it.  The doorway has two guards on it who nod to Giovanni as he approached them.  He puts his hand on my back and pushed me before him.
I square up my shoulders and carefully climb up the steps.  It is dark and there is nothing but dull, grey brickwork in the building.  Giovanni keeps his hand on my back and I don’t shake him off because the feel of it reassured me.
We walk past a few doors that look like prison cell doors.  His hand travels around to my hip, preventing me from going further in the hallway.  We stop at a door and Giovanni hits his palm on the door.  The hatch immediately comes down and Lorenzo’s face appears between two iron rod bars.
“About time you two came.  My hands were getting itchy.”  He grins at us.
My body loosens, all my tension draining out of me.  Lorenzo has been nothing but respectful towards me.  His infectious smile eases what little fear I had left.
The door swings open and I step inside the large room.  I look around with open curiosity.  When I see three other men strung up next to Aldo.  I look at Giovanni in confusion.
He wears the same expression he had when I met him in the church.
“They worked for your father when you were attacked.”
I walk closer to the men to look at their faces.  I cringe when I see Aldo’s bloody face glaring at me.
“These two never harassed me.”
“You lying whore.  All you did was lead us on.”
Giovanni rushes past me and punches Aldo repeatedly in the gut.  When he doesn’t stop, I put my hand on his shoulder.
“I thought you said I could get a hit in?”  I said loudly over Aldo’s groaning.
He looks over his shoulder at me, and his dark hair has fallen over his eyes. I can see a sheen of perspiration on his forehead.  The ache in my chest seems to explode.  No one has ever stood up for me like this.  Not as a child or an adult.  I’ve seen plenty of empty gestures or pitying side glances from people over the years.
He keeps his eyes on me and pushed his hair back in place.
“Lorenzo, get rid of the other two.”  He said, but kept his eyes on me.  His hand covers mine.  “Are you sure you want to get your hands dirty?”
My hand tightens on his shoulder.
“I’ve felt dirty and ashamed for too long.  I consider this a cleansing.”  I said with determination.
His face softens and his eyes light up with a heat so intense I need to look away from him.
My eyes fall on Aldo, and I remember everything he said and done over the years.  My father opened the doors for everyone to look at me like a piece of meat.  I remember the hands holding me down over my father’s desk when they took turns with me.  My hands tremble, not in fear, but rage.  I push Giovanni out of my way.
“You wanted to fuck my ass?  You were going to fuck me better than my husband?”  I spit out at him.  “I want you to know what that feels like.”
Giovanni moves behind him and lowers him to his feet.  Without another word, he drags him over to the wooden table.  He slams his face against the wood.  Taking his bound hands, he loops another piece of rope that is already attached to the table. I watch him bind his arms before he moves towards his legs.  He kicked his legs apart and tied each ankle to the wooden leg.
I watch Aldo’s eyes widen in fear as his predicament sinks into his head. I revel in seeing the fear in his eyes.  The look of helplessness on his face.  The despair will come soon enough.  I look around the room and find what I need near the sink.  I pull his hair back until he yelps like a dog.  I stuff the dirty rag into his mouth.
I smile sadistically at Aldo and pat his cheek.



Chapter 21
Giovanni
My heart races in excitement when I see an evil smile on Alessia’s face.  As much as I want to hurt Aldo for what he said to her, I know she needs this more than me.  I will need to make do with the other fuck hanging off the beam.
Lorenzo walks back into the room.  I know he will have put the other two in another cell.  I still need to interrogate them, irrespective of what Alessia said.
“Leave us for now.  Call out Dr Fontana,”  I said. I need Aldo to live a little longer.
He glances at Alessia before he looks back at me.  He gives me a nod.
“Call me if you need anything else,” he said before he closed the door behind him.
I know he will guard the door.
Alessia looks at me for guidance.  I pull the hunting knife out from my waistband and cut off Aldo’s trousers.  I hold the knife out for her once I fully stripped him.
“Why don’t you fuck him?  That’s what he wanted, wasn’t it?”
Her face loses her smile and a lifeless look glazes her eyes.  She grips the leather bound hand from my hand and before I can blink; she stabs him in his lower back.
His muffled scream eases some of my fury.  I move out of her way.  She moves behind him.  I wince at the thought of her touching his flesh, but I need to take my cue from her.  I move further up the table so I won’t need to see her touch him.  The look on his face makes me smile.
“What she doesn’t complete.  I will.  You won’t die today, but you will beg for death.”
Tears are falling rapidly down onto the table, and the agony in his eyes gives me immense pleasure.  When he howls through the rag, I know Alessia has shoved the knife up his ass.  His eyes twitch violently before his eyes droop down.
I glance at Alessia. She looks satisfied with her work.  Part of me thought she wouldn’t be able to do it.  When will I stop underestimating her?
“Leave it in there,”  I said, pulling the rag out of his mouth.  I don’t want him suffocating.
Filling up a bucket with cold water, I throw it over him.  He splutters before he weeps.  When I look for Alessia, she has gone to the corner of the room to look at the smaller table full of tools.  She walks back to Aldo with a small knife.  I watch her as she works on his naked back.  Her entire focus is on his back. When I glance down I can see the words she has carved out.
Rapist.
I swallow down the bitter taste in my mouth.  Is that what she thinks of me, too?
She looks up at me with a bright smile and it eases my worries.  I smile back at her and shake my head at the gratification in her expression.
“I’m so fucking proud of you, Alessia,”  I said gruffly.
Her smile dims slightly before she moves closer to me.  She hands me the knife.
“Thank you,” she whispered before she pulls my head down and she kissed me lightly on my cheek.
I automatically wrap my arm around her waist and hug her close to me.  I inhale her fresh floral scent. It doesn’t feel right mixed in with the stench within this cell.
She pulls back and lifts her blood smeared hand up, handing me the knife.  I can see the weariness on her face.  I take the knife from her hand.
“Do you want to stay or Lorenzo can escort you back?”
Her back straightens, and she looks me in the eye.
“I can go back myself.”  She said stiffly.
I bite back my amusement.
“Of course you can.  Just remind Lorenzo of that fact when he tries to follow you home.”
She relaxes and nods at me before looking back at Aldo.  He is still conscious.
“I hope you all had a good laugh at my expense.  I won’t ever give any of you another thought.  Enjoy being fucked by my husband.”
I move behind him and twist the knife in his ass.  His body shakes on the table as he sobs and begs me to stop.
“Any last words to my wife?”
“S-Sorry.  I-I’m s-so-sorry.”
“It’s five years too late. You enjoyed reminding me anytime you saw me.  You made me feel like shit each and every time.  You savoured it, like the smug prick that you are.  I don’t believe you are sorry at all.”  Alessia snapped at him before looking at me.
“Make it hurt,”  she said to me angrily.
“Yes, Ma’am.”  I murmured.
