
        
            
                
            
        

    

    
      Kingpin

    

    




      
        Alexa Riley

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
      
        
          Kingpin

        

      

      
        
          Prologue

        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        
          Chapter 11

        

        
          Epilogue

        

        
          Epilogue

        

        
          Bonus Story!

        

        
          Prologue

        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        
          Epilogue

        

        
          Epilogue

        

      

      
        
          Taking the Fall

        

      

      
        
          Prologue

        

        
          Chapter 1

        

      

      
        
          Also by Alexa Riley

        

        
          Stalk the Author

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Kingpin

          

          by Alexa Riley

        

      

    

    
      Thea James is scraping by and trying to make a decent life for herself. She keeps her nose clean and stays out of trouble, trying to do what she can to pay the bills. One night on her way home she becomes a witness to a murder. Suddenly, with the shot of a bullet, she’s thrust into a world she had no idea existed. But what’s Thea to do when the darkness that could swallow her is exactly where she wants to go?

      Salvatore Costello is the boss in the Los Angeles mafia. He’s in charge of everything, and that includes who he allows in his inner circle. He’s spent his whole life not letting anyone close to him because he knows what the consequences could be. But one night changes everything. She’s a witness and she needs to be taken care of, but after one touch, he’s redefining what that means. Is she strong enough to lead his empire? Will she be ripe enough to give birth to one?

      Warning: This is dark, dirty, baby-making smut. This guy is after Thea, and he’s got a plan to keep her from getting away. Want to take a guess at what that is? Hint: There’s absolutely no birth control in this book. If you want it, come and get it! We’ve got you covered.
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        It all started with a Coach.

        

        Then we found our Mechanic.

        

        Our hearts were stolen by a Thief.

        

        But we were never prepared for the Kingpin.

        

        To everyone that fell in love with The Breeding Series…

        We hope it was worth the wait.

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          Salvatore

        

      

    

    
      People say karma’s a bitch, but she’s been nothing but good to me. And it’s not because I’m a decent man. What I’ve done in my life, I’ve done for my own reasons. I’ve stolen, I’ve blackmailed, I’ve even killed people. There are a few areas I don’t fuck with, like women, children, or drugs, but for the most part my hands are covered in dirt. That’s the way it goes when you’re the boss.

      With every dark deed, I knew the weight of my actions, but I never had to justify it to anyone. And now, for the first time in my life, I have to explain why. I have to look at her every night and tell this innocent angel why I’ve walked down the path I have.

      But I’ll do it, because I have no other choice. Her eyes are the center of my world and somehow she’s become my angel. I will drop to my knees and confess my sins so that she can cleanse my soul. For her, I would fall on the sword, even if she was the one holding it.

      I’m not a man who feels guilt or remorse, but I’ll spend a thousand years trying to repent if it means I can have her in my arms.

      The night I first saw her was the night her life changed forever. Some might say it changed for the worse, but she says it’s for the better. All I know is, I plan on living until the end of time because this angel won’t go where I’ll go when my lights go out. She’s absolutely pure, and I’ve brought her into my world, into the underground mafia.

      I should’ve let her go when I had the chance, but I’m an only child. What’s mine is mine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Thea

        

      

    

    
      “Forty-seven dollars.” I could cry as I look down at the measly bills in my hands.

      Instead I grit my teeth and shove the money back in my wallet and into my purse. Normally I wouldn’t count my money on the train, but it’s the last one and it’s nearly midnight. The entire car is deserted and has been this way since I got on.

      Rita asked me to work the late shift again tonight and I couldn’t afford to turn it down. But now, after hours of being on my feet and busting my ass at the restaurant, it doesn’t feel like it was worth it.

      My feet ache and I sit back in the seat, wishing with every fiber of my body that I had a tub to crawl into tonight. Instead, I’ll have a quick shower with lukewarm water, and I’ll have to be up in five hours to do it all over again.

      During the day I work as a telemarketer for a research company. We tell people we are taking surveys but they still think we’re trying to sell them something. I get paid minimum wage for the hours I work, and then get bonuses for the number of calls I make. I get paid an additional bonus based on the surveys I convince people to complete, so I spend most of my day being nice to people who hang up on me. I clock in as soon as I can, which is five in the morning west coast time. We are allowed to start calls at eight east coast, so I get up with the birds.

      The Los Angeles-based company gets hired by all kinds of companies trying to get people to answer questions based on what they like, who they vote for, and what types of meat they buy. Believe it or not, people have a strong opinion on meat.

      With internet surveys taking over, the company is a dinosaur, but some people are still afraid of technology and have a landline. That’s where S&D Associates comes in. I don’t know who the owners are or how the company stays in business. All I know is a waitress I work nights with told me they were hiring and I got the job.

      I’ve been working at Rita’s since I got out of high school. At first, I was only working at night because I was going to community college during the day. I got enough financial aid to help me out for the first year, but it was too hard to keep up the workload and try to pay the bills, so I decided to take some time off. That was three years ago.

      Now I work a day job, and at nights trying to keep up. I had a roommate, but she got a boyfriend and moved out six months ago. I tried to find another one, but meeting new people isn’t my favorite thing and I don’t have many friends. My old roommate was someone I met in one of my classes, but I wouldn’t have considered us close. She paid her part of the rent on time, so I guess I was lucky in that aspect and stayed out of her way.

      The lease isn’t up on my place for another four months, so I’ve somehow got to make it until then. I put everything I had down on the place for the deposit and I’m counting on getting it back so I can move out. I need something smaller I can afford on my own.

      I rub my eyes, thinking of the pressure building up in my head and pray it’s not a migraine. Or if it is, I hope it waits until I get home to kick in. I just want to pass out, and the train isn’t the best place for that.

      Rita’s was slammed, and I grind my teething thinking about how little I made in tips. Sometimes I can make a good chunk of change when the tips are coming my way, but tonight everyone was stiffing me. By the time I tipped out to the cooks and the busboys I was left with a sad amount of cash to show for all my hard work.

      I keep waiting on a rich relative to show up and make all my dreams come true, but I know that’s wishful thinking. My mom died when I was a baby and I was raised by my aunt. She didn’t know who my dad was and had five kids of her own to worry about. We moved around a lot and I was shuffled between bedrooms and couches until I was old enough to get a job and make my own money. The last time I saw her, she was living in Las Vegas and I had my bag on my shoulder. She waved goodbye and went back to her TV show without a second glance. It’s not that she didn’t love me, she just didn’t have any energy left to care about another kid that wasn’t hers. It hurt that my cousins acted like I was a lost dog that nobody ever wanted, but I don’t really blame them either. None of us had what you’d call a stable childhood, and I think we all were looking for a way out. I came to Los Angeles thinking that a city this big would have enough opportunities for someone like me, but I was wrong.

      The train begins to slow, and I look out to see my stop. It’s pitch black, and I groan. Sometimes the lights that are supposed to stay on twenty-four hours go off and we’re forced to walk through the station and onto the streets in the dark. Usually it’s not so bad if there are people with me, but this time I’m by myself.

      “Great,” I mumble as I grab my bag and stand up as the train comes to a stop.

      The doors open and I step onto the platform and walk quickly while tucking my bag under my arm. I have pepper spray in the side pocket, and I slip my hand inside, wrapping it around it. It’s not much, but it’s some kind of defense, and it makes me feel a little braver as I hurry to make it through the dark.

      The train platform is long. There’s a station on the other end where you can buy tickets, but I always walk the back way because it saves me about a half a mile in walking. If I go toward the ticket building, I have to walk several blocks to get back to the other side, and even though this way is a little bit sketchy, my feet are killing me after tonight.

      There’s an alley at the end and it runs along a fence with a junkyard on the other side of it. I usually sneak down this path, walking for a few yards before it opens up into the street and to some shops that are open late. It’s gated up, and I don’t think most people know about this back entrance, because otherwise people could sneak on the train if they wanted to. I have been known to do it a time or two when money was tight and I needed to get to work. But I try my best to do it the right way now and only use this way for getting home as fast as possible.

      I get to the edge of the fence and breathe a sigh of relief. My biggest fear was getting away from the train stop, and now that I’m back here, I feel much safer. I check behind me and then look ahead, seeing light in the far distance. Just a little longer and I’ll be fine. Just a few blocks from home and then I can crawl into bed.

      Thoughts of tomorrow and how early I have to get up flow through my head, so when I hear the noise on the other side of the fence, it startles me. It sounded like an animal, and I stop dead in my tracks, paralyzed by confusion and fear.

      I’ve heard a dog once or twice from that side, but not for a long time. I had actually assumed the dog died or something, because the one time I saw it, it looked really old.

      I hear another sound, and this time it sounds like a grunt. I take a step toward the fence and squint my eyes to see through. A long tarp is draped over it, hiding whatever is on the other side, but there’s a slit in it and I peek through. The light from the moon offers just enough illumination to make out someone standing in the distance.

      A chill runs down my spine as I watch him. There are junk cars all around, and in between two of them I see this guy’s back. But he might as well be a giant for as big as he is. His shoulders are almost double the width of mine, and he towers over the hoods of the cars. His hair looks black in the moonlight and hangs down a little long. He’s wearing a long-sleeved shirt that’s pulled tight across his muscled back, and for someone who never really liked bulky guys, I’m feeling weak in the knees. My eyes travel down his jeans and to his tight ass. How can a guy who looks so menacing from behind look so hot at the same time?

      He turns to the side, and then I hear the noise again. It’s then I notice someone at his feet. There’s a man on the ground, with his hands covering his face, and just as I realize what’s happening, the moonlight reflects off the gun in the big guy’s hand.

      My hands go to my mouth to muffle my scream as the gun goes off. I stumble back in terror. Everything in me is telling me to run, but I’m stuck standing here in shock.

      Tears prick my eyes, my heartbeat pounds in my ears, and just when I think I’m going to stand in this place forever, the big man turns and looks directly at me.
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          Salvatore

        

      

    

    
      I pull the trigger, and a rush of satisfaction runs through me as I watch Joey’s body go limp. I knew when I brought him out here he wouldn’t be leaving alive. I could have done it fast, but I had to give him one last beating before he left this earth. He’d earned it after all.

      The silencer muffles the sound of the gun, and the snip of the bullet going through his head is followed by the quiet of the night. Normally I would’ve had my men handle something like this, but I’d known Joey for years. He owned a deli in the city where I ate every so often. I just didn’t know that he liked beating on his wife and kids. I’d given him a warning a month ago when I saw the evidence. Then I’d given him a beating so he knew what it felt like. He didn’t appreciate someone bigger than him laying down the punishment. He found out quick what it felt like to be powerless. It was a lesson he needed, and I thought that would be the end of it. It happened after I saw his wife shuffling around the deli with a black eye, her daughter sporting one just like her mother. I couldn’t believe it had been going on under my nose and I never saw it before then.

      It had enraged me that I’d been giving his place of business protection when really it was his family that needed it from him. I hated that I hadn’t seen it sooner. Normally I’m good with reading people, so it only pissed me off more that I’d missed it.

      Then today, I came into the deli to check on things, and the little girl had a split lip. I felt it was my responsibility to handle it then and not just give out the order. I was partly responsible for the little girl’s busted lip. When her young innocent eyes met mine and I saw the misery in them, Joey’s fate was sealed. He’d never lay his hands on them again.

      I’ll still give the deli protection, but as a penance, it will be for free and for life. As long as Joey’s family owns the place, I’ll make it right for them. It’s only right after not acting sooner.

      A muffled cry snaps my eyes away from the body on the ground, and I turn to see someone standing in the dark alley behind the junkyard. The sight takes me by surprise because it’s the middle of the night and this place is always deserted.

      I can barely make out the shape of the person on the other side of the fence, but I can tell they are small. They could even be a child. My eyes focus in, and the moonlight picks up the shadow. It’s then I can see it’s a woman. Just as I open my mouth, she turns and takes off running.

      “Fuck,” I mutter, jamming my gun back into its holster and taking off after her.

      I race toward the fence and jump up, my foot connecting with the center of the chain-link fence as my hands go to the top. I push myself over the top, landing on my feet in a quick, smooth motion. My legs are longer than hers, and she’s not far ahead of me. I don’t even really need to full-out run to keep up with her, but the closer I get, I can’t help my eyes going to the sway of her ass.

      My cock jerks, taking me by surprise. I almost trip over my own fucking feet as I stare at her lush, round ass trying to get away from me. What the fuck? My cock hasn’t shown interest in anything for a long while, and now just watching an ass sway as it runs has it coming to life. This is not what I need right now. I can’t even remember the last time I had an interest in jacking off, let alone the last time I wanted a woman.

      I’m distracted by her body as I keep pace with her and watch as she runs toward a run-down apartment building. I grit my teeth, wondering why she would think running into this place is a good idea. A woman with a body like hers isn’t safe in a neighborhood like this. What was she even doing in the alley? And why am I having all these thoughts? I can’t concentrate because I’m too busy wondering if her tits are bouncing in the front and I can’t see them.

      She gets closer to the building, and I can see trash bags litter the entryway because people are too lazy to walk the extra ten feet to throw them in the dumpster. All of the windows have air conditioners in them, telling me the building doesn’t have any sort of cooling system. The ones that don’t have them stuck in have bars on them.

      The whole place pisses me off, and I’m also getting mad that she’s cornering herself. She can’t possibly think this is the shelter she needs to see, because there are likely worse things in that building than the man chasing her right now. She’s gotten ahead of me, and I watch as she pulls open the door, darting inside. I follow her, eating up the space she’s managed to put between us. She’s quick, I’ll give her that.

      She goes for the stairs, running up them, and I hear her feet pounding their way up. I run behind her, taking them three at a time. I don’t want to catch her just yet; I want to see where she’s going first. She’s got some sort of plan in her head, because she’s on a mission to get there now.

      She makes it to a door, pulling out her keys and trying to get them into the lock. She’s acting like if she gets through the door, it will stop me from coming in there. I guess this dump is where she lives.

      She glances over her shoulder and finally sees how close I am. She watches me coming for her, and her eyes grow wide with fear. She fumbles with her keys, dropping them to the floor. In a panic, she goes to reach down for them, but it’s too late. I’m on her.

      I cage her body against the door she was trying to get inside. I wonder if anyone is on the other side waiting for her. The idea pisses me off for some strange reason.

      She closes her eyes tight, clearly not wanting to look at me. Or maybe she doesn’t want to look at what she thinks is coming. It’s then I really see her.

      Her long dark hair hangs in a loose braid over one shoulder. Some of her rich locks have come loose from it, a few strands around her face. Her skin is soft and creamy, and I have an urge to know what it feels like. I lean in a little, getting the smell of strawberries and honey. I didn’t know someone could smell sweet like that, and my mouth waters.

      I release one of my hands from the door and run my finger down her cheek. I need to find out just how soft her skin really is. The desire to touch her is overwhelming. Just as I make contact, her eyes fly open, looking straight up into mine.

      It feels like someone sucker punches me. I’ve never seen eyes like hers. I almost think they can’t be real. They are a light gray, with a soft purple around her pupil. It’s stunning, and I can’t break the contact. I don’t know how long I stand there just staring into them, getting lost in something I’ve never felt before.

      “Please don’t hurt me,” she whispers, pulling me from the trance she had me under.

      Hurt her? I’ll fucking kill anyone who tries to harm a hair on her head. She looks like she fell from heaven.

      My angel.

      “I’m not going to hurt you, angel,” I tell her, my voice coming out deep.

      I can hear the need in it. The fear in her eyes doesn‘t dissipate, and it twists my stomach into knots, something that hasn’t happened to me since I was a kid and thought I’d disappointed my father. She’s terrified of me. It’s written all over her face. I’ve scared this perfect angel. Fuck, I don’t even know what’s happening. Something is pulling at me. My body feels like it’s throbbing. Every muscle is on fire, and I feel like I’ve run for days instead of the distance it took us to get here.

      Her full lips part a little as she studies me. I drop my hand from her cheek, already missing the feel of her softness against my rough hands. Jesus, I can’t believe I just had that thought. What is this woman doing to me?

      My eyes run down her small frame, and her size irritates me. She shouldn’t be walking around at night. She barely comes up to the middle of my chest, how could she possibly protect herself? It’s then I notice what she’s wearing. A burnt colored orange waitress uniform with Rita’s over her left breast. It looks like it’s made out of cheap polyester, and I wonder if it hurts her soft skin. Why is this angel working at a restaurant when she could be a goddamn supermodel? Hell, this is California. I don’t know why I haven’t seen her plastered on billboards and in magazines.

      “Please,” she whispers again.

      My gaze shoots back to hers, and I know the anger must be showing on my face. I try to mask it, but it’s pushing forward. I’m not used to having to control myself. The feeling is foreign to me. When I want to do or say something, I just do it. But I don’t want to scare her.

      “If you’re running from someone, you don’t run home,” I grit out. “Then that person knows where you live.” Her mouth forms an adorable O shape. She’s probably wondering why the man who chased her down is giving her this information.

      She backs up a little more, trying to get farther away from me. That only angers me more. I want her to move toward me. I want her out of this shitty-ass building that needs to be torn down. That’s something I’ll need to look into.

      “I swear I won’t say a word.”

      Her promise makes me remember why I’m here. That I chased her down because she saw me kill a man. She’s a witness to a crime that could put me behind bars for the rest of my life.

      “Have you eaten?” I don’t know why I ask the question, because it’s not the direction I should be going in. I should be more concerned about other things, but I can’t seem to help myself and I can’t find the will to stop myself.

      “I…” She glances down the hallway both ways, and I wonder if she’s looking for someone. A boyfriend maybe? Not a husband. I didn’t see a ring when my eyes traced every part of her body. If she had a boyfriend, she doesn’t any longer, that’s for fucking sure. I’ll have my men bury him next to Joey. Then they’ll only have to dig one grave. What kind of man would leave her unprotected?

      “You didn’t, did you,” I say, and it’s not a question.

      She looks tired and hungry on top of being scared to death. I reach up and touch her cheek again, and she flinches. My jaw tightens.

      “You won’t tell anyone about what you saw, will you,” I demand, again not asking.

      She shakes her head. I slide my fingers across her cheek, stealing another touch of her, unable to control myself. Maybe she isn’t an angel. Maybe she’s a witch who has me under her spell. I shake the ridiculous thought from my head.

      I drop my hand, going for her purse. She doesn’t stop me as I dig through it, finding her wallet and looking at her ID.

      “Thea.” I say her name, liking how easily it falls from my lips. She doesn’t respond. I look into her purse and see she doesn’t have any credit cards and only a little bit of money. I see an old cell phone and grab it. I glance back to meet her eyes, and she’s staring at me with that fucking scared look still on her face. I click on the buttons and put my number in her phone. Then I hit send and end the call when I feel my phone vibrate in my pocket. I drop the phone back into her purse, then slide the strap back up her arm.

      I take out my wallet and pull out some of my cash. I don’t want to give her so much that she’ll use it to take off on me, but I want her to have enough so I know she can take care of herself. I slide the bills into her purse, then lie to her.

      “That’s to keep quiet,” I tell her. Then I give her the truth. “I promise you, that man is exactly where he’s supposed to be.” She just nods, and I hate it because I want to hear her talk again.

      She licks her lips, drawing my eyes there. My cock grows more painful at the sight, and I’m going crazy because I’ve never had a reaction to a woman like this in my life. It should piss me off how I’m feeling, but I like it. I haven’t felt like I’ve wanted for anything for a while, and now need is pumping through me. A need for something that I can’t have. Not yet.

      I reach down, picking up her keys from the floor. I move closer to her and feel her breath stop as I slide the key into the lock and turn it, opening the door. I pull the keys out and put them into her purse.

      “Go inside and get some sleep, angel.”

      She stares at me like she doesn’t believe I’m letting her go. I can’t believe it either, but I think we have two different ideas of what I’d do with her if I didn’t let her go into her apartment. She probably thinks she’d end up like Joey, but I’d have her locked in my bedroom.

      “Thea. In. Lock the door and keep that pretty mouth shut.”

      She nods again, turning to go into her apartment. Before she can step away, I grab her hip and pull her back to my chest. I lean down so my lips are right next to her ear.

      “Anyone else in there?” I ask, needing to know I’m not sending her into her place with a man inside. She shakes her head. “Boyfriend?” I push, needing more. She shakes her head again.

      I inhale her sweetness one last time and then let her go. She scrambles inside, shutting the door in my face. I wait just a second until I hear the lock click before I make myself walk away from her door.

      When I get to the street I stand outside her apartment building and take out my phone and make a call.
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          Salvatore

        

      

    

    
      Most people are surprised by the fact that I have an office. I don’t think they expect someone in organized crime to be so business-like. But in my experience, if you treat people with respect that’s how you’ll get treated in return. And it goes a long way to smooth over politicians and the police if you’ve got your shit together. Nobody wants to do business with a thug, and I learned from my father to always be professional.

      I might be a killer, but I’ve got suits that cost more than most people’s cars, and for some that’s all that matters. For me, it doesn’t mean dick. I treat people how they treat me, but looks are important. Especially for the ones who don’t want to be seen breaking the law. It’s all about perception for some, and that’s okay. But my memory is long, and I don’t forget.

      I grew up in a middle-class neighborhood with a mom and dad and a dog. From the outside, I had the perfect family, the perfect life. I think had my parents lived, they would have shielded me from the life they lived and wished for me to do something else. But after they were both killed, I found out the truth behind my father’s business dealings. I made it my mission to not only repay those who took them from me, but take over my father’s legacy and make it what it is today.

      I was seventeen the first time I killed a man, and I never once regretted it. He was the one who was responsible for their death and was the leader of a rival organization. That day I became a man, and to those around me, I became the boss. I was young, but I was smart. I knew exactly what my father had wanted for his men and their families, because he wanted the same for us. He wanted us to have a choice. We could lead a life of crime, but we could also have safety for our children. True, there are groups out there that sell drugs, guns, women, and we try to step in when that crosses our path. We’re no saints, but we want our area of Los Angeles clean, and we want to lead our lives in peace. That’s what I’ve been fighting for the last thirteen years.

      I’ve thought about nothing but giving that to my men and making money. My people want for nothing, and that’s how it should be. Every now and then I have to take the trash out, like Joey last night. But for the most part, I’ve got a long list of people who can handle problems for me.

      When I get to my office, three of my guys are sitting outside waiting on me. It’s five in the morning and everyone is dressed in suits. That’s one of my rules. You don’t come see me unless you’ve got your shit together. That includes your clothes.

      Giovanni stands up and follows me as I enter. He’s my right-hand man and has been my best friend since I was ten. Our fathers ran this organization together, and he could have easily been the boss with me. But he keeps telling me that he wants a family, and once he’s got that he’s out. He’s not in this for life like I am, and the wife he takes is going to be the one who helps him walk out the door. I’ve been waiting on that day, but he hasn’t met her yet, and until he does, I’ll keep him close.

      He’s got two of my top guys with him, and I say good morning to everyone as my assistant brings in coffee and we all sit down at the long conference table. My desk is on the other end, facing windows that look out into a garden in the back. Gio said I should have gotten a high-rise with views of the city, but I see enough of that shit. I want peace and tranquility for as long as possible during the day.

      “You going to tell us what that phone call was about last night?” Gio asks as he sips his espresso.

      The other guys keep quiet, listening and taking notes. They are looking to step into Giovanni’s place when he leaves, although we don’t know when that will be. So they’ve been on his heels for the past eight years. We’re both used to ignoring them by now.

      “I just needed to know who runs it and what kind of condition it’s in,” I say, shrugging.

      “I rode by there after your call and checked it out.” He shakes his head. “You can tell the condition of it just by looking at it.”

      He says the word condition like he doesn’t believe me. He knows me better than anyone, so he knows something is up.

      “The place is a dump. What do you want with it? It’s not in our territory, per se, but we could put some guys on it. I saw you had two out there last night when I went by. You going to tell me why?”

      I eye him for a second and then shake my head. I’m not ready to explain what happened. Hell, I don’t even know what happened myself. By the time I got home and rubbed one out in the shower thinking about those ice gray eyes on me, it felt like a dream.

      “Everything go okay with Joey last night?” He raises his eyebrow like he can read my fucking mind.

      “Yeah. Took care of business. Clean-up came by just before three. In and out,” I confirm.

      “Good,” Gio says, and grabs a bagel off the tray. “I’m sending the twins on the south route today to check in and pay respects to Dylan’s family.” He nods over to the two guys at the table. They look nothing like twins, but they’re always together, and Gio isn’t bothered to try to tell them apart. “Dylan’s mother died yesterday. She was ninety-nine. God love her, she died two days after her husband. I bet she wanted to be with him again.”

      He gives me a sad smile. Gio is such a sucker for a love story. I want to roll my eyes, but an image of Thea runs through my mind, and I keep quiet.

      “So, looks like I’m with you today. What are we up to?” Gio asks, and I’m annoyed.

      I wanted to spend the day alone, because deep down, I wanted to pay Thea another visit. I already know where she works and lives; it shouldn’t be too hard to track her down. But I don’t want anyone with me when I see her again. Although maybe it would be less conspicuous if I just so happened to stop in for lunch where she works. If I had Gio with me, maybe she wouldn’t be so spooked this time. Or maybe she’d be more intimidated. Either way, I’ve got to see her again. That much is true.

      “I guess you’ll actually have to do some work today,” I say.

      “You mean I won’t get to sit in your office and learn how to brood? You’re going to get wrinkles from all that glaring. I think it’s time you found a woman,” Gio says, and winks at me.

      He’s been telling me this since I was twenty. About the time he wanted to find a wife and settle down. But he hasn’t made any moves to settle down himself. He keeps saying he’s waiting for the one.

      Another image of Thea pops in my head, and this time her hips are wide and her belly is round. She’s got my baby inside her and one in her arms. She’s bound to me in every way possible, and I bite my lip to keep from growling. Immediately I want that image to be real. I want her legs spread, taking my seed, so that she can’t ever run from me again. Not like last night. I won’t ever see the back of her. Unless I’ve got her bent over.

      “What’s wrong with you? Why are you sweating?” Gio asks, shaking me out of my thoughts.

      “Nothing,” I say, and blink a few times.

      My path is suddenly clear. I know exactly what I need to do. I’m going to hunt down Thea, and I’m going to breed my baby into her. She’ll be the one to create the next leaders of our organization. She’ll be the queen at my side helping me rule. She’ll be the goddess of my empire and will give me all that I’ve never dared to dream for. She’ll do all of this, and yet right now, she has no idea.

      I guess I should go inform her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          Thea

        

      

    

    
      I don’t know how long I lie in bed, staring up at the paint peeling on my cracked and worn ceiling, not getting the sleep that I need. I finally give up and pull myself from my bed with a deep sigh. The man with the deepest blue eyes I’ve ever seen in my life would appear every time I tried to close mine. He’s haunting me.

      I walk into my bathroom, the light still on from the day before. I couldn’t bring myself to turn it off after what happened last night. I wanted to keep the dark away, or maybe I wanted to make sure if something came for me I’d see it. I was scared, but something else was lingering. A strange sort of excitement that I can’t understand. There’s something about him. He stirred a strange feeling inside me, but it isn’t fear. Because in that moment, I almost felt safe as he towered over me.

      I look at myself in the mirror and groan. I look like hell. The dark circles under my eyes are worse today, but I shouldn’t be surprised after my lack of sleep. I hardly ever wear makeup and I debate digging for some concealer. I know I have some stuck back in this bathroom, but I’ve lost the energy to look. “Forget it,” I mumble to myself. Maybe a shower will wake me up. Hopefully it’ll help me look like I’m not dragging myself around.

      I yank my sleep shirt off and pull my underwear down my legs, then turn on the shower. What would be the point of the makeup anyway? I’m not trying to impress anyone. If I’m lucky, maybe I won’t die by the end of the day. For all I know, this could be the last time I walk out of my door. A chill runs down my spine at the thought.

      I jump into the water, trying to wash away the sudden chill.

      Angel.

      The word slips through my mind for the hundredth time, and oddly enough it helps chase away the dark clouds better than the heat of the water. Why did he keep calling me that, and why did he say everything else? Those were the thoughts that kept running through my head and kept sleep from coming.

      Putting my head under the thundering water, I wash my hair and my body and stand there until the water starts to turn cold. It’s not like it takes that long in this building anyway. I’m shocked I got as much as I did, but maybe it’s because I’m up early and no one else in the building is hogging it yet. Not many are early risers around here. Normally I’d feel bad, but I can’t seem to care. It’s not like anyone else feels bad when they do it.

      Shutting off the shower, I hop out, drying myself off before putting my hair up in the towel to help it dry. I go about my morning routine, finding a clean uniform for Rita’s after I leave my day job. I yawn just thinking about it. When I open my purse, I pause, seeing the money the man had left in there the night before. I pick it up and count it out: five hundred dollars.

      I want to cry, and I don’t know if it’s because I’m thankful for it or because I feel dirty that I’m going to keep it. I should call the cops. It’s the right thing to do, but I’m not dumb. I don’t know who he was, but someone with money and likely power isn’t someone I want to mess with. I witnessed a murder last night, and I don’t need to know any more than that. If I want to stay alive, I know I need to keep my mouth shut. I just hope it’s enough.

      He probably has tons of people behind him and here I am, alone. I’m not sure anyone would even notice if I went missing. My jobs would likely think I was a no - call, no - show and quit. Maybe my landlord, but only because he wants his money. He’d probably just throw my stuff out after a week and rent it to someone else, not even telling anyone I disappeared. God, that’s sad and makes me want to really cry now. My eyes start to water as I feel sorry for myself.

      I probably wouldn’t even make it back from the police station without a bullet in my head. I pray that what he told me about the man was true. That he was a bad person. I’m tempted to turn on the TV and see if there’s anything on the news about it, but I stop myself.

      It would eat me alive if I found out the dead man was someone with a family that loved him, if he was hardworking and they needed him. I can see it now — a wife holding her baby, sobbing, while her kids stand all around her. I take the money over to my dresser and put it inside a pair of socks.

      What kind of criminal tells you how to get away from someone like him? “Never run home,” he’d said. Then told me to lock my door. Maybe he’s a good guy. I lie to myself as I shut my dresser drawer.

      I know I’m trying to make myself feel better by thinking that. That it’s okay I’m not going to the cops and I’m keeping the money. That there is no wife crying over the dead man.

      I open a few more drawers, finding something to wear to work today. I don’t have a closet in my tiny bedroom, so my meager amount of clothes is stuffed into this thing. I pull out a pair of thick black leggings and a lightweight purple sweater that falls off one shoulder. We get to go casual at the telemarketing job because no one sees us. I’ve seen some roll out of bed and come to work, literally showing up in their pajamas. As long as they don’t stink, management doesn’t say anything. And even if they do, they just get put in their own corner.

      I get dressed then go back into the bathroom and brush out my hair before giving it a quick blow dry. I decide to put on some eyeliner and mascara. It only takes a second and makes me look like I’m not falling asleep. I go back into my bedroom to double check that I have everything I need for the day.

      I make my way into my tiny eat-in kitchen and open the fridge. Like I was expecting, there isn’t anything to eat. I glance at the clock and see I have time to stop and grab something if I want. It’s not something I normally do, and I really shouldn’t waste my money, but my mind flicks back to the cash in the dresser. It’s a safe cushion and I can afford a small splurge. After a scare like that, I think I deserve one of my favorite bagels and a cup of hot chocolate with whipped cream on it. My stomach rumbles at the idea. Him telling me to eat is also pushing that decision for some reason. As if I’m supposed to do what he tells me.

      After work I should really go to the store though. I still have the tips from Rita’s in my purse, plus what I make tonight. Maybe I can cut out a little early.

      I glance over at the door and pull out my keys. Not like I can stay in here forever. Besides, I think if he wanted in or wanted to send someone in, he could have. The door isn’t bulletproof, and he’s a big enough guy that he could easily kick it in.

      Taking a deep breath, I open the door and peek out. Nothing. Just the normal dirty walls of the hallway and the stained green carpet. Stepping out, I shut the door, sliding my key in and turning the lock.

      “Sugar.”

      I scream. Jumping, I turn around to see it’s my neighbor Big Shot. I’m guessing that’s not really his name, but that’s what he tells everyone to call him. He isn’t half wrong. He’s big, but not big like the man from last night. No, the stranger who chased after me was all muscle.

      I hate how I noticed how attractive he was. It wasn’t something that should have been on my mind, but I couldn’t help myself. I’d never seen a man like him before. Power and dominance rolled off him. I could feel it pushing at me with each command he’d given me.

      Hell, if I did go to the cops, I could give them every detail of his face. From the strong set of his jaw that had a small cut on the left side of it, to his dark lashes that made those deep blue eyes seem more deadly. Even his teeth seemed too perfect to be real. He looked like he hadn’t shaved in a while and his stubble was coming in. I paid way too much attention to him.

      I could even tell them that he smelled like cherry wood with a mix of gunpowder. He was so big, and he made me feel small. He easily towered over me, his big chest filling up all the space in front of me.

      “Didn’t mean to scare you, sugar,” Big Shot says, breaking me from the thoughts I shouldn’t be having. “You’re out early.”

      He’s probably still up from last night. Big Shot always gives me the creeps. He stares a little too long, but beyond that he’s never done more. He always has women coming and going, though. A lot of them are pretty. Prettier than me, so I don’t understand why he’s always trying to get my attention and talk to me. Or why those women are coming and going, either. I keep to myself and don’t ask him questions. I wish he’d do the same.

      “Yeah, going to grab some breakfast,” I tell him, slipping my keys into my bag. I go to move, but he steps in front of me.

      “Who was the guy last night?” he asks.

      I look up at him because I’m so short I have to look up at most people. I want to say “what guy?” but then he’ll know I’m lying because he must have seen him. Crap, I’m a terrible liar.

      “I really gotta go,” I say, stepping around him. He moves out of my way, but not enough, and I have to brush past him. I glance back over my shoulder, and his eyes are on my ass. Gross.

      I make my way down the stairs fast but pause at the door to leave the building. I shake my head and push through the door, trying to let go of my fear. My eyes dart up and down the street. I glance to the way I normally go, and curiosity wins out. Something my aunt used to tell me was going to get me in trouble one day. That I shouldn’t go digging into things but I could help but do it. I was always wondering what was going on around the house. There wasn’t a ton to do, but there was a ton of people-watching to do. It was oftentimes more interesting than the TV. Not that I ever got a turn at the TV.

      I walk along my normal path. My heartbeat picks up as I make my way to the shortcut to get to my train. When I get to the fence, I pause and glance over. It looks like nothing happened. I step in, trying to get a better look, but still nothing. No signs that a man was murdered in there. I see movement out of the corner of my eye and I glance over to a man standing in the junkyard. He’s in a suit and is looking straight at me.

      My breath freezes in my lungs. It’s not the man from last night, but I can’t seem to move. He studies me and can probably hear my heart beating even from this distance.

      Act normal, I tell myself. “Hi,” I manage to say and give a small wave. A woman who saw someone get murdered here wouldn’t be so casual and friendly, right? Jesus, I want to smack myself. “Hope you don’t mind I cut through here. Shortcut to the station,” I say. He doesn’t say anything. He keeps staring at me.

      Okay then. I turn and keep walking, picking up my steps a little and praying he doesn’t follow me. I feel the breath I was holding leave my lungs as I see the train pull up right as I get there. I jump in, falling into one of the seats, and my head drops back against the window. Maybe I’ll take a cab home tonight, because I’m never going down that alley again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          Salvatore

        

      

    

    
      “It’s been two weeks. Are you going to tell me who she is or not?” Gio asks, startling me.

      “It’s none of you — ”

      “You can’t keep saying it’s none of my business.” He cuts me off and gives me a glare. “Everything is my business, especially when it comes to you. I know you’ve been watching the woman who lives there. Are you going to tell me why?”

      I’m in my office packing up for the day. It’s only four o’clock, but I like to watch Thea walk from the telemarketing job to Rita’s, just to make sure she’s safe. Not that she knows I’m watching her. I haven’t spoken a word to her directly since that first night. But every day since, I’ve been a part of her life. In more ways than she realizes.

      I let out a deep sigh and sit down in my chair, leaning back. Gio may not be my brother by blood, but he is in every other sense of the word. There’s nothing I’ve ever kept from him, and this secrecy is causing a rift to form between us. This has been something that’s only mine, but I know it can’t stay that way forever.

      “Her name is Thea,” I finally admit, and look away from him. I don’t like sharing any part of her, even her name, with someone else.

      “She’s the reason we bought the building, right?” he asks, and I nod. “Does she know who you are?”

      There’s a long pause, and I look back to him, unsure of how to explain it. Then I decide the truth is the best.

      “She saw me kill Joey. I chased her down, and now I’m just making sure she doesn’t talk.” Okay, so maybe not one hundred percent true.

      “You let a witness walk?” Gio’s voice is a mix of shock and disapproval.

      “I took care of it,” I say defensively, and stand up. I go back to cleaning up my desk before I leave. I don’t have to explain myself to anyone.

      “Salvatore.”

      “Giovanni,” I snap back.

      “Is this going to be a problem?” he asks, and now there’s concern, rather than accusation, behind his words.

      “Have I ever not taken care of business? Have I ever once put us in jeopardy?” Heat rushes up my neck as anger takes hold. I walk around the desk and get toe to toe with him. “Have you once in your goddamn life ever known me to not cover my shit and do what’s best for everyone in our family?”

      He clenches his jaw and rolls his shoulders. Gio is a kitten until you get in his space. That’s when the panther comes out and he’ll rip your throat out. But I’m not scared. He and I had our differences when we were younger and we worked through them. I just need to remind him that I’m not the enemy.

      “You’re right, brother,” he finally says, and reaches out to put a hand on my shoulder. “Just be careful. I know I give you a hard time about finding a woman, but I’ve never seen you like this before.”

      “I know. I will be,” I say, and it goes a long way to cool both of us down. I pull him into a quick hug and then step back, grabbing my bag off the desk.

      “I’ll see you in the morning,” I say as I walk out of the office.

      When I get to the garage, I slip into my black Maserati and start it up. It’s not a long drive to the place where Thea spends the first part of her day, but it gives me just long enough to talk myself out of approaching her today.

      It’s been hell these two weeks, keeping my distance, but I keep promising myself that I will make my move soon. I also needed to make sure she didn’t run to the cops. It was a real possibility, although I hoped she wouldn’t. I needed to see who her friends and family were and if she confided in them about what happened. I put a few of my men around in key places to watch and listen, and so far, there’s been nothing. She’s kept her silence, and for her loyalty she’s been rewarded. But the greatest reward is yet to come.

      After the night we parted ways, I bought the building she lives in and secretly had a few upgrades done. I had cameras installed, better lighting outside, and security guards placed at all the entrances. A couple of the guys I had watching the area knew to be on the lookout for her, but I didn’t mention her name. I just said she was a distant cousin to a family member and was staying there temporarily. Which is true. She won’t be in that dump much longer.

      I also went to her telemarketing job and spoke with the owner. I pretended to be a headhunter checking for work references on Thea, and they offered up everything they had on her so easily I nearly lost my shit. I kept my cool, though, and learned all that I could and paid them for their time and services. If they seemed at all surprised by this, they didn’t act like it and pocketed the money without another word.

      As soon as I left, I contacted my tech guy to hack in and erase any data the company had on her. Fucking idiots just gave me her life in a folder without so much as a glance at an ID.

      I didn’t go into her waitressing job, but instead watched her from outside. She kept to herself and worked her fingers to the bone every night. It made my chest ache to watch it that first night.

      I followed her on the train home but stayed in a different compartment and kept my distance. That first night, after she was safely in her home, I ordered Chinese for her and had it delivered. She tried to refuse it, but I paid the guy an extra fifty to tell her it was for her and it was taken care of.

      Now every night, I have food sent to her home. She stopped trying to refuse after a few days, but I keep wondering if she knows it’s me. I wonder if there’s a place inside of her that knows I’m taking care of her. Just like I said I would.

      At the end of every night I wait outside her building until I watch her light go out. After that, I head home and think about her until I fall asleep. I can’t hold back much longer, and each day that passes, I become less and less patient.

      I pull up in my usual spot that’s close to the old house she works in but not close enough for her to notice me. A Maserati sticks out in a neighborhood like this, but she hasn’t so much as glanced in its direction. One day I’m going to talk to her about being aware of her surroundings.

      I’m early, but I never mind the wait for her to leave. Some days I follow her on foot to the train station and ride it with her. Some days I wait until she gets on and then drive straight to Rita’s. I strum my fingers on the steering wheel as the clock ticks by.

      When she’s five minutes late, I get annoyed.

      I get out of my car and pace a little closer, thinking that maybe I can see if there’s a meeting or something happening inside.

      After ten minutes have passed, I’m getting angry, with concern growing right along next to it.

      Finally, I give up and walk into the building, knowing that she always leaves out the back. If she’s working late, then she won’t see me and there won’t be any harm done. That’s what I tell myself.

      When I walk inside, there’s a young girl at the reception desk smacking her gum and holding her phone up for a selfie.

      “Is Thea James working?” I ask, getting right to the point.

      The girl looks up from her phone in confusion. “Who?”

      “Thea Jones.” I hold my hand up to the height of my chest. “This tall, long dark hair, gray eyes.”

      “There’s no such thing as gray eyes.” She looks at me skeptically.

      “Do you know who she is?” I’m irritated, and I don’t do a thing to keep it from my voice.

      “Yeah, she’s the quiet one who used to sit in the back. She’s gone,” the girl says, and goes back to her phone.

      I’ve had enough. I reach over and put my hand over the screen and push it down to the desk. “Did she leave early?”

      “Dude. Don’t touch my property,” she says, moving her phone from under my hand as she looks around for help. When she sees none, she finally answers me. “She didn’t come in today. I hear they called her last night and let her go with a bunch of other people. Cutbacks or something. It wasn’t just her.”

      I don’t say another word. I push back from the desk and I’m out the door with my cell in my hand. The guy I had watching her building picks up his phone on the first ring. I slide behind the wheel as I try to figure out what happened.

      “Why wasn’t I informed the woman on the third floor didn’t leave for work today?” I’ve been getting updates on her movements for two weeks, and I’m pissed I didn’t hear about this already.

      “Sorry, boss. I thought you only wanted to know when she left. I haven’t seen any movement today, so I assumed all was good.”

      I hang up the phone and hit the gas. Normally it takes me a while to get to the other end of town where she lives, but I’ll make it in half that today. I’m gripping the steering wheel and weaving in and out of traffic as I think about her losing her job. She works hard and has barely anything. I know it probably wasn’t her dream to work there, but she seemed to be trying to make it work. It pisses me off that I wasn’t there for her when she got the call. That I wasn’t beside her, telling her it was going to be okay.

      By the time I make it to the building, I spot my guy near a construction zone across the street, where it looks like he’s set up to work. But in reality, all he’s set up to do is watch Thea. That’s his only fucking job.

      When he spots me, he immediately stands up and comes over to meet me.

      “I’m sorry, boss. I should have reported her staying put,” he says quickly, trying to smooth things over.

      “Relax, Mike,” I say, and look at the building.

      He nods, and I walk past him and around the back. Mike can’t see the rear of the building from where he’s set up, but he’s got cameras to help with that. From the front he can see Thea coming and going, and up until now it hasn’t been a problem.

      When I get to the back of the building, I see a fat drug dealer named Big Shot. He’s almost as tall as me, but where I’ve got pounds of muscle, he’s all blubber. His bald head is shiny, and he’s got a goatee that looks like food is stuck in it. A woman stands next to him, nearly naked, and a couple of guys loitering close by watch me intently.

      I don’t know Big Shot personally, but he’s been checked out by my men and I don’t fucking like him.

      When I reach the edge of the steps, Big Shot steps out in front of me.

      “Hey, I know you,” he says, looking me straight in the eyes. “You going up to see my girl?”

      Rage builds up in my throat, and I clench my fists. “Your girl?” I manage to choke out.

      “Yeah, I heard about you making a late-night visit to her. But she’s up there packing now. Found out she needed a place to stay, so I’m helping her out. So you can go ahead and turn around, pretty boy. She’s about to get the royal treatment from me.” He licks his lips, and the woman beside him crosses her arms and looks pissed.

      There is only evil in the smirk he gives me, and I’ve had enough.

      Reaching out, I grab him by the throat and push him up against the wall, high enough so that his feet dangle. He grapples with my arms and chokes on his words as his boys come over to help him. I pull out my gun from the back of my belt and point it at them. They come to a complete stop, so I turn my gun to the middle of Big Shot’s forehead.

      “Do you know who I am?” I ask calmly. Big Shot shakes his head, and I look over to his men, who do the same. “I’ll do you a favor and give you an education. I’m Salvatore Castello.”

      At the mention of my name, Big Shot’s eyes widen and his boys start to make excuses for him.

      “Looks like you do. Then you should know better than to fuck with me and what’s mine.”

      I point the gun in the direction of his boys and fire it. They take off running, along with the woman, and I’m thankful I thought to put a silencer on my gun before I left for work today.

      Moving the gun back to Big Shot’s forehead, I hold the hot barrel to his bald head and burn him with it. He lets out a choked cry, and I squeeze his neck harder.

      “Maybe not right here, boss,” I hear Mike say from behind me. He must have either seen what was happening on the cameras or been close enough to hear the gunshot.

      Thankfully his words sink in and I realize that anyone could come down those steps at any moment. This isn’t the place for this.

      “Call the twins and have them take care of him,” I say to Mike as I crack Big Shot over the head with the butt of my gun. He slides down to the floor unconscious, and I straighten my suit.

      “Will do, boss,” Mike confirms as he hauls his limp body out to a waiting trunk.

      I push my hair back in place and walk up the steps to Thea’s apartment. I try to let thoughts of Big Shot and what he said he was going to do with her fall away. She’s mine, and no one touches what belongs to me. It’s clear I need to take care of this now.

      When I get to her door, I see a yellow piece of paper taped to it and I rip it off. My eyes scan it to see it’s an eviction notice. I own the goddamn building — how is she being evicted?

      There’s some bullshit at the bottom about the management company that took over having to remove residents due to overcrowding. Residents have to relocate as of end of business day today.

      “What the fuck?” I growl, crumpling up the paper in my hand and banging my fist on her front door.

      When Thea opens the door, something in my chest eases and aches all at the same time. Her eyes are rimmed red and her hair is piled high in a messy bun. She’s wearing a gray sweatshirt that’s hanging off one shoulder, and I can’t tell if what she’s wearing could be classed as underwear or shorts, they’re so damn short.

      “You always answer your door dressed like this?” I bark, not intending to yell at her but unable to control my anger.

      “You,” she says, blinking a few times and wiping away a tear.

      “Salvatore.”

      “Yeah, I know,” she answers, blushing slightly as she takes a step closer to me. Then, as if she realized what she did, she takes a step back. She found out who I am, apparently.

      “What is this?” I ask, holding up the crumpled yellow ball in my hand.

      She opens her mouth to answer, but instead a sob blurts from her lips and her face falls into her hands.

      “Oh, my angel, don’t cry,” I soothe, and take a step forward to wrap her in my arms. When I feel her own arms move around my waist, I kick the door closed behind us, and we stand there, holding on to each other.

      In this moment, we are taking what we need. She’s using me to cry on after what must have been a really shitty day. And I’m selfishly stealing her warmth and sweetness to ease the pain of being away from her for so long.

      “Shhh. It’s all going to be okay. I’ve got it all taken care of,” I say while I rub her back.

      She sniffs and pulls away slightly until her cool gray eyes meet mine. “What are you talking about? I don’t even know you. God, this is insane.”

      She tries to pull away, but I tighten my hold just slightly. She relaxes again and bites her lip.

      “I’ve decided that you’re a loose end.” I tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. “I’ve spent the last two weeks making arrangements so that you are no longer a threat to the peace I’ve built.”

      “I’m not a threat. I haven’t said a word to anyone,” she says defensively.

      I reach down and take her hands in mine. “By witnessing what you did that night, you’ve become indebted to me. I spared your life, and you must repay that. I thought by keeping an eye on you it would be enough, but I can see now that this place isn’t safe. And now that you’ve been evicted, it’s apparent you need a place to live.”

      I look around the room and see only a few small boxes half filled with meager possessions. When I look back to Thea, she opens her mouth to protest.

      “I’ve had enough of this,” I say, pressing my finger to her lips. “I’ve decided you owe me and that’s that. Now get dressed, we’re leaving.”

      “I am dressed,” she snaps, and pulls her hand from mine.

      I make a show of leaning down and seeing her white shorts molded tight around her ass. Fuck, I can see the outline of her pussy in them, and it makes my mouth water.

      “Fine, but pull the sweatshirt down,” I growl.

      “I’m not going with you.” Her protest is soft, and we both hear it.

      “Thea, what choice do you have?” I ask, crossing my arms. “You lost your job.” When her eyes widen in shock, I shake my head. “You’ve lost your apartment, and that shitty job at Rita’s isn’t enough for you to afford anything else right now. And you owe the biggest kingpin in Los Angeles a debt. You’re going to grab your purse and get your pretty ass in my car. Are we clear?”

      She lets out a huff of frustration but walks over and grabs her bag.

      “I’ll send someone for the rest of this later,” I say as I wait for her to lock her door, and walk down the stairs with her.

      When we get outside, I see Mike and the twins talking right before they get in the car. I know instinctively that Big Shot is in the trunk. There’s no sign of anyone else.

      We walk to my car, and I open the passenger door for Thea.

      “Are you trying to be a gentleman?” she asks with so much sass and attitude in her voice.

      “Are you trying to get spanked for being a brat?” I throw back at her.

      Her cheeks turn pink and she slides in the car. But before I close the door, I lean in.

      “I won’t always be gentle, angel. But I’m your man now.”

      I buckle her up and close the door before walking around and getting in. I already feel like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders because she’s on her way to my home, to where I can keep her safe and she’ll be mine.

      This isn’t exactly how I saw this going down, but it’s good enough to get me what I want. And that’s Thea in my bed, legs spread and being bred with my baby as soon as possible. No condoms, no pills, nothing to stop me. She’s going to be bound to me in every way possible and I’ll make it so she can never leave.

      And she’ll be begging for it the whole time.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          Thea

        

      

    

    
      I glance over at Salvatore, wondering what’s going to happen to me. I should be freaking out, crying and screaming. But I don’t have any more tears at the moment. I’m exhausted from the worry, and besides, can things have really gotten any worse?

      The last twenty-four hours have been utter hell. First, I lost one of my jobs. Then I find out I have to vacate my apartment within twenty-four hours. I had nowhere to go. Big Shot next door offered to hold some of my boxes for me. Even offered me his sofa, but that wouldn’t be happening. I had to take him up on the offer of holding my stuff, but I couldn’t stay with him. I feel like I’d be safer roaming the streets then lying on his sofa.

      But for some reason, seeing Salvatore was a comfort. I figured out who he was a few days after that first night. I saw a picture of him on the news, but I was shocked for the reason why. The city was thanking him for helping fund a new shelter downtown. It seemed so odd. Days before, I’d seen him kill someone. His name sounded familiar, so I did a little digging on one of the computers at work and found out who he really was.

      Kingpin.

      I saw small forums and side stories about Salvatore being in charge of the Los Angeles mob, but nobody would confirm anything publicly. My first reaction was panic. I was freaking out, but it had been days since everything went down and nothing had happened to me. In fact, food started showing up at my house every night, and I knew it had to be him. His words were still ringing in my ears asking me if I’d eaten that day. I didn’t understand any of it, but hey, I had to eat.