I accept the glaring anger that poured from her eyes because I know it’s not directed towards me.
If nothing else, I am grateful I could give her something to help her.  She swivels towards the door and yanks is back so hard that it hits the wall.  A startled Lorenzo swiftly moves out of her way.  My eyes stay on her until she disappears.
When Fontana gets here, I will need to get a reference from him.  Perhaps with therapy and time, she might forgive me.
My eyes flick back to Aldo’s bleeding asshole.  I pull the knife out and stab it back inside, hard.  In the meantime, I will need to use this fuck to vent out my frustration.
“You won’t enjoy getting fucked by me, asshole,” I said, ignoring his howling.



Chapter 22
Alessia
As soon as I get out of the building, I suck in the clean air.    Grateful to be out of the stinking cell.  It isn’t until I reach the front door I realise that all the guards have either looked away from me or dipped their heads down as I approached them.  This is his doing.
Fucking Giovanni.
I angrily wipe the tears away from my eyes.  He doesn’t get to switch from treating me like shit for weeks to treating me with respect.  He made me soften towards him, only to stick a knife in my back.  I ignore the staff and make my way back to my bedroom.
I don’t know how long it is until Giovanni comes into my bedroom with another tray of food.  He has showered and changed his clothes.
My eyes move back to the ceiling.  I feel the bed dip down as he sits down beside me.
“I have arranged for other accommodation for you. Unless you want to live here, but considering the circumstances, I didn’t think you would.”
I look at him in surprise.
“Stefano agreed to the divorce?”
He shakes his head.
“He said we need to remain married for a year.”
My stomach churns in fear and excitement. Will I survive on my own?  Can I learn to?
“I-I don’t know what to say.”
A ghost of a smile crossed his lips.
“I will provide you with monthly expenses, but you will have guards with you at all times.  That is non-negotiable. Your father had many enemies, as do I.”
“I don’t have a bank account.”  I said embarrassed, I look away from him.
“You will have a credit card and a bank account by the end of the week.  If you want the apartment, it comes with a housekeeper and cook.  They can help you, or you can call me at anytime.”
I glance back at him.  His expression is stoic.  I feel an inexplicable wave of sorrow.
I close my eyes to hide myself from him.  I move to my side and trace my fingers on the bedcovers.
“I don’t want to be in this house.”
“As you wish,” he said, and I hear him leave the tray beside the bed.
I feel his weight leave the bed.
“You never need to worry about Aldo.”
“I know,” I whispered, but when I look up, he has gone.  I’ve got what I wanted, my freedom.  So why doesn’t this feel like a hollow victory?
My gaze goes to my gold wedding band and the diamond ring he bought me.  My vision blurs as I pull them off.  It’s best to rip the bandaid off now.
Lorenzo laughs at me as I excitedly rush from the kitchen into the living room.  I gasp when I see the stairs leading to another level.  I twirled around to face him.
“It’s a penthouse?”
He nods with a grin.
“I take it you love it?”
“Are you kidding?  I can see the entire city from here,”  I said before rushing to the windows.  I look at all the lights shining brightly below me.
I was disappointed that Giovanni left me in the car with a soft kiss on my cheek.  I could see the hurt in his eyes when he came to collect my tray, and he saw my rings on the bedside table.  After that, I never saw him until my last day.   Lorenzo brought my meals to me.  Within two days, he kept his word and moved me into my new home.
“Dr Fontana has recommended someone we can trust.  Gio wants you to have some therapy.”
“I will, when I am ready,”  I replied in a hard voice.
The need to be free from orders is essential. I have many things to consider.  I’m not educated, I have no skills, and I have to rely on Giovanni for everything.  He is still wielding power over me.
“He is worried about you, Mrs Russo.”
I flinch at the title and turn to glare at Lorenzo.
The bastard smirks at me.
“It’s still your title.”
“If you want me to respond to you, I suggest you address me as Alessia.”
“You can ignore me all you want.  I’d rather have that than Gio murder me.  Enzo is going to be with you at all times.  When he isn’t with you, I will be.”
I turn back towards the window.
“Fine.”
I know I sound like a stubborn child not getting her way, but I need to find my path.  I touch the glass and peer down.  This reminds me of Rapunzel in her tower, but I feel safe here.
“The therapist is a woman?”
“Yes, I’m leaving you her number, but she will be in touch with you soon.”
If I am going to learn to survive on my own, I will need to take one step at a time and for that, I need help.



Chapter 23
Giovanni
I glance at Lorenzo and know he is thinking the same thing.  This fuck is wasting our time.
“With all due respect, Mr Mordoy.  Either continue doing business with us as you did with Santori, or cut all ties so we can use another firm who is more agreeable.”
“What happened to the art of negotiation? This is only our third meeting.  When are you introducing your new wife?  A little birdie told me, all is not well in paradise.”
I keep my eyes on the fat fuck as he takes a sip of his wine.  My eyes go to his guard.  As soon as I stand up, Lorenzo shoots his guard.  Before Mordoy can move, I stand in front of him.
“What do you know of my wife?  Who told you?”  I demanded.
When he doesn’t talk fast enough, I whip my knife out and stab his hand to the table.  I open my hand towards Lorenzo, who puts the gun in my hand.
“Fuck!  My fucking hand.  You crazy bastard. You stabbed me.”
He shuts his mouth when he sees the gun.
I place it on his forehead.
“I-I saw her in the city. I know she lives in the Regal Tower.”
I glance at Lorenzo, who is on the phone.
“Why are you interested in my wife?”
As soon as I see the guilty expression on his face, I put my gun under his double chin and pull the trigger.  Uncaring of the blood that splattered on my face.
“Why did you do that?  We needed more information from him?”  Lorenzo whines.
“You know what a sick fuck Santori was.  Do you think his associates are any different?  Is she fucking safe, Lorenzo?”
“Yeah, sorry.  She is fine. Enzo said she is at home.”
I feel the instant relief.  I wave the gun at the bodies.
“Get the cleaners in.  I will be in the office.”
I leave the dining room and stride towards the office.  I’m going to read through the therapist’s notes before I decide what to do.  Alessia has had over three months to spread her wings, but I feel as if it’s been a lifetime since I last saw her in the flesh.  I rub my face, only to see blood on the palm of my hand. 
I groan, before getting the wet wipes out.
I’m reading through her evaluation again when Lorenzo bursts through the door.  He never comes in here without knocking.   I stand up so fast the chair rolls back and hits the bookcase behind me.
“It’s Mrs Russo.”  He looks shell-shocked.
I grip the desk with both hands.
“You said she was safe.”  I grit out at him.
“She is.”
“Fucking spit it out Lorenzo before I put a bullet in you,”  I said, shooting him a venomous look.
“The housekeeper told Enzo.  She is pregnant.  She found a pregnancy test in the bin, but she was too afraid to tell you directly.”