      I glance over at him, but his eyes are on the road. I wonder what he’s going to do with me? Don’t men like him go through women like Kleenexes? Why would he want to take me to his place? This is just going to create problems for me later. I think all of that, but in reality, all I have to go off of are old mob movies I’ve watched. So who knows what the hell this guy is about.

      We ride in silence. I can’t find the will to ask any questions. I’m too afraid of what answers I might get. There’s no music on the radio, just the sound of the engine and subtle movements from Salvatore. God, there’s something about his hands I can’t stop staring at. The way his arms clench and relax is mesmerizing.

      We enter a neighborhood where all the houses are spread apart. As we drive through, I can’t help but think how lavish it looks, like something you’d see on television. Who is this guy?

      We reach a rock wall that seems to go on forever before he pulls up to a gate. Salvatore pushes a button on his dash, and the gate opens. He slowly drives up the long driveway leading to a massive house. It has a stone façade and looks like a smaller version of a castle.

      “Am I going to be cleaning this place or something?” I peer out the window, trying to get a better look at the enormous house. Maybe that’s what he’ll do with me. Keep me here to make sure my mouth is shut and his baseboards are scrubbed. But then I think about the pet name he gave me and how he’s treated me so softly. It’s confusing.

      He lets out a laugh as his hand comes to mine. He strokes my palm in a light caress as his other one comes to my cheek. I still at the touch.

      “I’m going to make sure your hands are as soft as they should be.” I look down and watch as he touches me. I’ve got calluses from working at the diner. “You won’t have to lift a finger if you don’t want to.”

      I want to believe him, but can I?

      “I’ll have to do something for you in return, won’t I?” I look up at him. Our eyes lock and I see hunger in his stare. He wants me. Deep down I knew that was the reason he brought me here.

      “You have the most beautiful eyes I’ve ever seen. Do they run in your family?” he asks, changing the subject and not answering me. I’m guessing a man like him doesn’t do anything he doesn’t want to.

      I shake my head, unsure of the answer. I’ve never see someone else with eyes like mine. Maybe in magazines. No one else seems to have the purple that runs along the pupil like mine do.

      “Don’t move.” He gets out of the car and comes over to my side, opening the door for me. He offers me his hand and helps me from his car that’s worth more than a house. Clearly he’s beyond rich.

      He helps me from the car, pulling me to him and pressing my body to his.

      “Why are you doing this? You’re just going to kill me.” I look up at him. His face is unreadable as he stares down at me.

      “What have I done to make you think that?” He pulls me even closer so there is no space between our bodies.

      “I just don’t understand. I know you want me here for sex,” I say. I pause for a second, and he doesn’t deny it. “I’m sure you have plenty of willing women who can do that for you.” I pull my eyes from him, feeling my cheeks burn with embarrassment. I have no idea why I’m talking myself out of being useful to him. I should latch on to anything I can at the moment so I can stay alive. But for some reason it hurts deep down that he wants to use me as some plaything. Maybe I should find a way to escape, but looking at this place, I can already tell it’s a fortress. And where would I go?

      “No,” he says. He grabs my hand, locking my fingers with his. “It’s you I want, and it’s you I’ll have.” He walks toward the house, and I have no choice but to move my feet and keep up with him. His grip on my hand is unyielding.

      When he gets to the front door, it opens for us, and a man in a uniform steps out of the way and inclines his head to Salvatore.

      “Sir,” he says quietly.

      “Fred, this is Thea. Thea, is this Fred.”

      “Hi,” I mumble. He gives me a small nod as well but doesn’t meet my eyes.

      “Everything is ready,” he tells Salvatore.

      “Thank you. This way, angel. Let me show you to the room.”

      We walk through the entrance and down a long marble-floored hall.

      “I’m not having sex with you,” I blurt out.

      My face burns with embarrassment all over again when I see an older woman trying to fight a smile as she walks by us holding a stack of towels. Salvatore ignores me like I didn’t say anything. Probably because he doesn’t care what I have to say.

      He leads me up a staircase that is made of the same white marble as the hallway. At the top, we have the choice to go one of three ways: left, right, or straight ahead. He goes straight without pausing, leading me down another long hallway. All the walls are covered in paintings that look like they should be in a museum. At the end of the hall, there is a set of black double doors that must be ten feet tall.

      “I’m not having sex with you,” I say again, trying to put more force behind it.

      His fingers tighten on mine. Then suddenly he turns to face me, and I run into the brick wall of his chest. I look up at him and see he’s smiling down at me now. I wonder what’s made him so happy. “Stop smiling, I’m serious. You’ll have to force me,” I yell.

      My breath stills in my lungs, realizing I just yelled at him. I step back, scared he might smack me or something. He’s given me no reason to think he’d do something like that. In fact, when I saw him at my door today, I felt comfort. As crazy as that feeling was, I know who he really is.

      What if he’s one of those people who just flips? He goes from one extreme to another. I had a cousin like that and I did my best to give him a wide berth. You never knew who you were getting, and I’m scared Salvatore might be that way, too.

      “I’m smiling because I’ve come this far already.”

      I have no idea what he means. He wraps his hand around my back, removing the space I’d tried to put between us. He leans down slow enough so that I can see his intentions, and I stand still as his mouth comes down on mine.

      I think it’s going to be hard and rough, but it’s not. His lips mold against mine and his eyes fall closed. I keep mine open, looking at him, not wanting to miss this. His mouth works against mine, soft and utterly sweet, like I’m delicate and he doesn’t want to spook me. Then I feel his warm tongue come out and lick the seam of my mouth.

      I open a little for him as a dark part of me wants to know what he tastes like. Power flows from him in waves, and I have to know if it’s in his kiss. When his tongue touches mine, my eyes fall closed and I melt into him. My hands go to his chest and my fingers dig into his shirt. There’s not an inch of space between us, and somehow I need him closer.

      He moans into my mouth, and something about it gives the power to me. I’ve made him react to me, I’m the one giving him pleasure.

      My eyes fly open when I realize what I’m doing. I told him not moments ago that I wouldn’t have sex with him, and now I’m kissing him. I’m a full participant in this and giving him just as much as he’s giving me.

      I push hard against his chest. It’s best to stop this now and not to go too far.

      He releases my mouth and his eyes fly open. They’re filled with lust and hunger. A smirk plays on his lips, and damn it, he looks good. Too good, because all I want to do is rub myself against him. My body is screaming for me to do it, but somehow I get myself under control.

      My hand comes to my lips. I can still feel his mouth there. I’ve never been kissed before. It was more than I ever thought it could be. More than I’d ever fantasized about.

      “Come on, angel.” He grabs my hand again, linking our fingers.

      When we get to the double doors, he slides a key into one and it unlocks. He swings them open, revealing a giant bedroom.

      The first thing I notice is a bed that has to be bigger than a king-size. It’s massive. What does someone even do with a freaking bed like that? We walk inside, and I hear the doors close behind me.

      “This will be our room,” he tells me.

      “Ours?” I ask. “I said I wasn’t — ”

      “You will sleep in the bed with me every night I’m here.”

      The look he gives me says this isn’t up for debate. Then ridiculously, I wonder how many nights a week can he be home.

      “There are clothes in the closet.” He points over to a door. “The bathroom is there.” He points to another set of double doors. “Freshen up. I’ll be back in a few minutes to collect you for dinner.”

      He steps toward me, leaning down, and I know he’s coming for a kiss. I jump back from him, and his nostrils flare. I can tell he doesn’t like my response.

      “I’ll never hurt you,” he tells me, but I don’t respond.

      There isn’t anything to say. He can say that all he wants, but he’s kidnapped me. He might not physically hurt me, but only time will tell his true nature.

      He takes a deep breath and runs a hand through his hair. “You’ll see in time. Now do as I say. I know you must be hungry.”

      With those words, he turns and leaves. I hear a lock click into place, and I rush over, trying the knob. Nothing happens. It won’t open. I drop my head against the door.

      “Crap,” I sigh in defeat.

      I turn around, putting my back to the door, and look around the room. It’s really beautiful. The walls are a deep blue with thick white trim and crown molding. The carpet is pure white, but what keeps catching my eye is the bed. It looks like it’s carved out of wood, and I wonder how anyone got it up here. It’s covered in thick gold fluffy blankets that make me want to jump and land on it just to see how far I can sink down into it.

      Shaking that thought away, I make my way toward the closets. When I open the door, I’m surprised to see something the size of another room. This can’t possibly be a closet. There are clothes in it, but it’s bigger than three of my apartments.

      I step inside, glancing around at the shelves and racks of clothes that line the walls. Every available surface being used to hold expensive-looking clothing. One side of the room houses tailored suits and the other is full of women’s clothing.

      I wonder if he keeps a bunch of different sizes for the women he entertains so he always has something ready if they need it. The thought makes me want to throw up. Being one among many is disgusting to me, and then thinking about being passed along after he gets bored is even worse. On to his next angel, as he calls me. I wonder if he calls all his women that so he doesn’t have to remember their names. I’m sure it’s easier that way.

      My aunt used to do that. She’d call everyone babe so she never had to remember anyone’s name or look stupid when she couldn’t recall one. It’s something that has always stuck with me. So much so that I make an effort to always remember everyone’s name.

      I shuffle through the clothes to check the tags on them. They’re all in my size. I walk over to the shoes and pick one up to see they’re also my size. Everything looks beautiful. More beautiful than any clothes I’ve ever touched before. Maybe that’s why I haven’t heard from him in a few weeks. He was probably getting my little prison ready for me. Maybe even kicking out the last girl who was in here. If there was someone else here before me, there has to be a trace of her. Right?

      Leaving the closet, I walk toward the bathroom. Everything is pure white and covered in marble. Double sinks are set in the center of the far wall off. One of them is a vanity, and I walk over to it, opening the drawers. It’s filled with makeup and perfumes and a few things that I don’t recognize. I open some of the boxes and they all look brand new. Next I go over to the giant shower and look in. I freeze when I see the strawberry shampoo and conditioner there. I use strawberry shampoo and conditioner, but it’s the store brand. It’s far from anything fancy and looks out of place here.

      Exiting the bathroom, I go for the nightstand. I start with the one that has books sitting on it. I walk over and pick them up, freezing when I see they are by my favorite author. I don’t have a ton of books because I can’t afford them, so most of the time I just reread my favorites. Setting the book back down with care, I open the nightstand, but it’s empty inside. I make my way over to the other one, but it’s empty, too. This room almost feel like it’s never been used before. Everything in here seems new, or maybe he just has really good cleaners.

      Glancing around, my eyes go to the thick gold drapes. I rush over toward them and pull them back. They feel like they weigh more than me as I move them along the bar to get them out of the way. A balcony. I grab the door handle, but it doesn’t open. Frustrated, I pull a little harder, but still nothing. I look down and see a keyhole. It’s an antique lock, like one where you’d normally just leave the key in it at all times.

      I want to throw myself on the bed and stay there, with no intention of getting ready for wherever he wants me to go. I have no idea where I’m coming up with the balls to poke a kingpin, but maybe it’s because I feel like I have nothing to lose. Or maybe a part of me knows he isn’t going to hurt me and I want to push a little. Then a forbidden thought creeps in and I remember his dirty threat to spank me. I try to push away the memory, but that one won’t leave me. I shouldn’t trust him. Just like I shouldn’t have let him take me so easily today. Or felt relief when I opened my door and saw him.

      I seriously have no survival skills.

      My rambling thoughts stop when I notice a door that Salvatore didn’t mention. I walk around the bed toward it, wondering if maybe it’s another way out. Not that I could escape even if I got out of this room. But like always, curiosity gets the best of me and I have to know what’s behind it.

      When I turn the knob, the door opens, and excitement flutters through me. Slowly I peek my head inside. When I see what it is, I swing the door open and step in. It’s a baby’s room. The room is decorated in a zoo animal theme. The bottom of the wall is painted to look like a jungle, and the top is a blue sky with birds flying around. The room is set up like at any moment a baby is going to fill it. It has everything it might need. I spin around, taking it all in. A crib, bassinet, changing table, swing, even a car seat sits in the corner.

      “Oh my god.” He has a baby. Then it hits me. Maybe he even has a wife. It’s like a punch to the stomach. All the air leaves my lungs. I don’t know why I never thought about that. I can’t recall if I saw a ring on his finger, but maybe he’s one of those husbands who doesn’t wear one. I’m not sure why I find this so shocking or why it’s cutting me so deep. My hand goes to my mouth where he kissed me, and I swear I can still feel him there.

      It becomes clear to me now why I’m here. Why I probably work so well to suit his needs. He wants me to be his mistress. To be kept away and no one will ever find out about me. His dirty little secret. For all I know his wife even lives in the house and I’m just in a separate wing. The house looks big enough for that to be possible. Why does that thought disgust me more than when I saw him kill a man?
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          Salvatore

        

      

    

    
      When I walk back into the room, I find Thea on the bed with her head in her hands. When she hears me enter, she looks up and there is pain and anger all over her face. I close the door behind me and take a step toward her, wondering who could have hurt her in the short time I was away.

      When I move closer, she stands up from the bed and glares at me with so much hate. It’s then I realize her pain has been caused by me. Somehow from the time I left to the time I came back, I’ve done this to her.

      “Tell me what happened and I’ll make it right. I’ll fix whatever is wrong.” I stretch my arms out, palms up, but her expression changes to disgust when she looks at my hands.

      “Don’t come near me.” She crosses her arms and raises her chin in challenge.

      “What do you think will happen if I do?” I ask, taking a step forward. I want to see just how far she will take this.

      “I don’t want you to touch me.” She refuses to look at me when she speaks.

      “All right. Let’s say for a second I don’t touch you. Will you tell me what’s wrong then? Or is this one of those woman things where you say fine when you’re really not?”

      Her eyes snap back to mine, and I can’t help but smile at the look she gives me. If she could shoot fire out of her eyes, I’d be a pile of ashes.

      “We don’t have time for you to explain to me why you’re definitely not angry right this second.” I walk over to the closet and grab the first gown in the front. It’s a metallic gold that will shine off every curve. “I told you to get ready, but obviously you were too busy being not angry to do it.”

      I walk over to the bed and lay the dress down on it. I look up and give her a wink, but she rolls her eyes at me.

      “Put the dress on, angel.”

      “Why do I have to put on something so fancy for dinner?” Her eyes rake over my body and I ache to pull her close again, to press every curve against me, but instead I wait. “Why are you wearing a tuxedo?”

      “You’re going to accompany me to a charity gala. It’s black tie, so we have to dress formal,” I answer, leaning against the post on the bed, watching her every move.

      “You don’t have anyone else you can take?” She sounds bitter, and I don’t fucking like it.

      “There’s no one I’d rather be with than you. So either you put the dress on, or I do it for you.” My words are final, and there is no room for talking back. I let them hang in the air and allow her to weigh her decision.

      For a moment, I think she’s going to fight me on it. But something clicks in her mind and she goes from pissed off to devious. My cock shouldn’t get hard at the thought of what she might do next, but I don’t seem to have any control over him.

      “What are you going to do, spank me?”

      She throws my own words back at me, and though she means them to be a weapon, I see the desire in her eyes.

      “If that’s the way you want it,” I say, pushing from the bedpost and walking over in front of her. “You don’t have to get mad at me to get what you want.”

      My words are heavy between us as I inch closer to her. The hurt and anger in her violet eyes fall away and I watch as she nervously licks her lips. I grasp her waist and slowly bring her body against mine.

      “How about I spank you just because I want to, and if you like it, it can be our little secret.” Her cheeks flush with color, and I lean down, trailing my lips across her cheek and to her ear. “I’ll never tell anyone just how wet it gets you.”

      I move my hand from her waist to the front of her jean shorts and I unbutton them. My lips brush down her neck and back to her ear as I slowly push them off her ass and let them fall to the floor. Then I reach for the edge of her shirt and glide it up her stomach and over her breasts. I look into her eyes as she raises her arms, and I pull off her shirt, tossing it on the floor with her shorts.

      Reaching around her back, I unclasp her bra and then slowly drag it down her arms, revealing her round tits with hard rosy nipples. The blush from her cheek travels down to her chest, and I see her arms twitch to cover herself. But before she can do that or change her mind, I sit down on the bed and pull her over my lap in one quick motion.

      I sit at an angle so the upper half of her body is over one of my legs and resting on the bed. Her pussy is pressed right against my cock, and I stare down at the pale blue cotton that’s covering her ass. Her rounded cheeks are lily white, and I tug her panties up her ass so I can have more of them to spank.

      “You don’t have any idea how beautiful you are, do you, Thea?” I run one large palm from the base of her neck all the way down her spine. I take my time, touching her soft skin and memorizing each dip and peak. “You are truly magnificent.”

      I feel the shaky breath leave her lungs as I rub her ass cheek, then use both hands to squeeze them. Her delicate skin begins to turn a light shade of pink from this simple touch. My cock is aching to rub against it, too, begging for a release I have no intention of giving it.

      “Spread your legs.” My voice is deep, and I’m a dog on a leash rushing against my restraints. I don’t know if I’ll be able to hold myself back.

      There is only a moment of hesitation before she does as I ask. She presses her thick thigh harder between my legs, and I groan out loud. She moves her other thigh as far away from me as she can while still remaining on my lap.

      “Perfect,” I say, looking down at the dewy wet spot she’s already created against her panties. “Stay still, angel.”

      The first smack to her ass is soft but warms her skin into a dark shade of pink. She doesn’t cry out but instinctively raises her ass just a bit more for me to do it again. I place my hand on her back and I can feel her breathing pick up, but this time there are no nerves, only want.

      I give her two more, one on each cheek, and lick my lips. I don’t know if I can stop myself if I keep going.

      She wiggles against me, and I have to grit my teeth to keep from leaning down and biting her ass. I want to push her thighs apart and taste the sweet honey between her pussy lips.

      “More?” I ask as my hand trails over her cheeks and to her panty-covered pussy. Wet cotton greets my eager fingertips, and I rub her there. When she moans and nods, I bring the fingers to my upper lip and rub them there. I want the smell of her cunt on me while I do this. It will be the only thing to give me some relief.

      I don’t count each spank as I go from cheek to cheek. But the longer I do it, the more her hips move against me. Rising up as I come down, trying to rub her pussy against me to get her off. Her face is turned toward me, and I see the sweat around her hair. Her hands are gripping the bedspread and I can’t stand it any longer. The sight of her so turned on and on the edge of climax is enough to put me six feet under.

      After one final smack, I grab the edge of her underwear and rip it off her, throwing the scraps on the ground. I plunge two fingers inside her soaking wet cunt as my thumb goes to her clit and rubs her in fast circles.

      “Salvatore!” she screams as she arches up and then falls back to the bed.

      I work her hard and fast, her pussy clenching me as her orgasm is like a tidal wave and takes her over the edge. There is no stopping the pleasure that’s hitting her, and she shouts in both pleasure and fear as it drowns her.

      I’m a man with many sins on my shoulders, so there was never any stopping this. Stopping me. I’m on my knees on the floor behind her, spreading her legs and replacing my fingers with my mouth before she can finish her climax.

      The taste of her sweet peachy cunt as she pushes back against my face is heaven on earth. My tongue is working her pussy from behind, and I grip her thighs with my hands, wanting her to sit down on me. I want to smother myself in her pleasure and have her juices run down my chin.

      Her body tenses and she tries to pull away from my mouth as another climax approaches. But I growl against her and hold her tighter, imprisoning her in passion.

      “Don’t you dare take your pussy away from my mouth. You’re under the mistaken impression it belongs to you. But that’s not the case anymore.”

      I bite the inside of her thigh, and she shouts my name again as the next orgasm hits her.

      I love her clit, licking it in long slow strokes. It slows down the frenzy that had taken over her body and allows her to relax against the bed. As I get the last few tastes of her pussy, I force myself to sit back and stand up.

      I reach over and grab the dress I tossed on the bed, then kneel back down at her feet and slide them into it. I wiggle it up her thighs and over her ass before I make her stand up while facing away from me so I can pull the strapless gown up her body. When I get it around her chest, I reach round to her front and cup each breast before putting them into it. I kiss her bare shoulder as I zip it up and then hold her back to my front. I wrap my arms around her waist and bury my nose in her hair, breathing in her strawberry scent.

      “Can you manage your own shoes, or do you need me to do those, too?” I ask, kissing down her neck.

      There’s a shyness to her voice as she shakes her head and then answers me. “I think I can manage.”

      “Let me dote on you a little longer,” I say as I turn her around in my arms and then sit her down on the bed.

      I walk over to the closet and reach down to grab the shoes that go with the outfit. When I get back to the bed, I kneel down in front of her and pick up one delicate foot. I kiss the top of it before sliding the shoe on, then give the second the same treatment.

      When I look up, I see that the look of anger and frustration from earlier is gone, and now in its place are questions and confusion.

      “Later, angel. We’re running late,” I say, reading her mind.

      She opens her mouth to say something but then closes it.

      I stand up and hold out my hand, waiting for her to put hers in it. There is only a second of hesitation before she slips her small palm in mine. I wrap my fingers around hers and pull her from the bed, wrapping my arm around her waist.

      I hold her close as we leave the room and then the house. She doesn’t say a word the entire ride, but I can practically hear the questions forming in her head.

      Just before the limo comes to a stop, I lean over and kiss the spot just under her ear. “Patience,” I whisper as I nibble on her earlobe.
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      I wrap my arm tighter around Salvatore as we make our way into the grand ballroom. There was a red carpet and photographers set up outside. I didn’t have my hair done or any makeup on, but Salvatore looked at me like I was the most beautiful thing in the world.

      I guess I’ll just go for sexy bedroom look, since that’s exactly what I appear to be sporting. Somehow, without me even knowing what happened, I forgot all about the other women and babies this man might have and threw myself across his lap while he spanked me then ate me out.

      God, my face burns at the memory. At least I don’t need blush to add a little color to my face. Just the thought of me sitting back on Salvatore’s face is enough to make me redden from head to toe.

      I can’t believe I let my guard down like that. I’ve never been intimate with anyone in any way, and I practically begged him to do it. Do I have no shame? What if he does have a wife, a girlfriend, and children? All the same questions come flooding back, but he told me to be patient. How long do I have to wait?

      Everyone is staring at us as we make our way around the room. They greet Salvatore like he’s the one in charge of the place. Maybe he is. Some people, mostly women, he introduces me to, and some he doesn’t. He doesn’t give my name to some of them, and I can tell they’re the ones he doesn’t like. He is quiet with them, and his body is tense like he’s ready to protect me.

      I’ve had a couple of glasses of champagne, and every time a food tray comes by, Salvatore makes a production of stopping them and making sure I get my fill. I’ve stayed quiet and watched from the distance. It’s been unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. The whole thing feels like a movie.

      Suddenly the tension in Salvatore’s back is like never before as a bald man approaches us.

      “Perhaps this would a good time for you to use the ladies room,” Salvatore murmurs to me while keeping his eyes on the man.

      “Okay,” I say, knowing this must be someone he doesn’t want me to know.

      “It’s just over there on your left,” he says, pressing his hand to the small of my back to guide me in that direction.

      But apparently, I’m not fast enough, because the bald man steps in front of me just before I can walk to it.

      “Who do we have here, Sal?” the man leers as he looks down at me with muddy brown eyes. He’s only a little taller than me, but he looks strong. He’s got the appearance of a drug user that gets crazy strength after doing a line. He’s dressed in a suit, but it doesn’t look like he wears them often. I bet he’d be more comfortable in something dirty, but he’s attempting to be clean for a night.

      Immediately Salvatore is pulling me behind him and going toe to toe with the bald guy.

      “Didn’t think you were back in town, Creed. And I’m positive you didn’t get an invite to this.”

      Creed sneers around the room and then looks back at Salvatore. “Not staying long. Just wanted to come by and see how you were. Pay my respects and all that bullshit.”

      “Bullshit?” I hear someone say from behind us.

      It’s then I turn and notice there are at least ten men around us and ready to protect Salvatore.

      “Looks like Giovanni is still nipping at your heels. Careful, Sal. You stop too fast and he’ll end up in your ass,” Creed says.

      “He’s got a great ass, though,” Giovanni says, and I snort.

      I regret it immediately because everyone turns their attention to me.

      “Pretty little thing,” Creed says, then licks his lips. “She suck a cock as good as your mom?”

      A deafening roar breaks out, and everything happens so fast. People pile in, swinging and shouting, descending on us from every corner. It’s chaos, and I just try to get out of the way. With one sentence from Creed, the place is in utter panic and commotion.

      I try not to get caught in the mass of bodies as I watch five people pull Salvatore off Creed. A set of hands grabs my upper arms, and I’m pulled off to the side, but I don’t know who it is because I can’t take my eyes off what’s happening. I just stand there and watch as Salvatore tries to kick his way back to Creed, I assume to finish him off.

      “You’re a dead man!” Salvatore shouts, and that’s when I hear the snaps of the cameras.

      Paparazzi are everywhere, catching all of this on camera.

      “Fuck,” is mumbled from behind me, and it’s then I notice Giovanni was the one to get me out of the fight. “Get him out of here!” he shouts, and a bunch of guys in suits grab Creed.

      The ones who have Salvatore are trying to calm him down, but it’s no use. He’s beyond talk right now, and he looks ready to murder everyone in the room.

      Creed is laughing as blood drips down his nose, and he looks psychotic. He’s still laughing like a maniac as they carry him out of the ballroom, his voice echoing off the ceiling.

      What the hell just happened in the last thirty seconds? It was like hell broke loose.

      My chest aches as I watch Salvatore struggle to calm down. He’s fighting with the people trying to talk to him, and he looks ready to go after Creed.

      Without thinking, I walk over to him and slip my hand into his. The feeling of his warm skin against mine, even as his pulse races, settles me. He flinches but then turns to look at me, his eyes softening at the sight of me beside him. The next thing I know, he’s wrapping both of his arms around me and drawing in a deep breath.

      “You okay, angel?” I nod against his chest and I feel his chin rest on the top of my head. “Sorry about that. Long story.”