I step back and feel for the chair with my hands before I drop down in it.  My mind trying to piece together how this could have happened.  She has been watched day and night. There is no way she could have had any clandestine meeting with any other man.
What the fuck is wrong with me? It was me. I never wore protection. I couldn’t have. I’m surprised I could even get a hard-on in the state I was in. It never crossed my mind that I was inside her bareback.
“It’s mine.”  I croak out.
Lorenzo rolls his eyes at me.
“Of course it’s fucking yours, Gio.”
I close my eyes and thank God for this miracle.  This could be the answer to all my prayers.  No. It is.
I slap my hand on my desk in triumph.
“Yes! It’s time I got my wife back.”  I shout in excitement.
Lorenzo grins like a fool.
“About fucking time.”
I scowl at him as another thought hits me.
“Not a word of this to Stefano.  He won’t be able to stop his gloating.”
He snickers.
“Sure.”



Chapter 24
Alessia
My hand trembles as I dial Jane’s number.  How could I have been so irresponsible?  I’ve been drinking for months.  I have never been regular, but how could it have slipped my mind that I’ve not had a period?
“Alessia?  Is everything okay?  Our appointment isn’t till tomorrow.”
“I—Are you free to talk just now?”
Shit!  Do I want to tell her before I tell Giovanni?
“Of course I am.”
She doesn’t say anything after that.  She always lets me talk in my own time.
“How far do you think I’ve come?  Sometimes I feel as if I’m a different person to who I was and some days—the bad days—take me back.”
“Alessia, you might not feel it, but you have come a very long way. You keep fighting your fears head on. You have been to many places around the city. Restaurants, movies, theatres, and even a theme park. You did that. Someone who rarely left her house in twenty-five years.”
“But I know that there are guards around me and I’m safe.”
“What’s brought this on? It’s not like you to doubt your progress.  You have always been positive.”  Jane queries softly.
I close my eyes and picture my bitch of a mother.  My hand trails over my stomach.  I don’t have it in me to be cruel to an innocent.
“Your emails with Mr Russo are still going well?”
“Yes.  There are no issues with him.  I have had nothing but encouragement from him.”
I look forward to his weekly emails.  He called me a few days after I moved into the penthouse and told me he respected my privacy, but he wanted to keep in touch with me.  Hearing his voice was too much for me at the time, so I suggested communicating by email.
I feel as if I discovered a completely different side to him through our emails.  How will he feel being tied down to me through a baby?
“Thanks, Jane.  I will speak to you tomorrow.”  I said hastily before saying goodbye to her.
I look down at the three pregnancy tests on the bed.  I need to wrap them up before I put them in the bin.   When I’m ready to tell Giovanni, I can always take a fresh one.  I can’t afford for anyone to find these.  I wrap them up with half a roll of toilet paper before I dump them in the bathroom bin.
I need to look up a good OB/GYN and make sure I’ve not turned my baby into an alcoholic.
“Why are you looking so smug, Lorenzo?”  I stare at him suspiciously, as I still the sugar in my decaf latte.
“Why don’t you take a seat?  I will be back in a minute,”  he said, avoiding my question.
It’s been two weeks since I found out I’m having a baby and I feel paranoid.  I eventually plucked up the courage and text Giovanni if we could meet.
I watch him leave the coffee shop with more suspicion.  He never leaves my side when we go out.  At least Enzo is discreet. Lorenzo is like a pit bull. I take a seat where I can see the door. I sigh in relief when I sit down. I’ve felt so tired recently. The short walk to get a fresh coffee has done me in.  How will I manage when I’m heavily pregnant?
Lorenzo is taking me to the clinic.  I had to lie to him and tell him it’s a routine appointment.  I groan as I take a sip of coffee.  This is one thing I won’t be able to give up.  I greedily take another sip as I glance at the door.
I choke on my drink and spray the coffee all over the table and feel the hot liquid on my chest. I feel it soak through my top.
Giovanni stands a few steps in the doorway.  He simply stares at me until someone tries to walk past him.  He scowls at the person, but moves closer to me.  When he looks at me again, a wicked grin lights up his face.
I can only manage a nervous smile back at him.  I grab a napkin and dab my blouse to give myself time to compose myself.  His hand grips my wrist.
“Alessia.”  He said in a husky, deep voice before he kisses me on both cheeks.  His beard brushing along each of my cheeks.  His cologne assaults me at the same time.
“Lorenzo is a bastard.”  I blurt out.
Giovanni chuckles, letting go of my wrist, and slides into the booth in front of me.
I throw the napkin on the table.  Nothing will help my blouse now.
“Why didn’t you tell me you were coming to see me today?”
“I wanted to surprise you.”  His eyes twinkle in amusement, but he drinks me in as if I’m a tall glass of water in a burning desert.
I glance away from his dark intensity, only to see Lorenzo standing outside, but with his nose plastered to the glass.  I lean out of the booth and flip him the bird.  He pretends to catch it and hold it to his heart.
I shake my head and bring my attention back to Giovanni.  I’ve seen him many times in my dreams and nightmares.  But seeing him in front of me in the flesh, to feel him, smell him, makes my heart race.  I recall why I asked to speak to him and pick up the napkin again, but this time tear small pieces off it. I take another napkin and wipe up the coffee I sprayed on the table.
I clear my throat.
“I’m pregnant.”  I blurt out without looking at him.
“I know.”
My head snaps up to look at him.
“How do you know when I only recently found out?”
“You think my obsession with you lessened because you weren’t beside me?”  He asked me softly, his eyes falling to my lips.
I nervously lick my lips, and his dark eyes flare up.
Oh, fuck.  I’m in trouble.



Chapter 25
Giovanni
I watch her lick her lips and a stab of desire punches my stomach.  For all Vincent teasing me for my man-whore ways he wasn’t wrong.  This is the longest I have ever been without sex.  If I can’t have my wife, I don’t want anyone else.
I pull my eyes away from her lips before I end up ruining our first meeting after so many months.  A warm, girlish blush pinked up her cheeks.  I catch her eye and her pink cheeks went full-on scarlet.
“I won’t lie to you, Alessia.  I’ve fucking missed you.”
Her hand trembles as she drops the napkin to take a sip of her coffee.  When she finally brings her beautiful silver eyes back to mine, I can see she has withdrawn from me.
“How do I know you came here for me or the baby?”
I snub the anger within me before it festers.
“I’m far too arrogant to lie to you.  If I didn’t want you, I wouldn’t be here.  We would draw up a co-parenting schedule.”
She snorts out a laugh.
“Arrogant is an understatement,”  she said, as she relaxes again.
“It’s time I made my feelings clear to you, Alessia.  I’m in far too deep.  If you won’t be my wife.  I won’t ever re-marry.”
“The church frowns upon divorce,” she murmurs with a peek back at me.
My heart pounded harder in my chest. My gaze lingers on her soft lips again.  I can’t believe she might give me another opportunity to make things right.
“Will you give me another chance?  To give us a chance?”
A shadow flitted across her face before a determined look appeared on her face.
She lets out a long exhaled breath.
“Let’s do this.”
“Can I pick you up tonight for a date?”  I asked. The question I have been dwelling on for the past two months.
She blinks at me in surprise.
“You move fast, Mr Russo.”
“I have a lot of time to make up for, Mrs Russo.”  I said, while I touch her rings that have been in my pocket since the day she left me.
I’m done fucking things up with this woman.  Seeing her before me, I know I would walk through open flames to reach her.
We stand outside the clinic.  Unable to hide my elation,  I have a date with my wife and she is three months pregnant.    I look at the black-and-white picture the technician gave us.
“Why do you think the baby has chicken legs?  Are you eating enough?”  I said, bringing the picture up close to my face again.
She snatches it out of my hand to study it.
“She would have told us if anything was wrong.  Look at the size of its head.  That’s your fat head. All the body mass must have gone there first.”
She points to the head before flashing me a huge grin.
The forehead looks as if it’s bulging but it has a cute button nose, the mouth and eyes are just a slight shadow.
“Are you—do you resent being pregnant?  I mean, with me?”  I ask nervously, stuffing my hands in my pockets so I can touch her rings.
“After I got over the horror of how much wine I’d drunk over the last few months.  I’m just grateful the baby is okay,” she said before looking back at the scan.
She runs her fingers over our tiny babe. She shoots me a vulnerable before she speaks again.
“It scared me to tell you—I thought you might say it’s not yours.”
I’m disappointed at her words, not with her, but with myself.  I take her hand.  Her hand looks so small and delicate against mine.  I trace my fingers down hers.
“I will never discuss my business with you. Not because I don’t trust you, but my need to protect you from every evil in our world. I know this isn’t the life you wanted. But I give you my word. I will never doubt your word, nor will I give you any reason to doubt mine.”
I glance up from her fingers and see her wipe her nose with the back of her hand. Her eyes are glassy from her unshed tears.
“No need to go all Hallmark on me,” she manages to say.
My heart feels as light as a feather at her flippant response.
“No need to start weeping all over me. Don’t worry, you can blame the baby hormones if it makes you feel better.” I said, teasing her back with a snigger.
She slaps my chest.
“Are you going to tell me which one of your spies told you?”
“It was a joint effort. I’m glad I was going to be the first person you told.” I said with a wink. “Never mind that. What time can I pick you up tonight?”
I watch her rub her tiny belly.
“I’m been feeling so tired recently. Can we stay in for our date?”
“Of course we can, amore mio.”
She freezes when I call her my love and I see a flash of fear in her eye.  My brave girl stifles it down just as quickly.  She wears her heart on her sleeve.  Why I couldn’t see this before is beyond my comprehension.



Chapter 26
Alessia
When he calls me his love. I feel as if my heart missed a beat, but the doubt and fear hit me just as quickly.  My usual dark and broody husband is being romantic.  I don’t know how to respond to this version of him.
“Take me home, Romeo. I need to get ready for my date.” I said, laughing his words off to hide my discomfort. But I can’t look him in the eye.  Strangely, I felt braver when he hated me.
He pushes his fingers through mine and pulls me towards the car park.
“Your wish is my command, amore mio,” he murmurs before bringing my fingers to his lips.
“It’s going to take a lot more than sweet words, Giovanni.”  I said to him quietly, glancing up at him. He looks relaxed and happy.  It makes him look younger.
“I wouldn’t expect any less from mia regina.”
I shake my head at him. I am definitely not his queen.
I give up.
He is purposely being obtuse now.
I smooth the knot of the dress down over my belly. I found a navy dress that was both conservative and sexy.  It has a cream floral print running up to the knot at my waist. The half-sleeves have slits down my upper arm with matching cream pearl buttons. My scars are so faint, they don’t bother me like they used to. I leave my feet bare since I’m not going outside.  Giving my hair a final comb through, I decide to leave it down.
When the doorbell chimes, I check the clock, and it’s exactly six pm. I give myself a last glance in the mirror before going downstairs.  I missed my prom, my first kiss, my first date.  Here I am at twenty-five years old, pregnant and having my first date with my husband.
I’m halfway down the stairs when I see Giovanni looking out the window.  He wore a black-coloured suit, his black shoes are shining from the led lighting in the living room.  When he turns around, he is holding a bunch of red roses wrapped in gold paper.
My fingers grip the banister. His shirt buttons are open at the top.  His beard and hair look freshly groomed.
He walks to the bottom of the stairs.  His shoes clicking against the marble floor.  He holds his hand out for me, and I slowly walk down the rest of the steps.
“You look exquisite, Alessia.” He said before taking my hand and brushing his lips over my knuckles.
He clears his throat and shoved the flowers towards me. I automatically take them from him.
“These are for you.”
A thought occurs to me.
“Have you ever been on a date before?”
“No. Why can you tell?”
“Wait, I know why I’ve never been on a date before, but what stopped you?”
He sighs and leads me to the couch.
“I’ve never needed to date a woman before.”
“The flowers?”
“Lorenzo told me to pick them up on the way.”  He replied honestly.
I lean back onto the couch, throwing my head back in defeat.
“We have to be the most fucked up couple on the planet.” I said with a sigh.
He wraps his arm around my shoulder with a chuckle.
“Remind me to tell you about Stefano and his wife Caterina. You will soon feel normal.”
Curious to hear more, I open my mouth, but he swoops down on me, kissing me lightly on my lips before licking around my inner lips.  He pulls back and licks his lips before gazing into my eyes.
“Another time, tonight is about us, amore mio. You taste of berries, sweet.”
I rub my fingers over my lips.
“I thought the kiss was at the end of the date?”
His lips tug upwards.
“We make our own rules.”
I snuggle into him.  Nothing has been conventional with Gio.  His arm tightens around my shoulder.
Why would I think dating him would be any different?



Chapter 27
Giovanni
I look at my palm again.  I’m sure I will get blisters on it soon. I never wanked this much as a teenager, never mind as a grown man.
“Something wrong, Boss?”  Lorenzo said, walking into the kitchen towards the coffee pot.  He sounds amused.
“Fuck off.”  I snap at him.
He pours his coffee out.
“Are you seeing Mrs Russo tonight?”
I narrow my eyes at him.  He knows fine well we are going out tonight. It’s been six weeks since I started dating my wife.  I never knew it would be this painful.  I need her so badly.  Recently, I’ve been waking up to erotic dreams about her.  There had been several times I’d woken up to wet bedsheets.
That shit is embarrassing.
“Take your coffee and fuck off.” I grumble to him.