      “That’s not much of an explanation,” I say, and I feel his chest move with laughter.

      “Not here,” he whispers into my ear, and it’s then I realize we are still surrounded by people. “Gio,” he calls over my shoulder, and I turn to see Gio walk over to us. “Take care of this. I’m taking her home.”

      “Nice to meet you, Thea,” Gio says. “I’ve heard absolutely nothing about you.”

      He smile is easy and I can tell he’s one of the good guys.

      “I can say the same about you,” I say, shrugging, and he laughs at that.

      “Since Sal will never introduce us, you can call me Gio. I’m his baby brother, to all intents and purposes. Welcome to the family.”

      He inclines his head to the both of us and walks away, but with the word family, all my questions from before are popping up.

      “Not yet,” Salvatore whispers in my ear, and I growl at him in frustration. I hate how easily he can read my mind.

      The limo is brought around faster than I thought possible, and the next thing I know I’m in the back of it and we’re out of there.

      “What was that — ” I ask, but Salvatore cuts me off when his lips land on mine.

      The kiss is deep, and his tongue demands entry without hesitation. I open and give him what he wants, sensing his heightened need. He’s desperate to have something from me, and I’m willing and eager to give him that. In this moment, all of my questions have left the limo, and there is only what I can do to comfort him.

      It’s clear that Salvatore wants me, and I want him. I don’t know how the rest of this will turn out, but right now, I’m only going with what my body is telling me to do.

      “Pull your dress up,” he says against my lips as his hands go to the top of my dress.

      In one second my breasts are free and his mouth is moving down to them. I reach down and pull on the edge of my dress, bunching it up around my waist as he moves between my thighs. I don’t have any panties on from when he ripped them off me earlier, so I feel the cool air against my wet pussy.

      His mouth closes over one of my nipples and he sucks it into his mouth. I cry out as my back arches off the seat and my hands go to his hair. I grip him tight as his mouth moves from one to the other, making my nipples sensitive from his attention. His hands squeeze them, then move down to my waist, spreading my thighs impossibly wider.

      Then cool hair hits my wet nipples as his mouth covers my pussy. The feeling from earlier tonight is back as he sucks on my clit and slides two fingers into me. It’s sensation overload as I’m filled with him, and the sensitive bud is being tormented with pleasure.

      It’s unlike anything I’ve ever felt, and I rock my hips against his mouth, wanting more. I never knew having someone kiss you there could feel so good, and I push against him harder as I start to beg.

      “More, Salvatore. Don’t stop.”

      “You think I could ever stop eating this little pussy of yours? Never, angel.”

      He drinks me down like he’s been walking in the desert and I’m the only thing that can quench his thirst. I hold his mouth tighter to me, and I cry out as I get closer and closer to the edge.

      I jerk on his hair and his eyes snap up to mine. They stay locked on me as I ride his face and take what I want from his mouth.

      “You’re going to get me off, then you’re going to tell me everything, Salvatore. If you want me, you better make sure I never walk in blind again.”

      His teeth graze my clit and my head falls back against the seat. My climax hits me hard, and I shout his name inside the limo. My legs tremble and my body is weak, but he holds me tight. Wave after wave of pleasure washes over me and I let go, allowing him to catch me.

      He’s the devil that’s come to steal my soul, but he never expected me to hand it over.
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      I carry Thea up the stairs to our room and close the door behind us. She doesn’t wake until I place her on the cool sheets and she reaches for me.

      Her eyes are heavy, but I know she won’t let me go without talking. She’s been worrying herself all night, and I don’t know why. But I will do anything to ease her fears, so I sit on the edge of the bed beside her and wait for her to ask.

      “Are you going to sleep in your tux?” she asks, pulling at my tie.

      It’s loose around my neck, and she tugs it off of me, tossing it on the floor.

      “Do you want to undress me or ask your questions?” I ask, and she smiles.

      “Both.” Her fingers come up and she slowly unbuttons my shirt. “Are you married?”

      She doesn’t look me in the eyes when she asks this, and I’m shocked. I reach out, snatching her wrist until she looks at me.

      “Thea.” I press my lips to the inside of her wrist without breaking eye contact. “I’m not married and I’ve never been married. I don’t have anyone in my life except you.”

      She lets out a breath and nods. “I thought so, but you never know.” She shrugs and tries to look away again.

      I take her chin in my hand and lean down close to her. “You’re the only woman to ever take my attention. Be careful with it.” I wink at her, and she smiles, the dark cloud that was in her eyes rolling away.

      Her fingers go back to my shirt, and I take it off for her when she’s finished. I stand up and unbuckle my belt and unzip my slacks. She watches me closely as I take off my shoes and socks, then push my slacks down.

      When I’m in my underwear, I lean down and unzip her dress, slipping it down her body. She’s lying in our bed naked before me and I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.

      “What about the baby room?” She glances over to the room attached to this one, and for a moment it takes my attention away from the sight of her.

      “Oh, that?” I say as I push my underwear off, exposing my hard cock that’s pointing straight at her. I climb on the bed and on top of her body, putting my arms and legs on either side of her. “It’s so they’ll be close to us at night when they’re little.”

      “Close to us? Are we having a baby?” She looks at me with wide eyes.

      “Oh yes. At least five. I want a big family.”

      “Are you serious right now? Salvatore, you don’t even know me.” She brings her hands to my chest, but she doesn’t push me away.

      “I know more than you think,” I say, leaning down and placing a soft kiss on her lips.

      “This is insanity,” she moans as my lips trail down between her breasts.

      “Should I just eat your pussy to get you to agree? That’s seemed to work so far,” I say, putting my knee between her thighs and spreading them apart. “Or maybe giving you my cock would do the trick.”

      I slip the ridge of my cock through her wetness and across her clit. She moans and arches against me as her eyes fall closed.

      “Yes, angel. I think you need my dick inside you.” I slide up and down her pussy, wetting my cock before I press the thick head to her opening. It’s slick with my seed and her cream, and I can’t hold back anymore. “You’re mine now.”

      I thrust all the way in, feeling her virgin pussy clench down on me. She tenses, and I lean down, kissing her to help relax the hurt away. She tastes like heaven and sweet peaches, just like her pussy. It takes all the strength I have not to pull out and pound back into her, so I try to focus on her pain instead of my pleasure.

      “Salvatore,” she gasps as I hold myself still, allowing her to adjust.

      “I’m going to get you pregnant on the first try, Thea. I want you filled with my baby before the night is over, so spread your legs wide.”

      I kiss down her chest and take a nipple into my mouth, sucking on one and then the other. I go back and forth, holding my cock inside her as far as it can go. Her legs move around my waist and tighten as I slowly pulse in and out, barely an inch at a time.

      “I don’t know,” she says, her voice pleading and laced with need. “This is so fast.”

      “Shhh,” I murmur, silencing her doubt. “Your only job is to let me breed you. So lie back and let me do all the work.”

      I sit up and look down at where we are joined. I slowly rock in and out, watching my fat dick disappear inside her tight little pussy. The sight of her taking me, taking my seed, is so fucking dirty I can’t look away. Her pretty baby breeder is sucking up all my cum, and it makes me leak more into her.

      “Look how you’re made for me. One quick pop of that cherry and you’re already letting me ride you good and hard.” I thrust back in, and she opens up for me, letting every inch of my cock slide so easy. “You want it so bad. You’re not even trying to keep me out.”

      My balls draw up tight, ready to give her a load, but I want her to cum first.

      “Rub your pussy, angel. I need you nice and soft for me.”

      She does as I ask as I reach up and play with her nipples. The hard little peaks are tight with need, and I want to see them turn pink when she cums.

      I watch her fingers working her clit, but she’s getting distracted with my cock going in and out of her. Reaching down, I push her hand out of the way and use my own. In seconds she’s got her head thrown back and her eyes closed tight as I do everything for her that she needs.

      “That’s it, angel. You just need me to do it. I’ll take care of you.”

      I feel her clench around me, and I thrust deep. Her body responds and she falls over the peak, nearly coming off the bed as she climaxes.

      I hold her tight against me as I feel my own waves of pleasure enter her body. Pulses of cum spread inside her, filling her warm womb with seed.

      “Take it all, Thea. Every drop.”

      She gasps and wraps her legs around my waist as we both lie there and try to recover. I hold myself up but remain inside her as I place soft kisses on her face.

      The intensity of my climax is enough to have me collapsing on top of her, but I do my best to keep my weight off her so that I can stay inside her as long as possible.

      I brush the hair out of her face and kiss her forehead. “You okay?” I ask, watching her slowly open her eyes. She nods and hums as her eyes fall closed again. “Are you going to fall asleep with my cock inside you?”

      I can’t keep the laugh out of my voice as she nods and hums again without opening her eyes.

      “Sleep, sweet Thea. Dream of me and of our babies.” I kiss her lips softly and rub my nose against hers. “I’m going to make all of them come true.”
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      Lips press softly against mine, and I slowly open my eyes. Salvatore pulls back, looking down at me.

      “I didn’t think you were ever going to wake up.”

      He has a slight pout playing around his lips, and I want to laugh, but instead I just smile at him. I bet no one would think that the great Salvatore Castello could behave like this. I stare at him for a moment and take back the words in my head. I actually have no idea what he’s like with other people, if I’m being honest. I’m assuming how a mobster, a kingpin, would act. But I’m basing it off movies and books I’ve read.

      “Where did you go?” he asks, bringing me back to the moment.

      His hair is a little messy from our night together, and he looks relaxed. Right now I’d never think he’s in the mob.

      “To be honest, I was thinking I don’t really know anything about you. The last twenty-four hours have been crazy. I mean, I watched you…” I trail off. He killed someone in front of me.

      “We have all the time in the world, angel,” he says, leaning in and kissing me softly again. “I want to take care of you before I need to get some work done.”

      He sits up and gets off the bed. My eyes follow him, watching his naked body move around the room. I feel myself blush, embarrassed by seeing all of him in the light of day. After all the things we’ve done, this shouldn’t make me shy, but it does. His body is perfect, even with the little scars littering his skin here and there. It reminds me once again who he really is.

      He comes over to me, pulling me from the bed and throwing me over his shoulder. I squeal in surprise as he gives my butt a smack. I wiggle on his shoulder, laughing, and he smacks me again.

      “Be still. I don’t want you to get hurt.” I do my best to keep from moving as he carries me. “Good girl.”

      His voice is low and firm, and for some reason his praise makes my stomach do a little flip. I don’t know how he makes me lose all common sense, but he does. Maybe I should just go with it. When we get to the bathroom, I hear the water turn on, then he steps into the warm shower. I moan at the feel of it as all of my muscles ache from our lovemaking last night.

      He slides me down his body, and his chest hair rubs against my smooth, soft skin. I giggle at the sensation and wrap my arms around his neck when I come to my feet.

      “That tickles.”

      When I feel his hard length slide against me, I stop laughing and moan. Then he’s the one to let out a chuckle. I lay my head against his chest, letting the water run over both of us. It’s soothing being next to him and surrounded by the warmth of the water.

      “You sore?” he asks as he wraps his arms around my back and begins to rub.

      “A little,” I admit.

      “I’ll give you a massage this afternoon,” he tells me as he kisses my neck. “Until then, let me make you feel a little better.” He drops to his knees in front of me, his big hands engulfing my hips.

      My hands go to his shoulders, holding onto him there. He looks up at me, his eyes impossibly dark. I’m starting to learn they do that when he’s really turned on. I glance farther down and see his cock is hard between his thighs.

      “Never been on my knees for anyone before.” His thumbs slowly stroke my hip bones. “I like being down here for you though. Only you.”

      I run my fingers through his ebony hair. Yeah, I’m going to give this a try. Though I’m not sure he’s giving me an option to begin with. He’s made it clear I belong to him, I just have to pray this is always the man he’ll be. Because if he is, I have no problem belonging to him.

      “Part your legs for me, angel. I’m hungry for it.” His eyes are trained between my legs.

      I lick my lips and do as he says, slowly stepping apart for him. I barely finish putting my foot to the wet tile floor and his mouth is on me, urgent to have me. He’s starving for it and can’t wait another minute to get his mouth on me.

      He goes straight for my clit greedily. I jerk against his firm hold, but his grip on my hips keeps me in place. Otherwise I think I would’ve dropped to the floor. He growls against me, and it echoes through my whole body.

      “Salvatore,” I moan.

      His tongue laps at me like a lion, and I can tell he wants me to cum. It’s his only goal. There’s no teasing as he pleasures me.

      I feel a small bite against my clit, and I scream out as the climax hits me fast, rocking through my body. My legs tighten, but I’m so far gone that I feel myself start to fall. But before I can, I’m in Salvatore’s arms. He’s holding me, cradling me to his chest.

      I close my eyes for a moment, resting my head against him. There’s a moment when I don’t register anything as the orgasm just runs through my body and I melt into him.

      “Feel better, baby?” he asks.

      I open my eyes to look up at him. He looks so proud of himself, which makes me smile. “You can do that to me anytime you like,” I manage to say before I place kisses on his chest.

      “I know I can,” he says cockily.

      I let it slide, still enjoying the aftermath of my orgasm.

      He sits me down on a bench in his giant shower and washes himself. I try desperately to stop myself from staring at him as he does. As my eyes trail down his strong back and to his round ass, I wonder where all the scars came from. I’m sure it has to do with his line of work, but I can’t find the right words to ask. I’m guessing he wouldn’t tell me anyway. I’m sure each holds its own story of darkness that I probably wouldn’t even be able to wrap my mind around.

      When he’s finished with himself, he drops to his knees in front of me and washes my body. It’s so weird to see this powerful man on his knees for me. It does something to me, just like everything about him seems to.

      He takes his time washing my feet, calves, and then my thighs before pulling me to my feet and slowly washing the rest of me. He even does my hair. First the shampoo, then putting in the conditioner, lovingly petting me with each touch. I’ve never had someone take care of me like this. It almost makes me want to cry, but I hold it in, not wanting to ruin this utterly sweet moment. Instead I enjoy it without thinking about it too much.

      I can’t hold back the sounds that come from me as he rubs my scalp. My eyes fall closed and I moan.

      When he turns off the water, my muscles feel so much better. I feel more relaxed than ever before. Salvatore grabs a towel and dries me off.

      Once he’s finished, he picks me up and takes me to the bed. He sits me down on it and then walks over to the door and opens it. Bending down, he picks up a tray and closes and locks the door again. He sets the tray down on the bed in front of me, and I watch the whole thing with my jaw nearly on the floor. This is like something out of a movie.

      “Angel, I hate to do this.” He glances at the clock next to the bed. I follow his line of sight to see it’s almost noon. I’m shocked because I’ve never slept this late before. “I need to get going. I have a few things to do.” I can see he doesn’t want to leave. “I hate leaving you naked in bed.”

      The look on his face as his eyes rake over me has me biting my lip to hold back a smile. He wants me all over again, just as much as I want him.

      “I understand,” I tell him. He’s standing over me, still naked with his cock pointing straight at me. I lick my lips, reaching for it.

      “Angel,” he chides me, right before I make contact. It’s a warning. And a promise.

      He jerks against my hand, groaning at the contact. I watch as a small drop of cum leaks out. I lean forward, and his hand slides into my hair, gripping me in a tight hold. He tilts my head back and makes me look up at him. His breathing is hard as his chest heaves. I love that I’m making him like this. I bet a man like him isn’t used to not being in control. It’s probably driving him crazy. I’m the reason for all of this, and it feels powerful.

      “Lick that up, Thea. You made me do it.”

      My core clenches as I do as he says. I lick the pearly drop off, but I want more. I try to stick my tongue in the little hole to get as much as possible, and another appears. I press my lips to the tip and suck it off, humming at his flavor.

      He tightens his grip on my shoulders, and then I’m flat on my back. He looms over me as he pushes my thighs apart with his knees. Then, with one hard thrust, his cock is inside me and I’m beyond full. It’s not painful, but there’s an ache to his weight inside me, and I moan at the sensation. His thick, heavy cock throbs as it enters, and my body tries to hold all of him as far as he can go. It’s delicious. I’m still a little sore from the night before, but the pleasure is so much more powerful.

      “You’re going to have to learn, angel,” he grunts, pulling out and thrusting fully back inside me. “You stole a taste. Until my baby is in your belly, all my cum goes into this cunt that now belongs to me. Every. Single. Drop.” He thrusts with each word.

      I lean my head back, my eyes falling closed. I love this feeling of ownership he has over me. My body is alight with sensations and I can’t focus. Every inch of me is pulsing with need only he can satisfy.

      “Eyes, angel. Give me those eyes that drive me fucking crazy.” I open my eyes and look at him. It takes everything in me to keep my eyes locked on his. They want to fall closed so bad. But he’s right. Looking at him like this while he makes love to me amplifies it a thousand-fold. I’ve never been more connected to someone in my life.

      His words of possession should make me mad, but I feel myself grip his cock harder inside me, wanting the words that he’s saying to be true. That everything he’s offering me on a gilded platter is real. And even if it’s too good to be true, I’m not sure I want to break the spell.

      His mouth comes down, sucking and biting at my neck. “Look what you do to me. I have no control,” he groans against my skin. “You touch me and I’m on you. I can’t help myself.” His words always come out like he doesn’t understand how this could be happening.

      I feel the same way with him. Look at the way I’ve behaved with him. I’ve let him have his way with me from the second he saw me without putting up a fight. I think I’d do anything he asked of me at this point. But I don’t tell him this. He already has too much power over me and I haven’t even been in his home more than twenty-four hours.

      “Angel. Have mercy on me and cum. I can’t hold on much longer with the taste of you still in my mouth from the shower.” Then he bites me right on my neck.

      The pleasure and pain mix together and I come undone, doing as he begs me. I scream out his name as he grunts over and over. He moves on top of me as his warm release fills my body and I pulse around him. My orgasm moves from my core to my fingertips and it’s like a wave pulling me under.

      He gives one final thrust as I try to catch my breath, and his body goes lax on top of mine. We lie there for I don’t know how long, but finally he looks into my eyes. I can’t read his expression, but he leans down and gives me one of those slow, soft kisses that he’s a master of.

      He slips from my body and lets out a sigh of complaint at the loss. He moves down my body and rests his head for a moment on my chest like he’s trying to get himself together. Eventually he stands.

      “We ruined your breakfast,” he says, and I glance beside us. Everything is still on the tray, but it’s all mushed together. He grabs my hands and helps me sit up. “I’ll have something else made for you. Do you want to take it in the kitchen?” I nod. I don’t want to stay in the room all day while he works.

      “I’ll take care of it.” He kisses the top of my head and disappears into the closet. When he comes out a little later, he’s dressed in a suit like every other time I’ve seen him. He goes into the bathroom, and when he comes back out his hair is fixed and he doesn’t look like he just made love to me.

      Wait. Was that making love or fucking? Or just sex? Maybe it was breeding. That thought hits me hard. Is that the only reason I’m here? It’s all he seems to talk about. Putting his child inside me. I shake the thought from my head.

      “Get dressed, angel. Then you can eat breakfast and explore the house if you like.” He leans down, kissing me. “Don’t wash this off.” His hand parts my legs, and two fingers run along my sex before he’s pushing them inside me. I moan just as he pulls them out and licks them then brings them to his nose. “I’m going to love smelling you on my fingers. It’ll get me through the day while I’m away from you.” He smirks, and I blush.

      “Tease,” I say admonishingly, and wink at him. For a second he looks like he might pounce on me again, and I don’t want to be the reason he’s even later to work. So I change the subject. “Are you leaving?” I don’t want to be in the house alone, even though I’m guessing there’s plenty of staff. I don’t want him to leave. I want to be able to go to him if I need something.

      “No, I’ll be in my office. It’s the first door on the left when you come in the main entrance of the house.”

      I nod, feeling a little better.

      “Explore anywhere you like. Nothing is off limits to you,” he tells me before leaning in and giving me another kiss. He pulls back and looks at the clock. “I’m never late,” he says, more to himself. “Be a good girl.” He unlocks the door and takes one last look at me before leaving and shutting the door behind him.

      I stand from the bed, feeling a little out of place. I grab Salvatore’s button-up shirt from the night before, sliding it over my head.

      Everything feels like a dream. I’ve never been more loved in my life than I have these past few hours.

      I make my way to the door and down to the kitchen. This house is so big I’m not even sure how I found it on the first try.

      “Ma’am.” The man in the kitchen greets me and nods toward the plate on the breakfast bar.

      I walk over and sit down, digging into the eggs and bacon. “This is wonderful,” I tell him. He smiles and goes back to cleaning the kitchen. I eat everything on my plate after realizing just how hungry I was.

      “Thank you,” I say before standing from the stool as the man takes my plate.

      “Would you like more?” he asks. I shake my head. I’ll burst if I eat more.

      I turn from the kitchen. I want to finally explore the house, but I don’t make it far before I run into a man.

      “What do we have here? Castello has a new girl?” My body freezes at his words. His hands are locked on my shoulders and I can’t move. I stare up at him, frozen with fear and unable to find words. “I can see why he kept you.” His eyes travel over my body, and though Salvatore’s shirt covers me more than most dresses, I feel naked.

      Suddenly the man is being pulled from me and he’s hitting the floor. Salvatore looms over him as the man lies on the floor with his face bleeding. It all happened so fast, I can only stand there in shock.

      Salvatore’s eyes come to mine. They’re so cold I take a step away from him. “What the fuck are you wearing?” he snaps at me.

      He’s never talked to me in this tone before. Not even the night I saw him commit murder. Maybe I’m getting the real him now.

      I don’t answer him. I don’t think I can.

      “Go to our room now,” he hisses.

      My eyes water as I move past him. He reaches out for me, but I dodge his hand. I hear him curse behind me, but I keep going until I hit the stairs and go straight for our room.

      When I get there I see boxes everywhere. I flip one of the lids to see they contain my belongings. On top is my waitress dress, and I grab it. I check the clock and a plan forms in my mind. My shift starts soon, so I slip it on and pull my hair into a ponytail before heading downstairs.

      When I get to the bottom, I see the man on the floor is gone, and so is Salvatore. I pull open the front door and come face to face with someone bigger than the Hulk. The man won’t meet my eyes, but he won’t let me pass.

      “I’m leaving,” I tell him, but he shakes his head. He lifts his phone from his pocket and presses a button. Salvatore appears beside me in seconds.

      “Where do you think you’re going?” he growls. I see his hands are red. His knuckles are bleeding.

      “To work,” I say, crossing my arms over my chest.

      His eyes narrow on me. “Your only job is belonging to me.”

      “Maybe I don’t want to belong to you anymore.” His jaw tightens and I can practically hear his teeth grinding. “I want to go to work.”

      I really don’t want to, but the coldness he showed me was something I want no part of.

      “Okay,” he says simply, and I eye him uncertainly. That was too easy. “I’ll bring the car around,” he tells me with a smirk. He strides from the entryway, and I have to almost run after him to keep up. The car is pulling around the front just as we get outside.

      The driver parks the sleek sedan and gets out. Salvatore opens the passenger door for me and I slide in. Then he goes around and gets behind the wheel so it’s just the two of us leaving the castle.

      We ride in silence to the diner. The closer we get, the more the knot in my stomach grows. I have no idea what he’s playing at, but I’m just as stubborn as he is and I won’t be talked to like that.

      It doesn’t take long to get there, and when we do he parks right in front of the diner. I look out of the window and see the closed sign hanging on the door. It’s odd because it’s the middle of the day. When I look over, I see Salvatore has a resigned look on his face.

      “I bought it. It’s no longer in business.” He shrugs like it’s no big deal.

      “You’re a jerk,” I tell him, then look away. I don’t know why I’m so pissed; I hated that job. But today went from perfect to shit, and now I’m irritated.

      For a moment, I try to think about what my next step is going to be, but then I feel his arms wrap around me as he pulls me into his lap. The feeling of his warmth wrapped around me melts my resolve and I look into his eyes. I see regret there, and I know he knows he fucked up. He opens his mouth to say something, but I cut him off. I need to be able to speak my mind with him. There’s no room for doubt if this is going to work, and I want all cards on the table.

      “Don’t you ever do that to me again,” I snap at him. “You were as cold as ice, and it cut me. That’s not who you are. I’ve seen the real you, and he’s warm and kind. You might have to be tough with your men and with the life you lead. But when it comes to me, there is only tenderness.”

      His face goes soft and he cups my face with his hands.

      “I’m sorry, angel.” I see the truth in his eyes, and I know he means it. This isn’t a ploy to win me over, because I see the pain there. “I don’t like other people looking at you. I didn’t think about one of my men walking through the kitchen. I wasn’t prepared for those feelings to rise up in me. I was only that way because I was jealous.” He closes his eyes and presses his forehead to mine before looking back into my eyes. “I promise to never speak to you like that again as long as I live. But I can’t promise that I won’t protect you from anyone who puts his hands on you. The idea of another man thinking you aren’t mine can’t happen.” He closes his eyes again, and I can see the anger just under the surface at the thought of me being with someone else. He opens them up and there is so much pain and need. “I love you, Thea. You’re mine.”

      “You love me?” I ask, my eyes watering.

      “Of course I do,” he breathes against my lips. “I’ve never wanted anything like I want you. It scares the shit out of me that something could take you from my grip. I’m sorry if I upset you. I’ve never let another woman in my house or my heart, so I don’t know what the rules are. But I want to learn with you, because you’re it for me.” He digs his hands into my hair. “I know it’s fast, but I knew from the moment I saw you that you were mine.”

      “I love you, too.” With Salvatore, I feel like I belong. He’s the home I’ve never had, and though it may be quick, I don’t want to waste another second because of fear.

      I feel all the tension leave his body as his eyes soften. “You mean everything to me, my angel. You saved me.”

      Love wraps around my heart and around us as I brush my lips against his. “I need you,” I whisper. “Right now.”
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          Salvatore

        

      

    

    
      “We can’t right here,” I say, looking into her eyes then around the car windows. “People might walk by.”