“Why don’t you just tell her how you feel?”
“She won’t believe me.  She’s told me on more than one occasion that if it wasn’t for the baby, I wouldn’t be making the effort for her.”
“Do you love her?”
“What kind of fucking question is that?”  I said, standing up to face him.  “It’s been over four and a half months. I’ve been carrying her rings around with me like a lovesick puppy.”  I shout my frustration out at him. “Perhaps she won’t ever love me back.”
I slump back into my chair.
“This is my punishment for being an asshole. I’ve never been celibate for this long.  How do nuns and monks cope? They need a fucking medal. I’m buying a pet cat.  It’s time.” I lament.
Lorenzo chuckles before covering his mouth.  I throw my empty cup at him and watch in satisfaction as it hits the side of his head with a dull thud before smashing on the floor.
“Laugh at that fucker.  Tell the men it’s time to train.”  I said with a shadow of a smile as I watch Lorenzo rub his temple.
“I thought we were going out tonight?”  I said as I look at the romantic setting on the table for a candlelit dinner.
Alessia turns the dimmer lights up.  I choke on air when I see her dress.
“Maybe it’s best we stay inside.  You’re not to wear that dress outside. Ever!”
I walked over to inspect her more closely. It’s not a dress at all, it’s lingerie.  I can see the outline of her white panties and her nipples through the white lace of her dress.
I close my eyes and take deep, slow breaths.
“Are you trying to finish me off, amore mio?” I ask as my voice breaks.
“Don’t you like it? I thought we could have a redo of our wedding night.”  Her voice sounds sultry.
My eyes snap open.
“You—I—You’re sure about this?  One hundred percent?”
Her eyes are heated when she nods.  I send a quick prayer to God and remind myself to cancel the cat I ordered.
“Do you need to eat?” I asked in a strained voice. My eyes drop down to our baby.
She keeps her eyes on me and she shakes her head.  “I already ate.”
“Oh. Thank, fuck.”
I scoop her up and rush towards the staircase.
“Hold on to my neck.”
She loops her arms around my neck and I pause on the first step.  There isn’t a single doubt or fear in her eyes.
“I might not be able to control myself.”  I warn her.
“I don’t want you to.”  She said as she strokes my cheek where she scratched me so long ago.  “I loved feeling the ache days after you fucked me.”
My eyes widen at her confession.  I search her face for any lie or embellishment of the truth.  My dick strains against my trousers at her words.  She wants me.
My heart pounds as I look at the stairs.  I move faster than I have ever moved before, ignoring her yelp of fright. Taking her straight to the bedroom, and bend down to toss her on the bed.  I shrug out of my jacket and rip open my shirt.  She crawls backwards like a crab up the bed.
“Don’t move.” I snap at her while I kick my shoes off.
I unbuckle my belt and unzip my trousers, letting them fall on the ground.  I hesitate, hooking my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers.
She runs her hands from her belly up to her breasts before cupping them. She squirms on the bed like my personal wet dream, only so much better.  My nostrils flare when I smell her wet cunt.
I shove my boxers down. I step out of my clothes and climb onto her bed.  She looks over my body till her eyes reach my cock.  She bites her lower lip.
I slide my hands up her thighs till I reach her tiny lace panties and as I pull them off her. I see they are the skimpiest little g-strings I have ever seen.  Sniffing them, I feel the dampness of her pussy on my face.
“My wife. I’m going to eat your pussy till you beg me to stop.” I growl before I push her dress halfway up her belly.
I drop a kiss on my baby before I lick my way down to my wife’s pussy.  I spread her legs open and lick her pussy.  She is so wet my mouth is already covered in her juices.  I suck and lick, growling like an animal into her pussy. She moans and sighs as she grips my hair and rubs herself against my mouth and beard.
“I’m never washing my face again.”  I snarl into her cunt.
Her thighs tighten around my head, and I push my fingers into her hot pussy. Her pussy instantly contracts around my fingers.
“Oh, yes.  Gio, make me cum.”  She moans.
Hearing my name on her lips as she asks me to please her will be something I will always remember.  Push her hood up and suck her clit into my mouth and finger her hole faster, digging deeper inside her.  Her thighs tremble around me before she screams as she cums all over my face. I rub my beard over her pussy.
She is still gasping when I lick her clean.  I crawl over her body, being careful not to put any weight on her stomach.  I pull the stretchy material down until I hook it under her breasts.
“Do you know how fucking sweet my wife tastes?” I asked her before glancing away from her perfect breasts.  They look fuller than I remembered. She shakes her head before looking at my cock as it dribbles near her tits.
I grip the back of her neck and kiss her lips, devouring her mouth and pushing my tongue into her mouth. Fucking her mouth while I rub my dick along her soft skin.  I pull back slightly.
“Lick around my mouth, taste your pussy.  I’m going to be down there again before the night is out. I’m a starving man, amore mio. I’ve had the longest fast of my life, and I am fucking hungry.”
She runs her hands through my hair and licks my lips before licking around my mouth.
I push her dark locks away from her face.
“You were worth every second of the wait.” I said before I kiss her on her forehead.  “Hold your tits together for me.” I shuffle down slightly.
I spit on my palm and stroke my cock above her breasts.  I keep my eyes on her to gauge her reaction. When I see her hold her breasts together for me with nothing but desire in her eyes, my cock oozes pre-cum over her breasts.  I rub the clear liquid into her breasts, gently tweaking her nipples.
I slide the head of my cock in between my wife’s breasts and groan as she tightens them around me.  I watch my cock slide in and out.  When the tip hits the base of her neck, she looks down and opens her mouth for me.  I eagerly push forward and watch as she swirls her tongue around the head before licking the tip like a lollipop.
“Open your mouth, baby.  Lick up my mess as I fuck your tits.”  I said breathing heavily between my words.
I take a few deep breaths before I grip her wooden headboard and watch my stiff, angry looking dick glide between her breasts.  She sucks me in each time my cock is high enough.
When I feel my balls tighten, I pull away from her.  She looks up at me in disappointment.  I smirk down at her.
“I’ve been waiting a long time to feel your pussy wrapped around me.  I refuse to cum in your mouth.”
She nods her head.
“I need you too, Gio.”
“Lie on your side. I don’t want to hurt either of you.”
I lift myself off her and watch as she quickly moves to her side.  I climb behind her and push her leg up, spreading her open for me.  I rub my cock along her pussy. She is soaked again.
“You like that, baby? Do you need my fat cock inside you?”
She rubs her ass against me and moans.
I slip the tip inside her, my other hand sneaks underneath her as I feel her soft breast in my hand.  I grip her thigh and hold her as I thrust deeper inside her. The need to get deeper consumes me. Sliding my hands down to her hips, I pull her ass on top of me as I shift onto my back.