      I say this, but already my cock is hard, filling with the cum I want to put inside her.

      “Please, Salvatore. Don’t make me wait.”

      She moves her hips over my erection, and I check the windows once again to make sure no one is close. The windows are tinted, but that won’t keep everything thing out.

      “It will have to be quick.” I say, sliding my hand up her bare thigh. “And you’ll have to be quiet.”

      She bites her bottom lip and nods. She looks so innocent sitting on the dick that’s about to impregnate her.

      Reaching down, I hit the button for the seat to move back as far as it can. I lift her hips a little so she can put her legs on either side of my hips while she’s facing me.

      “You’re lucky I’ve got every cop in this town on my payroll and they know to stay the fuck away from my car.” I lean back a little and push her waitress uniform the rest of the way up to expose her lavender panties. “Show me your pussy.”

      I unbuckle my belt and unzip my slacks as I watch her delicate fingers pull the cotton material to the side and expose her tight little cunt.

      “Fuck. Seeing it like this in the light of day is too much, angel. It’s so pink and pretty.” I stroke my cock up and down, starting at her cunt, and lick my lips. But after a few pumps it’s not enough. “Lift up, you’re going to slide down on me and ride it.”

      She kneels on either side of the seat and holds her panties out of the way as she sinks down slowly on my aching length. The width of my dick stretches her, and she has to rock up and down in order to wet it and take every inch.

      “You would think I’d have that sweet pussy of yours broken in already. But you keep tightening back up again.” I grip her hips and rock her back and forth, feeling her cervix brush over the tip of my dick. “I guess this just means I’m going to have fuck you every few hours so I can keep you ready for me.”

      “Oh god,” she moans, and her eyes start to fall closed.

      “Try again, angel,” I say, rubbing my finger and thumb on her clit before pinching it. It makes her cry out as her eyes snap to mine.

      “Salvatore,” she gasps, licking her lips.

      “That’s better.”

      I pull down the front of her dress, hearing a rip but not giving a fuck. I lean forward, sucking a nipple into my mouth, and her hands come to my hair to grip me and hold me tight against her.

      “After I give you every drop of my cum, I want you to bend over and put your ass in the air so I can taste your pregnant pussy.” She clenches on me hard, and I give her a cocky smile. “You know I’m right, don’t you?” I look down and see where we’re connected.

      “I don’t know.” Her words are breathless as she rides me like I’m the prize stud at the Kentucky Derby.

      “Yeah, you do,” I say, running my hand along her belly. “I’ve taken you bare, and there’s nothing to stop me. Is there?”

      She shakes her head and I smile. “Say it, angel.” Her hips move faster as I pet her clit.

      “There’s nothing stopping you.”

      “That’s right, baby. If I want to get you pregnant, I will. And that’s what I plan on doing. So after I give you this load you’ve worked so hard for, and I eat that pussy holding my baby, I want you to turn around and suck my dick clean.”

      “Fuck,” she moans, and clenches on me.

      “God, you’re going to taste so sweet after that cunt pops and you cream me up.” I lick my lips and lean back a little more. “Don’t be shy.”

      I put my hand over her mouth as her head goes back and she screams into my palm. Her release is intense, and I have to hold her waist with my other arm as she bucks on top of me. I feel her release run down my dick and I follow her over the edge.

      Holding her steady, I pump into her, feeling every drop of my release coat her. All the extra that can’t fit runs down my cock and trickles between us. The two of us combined are a mess, but it won’t be that way for long.

      Pulling Thea off my cock, I bend her over so her upper body is splayed across the passenger seat. I push her legs apart and bury my face in her pussy while she’s still pulsing from her orgasm. She’s soaking, warm and soft after getting fucked so good, and I moan against her puffy lips. I suck her clit in my mouth and then lick her clean. It only takes a few seconds before she’s moving her hips and riding my face. But I don’t get her off again. I want to wait until she’s home and I can spread her out.

      “That’s enough for now,” I say, giving her pussy one last kiss and then flipping her dress back down to cover her up. “You can have more when I can fuck you again.”

      She moves over to her seat and reaches for the belt to buckle her up. She looks at me like I’m crazy, but we’ve spent enough time outside this empty restaurant with no one passing by. I’m not pushing our luck.

      I put the car in drive and pull out into traffic. She looks at me, blushing and eyeing my still-hard cock that I haven’t put away.

      “Suck it clean, angel.”

      The excitement in her eyes could light up the streets. She leans over the console and grabs me with both hands, her mouth covering the tip, and she starts to suck.

      I take a fistful of her hair, holding her steady as I pull into traffic and hit the gas.

      “All the way,” I command, feeling her mouth take more of my cock. “Fuck, that’s it, just like that. Good girl.”

      She glides up and down, licking every hard inch. When she gets to the tip, she runs her tongue around the bell end and I nearly cum in her mouth.

      Gripping her hair tighter, I pull her up a little. “I said suck it clean, angel. I didn’t say to make me cum in your mouth. I think I’m going to have to spank you for that.”

      “Just a little longer,” she whines, and I look down to see her big eyes pleading with me.

      “We’re almost home, so just a second.”

      She doubles her efforts this time, like she’s trying to get me off. I grit my teeth as I turn into our neighborhood, and pray I can hold out just another second.

      “Oh, you’re so getting spanked,” I promise, and she giggles with her mouth full of cock. “Sit up, Thea. We’ve got cameras coming up.”

      The words are enough to get her to stop playing, and she sits up, licking her lips and giving me a wicked smile. I tuck my cock away as I pull into the driveway and up to the front of the house.

      When I park, I go around to the other side of the car and open her door, yanking her out and pulling her up into my arms.

      “The devil doesn’t grin with that much evil,” I say as we pass the entrance and some of the staff. I carry her straight up to bed and kick the door closed behind us. I toss her on the bed, and she laughs right before I grab her ankle and pull her to the end of the bed. “Bend over. You’re about to get it.”

      “I think you mean this as a threat,” she says, sliding off her dress slowly, then taking off her underwear, too. “But telling me you’re going to spank me or make love to me isn’t exactly punishment.”

      She’s right, but I’m not about to tell her that.

      I watch as she comes to the edge of the bed and bends over, spreading her legs. She looks back at me over her shoulder and eyes me with invitation.

      “Fuck,” I groan at the sight of her. Her round ass up in the air, ready for me. I don’t know where to start, but I’ve got all the time in the world.

      “I want the Kingpin,” she says, and winks at me.

      This woman not only has me by the heart and soul, but she’s got me by the balls, too. I’m okay with that, though. Because the more ways I’m wrapped around her, the better.

      “Be careful what you ask for,” I say, moving behind her and sliding my cock into her wet opening. “You just might get it.”

      “Forever?” she asks on a moan when I thrust all the way inside.

      “And ever,” I reply, kissing her shoulder as I work my thick cock in and out of her.

      “I love you, Salvatore.”

      “I love you, too, angel.” I wrap one arm around her waist while the other slips between her legs. “And I can’t wait to love the family we make.”
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        Four years later…

      

      “Can I help you, ma’am?”

      I look up to see the young clerk standing closer than I realized. I was too busy reading the back of the book to notice someone had walked over.

      “No, I’m fine thank you,” I say. I give him a polite smile and move a little away from him and put the book at my side.

      “That’s a great book if you’re thinking about reading it. The author has a great way of giving details without making it boring.”

      I look up at him and raise an eyebrow. I’m currently holding a copy of Mounted by the Bear, the seventh book in a shifter series I’m dying for. I doubt this guy has any clue what book I’m here for.

      “Go away.” I hear the deep rumble of my dear husband from behind the clerk and I have to bite back a smile.

      “Yes,” he says and moves quicker than I expected for someone his size.

      “Thanks for that,” I say, walking to where Salvatore is standing. “It’s embarrassing enough buying a paperback of this book. I don’t need some kid trying to shame me.”

      “Did he give you any shit?” His eyes narrow in the direction he went in.

      “No, I think he was trying to impress me with his knowledge of literature. I’m not sure. Either way, I’m ready to go. Are you?”

      “I got you a smoothie. I’ll take your book and check out for you,” he says, leaning down and kissing me on the neck before taking my book and handing me my fruity beverage.

      I love that he’s not embarrassed by what I like to read. And he’s willing to do it for me so I don’t have to turn beet red at the checkout.

      I shoot a quick text to Emma, who’s watching the kids. She was our live-in nurse before she became part of the family. She sends me back a picture of six boys and a giant pile of Legos. I shake my head and smile. Four of them are hers, and they look just like their father.

      Salvatore and I have been blessed with two boys, and I reach down, rubbing my belly, hoping that this time it’s a girl. He wants at least two more, but he never likes finding out beforehand. He likes it to be a surprise and I like being able to make him happy.

      He’s stayed true to every promise he ever made me, and he’s given me all that I’ve asked for and more. There’s only ever been a few ways I’ve been able to pay him back, and that happens to be one of them.

      We should all know in a couple of weeks what we’re having, and I’m about to burst with excitement. I feel like this pregnancy is so different than my last two, but who knows. As long as the baby is healthy, that’s all I want.

      I spot a pink sparkly cover out of the corner of my eye and I take a step over to see what it is. As I reach for the book, I feel the familiar pain shoot across my belly and down my back.

      “Oh shit,” I whisper, and grab on to the bookshelf.

      Before it’s even possible, Salvatore is at my side and wrapping his arm around me.

      “Angel, talk to me,” he says worriedly, and I breathe through the pain.

      “The baby. It’s time,” I clip, feeling the contraction hit hard. Harder than with my other pregnancies.

      “Ambulance, now!” I hear Salvatore shout, and the next thing I know he’s carrying me out of the store.

      His men are waiting outside and it’s one of the few times I’m really glad they’re with us. Three of the guys help Salvatore get me in the back and keep me stable while one jumps in the front and hits the gas.

      I have three more contractions, one on top of the other, before we can make halfway to the hospital. There’s a tractor trailer turned over and the traffic is backed up.

      “Use the emergency lane!” Salvatore shouts to the driver, and he’s trying to. He’s got the hazard lights on and he’s honking the horn, but people aren’t getting out of the way.

      “Sal, I don’t want to have my baby in this car,” I cry out as another one hits me.

      “Shh. Breathe, Thea. Breathe, baby,” he soothes, rubbing my back. “Just think, we probably conceived him in here.”

      I want to laugh, but the pain is taking over, and I feel like I might pass out.

      “Get this thing moving, or so help me god, I’m going to start shooting!” Salvatore roars, and every one of his guys are on the phone.

      Suddenly in the distance I hear the sirens and I think we must be close to the accident. Sweat is pouring down my face and I’m alternating between chills and pain as the pressure to push grows.

      “They’re here,” one of the guys says, and I look out the window.

      There’s a fleet of Los Angeles police cruisers coming up and making a path for us. Our driver scoots in behind them, and we start moving. The car is going faster than I’ve ever gone before, and I’m praying it speeds up.

      “The Kingpin getting a police escort for his pregnant wife,” I say, gasping for air. “You’ll be on the news,” I groan as another contraction hits even harder this time.

      “Anything for my angel,” he says, trying to rub my back and keep me from falling to the floor.

      “I knew you were trouble the first time we met.” I say, and Salvatore laughs.

      “I thought the same thing.” He looks into my eyes, and finally I’m able to focus. The pain recedes some and I’ve got my breathing under control. “I got your book.”

      I smile, knowing he’s trying to distract me. I don’t care, though, as long as it works. One look at him and I know I can make it through anything. He’s my rock and my best friend. He gives a whole new meaning to the phrase partner in crime, and I know that if he tells me it’s going to be okay, then he will make it so.

      We make it to the hospital surrounded by cops with a group of nurses and doctors waiting on us. I’m rushed into the delivery room, and nine minutes later, I’ve got my baby boy in my arms.

      Life couldn’t be better.
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        Ten years later…

      

      “Salvatore, I can’t wait.”

      I look down at her red sequined dress. It goes all the way to the floor, and my eyes travel every inch of it.

      “It wraps at the waist, and I didn’t wear panties.” Her eyes are hungry and pleading. “Please. I’ll be quick.”

      “Liar,” I growl, and push her up against the wall.

      We have a room full of guests just on the other side of this door, and I can hear them all talking at the dinner table.

      Moving my hands down, I take my hard cock out and watch as she reaches for the front of her dress. It wraps around her body so the front splits in two when she releases the clasp at her hip, revealing her naked body from the waist down.

      “I’m going to fuck you against this door so you can hear how many people are waiting for me to fuck you so they can eat their dinner.” She bites her lip as a flush of excitement hits her cheeks. “Spread them.”

      She does as I ask, spreading her lips, and I push my cock into her wet folds. I don’t penetrate her yet, just slide in between them, feeling her slick need coat me. If someone were to walk in on us right now from behind, we look completely innocent. Her dress covers all of her except the place she needs me most, and only my cock is out of my slacks. This is going to be quick and dirty.

      “And what are you going to do after I fuck you and leave you with a load of cum between your thighs?” I ask, placing both palms on either side of head.

      Her breath is shaky as she looks up at me through her lashes. “Let it drip down my legs. I want to look at you from across the table and know that you’ve marked me. That if I spread my thighs and you drop your napkin, you could look up my dress and see the mess you’ve made of me.”

      “Fuck,” I growl, and grab her hips, lifting her. Her legs go around my waist right before I thrust my dick all the way inside her. “You love to tease me.”

      “It’s my second favorite pastime,” she says, running her fingers through my hair and locking eyes with me. “My first is riding you.”

      She moves her hips in the way I love best, and I nearly drop her. There are murmurs on the other side of the door, and I have to keep my voice low.

      “If you want a spanking you could just ask for one,” I say, squeezing her ass and fucking her harder.

      She moans and bites her lip, remembering we have company. “This way is more fun.”

      I roll her hips down and lengthen my strokes so every time, I glide past her clit. She tenses at the new sensation but doesn’t move as I work in and out of her. She’s building fast after all our teasing and I know she’s close.

      When the first clench of her pussy grips me, I know I’ve got her. I thrust in easy strokes, working her over the edge and into paradise. I follow her, pumping her full of cum and feeling the ache in my cock at the release. Seeing her like this, lost in pleasure and needing more, I’m ready to fuck her all over again.

      “Save some for later.” She winks at me and wiggles down off my cock.

      I moan at the loss of her tight heat and watch as she ties her dress closed. I’m putting my cock away when she leans up and gives me a quick kiss on the lips. Then she winks at me right before she flings open the door and walks out, saying a loud hello to everyone. People are talking amongst themselves, and if they heard us, they’d make a point to not say anything.

      I manage to come up behind Thea and slip my hand into hers as we walk in. I lean in close and whisper to her. “Oh, you’re getting it bad tonight.” I hold her chair out for her and help her take her seat. Leaning down, I place a kiss on her neck, and she answers me in a low voice.

      “That’s the plan, my love.”

      She blows me a kiss as I step away and take a seat across the long table from her. Then her smile turns beyond wicked as I unfold my napkin and make a dramatic display of dropping it.

      Two can play this game.

      

      
        The End…
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      Moments ago, I was cursing Sal, my boss. I’d been up for more than twenty-four hours. The job he’d sent me on in the middle of the night lasted well past morning. Most of it was spent getting the information I needed from someone with a mouth that was a little too loose. After I got what I wanted from the mouth, I made sure it wouldn’t open again.

      One second I’m yelling at him, and the next I’m going to have to send him a fucking fruit basket or some shit.

      I stand there with my jaw on the floor as I watch the most beautiful creature make her way toward me. Hell, I haven’t even fully seen her face yet, but I can feel it deep in my gut. And I always trust my gut.

      She’s it.

      She’s the woman Sal used to give me shit about before he met his own wife and was knocked off his ass. I’d been saying for years I was waiting for the woman I was going to marry. The second I knew, I’d snatch her up and make her mine. I’d put half a dozen babies in her before she even knew what hit her.

      Her head is down, with bright red curls covering up part of her face. She’s staring at the book in her hand. She hasn’t noticed me yet. How does she not know I just fell in love?

      My eyes travel down her body. She’s wearing a simple white summer dress with flowers on it and a jacket over it. The top of her dress dips into her full cleavage, giving me just a glimpse. Only an inch or so is showing, but there’s no missing a big set of tits like that. She’d overflow my hands. They would spill out of them and I’d suck those parts into my mouth. Yes, a perfect handful. And mouthful. My attention moves down to her waist, where it narrows and then to her flaring hips. It’s no small dip either, but full-on wide ass and hips. My fingers would melt into her there. I could really dig in and grab on. Grip her as hard as I wanted, keeping her how I wanted.

      My grandmother, rest her soul, used to call them “child-bearing hips.” And this woman before me was born to have babies. She’d have no problem carrying as many as a man could bury in her lush body.

      Anger flashes through me hot and hard, making me grit my teeth. The thought of another man climbing on top of her has me wanting to reach for my gun and track him down. I calm myself with thoughts of being that man. If there’s someone standing in my way, I’ll fix that. Quick.

      When she makes it to the counter, she turns her head to the left, blocking even more of her face from me. She tucks her book into the bag she has over her shoulder as she looks back at the display. She pushes her thick black-framed glasses up her small button nose, and something in my chest aches to do that for her. She bites her lip as she studies the rows of pastries, as if it’s the most important decision she’s ever made.

      I can’t pull my eyes away from her. I want her to turn to look at me so I can see her face fully.

      Alberto moves away from where we’d been talking after he’d given me a cup of coffee. He goes over to her, and the heat of jealousy flares up at the thought that he’s going to get to talk to her first. If he wasn’t seventy years old, and happily married for forty of them, I might start a problem. That’s something I want and I’m going to get it. I know she’s what I’ve been looking for.

      “Can I get you something?” Alberto asks her.

      “I don’t think I can choose.” Her voice is so soft I almost don’t hear it.

      I can’t stop myself from taking a step forward. She turns to look at me, and her perfect pink lips form an O shape. They’re shiny and full, and Jesus Christ, do I want them wrapped around my dick.

      I feel like someone hits me in the solar plexus with a crowbar as her bright blue eyes meet mine. I don’t think I’ve ever in my life seen something so striking. They’re stunning against her porcelain skin with little freckles peppering her nose and cheeks.

      She gives me a smile, which I know is polite, but still two deep dimples appear in her full cheeks. I should stop staring. I know I’m making her uncomfortable. But I can’t seem to speak, move, or pull my eyes from her. Every cell is my body is screaming to melt against hers, and I don’t have the ability to form a coherent sentence.

      “Why don’t you try this one?” Alberto says, breaking the moment.

      Her eyes move from mine, making those red waves fall around her face again. I don’t know if I’m thankful or if I want to punch Alberto. Either way, I keep on staring at her.

      “Really?” she asks, smiling at him.

      That’s my smile.

      He cuts her a piece of a cannoli and hands it over to her. She takes it from him and brings it to those full lips. I watch her mouth wrap around her finger, and my cock jerks in my pants. Then she fucking moans. Her eyes fall closed, clearly loving the taste, and I want to cry out in frustration. For some reason, I don’t like it. All of those sounds are for me. Only me.

      Her eyes fly open and come to mine. I must have growled out loud instead of just in my head. I’m sure my face is hard. I try to force a smile, but I can’t seem to do it. I probably look pissed, but what I’m feeling right now is nothing like I’ve ever felt in my whole life.

      Her cheeks turn pink, lighting up her freckles. Her blush is beautiful and it makes me wonder how far down it goes. Does her pussy turn pink when she’s shy?

      Alberto cuts in once again. “Would you like some?”

      I’m going to murder him.

      “I um…” Her eyes linger for a moment longer on me before looking back to him. “I’m sorry, I just remembered I have to be somewhere.” She turns and half runs from the bakery before I can stop her.

      “Fuck.” I pull out my wallet to drop a five for the coffee, but Alberto shakes his head as I take off after her.

      She can run, but soon enough she’ll be mine.
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      I stare up at a house that looks like a giant fortress. I thought the gates and security we came through were intimidating, but I was wrong. No one is getting in or out of this place without at least ten people knowing. Crap on a stick, what have I gotten myself into? Maybe I’ll just blow my interview to make sure I don’t get the job. I’ll say all the wrong things and have them push me out the door as fast as possible. I’ll go back through that giant iron gate I came through and pretend this never happened.

      I didn’t really have much of a choice to come to begin with. When the agency calls with a request, you’re obligated to go and do the interview. It’s part of my contract with them, and I still have more than a year left on it. I thought I would stay on, but after this I’m not so sure anymore.

      I can do what other live-in baby nurses do and go freelance. Then I wouldn’t be in a bind like I am now. I’m standing outside of Salvatore Castello’s fortress with my knees knocking together in fear. He’s a known mobster in this city. Actually, he’s the mobster in Los Angeles. People say no one does anything if he doesn’t like it, and they jump when he tells them to. It doesn’t help that two of his guards are flanking me. Both wear dark suits to match their dark hair and eyes. Everything about them is a blank slate of intimidation. Even the expressions on their faces are unreadable, but I’m terrified.

      The problem is, when you freelance you don’t always know if you’ll have a job. With the agency, I went from one house to another, but I’d only done this twice already. I’d signed up to be a live-in caretaker after I graduated from nursing school. I was leaving my dorm and had nowhere to go, so signing with the agency made sense. The idea felt safe. I knew I’d have a roof over my head right away, and so far, it’s worked.

      Suddenly the door that we’ve been standing at for over ten minutes flies open. A woman about my height stands there, her long rich brown hair looking a little disheveled. She’s clearly very pregnant and a little out of breath. When my eyes meet hers, they take me by surprise. They’re nothing like any color I’ve ever seen. They’re gray with light purple around the pupil. Her face lights up with a smile when she sees me. She really does look like she’s glowing. A small twinge of jealousy hits me at wanting that. I’ve always loved babies. I want a herd of my own, but I don’t think that is in my future. I can’t even put a roof over my head. Well, at least one that doesn’t land me in a bad part of town.

      “Emma?” she asks.

      “Yes, you must be Thea Castello,” I answer. My eyes go to her belly, and I can’t but help smile. I think it’s the first time I’ve smiled since the agency sent the Castellos’ file over to me this morning. There wasn’t much in it, which isn’t normal. I didn’t have the doctor’s records. Just their names and address and that this was their first child.

      “Come in, come in,” she says. She goes to take a step back, but a big man comes up behind her. His hands go to her hips, stopping her from running into him.

      “My angel. You think you’re clever?” His words are low and deep, but a smile tips his lips as he looks down at her. This is Salvatore.

      She gives him a slap on the chest. “I really am hungry. You wore me out.” She pouts softly, then Salvatore’s face turns serious. He nods. His hands leave her hips, coming to her face to cup her there. He’s so gentle it’s a little shocking. This isn’t what I was expecting. I guess I wasn’t sure how he’d be with his wife, but I didn’t think he’d be like this.

      “Then I will feed you.” He leans down and kisses her. She kisses him back, then pushes at his chest.

      “None of that,” she tells him, hitting his chest again. He smiles as his hands drops from her face. He doesn’t care to hide the gentle affection he has for her in front of people. I guess I thought a mob boss would be cold at all times. That they might not even like each other. But now, looking at her, she isn’t what I thought she’d be either. I thought she’d be some model type. A trophy wife. Don’t get me wrong, she’s beautiful, but not what I thought she’d be.

      “You’ll pay for that later,” he tells her.

      He finally looks at me, and his face changes completely. Gone is the softness, and a serious expression takes its place. Now this is the face I thought I’d be seeing.

      “Hi, I’m — ”

      Thea cuts me off. “This is Emma, as you already know.” She shakes her head like she’s annoyed. “There probably isn’t one thing you don’t know about her. You probably know what she has for breakfast.”

      “She ordered room service like she has for the last week she’s been staying at the hotel. Comes every morning at eight. The eggs medium, extra-crispy bacon, with hash browns and a side of pancakes with extra butter,” he says easily.

      I stare at him, a little shocked. His expression doesn’t change. He clearly doesn’t care that he admitted to his wife’s words. He’s right. I’ve been at a hotel for a week waiting for my next assignment and I did order that every morning. Then I feel my cheeks burn at the fact that everyone knows what I eat. I’m not a skinny girl. I love food. It’s one of my biggest weaknesses, besides babies.

      “Oh god, that sounds good. I’ll have that,” Thea moans, clearly wanting breakfast for dinner.

      “Don’t moan in front of other people,” Salvatore says to his wife. She rolls her eyes.

      “You two can go.” He nods to the men silently flanking me. They barely said two words since they picked me up from the hotel. It was as if they weren’t allowed to talk to me or something. Then Salvatore fixes his gaze on me. “You can come in.”

      I’m not really sure I want to. I push my glasses up my nose before tucking a strand of hair behind my ear, something I do when I’m nervous. I look back at the black SUV that brought me here. I really want to turn around and get back in it.

      “Now,” he says, clearly not a very patient man.

      I have no choice. I look back at the couple who have taken a step to the side to let me in. I cross over the threshold, and the door shuts and locks behind me. At the sound of the lock turning, I feel like my world is never going to be the same.
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      “He can be bossy,” Thea tells me with a little huff. I want to mutter a “you don’t say,” but I keep those words tightly sealed behind my lips. “Come on. My grumpy man will make us some food while we talk.”

      Salvatore wraps an arm around her. She mutters that he shouldn’t be grumpy after what they did moments ago.

      “I wasn’t done with you, angel.” He leans down and nuzzles at her ear.

      “You’re never done,” she laughs. I follow them, feeling out of place. My eyes travel around the entryway as I pretend not to listen to their exchange. This place is crazy beautiful. I follow them under an archway that leads down a hallway right into a freaking giant kitchen.

      “I’ll never be done,” he says.

      Salvatore takes her over to an island in the middle of the kitchen that has high-top chairs all around it. He helps her up into one, then kisses her. He goes over to the refrigerator and starts pulling things out.