I slide my hands further down her ass and hold her up as I pound into her.  Her hair falls over my chest and some of it goes into my open mouth.
“Fuck me, baby,” I gasp out. “Play with your clit.  I want you to soak my dick the same way you drenched my face.”
The thought of her cunt squeezing my cum out makes me hammer in and out of her faster.  She can’t be too far off. My balls are saturated by her beautiful wet cunt.  My fingers tighten on her ass cheeks.  I feel her body shake before I see it.  She slammed herself down on my cock before she clenched around me.  I use her thighs to hold her down on me. I let out a snarl and I unload my seed inside her.  My cock throbs and pulsates inside her and I feel myself spurt more hot cum inside her.
Her head rests on my chest as we both catch our breath.  I slide my hands from her thighs to her rounded belly.
“You okay?”
“Mmm.”
I smile and kiss the top of her head.
I’ve read everything in Jane’s notes.  I know how she was held down over the desk and I never want to put her in a position where she has any flashbacks with me.  It would devastate my soul if that happened.
“Ti amo, Alessia. Ti amerò per sempre,” I said to her. I love you. I will love you forever.
She tries to twist her head around, but I feel her pussy move away from me.
“No. Stay on my cock.” I said swiftly, holding her hips in place.
She wiggles her ass on me, making me groan and close my eyes.
“Ti amo, Gio.” She murmurs.
My eyes snap open.  Did she just—?
I grip her chin and twist her head around.
“Tell me again.” I demand.
She closes her eyes.
“No. Keep your eyes on me.”
I feel her pulse quicken in her neck.
“Ti amo, Gio.”
I use my legs and push her up my body so I can claim her mouth.  I run my hands over her body, trying to touch every inch of her.
“Wait? Why now?”
She pulls off me. She twists her legs around and sits her sweet ass on my abdomen.
“Honesty and trust, yeah?” She asked.
She puts her hands on my chest but keeps her eyes on mine.
“Always.” I said.
“Lorenzo, send me a voice message of your conversation with him from this morning.”
I blink a few times as I recall the exchange I had with him. As much as I want to be mad, I can’t.
“I should have smacked him harder.” I bite out, unable to help myself.
My hot wife bends over to rub her breasts on my chest. I feel my cum leak all over me, but I couldn’t give a damn.  I would take my wife’s creampie dripping all over me than waking up knowing I came all over myself from having her in a wet dream. I don’t want to be alone again.
“Put your nipples in my mouth. You owe me.”
She scoffs, but does what I ask.  My hands caress her ass as I suck and tongue her hardening peaks.
Who needs food?



Chapter 28
Alessia
The next morning when I stir, I feel the delicious ache in all of my muscles.  I’m going to make sure Lorenzo gets a good Christmas bonus.  No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t help feel that Gio wanted the baby more than me.  It’s what every Mafia Boss wants, an heir.  I listened to the voice message several times to know it was genuine.
Earlier this morning when I woke up, as I always do with my bladder aching. I stopped to check inside Gio’s trouser pockets and found my rings.  I slipped them back on.
I sat on the toilet looking at the gold band around my finger.  He never once took his ring off.  Even when he hated me.  My heart tightened thinking back to those early days.
I wash my hands and trudge back into the bedroom.
“Why are you thinking so hard?  It’s our honeymoon.”
I smile and look at Gio’s sleepy face.
“It’s time for fucking not thinking,” he said with a cheeky smile.
I scowl at him, and he laughs at me, pulling me closer to him.
“I don’t want to go back into that house, Gio.”
He yawns before resting his head on my shoulder.
“Sure. It’s just a house. Why don’t you look at some similar sized properties?  I will need to demolish the shed, though.”
I wrap my arms around him.
“Just like that?”
“Yeah. Did you want me to act up a little first, and then give in?  Are you insinuating that I’m easy, Mrs Russo?” He said sounding indignant.
“Sooooo, easy, Mr Russo.”
“It’s just as well. You’re easy too, Mrs Russo.  You could have killed me last night with your white, clingy number.”
I run my fingers down his beard, remembering the look he gave me.  I had never felt more sexy or powerful.  It had been a heady feeling.
“How much has Jane shared with you?”
His head snaps back, and he looks warily at me.
“Your emails weren’t enough, amore mio.  I needed to know you were doing well—healing.”
“I’m not angry, Gio.  Well, I was pissed at Jane initially, but the more I thought about it. I am okay with it.  I might never voice some things that happened to me, but I did with Jane. If I’m having a bad day, I know you will understand.”
His dark eyes soften, and he nods his head.
“The same way you will need to put up with my grumpy ass,”  he said.
“Heck, no.  That’s all Lorenzo’s.”
He tickles my sides until I beg for mercy and I threaten to pee all over him.  That did little to deter him.
I wonder if he realises how much he smiles and laughs now.  He went from being a silent, broody, scary monster to a loving husband.
“Can we still get the cat?”
“No.”
We’re getting a cat.



Chapter 29
Giovanni
8 months later
As soon as I get home. I relax, knowing my wife is where she belongs, by my side.  Her cat treats me like a side piece.   Only my queen and my princess truly love me.
I dump everything in the bedroom and gently push the nursery door open.  In the dim room, I can see Alessia feeding Lia on the rocking chair.
I fucking hate missing Lia’s bath time.  It’s when I can have a little fun with her before she gets cranky, hungry, and sleepy.  I stand beside Alessia until she stands up and I take her place in the rocking chair.
She smacks her ass down on my stomach, pushing the air out of my lungs.
I lie down and wait till she lies back on me.
“Your lucky you’re feeding, Lia.”
“I know.”
“You’re so fucked as soon as she is asleep.”  I whisper in her ear.
“I can’t wait.”  She whispers back to me.
I peek down at Lia and I see her eyes closed, and she sucks on her Mama.  Her little fist is bunched up against Alessia’s breast.  It doesn’t matter how hard I try to explain to Alessia; I feel guilty every time I see my daughter.  She thinks because she is over it I should be too.
Lia won’t ever know what a bastard I was to her mother or how she was conceived.  I never cared much for children until we had Lia.  Alessia ruined me. She deserves the brunt of it. She needs to give me more children.
“Lia needs a sibling.” I said, nibbling on Alessia’s earlobe.
“She has Mr Nibbles,” she whispers to me with a shiver runs down her spine.
“Mr Nibbles is a cunt to me.” I said, sulking.
“You got lucky with Lia. Do you want to risk it with another one?”  Alessia snickers quietly.
“Just finish feeding her quickly and I will let you sleep all week.”
“You promise? I know you have some late nights next week.”
“Seriously? You’re willing to let me inseminate you in exchange for a week of night duty with Lia?”
“Sure,” she said.
She pauses.
“Wait. Should I have asked for two weeks?”
“Too late. I would have done it for six months.  You're still so gullible.”
“Baby brain is a thing.  I still feel tired all the time.”