      “Come sit.” Thea motions to the chair next to her. I walk over, taking my bag off my shoulder and pulling out the folder inside before I take my seat. I glance around the kitchen. It looks like it’s out of a movie or something.

      “I know it’s big, but you get used to it.” She waves her hand like it’s no big deal.

      I don’t think I’ll get used to any of this. I’m actually a little scared to touch anything in fear I might break it, so I change the subject.

      “Your file didn’t have much in it,” I tell her as I flip it open.

      “Yeah, Salvatore didn’t like the idea of things about me floating around out there.” She slides another folder over to me that was sitting on the counter next to her. I flip it open and read through it.

      “Everything looks great. It wouldn’t hurt to gain a few more pounds, but everything’s on track according to these charts from your doctor. With you just now heading into your third trimester, do you think it’s a little early to have a live-in nurse when you’re not having any complications?” I ask. I normally don’t come until a few weeks before.

      When she doesn’t say anything, I look up from the folder and see her eyes watering.

      “Angel.” Salvatore rushes over toward her, but she waves him off.

      “I’m fine. I’m fine. I promise.” He places a kiss where a tear ran down her cheek.

      “Everything will be fine,” he tells her, kissing her on top of her head before reluctantly going back to cooking.

      “Stupid hormones,” she says.

      I reach out and touch her knee. “Thea, something is bothering you. If you don’t tell me, I can’t help.” I know I shouldn’t have said that. I shouldn’t have pushed the it’s too early for me to be here card in hopes I’d get placed in another house before it was time for them to need me. But seeing anyone hurt breaks my heart.

      “It’s just I’m scared. I don’t know anything about babies, and I want to be a perfect mom to my little boy. I read and reread so many books, but still I’m worried.” Her shoulders slump a little at the admission.

      “When your baby is placed in your arms, you’ll know what to do,” I tell her, because it’s the truth. It’s human nature.

      “See, angel, I told you. I’ll be there every step of the way with you.”

      Even knowing he’s a mobster and only having just met him, I know he’s not lying. This man would clearly do anything for her.

      “I thought maybe we could do other stuff, though. I know you know all about what I should be eating. We could meal plan, maybe do baby workouts. Help me figure out if I have what I need for the baby’s room.” Her face lights up.

      “I can do these things,” Salvatore says, cutting in.

      “I want her here when the baby comes for sure, though, and it would be better if we all got used to each other.”

      I study her, and for some reason I feel like she doesn’t have any female friends in her life. Not that I do, either, but still. I have a feeling that’s why she’s worried. She has no one to go to if she needs to ask questions.

      “Does her being here make you feel at ease? I know stress is not good for the baby,” Salvatore asks his wife.

      She nods. “Then she stays,” he says simply, going back to cooking. I sit there, not sure what to say.

      “Maybe we should do a more formal interview. Ask me about myself and make sure you think we will be a good fit.”

      “Your grandfather raised you in a small town outside the city after your parents took off when you were five. They were never to be seen or heard from again, and they won’t be. Your grandfather passed soon after you entered college, leaving you with no family. Nor have you shown any romantic links to anyone. Ever. You graduated early from high school by taking summer school and getting all your credits done. You received a full scholarship into the accelerated nursing program that let you, once again, graduate in three years, which you did at the top of your class. You fit,” Salvatore says with his back to me. He’s at the stove, his back to me, and I just sit there, shocked. I guess he doesn’t need to get to know me. He already knows everything about me.

      “Salvatore Castello!” Thea yells, making him turn from the stove to look at her. “Did you just inform this woman her parents are dead like it was nothing?” Her face is turning red. The man actually looks a little scared at his wife’s anger.

      “Don’t upset yourself. The baby, angel.”

      She glares at him. “Don’t use the baby to try to get out of this.” She narrows her eyes more.

      “It’s fine. It’s fine,” I say, cutting in. I was glad when my parents left me at my grandfather’s. They were a mess. My grandfather’s house wasn’t great, but I lived in peace without weird people coming and going. “I figured as much. It doesn’t really feel like news. I’m more offended by him knowing so much about me,” I admit.

      The anger fades from Thea’s face. “I know it’s…” She waves her hands in the air like she can’t think of the words. “Weird or whatever. I’m not going to lie to you, Emma. I’d be upset if Salvatore didn’t know all this stuff about you. We live in this house for a reason. It’s safe. We have to make sure anyone who enters these walls isn’t a threat. I mean, you’re going to be helping me care for the most precious thing in the whole world to us. Tell me, even if you didn’t live our life, if you had the means to do so, you wouldn’t do the same?”

      I don’t hesitate, because she’s right. “I would.” Some of my anger lessens. It’s not like there’s something in my past I care to hide.

      Salvatore sets two plates in front of us. “Thank you,” I say, meeting his eyes.

      “Thank you,” he says back to me.

      I smile at him. Maybe he isn’t as bad as I thought he was going to be. He’s intense at times, but there’s something underneath that I feel like I can trust.

      “Your things will be here soon and we’ll put you in your own wing of the house for now. You’ll have lots of privacy.”

      “My things will be here soon?” I ask. I don’t even know why I do. Of course they will be. Salvatore comes around the counter island to his wife. “I’m going to go do a few things.” He glances over at the kitchen entryway. I follow his line of sight to see a man standing there.

      “Okay.” I barely hear Thea’s response, because all my attention is on the man standing there. A man who I’ve been running into over and over for almost two weeks. Every time I see him, I turn and run the other way because of the things he makes me feel.

      “Oh, hey, Gio,” Thea says. I pull my eyes from my stalker mystery man to Thea. She’s all smiles. “Emma, this is Gio. He’s our baby’s godfather and uncle,” she says with the proudest smile on her face.

      I look back at Gio. I finally have a name to go with his face. His eyes are on me like they always are. He walks into the kitchen, coming closer and closer to me until he’s right in front of me and I have to lean back to look up at him.

      He looks like he always does. His dark hair is a little long, with a five o’clock shadow on his strong jaw. His light brown eyes appear to have a gold ring around them, now that I’m close enough to see. His olive skin is smooth, but every bone in my body is telling me his hands are rough.

      He’s in a dark suit like every other time I’ve seen him. His size has always been so intimidating, and so is the way he looks at me. I’m pretty sure he wants me. I may not have been with a man or have a lot of experience, but I can see it in his eyes. They follow me.

      Or so I thought. Now everything starts clicking together. Oh my god. Maybe it’s not that at all. Maybe he’s the reason the Castellos know so much about me. He’s been following me to learn about me for this family. Why does that hurt a little? A small lump that shouldn’t be there forms in my throat. I should be happy that he isn’t really some guy who was stalking me and wanted me. I know I’m only lying to myself. I might have run from him every time I saw him, but I was always looking for him. Sometimes I’d get disappointed when I didn’t see him.

      “Emma.” He takes my hand without me even offering it. He has to lean down to do it.

      He doesn’t shake it, though. He rubs his fingers along my hand, and my breathing stops as I stare up at him.

      “I couldn’t help but overhear,” Gio says, his eyes still trained on me. “The contractors started early on my remodel. Looks like I need a place to stay until they’re finished.”

      “You don’t even have to ask, Gio. You’re always welcome here,” I hear Thea say.

      Gio keeps caressing my hand as he leans just a little closer for only me to hear. “Guess you won’t have the wing all to yourself, Dollface.”
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      These past ten days have been utter hell. I always thought that when I found the woman that I knew would be mine, it would be easy. I would scoop her up and take her home. I’d waited for her for years. Fucking years. I’d even had a home built and finished it a little over a year ago. I wanted to be ready. I thought after the first sight, she would fall into my arms and that would be that.

      I didn’t know how wrong I would be.

      I’ve been chasing my doll all over the place. Okay, maybe not exactly like that. She doesn’t seem to go anywhere. She stays around the hotel that’s close to the hospital, something I think she did on purpose. It kills me that this is how she lives. That she doesn’t have a place to call home.

      I followed her regularly. Even had a hotel room next to hers. I couldn’t help myself. I hated the idea of not being close to her. The first time I watched her walk into the hospital, I panicked, thinking something was wrong with her and I couldn’t follow her in. When she’d gotten on the elevator, she’d gone to the maternity floor and that one is kept on lockdown.

      The thought of her being pregnant tore through me, but I didn’t give a fuck. She was going to be mine either way. A small part of me hoped it just had to do with her job, but I knew she didn’t work in a hospital, so I was pretty sure she was pregnant. I hadn’t found any trace of a man around her when I went digging, but who knew. Maybe she had an untraceable one-night stand, but she didn’t seem the type. I pulled some strings and found out what was going on.

      Whenever she had free time, she volunteered at the neonatal intensive care unit. She was what they called a “cuddler.” She cuddled babies whose parents couldn’t come during the day or ones who had left them there due to drug addictions.

      Could she be any fucking sweeter? No wonder she was running from me. I may wear a suit every day, but there is no denying the deadly air that hangs around men like me. She’s a saver, and I’d killed someone not even a few weeks ago.

      I stroke her soft skin, enjoying my first touch of her. She’s even softer than I thought she would be. I didn’t even know something could feel so soft and delicate. I should look down and see if my rough hands are hurting her skin. But those fucking eyes have me transfixed. I swear they could hold my stare for hours and I’d never look away. The world could fall down around us and I wouldn’t notice.

      She pulls on her hand when I tell her she isn’t going to be staying alone. Her eyebrows furrow together in confusion. While I’ll take any look she gives me, I’d do anything to see those dimples while she laughs for me.

      “It’s probably a good idea anyway, Emma. We should have someone in that wing of the house with you. This place is really big,” Thea says.

      I smile down at Emma, thinking I’m going to have to give Thea a big hug later if Sal will let me.

      “Let’s talk, Gio,” Sal says.

      I nod, then bring Emma’s hand up to my mouth. I place a kiss there, breathing in her warm vanilla scent. She gasps as I pull back and lick my lips, wanting to see if I can taste her. My gut tightens knowing I’m going to have to step away from her. I finally have her in front of me and I have to walk away. This is going to kill me.

      “I’ll see you later, Dollface,” I say before finally letting her go.

      It takes everything in me to do it after finally getting my hands on her. She doesn’t say anything, but that blush of hers lights up her freckles, reminding me of how many times I’ve wondered how far the blush goes on her body. How many other freckles does she have for me to find? What will she do when I kiss, lick and suck every one of them?

      I leave her because I know she can’t get out of this place without my knowledge. When we enter Sal’s office, he walks over to his bar and pours me a glass of bourbon, then one for himself. I shoot it back, which is something I shouldn’t do. Bourbon like this is to be savored, but I need to take the edge off. Sal lets out a bark of a laugh as I set the glass down on the bar. Instead of sitting behind his desk, he takes one of the chairs in front of it, turning it toward me. I do the same next to him.

      “I like her,” Sal finally says. I glance over at him. “She didn’t want to be here, but when my angel started to break down about being a mom, she jumped all in to help. Emma could have said it was too soon for her to come, but she stayed to soothe Thea. I appreciated that.”

      I smile, not surprised by this. If there’s something I know about Emma, it’s that she’s sweet to the core. It’s one of the things I love most about her. It also scares the fuck out of me because I’m not sure she could ever accept my lifestyle.

      “I don’t know if she can live this life,” I say, taking a deep breath and leaning back in my chair.

      Sal nods. “I was thinking the same thing. But look at Thea.” He reminds me, giving me a trace of hope. “It’s not like we hurt innocent people. The people we have hurt had it coming. We’ve kept more people safe because of what we’ve done.”

      I know he’s right, but still. We take the law into our own hands.

      “I wouldn’t stand in your way,” Sal says as his eyes meet mine. “If you left to be with her. To start new.” He shrugs, letting the sentence hang.

      I shake my head, hoping it doesn’t come to that. “I don’t want to leave you. You need me here. Our trust in each other is hard to find in this world. You could get hurt.” I don’t think he’s going to agree with me. He won’t admit to this weakness, even though I know it to be true. We might trust a lot of the men we hire, but like I said, our trust is unbreakable and never has to be questioned.

      “I know,” he agrees, taking me by surprise. “You set up this master plan. So make it work.”

      He’s right, I did. And now I have to see it through.

      After that first day at the bakery, I followed Emma out into the street, keeping a safe distance so I wouldn’t spook her. She walked five blocks before she entered the hotel. I waited a moment before going to the front desk and asking for the manager, George.

      The hotel was in our area and under our protection. George came out and gave me a curious glance, probably because he hadn’t called us. He’d wanted to take me back to his office, but I couldn’t risk it. What if she left during that time and I missed her? I didn’t want her to slip between my fingers.

      “Redhead with eyes so blue you can’t miss them.”

      He nods, turns to go over to a computer, and begins to type. A moment later I hear the printer go off. He grabs the papers and brings them over to me.

      “She’s been here a few days and her room stays open. She mentioned waiting to get called for her next job assignment, which could take weeks, so we keep holding it for her,” he tells me. “She’s quiet. Orders room service about twice a day and leaves maybe once a day.”

      The paperwork had all her information on it. I thanked him and called my guy with her name. Twenty minutes later I had everything I needed on Emma Walsh, a name she wouldn’t be keeping long if I had anything to do with it. But what shocked the shit out of me was that she was a live-in infant nurse. I’d heard Thea talking about wanting one. She said she wanted a nurse before the baby came, too, but Sal was only looking for the nurse to come after the baby came. They both liked the idea of having someone medically trained close by while the baby was so little since they lived a good drive from the hospital.

      It was like luck was shining down on me. Or maybe it was fate. After checking her out and digging as far into her as I could, I brought my plan to Sal and Thea. Thea was all over it. She’d been dying for me to find someone. Sal was hesitant until he looked over everything I had. I don’t blame the man. This is his son we’re talking about.

      It was a crazy plan, but I needed her to stop running from me. It was driving me fucking crazy. She was like a skittish cat and I finally got her cornered.

      “I’ll make it work. Or I’ll die trying,” I tell him as I stand up to get my bag from my car. “We’re in connecting rooms?”

      “Yeah. I didn’t want you putting a hole in my wall to make your passageway.”

      I laugh, but if anyone knows how crazy a woman can make you, it’s Sal.

      Let’s just hope I have the same luck as he did.
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      I watch Gio’s retreating form leave the room, still in shock that he’s here. How is that possible? He’s shown up everywhere I am. I should have been more scared, or noticed that something was going on. I clearly have no street smarts, with my nose always stuck in a book.

      “You do kind of have a Dollface,” Thea says, but she smiles and there’s no malice behind her words.

      “Because I’m so pale,” I mumble. I look back to where he exited, and I wonder when he’ll come back.

      “It’s your eyes. They’re so bright and beautiful,” she adds, then shrugs.

      She picks up a piece of bacon, takes a bite of it, and moans at the taste. “This little boy loves bacon,” she says, going for another piece and shoving the whole thing in her mouth.

      “Don’t we all,” I say, grabbing a piece off my plate.

      “I’ll make sure the cook has this breakfast every morning for you if you like.”

      “You have a cook?” I don’t know why I ask. Of course they have a cook. I’m guessing along with a gardener, a couple of cleaners, and maybe a pool boy.

      “Yeah. Lately I haven’t been up to cooking as much. Normally I love it. I still do sometimes, but the cook gets all the food and makes breakfast every morning, then makes some easy meals I can throw together for lunch and dinner. Mostly she does prep work for me.”

      I nod and go back to eating my food. My mind is still running wild about Gio being here. Gio. I finally have a name. He looks like a Gio. I’d been trying to guess what it might be. I knew it had to be Italian.

      “He’s really sweet, you know,” Thea says, cutting through my thoughts.

      “Who?” I ask, thinking she’s talking about her husband. I want to snort. Maybe to her he’s sweet.

      “Gio. I saw your blush when he walked into the room.”

      I want to say that I didn’t, but I don’t want to lie to her or myself. My fair skin shows everything.

      “He’s single,” she adds, wiggling her eyebrows.

      “I’m not looking.” Well, I thought I wasn’t. I’d always been so busy with school, then I was a live-in nanny for so long that I didn’t have time. Normally I spent my days at the home I was staying in, so dating wasn’t something I’d given much thought to. I’d always wanted to get married and have babies, but I didn’t know when it would ever happen.

      “If you say so,” she says nonchalantly. The smile she’s giving me says she doesn’t believe me. We both go back to eating and I savor some of the best food I’ve had in weeks.

      “Let me give you a mini tour,” Thea says after we put our dishes in the sink.

      We both get up and she shows me around the house. She takes me to the pool, the game room, theater, and then about a dozen other rooms. I’m in awe at the expanse of this place. She shows me the different wings of the house, and I hope I don’t get lost.

      “The one place you never go is into my husband’s office. Unless invited in. It’s the first door on the left when you walk into the house.”

      I nod. I wouldn’t walk into any room with a door on it without knocking first. Plus, I will probably do my best to avoid her husband as much as I can.

      “And this is your room.” She opens the door and steps inside, holding her arm out for me to come in.

      I’m a little surprised to see my things are already here. I knew they were coming, but that seemed really fast. Not that I have a ton, really. Four bags hold everything I own. I try to keep it light, but I like holding real books when I read. Two of the bags are filled with paperbacks I can’t let go of.

      “Where is Gio’s room?” I ask before I can stop myself.

      A smile lights up her face. “I’m not sure. Maybe the next room over?”

      A giddy unwanted excitement lights up in my stomach. What is wrong with me?

      “It’s late. I’ll let you get settled,” she tells me. “Thank you,” she adds, surprising me by pulling me into a tight hug before turning and leaving the room.

      It’s not until she shuts the door behind her that I register what’s happened. I should have said something back to her, but I guess there’s time for that later. This is a lot to take in at once.

      I glance around the room. It’s just as stunning as the rest of the house, but I find myself walking back to the door instead of exploring my new room. I want to look out into the hall and see if I can find Gio. I tell myself it’s so that I’ll know where he is, but I’m beginning to obsess about him. This isn’t good.

      I turn the handle to just take a peek, and almost jump out of my skin when I see him standing right at my door. A slow, sexy smile pulls at his lips. He’s more casual now. His suit jacket is gone and his sleeves are rolled up. A couple of buttons are undone on his dress shirt and he looks even sexier than normal. Crap.

      I want to go back to when I thought he was crushing on me, and not just a spy. I should’ve known better. A man like him probably dates tall, skinny women. He’s probably used to models. Not short girls with glasses and who have hair they can’t control to save their life. Not to mention I’m on the chubby side.

      “Here to spy on me?” I snip, putting my hands on my hips. Better to start on the defensive side.

      “Spy?” he queries. He raises one eyebrow as if he doesn’t know what I’m talking about.

      “Isn’t that why you’ve been following me around for days? Spying and getting information for your boss?”

      He shakes his head as he takes a step toward me. I retreat, but he only takes another step into my room. We slowly do this until I’m pressed up against something hard. His hands come up to cage me in on both sides of my body. His giant frame shields every part of me. I should be freaking out, but my breathing picks up and I feel my nipples tighten. I’m turned on. Double crap.

      “I’ve been following you because I like watching you.” His words still my breath. “I want you.”

      I shake my head. This can’t be happening.

      “You’re in the mob, aren’t you?” I throw back, wanting no part of something like that. Even if I want him so badly in this moment it aches.

      “What mob?” he asks lazily, as if he has no idea what I’m talking about. I roll my eyes. “There are some things we don’t talk about, Dollface.”

      He leans down, rubbing his nose along my neck and up to my ear. I should push him away, but I find my fingers on his chest, digging into his button-up dress shirt.

      “Some things I can’t tell you for your own good,” he whispers in my ear. His breath tickles my ear. He buries his face into my curls, and I feel him inhale against me. How is this turning me on? He pulls back a little and looks into my eyes. “But if you ask me again, I’ll tell you. I’ll never tell you a lie. But I think you already know the answer to your question.”

      “I’m scared,” I admit. Not of him. I don’t know why, though, because on paper he should be terrifying. Maybe it’s the softness on his face as he’s looking at me. Having him this close is calming, and though I can’t explain it, I don’t want it to stop.

      The only time I was scared was when I was alone under the roof of some mob boss. Who, oddly enough, just cooked me a really good meal. But the second Gio walked in, that fear melted away. When he’s near me, I’m safe.

      “I’d never let anything happen to you. Ever.” He says the last word with so much finality that it makes me believe him.

      He brings one of hands to my face. He touches me so softly, as if I’m delicate. Without realizing it, I’m leaning into him. I want the security of his protection, and the feeling of him is a warm, safe blanket wrapping around me.

      His whole body goes rock solid and his eyes flare with something as they turn even darker. I should turn my head, but instead I tilt it back even more. My lips part just a little, and my eyes fall closed. His warm breath caresses me right before I feel his lips on mine.

      It’s soft and gentle at first. He’s tentative in his touch, but I push against him as I rise up on my tippy toes. I press my mouth to his, and as I do, it’s like all his control snaps. He grips my hips with bruising fingers, digging into me as his mouth opens. I moan at his possessiveness and push my body into his. Letting his shirt go, I slide my hands up his hard body and wrap my arms around his neck.

      He pushes his tongue into my mouth and I taste a smoky caramel. It’s sweet and I want more of his taste. I get lost in him. I forget about every crazy thing that happened today and focus on this moment. There are no thoughts about anything except the pleasure that’s shooting through my body.

      I rub against him, trying to get closer. His hands leave my hips and go to my ass. He lifts me easily, like I weigh nothing, and I instinctively wrap my legs around him. I move my body against his, but then suddenly I’m pinned beneath him on a soft surface. I didn’t even feel us move, but I don’t care. I just want to rub every inch of myself against all of his hardness, but his heavy body has me pinned. Just when I’m about to beg for it, he starts to move on top of me.

      A deep moan from the center of my soul rises up from my chest as he dry humps me on the bed. The weight of him on top of me, pinning me down and controlling me…this is more erotic than anything I’ve ever fantasized about.

      I want to cry out with pleasure, but instead I keep my lips locked with his as our tongues taste one another.

      Suddenly, he pulls his mouth away from mine. “Let me give it to you,” he says, but I pull him back toward me to kiss me again. I don’t want to lose his mouth, not even for a second. This is all feeling too good and something big is building between my legs as he rocks his steely erection against me.

      It’s then I realize what’s happening. I was so lost in his kiss I didn’t even feel his hand snaking up my dress. I can’t stop kissing him to tell him to keep going because the feeling of his lips on mine is too good. I pray he understands my Morse code moans and keeps going.

      He’s moving my panties to the side. I should tell him to stop, but I push that thought right out the window and shamelessly lift my hips in invitation. Just as cool air hits my pussy, fingers brush my clit and I moan into his mouth. He growls back, the sound sending a delicious shiver through my whole body. My god, is this real? I feel like I’ve landed in a romance novel with the man of my dreams.

      He pulls his mouth from mine and moves it to my neck. He’s sucking and kissing me there as he strokes me back and forth. His fingers slide down, pushing inside and making me gasp. There are so many sensations at once, and the sudden invasion quickly turns into pleasure as he moves in and out of me slowly. His rubs my clit again, and it’s unlike anything I’ve ever felt before. I can’t stop myself from rocking my hips to his rhythm. He starts moving faster and I move with him, the two of us getting me off together.

      “That’s it, Emma. Look how greedy you are for it. I bet you wish this was my cock, don’t you?” he says in my ear. “If it was, when that sweet orgasm hits, I know it would send me over the edge. With this tight little pussy clamped around my dick and sucking me off, there’s no way I could hold back. You’d make me do it, because you’d be trying to get one more stroke on it and I wouldn’t be able to stop.”

      “Gio!” I scream his name as his words send me over the edge. I could picture it all, him inside me as I rode his cock, and the fantasy was too much. I cum, and my entire body jerks. My legs shake and my breath catches. It’s pleasure-filled lava rolling through my veins and just as fast as every atom in my body tensed with pleasure, everything goes lax.

      My body melts into the softness of the bed as I enjoy the tingling all over. It takes me a moment to finally open my eyes, but when I do I see Gio licking his fingers. I bite my lip. I like that he wants to taste me.

      He sits up, and I try to reach for him to pull him back down on top of me. His eyes are trained between my legs, and I notice my skirt has risen all the way up. He leans down, fixing my panties before placing a soft kiss on my now-covered mound.

      “Mine,” he growls against it, and I feel the vibration on my clit. I gasp, and I swear a mini orgasm shoots through me.

      Then he’s pulling me from the bed and I wonder what’s happening now. I’m too weak to move.

      He unbuttons his shirt, and I watch as his tanned, muscled skin comes into view. I want to reach out and touch it. I want to run my fingers though the hair he has there, but my shyness gets the best of me.

      He reaches for me, grabbing my dress and lifting it over my head, leaving me in only a bra and panties. I suddenly feel very self-conscious. I’m not skinny by any means, and I blush as I move to cover myself. But before I can, he reaches out and stops me.

      “Fuck, I didn’t think you could be more beautiful,” he says, halting my movement.

      He reaches around and unsnaps my bra, my full breasts spilling free. A rumble leaves his chest, and I smile a little. He seems to like what he sees. Then he reaches down and wiggles my panties off my hips and puts them on the bedside table.

      “Put this on or you’re going to be flat on your back with me inside you.” He hands me his shirt. I slide it on and he buttons it up for me. “Back on the bed. You need some rest.”

      I do as he says, but I don’t want him to leave. He leans down, picking something off the floor, and I see it’s my glasses. They must have fallen off when we were going at it. He carefully places them on the night stand, and the gesture strikes me as loving and tentative.

      He turns, and I want to ask him to stay, that I’ll feel safer if he’s with me. Which is crazy because just yesterday I was running from him. But he only goes into the bathroom, and when he comes out a few minutes later he’s wearing boxer briefs and nothing else. I can’t help but watch him move across the room. I’ve never noticed a man’s thighs before, but I can’t pull my eyes away from his. They are thick and I can see his muscles flex powerfully as he moves.

      He crawls into bed on the other side, and I don’t say a word. I’m not sure what I should even say, which seems to happen a lot around here. I have no idea what is even happening, but I do know that it feels better than anything I’ve ever had in my life and I don’t want it to stop.

      Then the room goes dark, and I roll over on my side, facing away from him. I’m missing his warmth from when he was on top of me, but I don’t know how to say that to him. It’s all happening so fast.

      Suddenly I’m pulled to the middle of the bed, and I squeak in surprise. His whole body wraps around mine in a protective, possessive hold, and I sigh happily. This is exactly what I wanted and needed, but I wasn’t sure how to say it.

      “Sleep, Dollface. There’s no reason to be scared,” he says in my ear before kissing my neck.

      I believe him. I’ve only known him for a short time, but I can already tell I’m safe in his arms. And as I close my eyes and drift off to sleep, I think about how I’ve never felt anything so close to love.
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      I don’t sleep a wink with her round ass and thick thighs cradling my dick. After a few hours of strangled torture, I finally just kicked off my boxer briefs because it was too painful to keep them on. I slid my bare cock between the damp folds of her pussy. I didn’t enter her, just nestled it there and felt her wet heat against the length of it. The tip of my cock poked through her thighs to the front, and I felt her hand settle over the top of it as she slept.

      The feeling of her warm palm on my cock was enough to make me spill in her hand. I clenched my teeth and held her close as I spurted between her fingers and pulsed against her clit. After that release, I’d expected to drift off to sleep. But just like Emma, my expectations were turned on their head. Instead, my need grew ten-fold and I lay awake thinking of all the things I hope to do to her. Soon.

      So many times during the night I reached to the bedside table for her panties and put them to my nose, just so I could smell her. I want to eat her pussy so bad, but I’d like her to be awake for it. I could see how tired she was last night, barely able to hold her eyes open after what I’d done to her. I want her wide awake and eyes on me when I’m eating her sweet cream.

      “Gio,” she mumbles, her voice filled with sleep.

      The sun has just begun to peek through the hazy morning clouds, and her body stirs in my arms.

      “Giovanni,” I say, kissing her neck. “Say all of it, my love.”

      “Giovanni.” Her hips move this time when she says it, and my hard cock glides through her wet folds.

      Reaching down, I take her wrist and bring her hand up for me to look at it. Now that there’s light, I want to see the mark I left on her. The traces of my cum are sticky between her fingers, and I watch as she brings her hand to her mouth and licks her fingers.

      “Fuck,” I groan, and she closes her eyes and hums in appreciation.

      “I thought it was a dream,” she says, moving her hips to slide up and down my length.

      I still haven’t penetrated her pussy, but my cock is thick and long, and she rides it like a saddle.

      “Seeing you lick my cum off your hands is going to get you fucked, Dollface.”

      “Maybe that’s what I want.” She looks back at me and reaches around, gripping my waist. She pulls me closer as she rolls her pussy on my cock.

      “You’re not even going to give me a real taste before I claim it?”

      She licks her lips, and I see the blush on her cheeks.

      “Make no mistake, I’ll know the curve of your pussy with every inch of my cock before the day is over. But I think it’s only gentlemanly of me to suck that pussy dry before I fuck you legless.”

      “Oh god.”

      The words are barely past her lips before I have her flat on her back and I’m ripping the buttons off the dress shirt I put on her last night.

      “The only thing you’re praying to is me, Dollface. So get my name on your lips.”

      “Giovanni,” she moans as I spread her legs and run my fingers up her pussy lips in a V to spread them.

      I lean forward and inhale her scent before I open my mouth and cover her cunt with it. Her sugary vanilla taste hits my tongue, and I’m like a kid getting his first cookie. I savor every inch of her, sucking on her lips and then her clit. I move down and lick inside her, then work back up to her delicate pearl.

      “Look at me,” I growl.

      She snaps open her eyes, and I see her chest move up and down as she tries to catch her breath. She’s gripping the sheets and her legs are strained as she lies there and takes what I give her.

      “Watch me eat it,” I demand, sucking her pussy into my mouth and moaning at the flavor.

      She trails her gaze down to where my mouth is, and her jaw drops, making her lips form a perfect O. I’d love to shove my cock between them, but I’m busy feasting on the best meal I’ve ever put in my mouth.

      I press down on her thighs, stretching them wide. I want those muscles to get used to being open. Once I start breeding her, they’re going stay that way for years.

      “That f - feels s - so good,” she stutters as I graze my teeth down her clit.

      “Does this?” I push two fingers inside her and feel her impossibly tight pussy clamp down. “How are you so little down here, Dollface? You never been broken in?”

      “No,” she moans as I find her G - spot and rub it.

      I pause my strokes and lean up to look at her face. “What?” I ask, a tone of authority lining my voice.

      “I’m a virgin. Please don’t stop, Giovanni. I’m so close,” she whines as she rolls her hips in invitation.

      I close my eyes as a red haze of need falls over them. I have to take a deep breath and pull on my reins because once I get inside her, I’m going to fuck her through the mattress.

      “Does it matter? I didn’t think it was a big — ”

      I cut her words off as I pump my fingers in and out of her and put my mouth back on her clit. Suddenly I’m a goddamn machine hellbent on getting her virgin cunt to cum as many times as possible. It’s like she just told me getting her off was an Olympic sport and I’m a fucking gold medalist.

      “That’s it. Right there, Giovanni.”

      I lay my forearm across her hips to hold her down as her hips start to buck off the bed. I make her body take it as I rub her G-spot harder and flick my tongue fast against her clit.

      She screams out her orgasm as liquid honey drips down my fingers and I drink it up. The taste of her sweet vanilla fills my mouth, and I moan at the flavor. I want to flip her over, pull her hips up, and stick every inch of my fat cock inside her, but I don’t.

      Instead, I focus on her pleasure and making sure she’s feeling every wave of her orgasm as it hits her.

      When she’s completely limp underneath me, I place one last kiss on the top of her pussy and move up her body. Her eyes are half closed and her body is wrung out, but her hand reaches for my cock. I grab her hand and bring it to my mouth, kissing the inside of her wrist.

      “Later, Dollface. We’ve got work to do.” She raises an eyebrow at me, and I lean down, kissing her lips softly. “If I don’t get your seductive ass out of bed, I’ll never get anything done.”

      “Is that such a bad thing?” she challenges, kissing me back.

      “It will be for your ass when you can’t walk in a straight line.”

      She giggles as I pull her from the bed and carry her to the shower.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          Emma

        

      

    

    
      I never knew a shower could take so long. Or be so wonderful. Gio washed every inch of me about a dozen times, but I never once told him to stop. He finally had to pull us out of there because he said he wasn’t sure the tiles would be able to withstand his fucking me against them. When I giggled, he decided to test it by pinning me to them and eating me out.

      God, I’m already tingling between my legs thinking about it. What is wrong with me? I don’t even know him. But the words he whispered to me are the things I’ve always dreamed of hearing. Can people actually find true love like this? If the pulse in my panties is any indication, then I’m head over heels.

      “Are you hot?”

      I snap my head up to look at Thea across the room.

      “Um, no, I’m fine.” I place the back of my hand to my forehead, feeling embarrassed. My mind had wandered and my blush wasn’t going to let me hide from it.

      Gio and I parted ways after breakfast so that he could do some work with Salvatore and I could spend some time in the nursery with Thea. He kissed me on the lips in front of everyone like it wasn’t a big deal, and no one blinked an eye. I was surprised, but realized if he wasn’t going to be embarrassed to show affection to me, then I wouldn’t be either.

      “Just checking. I thought it might be something else.” She winks at me and I try not to smile. “It’s okay, I know that look all too well.”

      “So, I think you’re all set as far as furniture and car seats go. The baby bumper just needs to come out of the crib.”

      “Did you sleep okay last night?” Thea asks, completely ignoring me by trying to change the subject.

      Images of Gio’s cock between my legs. So long and hard it pressed through my thighs. Flashes of his cum on my fingers and the taste of him on my tongue as he slid between my legs.

      “Oh, I’ll take that as a yes.” Thea folds some baby clothes and takes them over to the dresser.

      “He’s…” I try to think of a way to describe him, but all I can think of is sex on a stick. “Intense.” I land on that and it seems to fit.

      “Really? He’s always so laid back and funny. He’s the first to crack a joke. But I guess I could see that he might be that way with someone he loves.”

      The L word makes me pause and look over at her. “Has he been in love before?” I can hear the confusion mixed with disappointed and jealousy in my own voice. Now I’m suddenly thinking that the kiss this morning seemed natural and easy because he does it with all kinds of women.

      “No!” Thea is quick to answer and shake her head. “No, absolutely not. As far as I know, he’s been waiting on the one.”

      “What do you mean?” I can feel my eyebrows pull together as I stand by the crib, waiting.

      She shrugs and smiles. “I’ve talked to Salvatore about it a few times. Apparently, the men in Gio’s family are known to see the woman they are going to marry and know it right on the spot. It’s instant love and they live happily ever after. It’s happened in every generation as far back as they go.”

      “So he’s just using women until he finds his wife?” The jealousy is building, and I don’t know why I’m suddenly so angry at the thought of being a plaything until he finds his bride.

      “That’s not what I said.” Thea shakes her head and waves her hand. “What I’m saying is that I’ve never seen him with a woman, and neither has Sal. And they’ve been friends since they were babies.”

      “Oh.” For some reason my heart flutters a little at that. “So…” I trail off, hoping she’ll give me more.

      “So…he’s never even given a woman a long glance until you. Be careful with him, Emma. He’s a good guy, and he doesn’t do a single thing without thinking it through.”

      I go over and sit down next to her to help her fold the huge pile of baby clothes and sort through the sizes.

      “How do you handle this life?” I finally ask, needing to know what I’m getting myself into.

      If Gio is for real and this is what Thea says it is, then I might be in this for the long haul. I’ve never been one to believe in love at first sight, but I know Gio is different. I knew the first time we kissed that our worlds collided, and now that I’m here, I’m both scared and the happiest I’ve ever been.

      Thea beams at me. “This is so much more magical and perfect than anything I could have ever dreamed up in my head. Salvatore is the best husband any woman could wish for, and I never want for a thing.” She takes my hand and squeezes it in hers. “I know that some of the things he does might not seem right in the eyes of the law, but he and Gio are the good guys. They protect everyone in their family, and that means sometimes making the hard decision that people like me aren’t capable of. I know that they would fight to the death to protect me and my baby, and they will do the same for you. To me it’s not a question of how do I handle this life. It’s how do I handle not having this life.” She smiles again and I can see the pure love in her eyes. “That’s not something I’ll ever have to worry about, thanks to my Salvatore. I’m thankful for him every day.”

      Her words are heavy, but I understand what she’s saying. It’s what Gio told me before, but hearing it from someone who has come from the outside somehow makes it all easier to swallow.

      I nod in understanding and smile back. “Thanks. That’s what I needed to hear.”

      “It doesn’t hurt that my Sal gives me more orgasms than I know what to do with every day.”

      We both burst into laughter, which comes to an abrupt halt when we hear someone clear their throat behind us.

      I turn around to see Gio and Salvatore in the doorway looking at us. There’s a smile pulling at Gio’s lips, and then he winks at me. I feel the tingle between my legs again and I want him so much it aches.

      “We’re going to be late,” Salvatore says to Thea, and she bounces up pretty quickly for a pregnant woman.

      “Oh, I almost forgot. Salvatore is taking me to see Beauty and the Beast on stage, and then we’re going for dinner and ice cream,” Thea says, practically about to burst into glitter.

      “Anything for you angel,” he says, wrapping his arms around her and kissing her on the top of her head.

      “I’ve got everything covered,” Gio says to him as he nods.

      “We’ll be back later on. Don’t wait up,” Salvatore says as he and Thea wave goodbye to us and close the door behind them.

      After a moment, Gio and I are left alone in the baby’s room, and I watch as he leans against the doorframe, staring at me.

      “What?” I say after a second. Having his eyes on me is intense, but I like it.

      “You look good in here,” he says as he pushes away from the door and walks over to me. “Seeing you in here surrounded by all this baby stuff gets me thinking.”

      I stand up as he comes closer to me. I take a step back, watching him, my heartbeat picking up.

      “Thinking about what?” I ask as he takes another step toward me and I take a step in retreat.

      “Thinking about spreading your legs and sliding my cock in between them,” he says, his voice deep and heavy.

      “Oh?” is all I can manage to say when my back hits the far wall. My panties are soaked with just a few words from him, and I can’t deny how turned on I am.

      “That’s all I’ve thought about all day, Emma. I couldn’t get anything done because I just kept wondering if that virgin pussy of yours would wrap around my cock easy like Sunday morning. Or if I’d have to pop that cherry hard a few times to get her to let me in.”

      I swallow, unable to form words.

      “Personally, I’d love to slide right in without so much as a fight. But I think that redheaded pussy of yours is going to make me work for it.” He licks his lips as he presses his body against mine, pinning me to the wall. “And that’s okay, Dollface. I like knowing that when I make her mine, she’ll know who she belongs to.”
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      Her eyes are wide with a mixture of shock and pleasure, but I’m willing to bet every dime I have that her panties are soaking for it.

      “What if I fucked you right here, Emma?” I query, reaching down and grabbing the hem of her dress. “What if the first time I had you was right here against this wall in the baby’s room?”

      “Umm. I don’t know.” She looks around and then back at me.

      “We could be quick.” I say, smiling at her. I bunch her dress around her waist and run my finger along the edge of her panties. “Maybe it would be good luck. I could breed you right here surrounded by all this baby shit. I know it’s making those ovaries of yours go buck wild.”

      She lets out a laugh until I dip my thumb down over her panty-covered pussy and feel how soaked the material is.

      “Looks like she likes the idea of it.” I grab the edge of her panties and push them down her hips, until they fall to her feet. “Step out of them,” I order without breaking eye contact.

      She does as I say as I reach down and undo my slacks. She licks her lips and spreads her legs, waiting for me to make the next move. With one hand, I pull out my throbbing cock and pump it a few times to ease the ache. I grab her thick thigh with the other hand and open her wide before I press into her, feeling her soaked pussy ready and waiting.

      “This is going to be quick, but then I’m going to take you back to our room and fuck you until I can’t walk.” I lean forward and place a soft kiss on her lips. “Then you’re going to ride me.”

      I thrust all the way in on one hard stroke and feel her pussy tighten to the point of pain. I grab her other thigh and hold her against the wall as I pop her pussy three times in a row, before she lets me all the way in.

      Emma tenses, but she doesn’t cry out. She bites her lip and closes her eyes tight, but by the third time, when I’m seated all the way inside, she relaxes.

      “There she goes,” I soothe, placing kisses on her lips and then moving to her neck. “Knew she’d fight me.”

      She moves her arms up my chest and wraps them around my back as I hold her hips with both hands and slowly start to rock in and out of her tight cunt.

      “So fucking tight.” I bite the place right below her ear, then run my tongue across it. I feel her shiver as I go deeper, letting her fall all the way down on my cock. “Look around, Dollface. Make those ovaries light up. I want them to shine the bat signal for my boys.”

      She moans, and I lean back to look at her. I want to watch her cum for the first time on my dick.

      “Goddamn, you are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever laid eyes on.” Her body is round and curvy, her blue eyes shining at me. This is why I waited for her. Because no other woman could ever compare. This is why she’s going to be the mother of my children, because I don’t want my babies calling anyone else their mama.

      “Giovanni!” she cries out as her legs lock around me and her climax hits.

      I don’t waste a second as I thrust all the way inside her one last time and give her every drop of me. I hold her close as her body trembles in my arms, and I try not to pass out from the intensity.

      “I think I blacked out for a second,” Emma groans as she catches her breath.

      “I’m sorry I didn’t notice. I think I was too busy firing off a cannon in your pussy.”

      She laughs, and my chest expands with love. I knew this day would come, but I never imagined it would feel so good.

      “Let’s get you into bed,” I say, placing a kiss on her lips and letting her legs drop.

      I pull out of her, and we both moan at the loss. But I don’t want to chance anyone seeing me still inside her as I carry her through the house. There are too many staff here, and I can’t wait to get her home. Our home.

      When we get back to our wing and into her room, it’s not ten seconds before we are both stripped naked and I’m inside her again.

      This time it’s slower and less rushed. I’ve got her under me on the bed, and I’m just holding my cock inside her, feeling her wrapped around me.

      “I’ve got a home all ready for us as soon as Thea has the baby. It’s only a block away, so we can stay there and still be close enough for you to help her.”

      “I think you could convince me of anything while you’re inside me,” Emma breathes, raising her hips up as I grind against her.

      “Marry me,” I say, and her eyes snap open. “I love you, Emma. I know this is fast, but you’re the one. You don’t have to say it back yet, but I’ll always protect you and always take care of you.” I slowly slide in and out of her, ending my promises with pleasure. “I’m going to spend my entire life worshiping you and making you happy.”

      She nods, and I see a tear form in her eye. I lean down and kiss it away as her hands come up to my face. She touches my stubble and then kisses me softly.

      “I love you, too, Giovanni. This is crazy fast, but I feel the same way. From the moment we met, I knew you were different. It was like we were destined to be together.”

      “Does this mean you’ll marry me and give me all the babies I want?” I press my forehead to hers, and she smiles up at me.

      “Let’s negotiate on the number of kids. But I’ll start with a yes. Yes, I’ll marry you.”

      With her words, I grab one of her thighs and throw it over my shoulder. I want to get as deep as possible and seal this deal. My thrusts become harder, and though it’s a little on the rough side, Emma begs for more. She digs her nails into my chest as her pussy tightens around me, and I can’t think of anything more perfect than being inside her.

      In just a few strokes, she’s falling back over the edge, and I can’t help but follow with her. She pulses, and I’m a slave to it, giving it what it begs for. I empty inside her but still stay rock hard, ready for the next round.

      Before she can come down from her high, I’m rolling us over so she’s on top.

      “Tired already?” she asks, winking at me.

      “No, I want you to sit on my face so I can eat your pussy and you can jerk me off,” I tell her, grabbing her ass and scooting her up my body. “Now do what you’re told and I’ll fuck you bent over the bed next.”

      “Giovanni!” she squeals as I slap her ass and bury my face between her thighs.

      I may have had to wait longer than I thought for the woman of my dreams, but she was worth the wait. Now I’m going to spend the rest of my years chasing her ass around and trying to get her pregnant. There’s no better life a man could wish for.
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        One year later…

      

      “It’s twins!” the nurse says.

      “Again?” I yell in shock.

      “Yes!” Gio shouts.

      I’d barely given birth to our twin boys before Giovanni had me knocked up again. I should have known, but I can’t help myself. He’s hot as hell and knows all the right things to do in bed. Then I’m always the one begging him to cum inside me. We hadn’t even been cleared for sex after the twins and I was already pregnant. I should have known better than to let him just eat me out. It never finishes that way.

      “Looks like another set of boys.” The nurse smiles at us as Gio beams with pride. He even gets up and hugs the woman. If she wasn’t old enough to be his mother, I might be jealous.

      God, I can’t even be mad at him. He’s so damn happy. And it’s not like I don’t have help from him and two nannies. Seeing him now, happy and so full of love, I want to make a baby all over again with him. What is wrong with me?

      The nurse leaves, and Gio comes to my side, kissing me on the lips and pressing his forehead to mine. His hand rests on my stomach, and it’s so protective and warm that it makes me want him.

      “I love you, Dollface,” he says, kissing me again. “Thank you for giving me even more of you to love.”

      I place my hand over his and move it a little lower. “I love you, too. Seeing you so happy makes me happy.” I look back at him and give him the eyes. The ones I give him when I need him.

      He looks at me and his eyes grow wide, then he looks to the door.

      “Here? Now?” he asks, but he doesn’t turn me down.

      I nod. “My hormones are crazy. My boobs are leaking and I’m super horny.”

      “Good enough for me,” he says as he goes over and flips the lock on the door.

      I scoot to the edge of the bed and raise the little hospital gown they gave me. He comes over and has his hard cock out in his hand and ready to go. My Gio is always hungry for it.

      “Fuck, you’re soaked. You get just as turned on as I do when I get you pregnant,” he says right before he thrusts into my wet pussy.

      His being inside me fills more than just my body. It fills my soul, too. I need this connection with him at least twice a day, and he always makes time to give me even more than that. He spoils me in every way possible, and I like to think I spoil him just as much.

      “Take this thing off. I want to see your tits,” he demands, pulling at my hospital gown.

      I reach behind my neck and untie it, watching it fall down around my waist. Gio is going in and out of me, giving me the hard thrusts he knows I love.

      “Goddamn it. They’re leaking. I’m going to have to suck on them.” He leans down and surrounds my nipple with his mouth.

      He sucks hard, and I feel both relief from the pain and turned on at how fucking wet it makes me when he does it. It’s somehow intimate, yet dirty and sexy all at once. I don’t like to think on it too much, I just do what my vajayjay likes.

      He moves to the other one, and I’m already so fucking horny I cum instantly. I have to bury my face in his shoulder to keep from shouting as the wave of pleasure hits me and my body goes lax. I’ve been wound tight since we got here, and I needed a quick orgasm to take the edge off.

      Gio goes off inside me, and I feel his warm seed spread. If I wasn’t already knocked up, no doubt I would be now. The lower half of my body is under his command and if he wills it, so it will be.

      “Everything okay in there?” the nurse asks from outside as she knocks on the door and jiggles the handle.

      “Fucking perfect,” Gio says as he looks at me.

      He takes my face in both of his hands and kisses me on the lips so sweetly I start crying. I have zero control over my body right now, but that’s okay. Gio kisses the tears away and then helps me get dressed.

      “You okay?” he asks once we’ve both gotten our clothes on.

      “Yes,” I say, and I truly am. I’m filled with love and happiness and I’ve got two more pieces of Gio’s heart on the way. How could life get any better?

      “Guess we’ve got to get home and tell everyone the good news,” Gio says, smiling from ear to ear.

      “Hey, no fair. You got to tell everyone last time,” I say as we walk out of the office.

      “Okay fine. But next time, it’s my turn.” He winks at me.

      “Next time?” I can’t imagine having more than four kids. But I also can’t imagine a time when I tell Gio to pull out.

      Yeah, next time.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

          Giovanni

        

      

    

    
      
        Fifteen years later…

      

      “I’ll need ten please,” I say, handing over my card.

      “Ten?” the guy asks, and I roll my eyes.

      “Congratulations, you heard me correctly.”

      “Yes, sir. I’ll bring those right out.”

      Emma elbows me in the ribs and I growl at her. Then she winks, and I’m a slave for her. Never in a million years did I think a woman like her would have me wrapped around her finger. But I guess I should have always known. She was the one I’d waited for, and now that I’ve finally got her I’ve spent my life making her happy. Which, in turn, makes me happy. The old saying is true. Happy wife, happy life.

      “Go easy on the guy. I’m sure it’s not every day a couple with eight children comes in,” she scolds me.

      It’s Christmas and we’ve decided to get the kids cell phones. Then we decided we wanted to get new ones for us so we can try to keep up with them.

      “Please, one look at your curves and they understand why I can’t keep my dick out of you.” I pull her into my arms, and like always, she melts into me. Her arms go to my chest and my hands go to her ass. “This right here is the root of the problem,” I say, squeezing it.

      “You keep saying that. But I don’t hear any complaints in the bedroom.”

      “Or the shower,” I say, nibbling on her ear.

      “Definitely not in the shower,” she agrees.

      We had eight kids, all boys, before Emma said it was time to stop. I knew she couldn’t handle another pregnancy, even with her having three sets of twins. I wanted to try for a girl, but Emma said she liked being the only woman in my life. I’m selfish enough to admit that sometimes I get jealous of all the boys getting her attention, but she always makes time for each of us, so I can’t complain too much. Having eight kids is a lot to juggle, and I’ve never seen a better mother than her.

      “You keep talking like that and I’ll have you bent over the table in this store,” I say in her ear.

      “Please. You’re way too possessive to let anyone watch us, and this storefront is made of glass.”

      “True,” I say, but grab her ass again anyway just because I can.

      I still work with Sal, leading the Los Angeles mob and keeping our families protected. We’ve had peace for nearly two decades, and we plan to continue our life that way. When we were younger we had hope of growing our area and making money. We’ve done both and set down a legacy our children can be proud of. They may not understand it all at first, but in time, they will see that we are the ones who keep watch. We are the ones who make the place they live a safe place to be. I do hope that one day, when my sons are older, they will help carry on the name, just as Salvatore wishes for his sons. Just as our father before us did.

      Emma and I have talked many times over the years and she knows everything about my life. I’ve never kept a secret from her, and as time passed she was okay with knowing more. She even began to help with our businesses and legitimized a lot of what we do. Just as Thea helps Salvatore lead, Emma helps me. We all work together as a family, because that’s what we truly are.

      I joke a lot with her about how long it took her to find me. But in truth, we met at the exact right moment. I found her at a time when I was finally ready to take care of her, when I could handle all of my responsibilities and anything that came our way. Wanting to be a father and actually becoming one were two different things. But seeing Emma as a mother and a wife changed me forever.

      Even as I stand in a crowded mall right before Christmas, the only eyes I see are hers. There is no one I’d rather have by my side. And no one I’d rather have in my arms. I’m who I am because of her. I want to be the best version of myself because that’s what she deserves. Well, that and a smack to the ass on the daily.

      “What are you thinking about?” she asks, knowing me better than I know myself.

      “Just wondering if you’re going to wear that sexy red thing for me tonight,” I reply, kissing her below her ear.

      The blush hits her cheeks and works its way down her neck. I know it’s going to make her nipples rosy and hard, and my cock begins to throb.

      “Giovanni,” she chides, and looks around the crowd to make sure no one heard us.

      “Is that a yes?”

      “You know it is,” she says, looking away from me.

      I catch the smile pulling at her lips and tug her back into my arms.

      “I just like untying the bow in the back.” She giggles, and I press my erection against her hip. “It’s like Christmas morning the whole year long.”