“Why won’t you let me hire a nanny?”
“An eighteen-year-old blonde with perky tits? No, thanks.”
I say nothing as she switches Lia to her other breast.  I watch my angel’s eyes open as our matching dark eyes meet. She smiles and gurgles at me.
“Hello, my sweet baby girl.  Papa missed you.”
She looks as if she is about to say something, but she finds Mama’s nipple and she forgets about me again.
“What about an elderly nanny?”
“I don’t want anyone near my children.” She said in a tight voice.
I could kick myself for not realising sooner why she doesn’t want strangers near our children.  I gently massage her shoulders until she relaxes.
“I could take some time off when the baby comes.”
“Sure, a couple of weeks?”
I think about how quickly Lia has grown in just a few months.
“No.  I would take a year off.  Lorenzo can deal with most of the business.”
“You promise? A year off to help me with the babies?”
“I promise.”
It’s only when Alessia snickers I replay the conversation in my head.
“Wait. Did you just play me?”
“No. Is it a crime for a woman to spend time with her husband?”
“No.” I said slowly, still suspicious.
“It helps that you can take the night duty, though. I heard teething is a bitch.”
I smile and kiss her neck.  She knows I will be there if she asks me.  The problem is, she never does.  At least this way, I can be away from work to help her with Lia and any other baby we have.
We settle into a comfortable silence until Lia has finished feeding.
I take Lia from her and change her nappy before settling her into her cot.  She looks tiny in her cot. I watch as she sleeps.  If I could take off longer to stay with her, I would.
My phone vibrates in my pocket, and I check the message.
Stefano: Still want a divorce?
Me: You know I don’t. Thanks for everything, brother.
Stefano: You’re welcome. I still miss you, but I don’t regret it.
I look down at Lia, my heart filling with tenderness.
Me: Neither do I.
When I get back to the bedroom, Alessia is in the bathroom.  I strip out of my clothes.  This will be real new start in my eyes.
Breeding my wife.



Chapter 30
Alessia
I wrap tissue around the pregnancy test and throw it in the bin.  At least two weeks of night duty and non-stop sex.  It’s a no-brainer.
I look at my black lace and burgundy babydoll top.  I fix my boobs before I walk out of the bathroom.  I smirk, seeing the baby monitor beside his bed. Mama is going to sleep tonight.  I don’t care who sucks on me while I’m knocked out.
He glances up when he notices my movement.  His eyes light up as they rove over me.
“Come to, Daddy.”  He pats the bed beside him.
“Ugh, gag. I know you're old, but you’re not that old.”
“Don’t be mean.  You love it when I spank you and make you call me Daddy.  Come here. I need you to sit on something.”
“Yeah, I’m too far gone by then. You can ask me for anything and I will agree.”  I said, walking closer to the bed.
“That’s handy to know.”
“You’re no better when you’re down my throat with my finger stuck up your ass.”  I said with a chuckle.
“I fucking told you not to tell Jane about that.”  He slaps a hand over his face with a groan.
“I told you to stop reading my therapy notes.”
“I get no respect around here.” He grumbles.
“I know you're thinking about Mr Nibbles.”
He pulls the covers off.  I climb on the bed and crawl up to his dick.  I suck the fat, smooth head before swallowing half of him down while Gio makes a strangled noise in the back of his throat.
I pull off him to kiss the wet tip.
“I love you.”  I said, patting his dick.
Gio yanks my head up with a fist full of my hair.
“Ow.” I glare at him.
“Why are you making jealous of my own dick?” He said, glaring right back at me.
Honestly? I’m lost for words.
He crushes his lips against mine. I wince as his teeth bite my lower like. He lets go of it before gently sucking it back in his mouth.  I climb onto his lap and rub myself along his dick.
I pull back to look at him.
“I love the dick attached to your dick, too.”
He gives me a wicked grin before he pulls my thongs to one side and lowers me onto his cock.  I close my eyes and hold on to his shoulders.  He pulls one side of the babydoll down and sucks my nipple.  As soon as I feel the milk flow into his mouth, he moves one hand on my ass.  He spanks my ass so hard I yank on his hair.
He pulls back and holds my other nipple before his mouth.
“Go on, amore mio. Fuck yourself on my cock while I empty your tits.”
I slam myself down on him and he sucks on me harder.   I flinch at the pain.  How do women cope with twins or triplets?  These two are sucking my nipples raw.
“Sorry, baby.  I get carried away with these beauties bouncing in front of me.”
I run my fingers through his hair.  There are sprinkles of grey through it now.  I pull his head back by yanking his head up and I kiss his mouth as I grind on his throbbing cock.  I move back and forth before rotating my hips in circles till my thongs and his pelvis rub hard on my clit.
I fling my head back before I pump myself up and down on his cock.
His hands slide on my ass and he moves me faster whilst fucking his dick in and out of me.  His hand yanks my panties back and I feel the material stretch against my pussy.  My legs shook and I fling my head on his shoulder as the intense rush of my orgasm rushes through me.  His hands grip my ass and he grinds his pelvis upwards.  My nails dig into him and I try to stifle my loud cry into his shoulder.
“Fuck, I love you both.”
“We love you too.  Now get on your back. Daddy needs to nut in your womb.”
I’m too relaxed to let him piss me off.  When I don’t move fast enough, he swings me around till he is on top of me with his dick still inside me.
His dark eyes run over my face.
“I love seeing your cheeks all pink after you come on my dick.”
He frowns.
“Wait. Did you mean you meant you loved Lia and me or my dick and me?”
“Oops.  My bad.  I meant I love all three of you.  Your dick got the first call from giving me such an amazing orgasm.”
“You’re a bad girl.”  He said as he moves inside me.
“What are you going to do about it, Mr Russo?”  I asked breathlessly.
“I’m going to cum so deep inside you.  I’m going to breed you properly this time, Mrs Russo.”
He kisses my lips before he pushes my legs so wide that he has my knees pinned back on the bed.
“You’re going to have a sore pussy tomorrow, baby.”
My pussy grabs at his dick, contracting at his words.  His eyes flash dangerously at me.  I reach for his shoulders.  His muscles are bunched up with the tension as he holds me open for him.
“What are you waiting for?”  I goad him.
I feel him pull back and he drives himself vertically inside me, using all his weight to slam into me.  I grunt when he takes my breath away.
His eyes are closed and he breathes heavily, but he pistons himself in and out of me and I can feel the head of his cock hit something deep inside of me.
He doesn’t stop fucking me. He slows down each time he is about to cum.  Only to thrust his hips again.  I’m begging him to cum towards the end.
“You sure, baby?  You want my cum deep inside your pussy?  Are you going to carry my seed?”
I nod, feeling the sweat trickle down my neck.
He lets go of my aching legs and plants his hands beside my head and moves his hips faster.
“Rub your clit.  I need my cum to get deeper inside you.  Suck it up, Baby,”  he said, panting. His hair has fallen over his eyes and I feel his hot, wet body grind against mine.
I keep my eyes on him and touch myself.  Gliding two fingers around his thick cock before rubbing my clit.  I throw my hips up towards him and watch a grimace pass over his face.
“Fuck, yes.  Take my cum, take it deep inside your cunt.  Give me what I want.”  He said before his eyes fly open.  His hand wraps around my throat and as soon as I feel his fingers tighten around my neck, I cum again. This time locking my pussy around him until I feel him growl viciously as he spews his cum inside me.  The feeling of his hot cum deep inside my sore pussy sends another wave of contractions around him.
“Oh, fuck.  That’s so fucking hot.”  He gasps before he spurts more cum inside me.
His head collapses next to mine on the pillow.  His dick is still twitching and dancing around inside me.  His lips trail over my neck up to my ear.
“My sexy ass, wife.  You have the best pussy in the world.”
I smile and rub my cheek against his prickly beard.
“Now, do you understand why I love your dick so much?”  I asked him.
He grunts in my ear and eases himself in and out of me.
“Give me a few minutes. I’m not done breeding your hot little pussy yet.”
Yeah, there is no way in hell that I’m going to tell him I’m already pregnant.



Epilogue
Giovanni 
A little over 8 years later…
I come up behind my wife and run my fingers over her bare shoulders.  She looks at me with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.  There has never been a more beautiful Italian woman than my wife.  Her silver eyes shine bright and her hot red lips will be wrapped around my dick shortly.
“Happy Bloody Anniversary, amore mio.”
She tries to turn around to face me, but I hold her head.
“I have something for you.”
I pull out a blood red diamond cut in the shape of a heart with a thin gold beaded chain.  I shove her hair to one side and fasten the clasp.
“I meant to give it to you for our tenth bloody anniversary, but I couldn’t wait.”
She fingers the red heart that sits high on her neck.
“There was never anyone but you, Alessia.  I should have known when I first met you, but I resisted you like a fool.”
Her eyes dip down and I know exactly what she is feeling.  She feels too much, and it overwhelms her heart.  I know this because she does the same to me.
She stands up and holds her arms out like our children do when they need a hug.  I engulf her with my strength.  Her soft body sinking into mine.  I rub along the curve of her hipbones with my thumbs.
I take a deep breath and hug her tight against me.  Her lips mesh with mine.  She looks stunning in red tonight. As much as I love Stefano, Vincent and their family. I wish they were staying at a hotel for the next few nights.
Alessia pulls away from me, and her lipstick is ruined. Her lips look pink and swollen.
“Ti amo, Gio. You saved me, too.” She whispered to me, her silver eyes sparkle with her unshed tears.
“Ti amo, Alessia. Ti amerò per sempre.” I whispered back what is burned into my soul for her.  I love you. I will love you forever.
She blinks and her tears run down her cheeks.  She quickly wipes her cheeks before wrapping her arms around my waist.
I rest my chin on top of her head and lay my hands on her ass cheeks.
She sniffs a few times.
“You want a blow job before we go downstairs, don’t you?”
I pull back and give her an innocent look.
“You know I would never say no to my wife’s mouth.  It would be utterly disrespectful towards you.”
“Sure, baby.  I will be thinking the same thing when I finger your ass and swallow your cum.”
She chuckles, but all her words do is make my cock throb for her hot mouth.  I don’t care what she does after she swallows me down her throat.
I watch her slip out of her dress and lie on the bed.  Her head dangles off the edge of the bed and one hand is fingering her bloody pendant and the other fingers her pussy.
The thought of being inside her neck next to her blood diamond pendant makes my dick leak.  I quickly pull my cock out and stride towards her open mouth.  I give her a few gentle thrusts until I feel the saliva build up in her mouth.  She licks all around my cock. I can’t take my eyes off her pussy as I see her fingers are glistening with her arousal.
I pull her hand out and lick her fingers clean before pushing them back inside her.  I move her wrist back and forth, watching her fingers go deeper inside her wet hole.
She sucks my balls one by one, making me pull myself upright.  I rub her breasts as I trail my hands back up her body.
I hold my hand over her neck, touching the pendant so she knows I’m ready.  I pull my dick back and thrust hard down her throat.  She chokes and gags like she’s always does with the first deep thrust.  My poor wife’s face is a wet, mess.  I grip her hair with both hands and begin to fuck her throat.
One of her hands is squeezing her nipples, and the other is still fingering her pussy.  She moans around my dick and I stab her throat harder, using her hair to yank her back and forth each time I fuck myself into her neck.
Ever since I wrapped my hands around her neck, she loves it so much.  Never has any man been luckier than me.
I let bring one hand to her throat and feel my dick move in and out of her throat.
“Ready to swallow my cum?  Hmm. Such a sexy hole for me to fuck.  Drink it all down, baby.  I’d better not see a single drop come out of your lips.”
She groans and tries to nod, but I’m still holding her head with my other hand.
I drop forward onto the bed and thrust deeper into her mouth.  I slam myself into her so hard my balls slap against her face.
Seeing her pussy spasm around her fingers is enough for me to roar my release deep down her neck.  I hold my cock inside her till I make sure every last drop is inside her.
I stand up and pull back out of her throat.  I’m still panting when I notice her face is ruined.  She has one eye shut, it’s covered with liquid, the other one is open and she is gasping for breath.  She has a wide smile on her face.
“You owe me for the rest of the week,” she said as wipes the gunk off her eyelid so she can open both eyes.
“Yes, ma’am.”
After that skull fuck.  She can have whatever she wants.
“Oh, good.  Nia is teething.”
I watch her get up and walk into the bathroom, stark naked, to wash up.  I can’t believe I ever thought she was a victim or weak.
She fucking plays me every damn time. I’ve had all the kids throughout their teething.
Looking down at my spent semi-hard dick.  I sigh, tragically. It’s still going to be a long wait tonight.  I tuck myself back inside and zip my trousers up.  I check for stains on my crotch before picking up Alessia’s dress and knocking on the bathroom door.
She opens the door, practically skipping out and slaps something on my chest and takes her dress from me.
“Happy Bloody Anniversary, Baby.”
I look at the plastic stick and grin.
Fuck, Stefano.  I’m in the lead.
The End.



Afterword
Hi Lovelies,
I hope you enjoyed Giovanni and Alessia’s story. I’m gutted to see them go. The length of this book was supposed to be the same as the original book, but they got out of hand. A massive thank you to Kelly T who put her stabby idea into my head. 🔪
Thank you everyone for supporting a wee newbie.
I don’t think I can say it enough. :-)
Stay happy & stay healthy.
With all my Love,
LoveBite Shorts xXx ❤️‍🔥
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