      “Would you like it gift-wrapped?” the salesman asks, and I turn to look at him, boxes of phones in his arms.

      “That’s none of your business,” I growl at him, but Emma just rolls her eyes and pushes me behind her.

      “Yes, please,” she says, and he walks away. “Always so jealous.”

      “Damn straight,” I retort, picking her up off the ground and holding her in my arms. “You’re lucky I can’t get you pregnant again or I’d do it right here just to prove you belong to me.”

      “Don’t worry. I carry a picture of the boys in my wallet so I can show it to people if you need me to.”

      I laugh, but she’s probably being serious.

      “All right. As soon as this is over, you’re taking me to get hot chocolate,” she says as I put her down and she smacks my chest.

      “You say that like I wasn’t going to do it anyway.”

      “Okay, fine. But I want cookies, too.”

      “Anything you want, Dollface,” I say, taking her hand and bringing it to my lips. I kiss the back of it, and she smiles. It’s the one with dimples that I love so much. The one she gave me the first time we met. It’s the one that tells me every day that she’s the one and life is good.

      

      
        THE END!
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      Layla O’Leary has had enough. For years she has been haunted by the night she can’t remember. When she learns the only man she's ever loved has betrayed her, she escapes and crafts a new identity. She's finally free...

      Carter has waited eight years to claim his woman. Locking him up only fueled his obsession. The day he gets out he's coming for her. Taking the Fall was just the start. Now he'll stop at nothing to possess what's his.

      Warning: this book contains a hero who grunts and growls his way through life, a heroine nicknamed Cherry looking to lose it, and insta-love so fast and hard your panties might disintegrate. Note: not responsible for exploding panties.

      

      BONUS: Letters Carter wrote Cherry while in Prison.

      

      Includes Short Story on Jeanette & Saint:

      They met by chance. Or so she thought...

      Losing her wasn't something he was willing to do. Sometimes life takes you to the edge, but Jeanette had a Saint to

      catch her.

      This is the short story of how they met, how they fell in love, and how much Saint loves going down on her.
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      This book is dedicated to my best girl, Jeanette. She’s tough as nails, doesn’t take shit, but has the biggest heart of anyone I know. Let’s never break up… I’d miss the food talk the most.
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Prologue

          

          Layla

        

      

    

    
      “What the fuck are you doing here, Cherry?” Carter growls and stands up from a metal chair.

      I’ve never seen this look on him before. Well, not directed at me anyway. What should I expect though? The man is in prison and has been for four years, and still has another four to go.

      I haven’t seen him since that night. The night I can’t remember. The reason I’m here.

      “Did you get my letters?” I ask, ignoring his question. I sent hundreds over the years and never once did he respond.

      “Yeah, I got them,” he fires back.

      “But…you never...” My words trail off as the force of what he’s saying hits me. He got my letters; he just didn’t care enough to write back. The first ones started off asking what had happened, because I had so many questions. All I have is this giant blank spot in my mind driving me insane. One second I have a perfect life and the next I wake up in the hospital covered in bruises, with my mother missing, along with my bodyguard. Poof! No more Mom and no more Carter. For some reason, the loss of Carter hurt the most. After that my once-loving father turned cold. Others might have called my father cold before on account of his dealings with the dirtier elements of society, but I never thought he was…until now.

      “Ever think there was a reason I didn’t respond? I threw them out. I don’t want you here.” Carter has always been blunt and to the point but he was never intentionally cruel, and never with me. He had been my bodyguard for six months before that night. I couldn’t turn around without tripping over him. Anytime I was allowed to the leave house, he was at my side like a shadow.

      Shifting uncomfortably, I take him in. He’s huge. I remember him as always being big, but now he seems massive. His six foot four frame looks like it’s been chiseled from stone and could bust the seams of his prison uniform. I don’t recall him having so many tattoos either, but now every inch of exposed skin is covered in them, peeking up around the neck of his uniform. I also don’t recall ever wanting to lick them as I do now.

      Slowly moving my eyes back to his face, I see his jaw is hard from clenching it. His eyes lock on mine, so green they almost look like colored contact lenses. Those blazing emeralds snap away and do a head-to-toe sweep of my body. My breath catches in my throat at the look he gives me. It was hard and deadly before, but now it appears hungry and consuming. He makes me feel naked, completely stripped.

      In three long strides he’s in front of me, lifting me into his arms. Caught completely off guard, I gasp. He wraps his free hand in my long hair and pulls my head back, claiming my mouth. My fingers grab the fabric of his shirt and try to pull him closer. I feel like my whole body has just come alive. My body is overcome with all the passion and fervor I’ve felt all these years, but I don’t exactly have any experience to guide me. I’m twenty and I’ve never been kissed. But this doesn’t feel like any kiss I’ve ever imagined. It feels like he’s devouring my body with his mouth, his teeth, his tongue. It feels like Carter is ravishing my soul.

      Going to an all-girls’ school kept me sheltered. I even took all my college classes online after I graduated. The only dick that was ever near me was hired by my father. His men were either deadly scared of him or had too much respect for him to touch me—probably a little of both.

      I follow Carter’s lead and return his kiss. I’ve wanted this for years. Before he was taken away, I used to try to get his attention and shamelessly flirt with him. I think I was terrible at it because never once did he touch me. I never cared that he was ten years older than I was. I wanted him. I even had this silly idea that if I waited for him, he could be mine. That’s why I wrote him those stupid letters that he clearly didn’t give a shit about. Feeling my anger rush back at the reminder, I go to push at his chest, but we’re ripped apart suddenly. A guard has me in his arms and my feet are still off the floor. It takes three other guards to wrestle Carter down onto one of the tables.

      His hands grip the side of the table, his white knuckles betraying his iron grip. “Fuck, Cherry, never thought I was the jealous type,” he says, his voice rough with a touch of fury and possession. “Until you.” His glare moves to the guard holding me. “Now get your fucking hands off her.”

      I’m stunned by his words. He’s pinned to a table by three guards and he’s giving orders? I guess some things never change.

      “Get. Them. The. Fuck. Off,” Carter barks again as he starts to rise from his position, even as the guards try to push him down.

      “This is my prison, Carter. You may get some leeway because of who you are, but there are cameras in here,” the guard holding me says as he places me back down on the floor.

      “I just came for answers,” I whisper, hoping he doesn’t catch on to my lie. I want answers, but I want him more.

      “I got no answers for you here. I don’t want to see your little ass in this place again, Cherry.” ‘Cherry’, the name used to make me smile. Now it’s starting to piss me off.

      “Says the man who just had his tongue down my throat,” I shoot back, feeling my anger boil over. Hell, I shouldn’t have said that. I don’t want him to know I care, but how can he not after receiving all those stupid letters? Letters that had started off as questions but slowly turned into a diary. I sent him my every thought. But, as time went on, they morphed into love letters to him. Maybe he doesn’t know what they contained. Maybe he threw them out before reading them. I’m grasping at straws. He may not know it, but he is all I have left.

      After my mother disappeared, my father turned as cold as she had been. I had always been a silly child who just got in my mother’s way. She was too busy going to events and maintaining an image to devote any time or attention to me. I can still remember her offhand comments about my weight and frenzied red hair. I just always seemed to be in her way—a disappointing nuisance. Now my father can barely look at me. Does my father love me? Yes, I believe so. Family is everything to him. But does he show it? Can I feel it? Not anymore. Now I’m put away on a shelf, having to sneak away to come here.

      “I haven’t felt a woman’s body in years, can’t blame a man for taking opportunities as they arise,” he says cockily as the guards slowly let him up. He drops down into a metal chair. He seems completely unfazed by what has just happened. I guess that was all it was to him—a man needing a fix. He didn’t possess my mouth, my soul for those few moments because he needed to touch me. No one touches me.

      “I see I don’t have anyone now. Looks like I can go,” I say flatly, all emotion leaching from my voice. Hell, if no one else wants to show me any tenderness, why should I give any?

      “Good. Get gone,” he snarls through clenched teeth, but I see his eyes soften for an instant before being replaced by his usual stoniness. Or maybe I’m trying to convince myself and it was never there.

      Pulling the picture I have from my pocket, I let it drop to the floor and I take one last look at the man I’ve been thinking about every night for the past four years. I don’t want the reminder of him anymore if he doesn’t want me.

      I’m done living in a world that seems to feel nothing while I feel everything.

      I have the quarter million I took from Daddy’s safe before I gave the guards the slip. I’m starting my life over, a life with no more holes in it, a life where I can find people who want to feel with me.

      I turn to make my way to leave. Behind me I hear Carter rise from his chair, the metal scratching across the concrete floor. Opening the door to leave, I toss my final words over my shoulder. “Don’t you worry, Carter. No one will be seeing me around anymore.” The door slams behind me and I hear all hell break loose on the other side.

      I square my shoulders and keep on walking. I only have one feeling in my heart now.

      Freedom.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
              [image: ]
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            



          

      

    

    







Chapter 1

          

          Layla

        

      

    

    
      
        Four Years Later…

      

      Running a hand over my breast, I play with my hardening nipple through my thin baby tee. I think back to the dirty novel I’d been reading before I went to bed. I’m turned on and I need release. In the book the hero had been aggressive and demanding, the way Carter always was. No, not Carter, never Carter. Pushing him to the back of my mind, I try to imagine Justin as the hero of the story. He is my boyfriend, after all; it should be his face I’m picturing.

      He pushed her up against the wall, his front to her back. He was sliding his hand under her skirt, taking what was his. Sliding my own hand between my thighs and under my white silk panties, I push my lips apart and stroke my clit. I work my hips against my fingers and try to picture Justin taking me with such force. The most force he’s ever exercised in our relationship is when we try to pick a wine to pair with dinner.  Never mind that I hate wine and all the fancy restaurants he insists I go to.

      Getting nowhere with my fantasy of Justin, Carter’s face comes to mind again. He never seems to be far away. It doesn’t matter how many times I try to push him out of my mind, doesn’t matter that it’s been four years since I last saw his face, doesn’t matter that I hate him. Just picturing him shoving me up against a wall, flipping up my skirt, ripping my panties away, thrusting into me and growling that I’m his makes me instantly wet.

      I can feel the orgasm coming now, or at least I think I do. What with the way my best friend Jeanette describes them, I’m not sure I’ve ever really had one. When she gives me details of her latest fling she makes it sound like having an orgasm is the greatest thing ever. Going from her reports, I think my vagina is broken or at least seriously faulty.

      Pulling my hand out of my panties, I glance at the clock and notice I still have ten minutes before I need to get up and get ready for work.  I’ll be damned if I lie in bed masturbating to thoughts of Carter having me. He doesn’t want me and I won’t be giving him my orgasm. I would rather go without than get off thinking of him.

      I fling the comforter back and flip on the nightstand light before making my way to the closet.  My house is a small, two-bedroomed bungalow that sits right on the edge of Reno. I used the cash I took from my father’s safe to buy it. It’s not much but it’s mine. I didn’t want to use all the money I stole in case I have to run again but it’s nice to have a place to call my own. Home.

      One thing I’ve loved most about my freedom from my father is a life of my own. I come and go as I please, eat whatever I want and, most importantly, wear what I like. This new-found freedom shows in my closet. Two things I’ll never give up are my dirty books and my shoe collection. I know it sounds silly but my shoes gave me some confidence when I started my new life. I never thought I was unattractive and I love my curves, but Carter took a shot at my self-belief. I’ve always been short at just over five feet and I have to strain my neck to look at most men, so a sexy pair of high heels gives me a boost in every way. I rock my heels as tall as they come because I don’t want to have to look up to a man. Any man.

      Grabbing a pair of plum-purple high-waisted slacks, a cream button-up blouse and a pair of four-inch heels, I get ready in the bathroom. It doesn’t take me long because I don’t wear a ton of makeup, but I like to do a little something to my eyes. With bright-red hair it’s hard to wear certain shades and not look like a clown. My silky hair doesn’t take much to manage—a little brushing and some pins and it’s all set. To finish off, I swipe on some pink lip gloss to bring out the cream of my skin. As I put the tube back in the cabinet, the name of the shade catches my eye: ‘cherry blossom pink’. I growl in frustration and throw the half-empty container in the trash. That bastard seems to follow me wherever I go.

      Shaking off my momentary rush of anger, I go to the kitchen and grab a banana muffin and coffee before I head to the library to start my shift. I was so excited when I landed the job there. It’s a public library but the local high school uses it as its library as well. My favorite part of working there is getting to work with the kids. It makes me feel like I’m making a little difference in the world. It might not be much but it means a lot to me.

      I was sure I would have to work at a diner or something. I didn’t really have much of an education to begin with—just some online classes—but Jeanette, the head librarian, hired me on the spot. Because of my lack of formal education, my only real skill is playing the piano, and I haven’t had the luxury of playing much since I left. I sneak over to the high school a few times a week during my lunch break to use the piano they have in the music department. The music teacher Mr. Hall is always trying to get me to help out and play for some of the school concerts, but they sometimes make the papers and that just isn’t a risk I could take.

      I thought about buying a piano of my own when I got my house. I even made sure that my living room had the space for one, but I didn’t want to eat into my emergency money. It was worth the sacrifice to be free.

      I hear my cell ring, already knowing who it is. I pick it up without looking at the incoming number.

      “Morning, Jeanette,” I say.

      “Morning, chica,” she purrs into the phone. “What’s his name?”

      “Stephen, I believe.”

      “How was he?” she asks, playing our normal game of ‘who did Layla sleep with last night?’

      “Too alpha and demanding for my taste,” I lie, knowing that I loved every second of Stephen’s brute ways in the novella I devoured last night. I reason that if I keep telling myself that this kind of man doesn’t turn me on, then maybe it will come true. I need a man like my boyfriend, Justin. He’s sweet, passive for the most part, and probably pays his bills two weeks before they’re due. If only I could get my body and vagina to agree with my head. I really need to break up with him. I’ve been avoiding him for days and even canceled a few of our dates.  I’m not even sure he’s into me. He never really tries to make a move on me and doesn’t seem to care when I do cancel on him. I often wonder why he’s even with me.

      “Anything has got to be better than Justin, if you ask me,” Jeanette says, reading my mind.

      “Enough about my boring, sexless life. Tell me about your amazing night,” I say cheekily, knowing she’ll spill all the dirty details while I live vicariously through her. Jeanette has been trying to get this intimidating guy who’s been hanging around the library for weeks to ask her out. Finally he cracked. I thought he seemed kind of weird. Okay, maybe not weird but out of place. He’s a giant of a man, not as big as I remember Carter being, but he looks like he could hold his own against a few guys if he needed to. He has a scar that runs from his eyebrow down to his cheek, looking like it barely missed his eye. His raven hair and tanned skin contrast starkly with his clear blue eyes. When I first saw him, I thought his eyes looked strange with the dangerous feel he had going on. But the first time I saw Jeanette make him smile, his entire demeanor suddenly shifted and became as light and bright as his eyes.

      He’s always popping up and never once has he checked out a book. He has an edge to him. The kind of edge I’m attuned to, seeing as I grew up around men like that. I was keeping my distance, but Jeanette went after him like a cat in heat. She likes bad boys. She says they’re just looking for a quick fling and you never have to worry about them wanting something permanent. I’m not sure the guy knows what to do with her. If Jeanette is anything, she’s straightforward and to the point. It’s something I’ve always loved and admired about her. She might want to be more careful with him, though. He seems like the type of man that if he wanted to keep her, she wouldn’t have much of a choice.

      “Fucker canceled,” she grumbles.

      “I’m sorry. I know you were looking forward to that date. Maybe we could have dinner tonight to cheer you up?” I don’t want her to be upset. I can tell by her tone she’s a little hurt which isn’t normal for ‘love them and leave them’ Jeanette.

      “Dinner and drinks at the Kat House and you’ve got yourself a deal.”

      I knew she was going to bring up the Kat House, a little dive bar that sits right outside of Reno.

      “Come on! Not that Kat House! That place is,” I scrunch my nose as I try to think of the right word.

      “Horny?” Jeanette offers. I can see her doing her classic eyebrow wiggle when she talks about anything “horny” and I can’t help but smile.

      “That’s one way to put it,” I say, trying to sound appalled. The Kat House is a dream bar for Jeanette. Cheap drinks, it’s filled with bad boys, and sometimes I think its dress code veers towards ‘clothing optional’. I’m more of a piano bar kind of girl. I stumbled across one a few years back and loved it. A cute sundress with some higher-than-high heels and a few martinis while I listen to music that doesn’t make my head want to explode—perfect.

      “Justin must be wearing off on you, Lays, because you’re starting to sound like a snot.”

      I shudder slightly when I thinking of anything of Justin’s rubbing off on me and I cave to her suggestion, wanting to change the subject. And besides, she always lets me pick and I want to do this for her.

      “Fine, I’ll bring a change of clothes and we can leave from work.” I let out a dramatic sigh and adopt a weary tone. “And go to drinks at the Kat House.”

      Jeanette starts letting out hoots and hollers. I can see her in my head, dancing around her studio apartment.

      “Don’t bring any clothes. I’ve got you. Maybe if I get you all dolled up tonight and looking like one extra sexy bitch you can finally live up to your name, Lays.”

      Rolling my eyes at the nickname Jeanette gave me forever ago, I agree, only to get her off the phone so I can go ahead and pack an extra set of clothes. Jeanette gave me my nickname when I started working at the library and we became friends. At first I thought it was just a cute abbreviation of my name, but soon I found out it was because I never get laid.

      I guess after watching me shoot down date request after date request, she figured I wasn’t getting any. And of course she was right. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to get any—God, did I want to get some! I just hadn’t found anyone who piqued my interest. Needless to say, I wasn’t going to date one of the teachers who were always at the library. No way was I mixing my two worlds. I had already learned that lesson the hard way. It was because of that I had to start my life over, and I didn’t want to do it again. My life is good here. It might still be lonely, but at least the people around me express emotion.

      Maybe the romance novels have me jaded. I always thought my first and only would be Carter. I know now that’s not happening so I’ve been trying to move on, but not one person has sparked even a fraction of the feelings I had for him.  Who am I kidding? Feelings I have for him is more like it. No matter how hard I try, no matter how hard I push, it still ends up back with him. It pisses me off. I started this new life to move forward but most of the time I feel like I’m just going in circles.

      Maybe it’s time I stopped living in my books and pushed myself harder. A sexy night at the Kat House could be just what I need. Let loose and live a little. It’s why I came here, isn’t it? To be free. Maybe even a little wild. I should just get my first time over with. Just rip it off like a Band-Aid. I need to take a page from Jeanette’s book and have a no-strings, sex-filled night, aided by a little liquid courage.

      It’s odd I’ve never even thought about doing it with Justin. I enjoyed the easiness of our relationship. I’m comfortable around him and that makes me feel safe for some reason. I know he can’t hurt me emotionally and I know if he ever dumped me or moved on I would pull through easily enough. I would miss his friendship but it wouldn’t be a love lost.

      We’ve gotten hot and heavy a few times but I always pull back. Just when things start to go to the next level, I push him away.  I’m going to have to meet him for lunch and end things. It’s not right leading him on when I don’t think this can go anywhere. I know he wanted the whole marriage and babies thing because we’ve talked about it before. I want that too, but I want it with a man I can’t live without. A part of me loves that Justin is so laid-back and doesn’t push me, but another, bigger part of me thinks I can’t keep going on like this. Maybe I should take the coward’s way out and just send an e-mail…no, I can’t do that.

      Glancing back at the clock, I see I need to get a move on so I’m not late for work. I grab my work bag and head out the door without packing a bag for tonight. If I want to start making changes, maybe it won’t be so bad to see what Jeanette has planned for me. If I don’t pack a bag then at least I’ll have to wear what she brings, and there will be no backing out.

      When I get to work, the day seems to fly by with seemingly endless groups of students and reading sessions. I try to set up a lunch date to meet with Justin but he tells me he’s too busy with work and that we’ll talk later. After clearing out the last bunch of students and locking up the library for the day, Jeanette drags me into the bathroom for a quick make-over.

      She puts me in a black minidress and I protest that everyone can see my underwear if I bend over. Her only suggestion is that I should take them off. Well then, I guess I’ll just risk people seeing my underwear because ditching my panties is not an option. The dress fits me like a second skin and I feel totally exposed.

      We leave our cars at the library and grab a taxi to a local steakhouse. Jeanette has somehow snagged us a last-minute reservation and we’re swiftly seated. Having skipped lunch to play the piano over at the high school, I’m starving and hope that the steak I’m about to devour will fit into this dress with me.

      All through dinner I fidget with the dress. The only thing that makes me feel comfortable is my footwear—five-inch spiked heels. They’re the only things that feel like me, at least. I’m going to have to sneak to the bathroom before we head to the Kat House and maybe tone down the make-up Jeanette put on me. I swear my dark-red lipstick is screaming “I love to suck cock. Does anyone have one I can use?”

      “Stop fidgeting, Lays,” Jeanette admonishes, taking a long sip of her cosmo. “You look sexy as all fuck.”

      Maybe that’s the key, I think, grabbing my own cosmo and shooting it back. I need to relax and enjoy myself. I relish the burn and buzz of the alcohol but something is bothering me. I’m not sure if I’m fidgety because of the dress or because I feel like someone is watching me. I’ve had the feeling for a few weeks now, but lately it’s been constant. I can’t help but think my father has found me. I’ve done my best to hide my tracks using a few tricks I learned from the boys back home. I kept my first name but I thought it would be hard for people to track me with just that alone. I considered dyeing my hair to change my look when I first ran away. My red hair always seems to attract attention, but whenever I looked in the mirror it reminded me of my mother. She might have been a shit mom but it made me feel a little bit closer to her.

      I always thought it was a matter of time until someone found me—either my father or someone looking to use me against him. That’s the reason my father says he kept me so tightly locked away. He did it because he has so many enemies who could use me as leverage against him.  As the years have passed, nothing has happened and I’ve started to think he either gave up or he just didn’t care enough to find me. Maybe he even thought it was for the best I was gone.

      “Sorry! I just feel like a slut,” I say, tugging my hem down my thigh once more.

      “Hey bitchness, that’s my dress you’re wearing,” Jeanette responds, giving me a little smirk.

      “Yeah, but it looks longer on your skinny ass whereas my size twelve sucks up some of the important ass-covering length.”

      Jeanette snorts and sips at her drink. She’s the definition of beautiful. She’s the picture in your head when you hear the word ‘model’—long, flowing, perfectly tousled blonde hair, sun-kissed skin that makes her aquamarine eyes almost glow. She makes men take notice when she walks into a room. She looks wholesome and sweet when she’s dressed casually, but tonight she’s done up like she’s about to pound the runway. I’m not sure how she pulls off that tiny waist because the girl could out-eat me any day of the week. Some girls get all the luck.

      “Nothing wrong with showing a little slut now and again, Lays. It’s good for you. What do you think Justin would say if he could see you right now?”

      I know if Justin saw me like this he would probably give me a scolding about what is and isn’t appropriate attire. I hear it about my shoes on the regular from him. I could be covered from neck to ankle and he would say my shoes were too suggestive. No way was I giving up the shoes. This should have been a red flag months ago and nipped us in the ass. He and Jeanette never really got along either. She thinks there’s something slimy about him and always loves to give him a quick jab about something or other. It’s gotten so bad that I don’t ever invite them to the same events anymore. They’re like oil and water—it’s just never going to work.

      “It doesn’t really matter what Justin thinks. I was planning on ending it today, but he couldn’t meet me for lunch to give me the chance.”

      “Oh shit! So you’re a single bitch tonight! Just when I didn’t think this day could get any better. You and me, both single and heading to the Kat House. Lays, it’s going to be one kickass night,” she chirps giddily, a giant smile on her face.

      “Hate to burst the bubble but didn’t you hear when I said I didn’t get to break up with him?”

      Snatching my phone from the table, she fiddles with it for a moment before dropping it back down.

      “Well now you have,” she says with a grin.

      “No, you didn’t!” I exclaim and grab my phone. Yep. She did it. She sent a text to Justin: “Sorry, this isn’t working.” She even added a winky face at the end. I don’t know why I’m shocked.

      “A winky face? Really?”

      “Hey, just trying to soften the blow a little. I felt like a winky face could do that,” she says, nodding as if this is a known fact. “Lays, really, Justin being out of your life is a good thing. He wasn’t the right fit for you and I’m telling you something weird is up with him.”

      “You’re just saying that because you don’t like him,” I reply.

      “No, I’m saying that because the man has a stick up his ass, but can’t seem to get his own stick into you.”

      I blush because the elderly couple sitting at the table next to us begins staring at us in shock. Jeanette gives them a wink.

      “I’m just not ready yet,” I whisper, hoping not to draw more attention to us.

      “Lays, come on now. You’re twenty-four years old. The problem is he isn’t working for you. You two have been together for over a year. A year. If you still haven’t given it up to him by now you’re not going to. So let it go.”

      I know she’s right. It’s time to move on and try something different. Staying with him just because he can’t hurt me is actually hurting me. Sometimes not caring is just as bad as caring.

      “I know. I wish I could be more like you.”

      “Gotta look at men like I do, Lays. They’re only good for one thing, and 90% of the time I either have to tell them how to do it or finish the job myself.”

      Rolling my eyes, I motion for the waiter to bring another round. I notice a man dressed in all black staring at us as he leans up against the bar and that uneasy feeling returns.

      “Hey, let’s finish this round and head out,” I say, glancing back to see if the man is still staring. He is.

      “Sounds like a great plan to me,” Jeanette replies and stands up. “Just going to head to the bathroom to touch up my make-up and we can head out.”

      I look down at my phone and notice Justin hasn’t texted back. Either he doesn’t care or he’s too busy. Story of my life.  It seems like all the men in my life don’t care if I’m gone. Grabbing my fresh cocktail, I chug it down and feel it warm my throat.  Maybe that will help me loosen up tonight.
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