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Synopsis

Chiara was raised into the mafia world the hard way. Enduring the assault at the hands of her father until she was kidnapped and forced to marry a mob boss. One she’s sure is even worse than her father.


Ricca never backs away from a challenge. When the woman he kidnapped sneers he would never own her, he’s more than happy to prove her wrong. It doesn’t matter he is being forced into this marriage by The Syndicate, to cover-up the kidnapping.

An enemy is forging a plan to take Ricca down. Can a marriage, even one forced by the decision of others, turn into a solid band of trust, loyalty, and eventually love? Or will either one—or their enemy—rip out their heart to stop it from beating? Dive into this Mafia Romance where the value of human life is worth less than loyalty.
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We’re not allowed to play.

***Ricca***

I pour myself a few fingers of whiskey and gulp it down, enjoying the feel of the burn sliding down my throat. Just what I fucking need to pull me through an already screwed up day.

“Fuck toy, trophy wife, prisoner up in the glass tower, what did you have in mind for her? Have you labeled her yet? I know how your mind works, tell us already, what’s she gonna be, boss?” Armino asks, while Fausto and Ernesto are trying their best not to laugh. Fuckers.

“None of the above,” I state. “I don’t have to explain to you guys how this marriage was a necessity. I didn’t have a fucking choice. But to be honest, in the end it did result in a nice solution since it’s a boost for both our companies. Like me, she didn’t have a choice in this either. My wife, Chiara, will be living here permanently and I don’t want any of you to be disrespectful to her. Unless of course she turns out to be disloyal, then we all shall act accordingly. Till it happens though, she’s going to be treated with respect.”

Did I forget to mention my day is screwed up because it’s my fucking wedding day? And yes, I am aware I said ‘till it happens’ since life and people have the tendency to screw you over. Besides, as I mentioned, it’s not like we’re in love or will have a normal marriage.

“Ah, you mean living here under different circumstances? Since, you know...you had her kidnapped and stashed away in your bedroom before you accepted The Syndicate’s deal—demand, whatever—to take her on as your wife.” Fausto chuckles. “Screwed up technicalities, my man. I think her attitude won’t flip quite the same way. Though ninety-nine percent of all marriages are arranged in our lifestyle, kidnapping then forcing someone into marriage ain’t in your cock’s best interest...if you know what I mean.” He gives me an appreciative grin and adds, “But, I have to say the woman can school her features like a killer pro. The way she’s working the room tonight—playing the stunningly happy bride—is sending chills up my spine. I think I won’t have any difficulties with respecting her. She fucking scares me a tiny bit.”

I groan inwardly. Fausto isn’t kidding and it has me pouring myself a second glass of whiskey and downing it again in one go. My wife—who I’ve only talked to a handful of times before our wedding day—is a closed book I can’t wait to spread open and read every single letter. Though I have no clue what genre she is, so to say. 

I can’t get a read on her because like Fausto mentioned, I had her kidnapped because her father killed a few of our men. I took her as a precaution to have leverage, make a stand so the fucker knows I won’t take shit. Below the belt? Sure, but we’re the fucking mob. We have no morals when it comes to striking the enemy where they will feel it the hardest. If needed, I would have sliced her damn throat right before her father’s eyes. I don’t care—to the outside world, I have no heart—it’s who I am.

I didn’t have the right to kidnap her at the time. When it comes to striking back one should inform The Syndicate first. They are the neutral ground who keep an eye on key players in the mafia world. The Syndicate made me take Chiara as my wife to cover up the kidnapping. Right next to the pressure coming from different sides I might add.

My age, the way I’ve been alone without one move toward taking a wife, old bastards in our world don’t approve and see it as a weakness. Multiply and raise strong sons and all the bullshit that goes with their train of thought. But I mainly agreed because the bitch coldly stated no one would ever own her.

Not a surprising statement after you’ve been kidnapped, but still. Chiara even vividly described how she would carve up my body and feed it to her father’s dogs when the opportunity arose. Her Italian temperament flared up and yet was only visible in the heat of her eyes and the sharpness of her tongue; she was as contained as a trained killer. I took it as a personal challenge, one I couldn’t pass up.

She intrigued me. And as the boss I have certain obligations. Most of all? I ain’t getting any younger and like I mentioned...there are already rumors about the fact I haven’t settled down yet. I have a status to uphold and no other woman spiked my interest until now.

Can I also add the fact she inherited her father’s companies which are a perfect addition to mine? That’s where the vendetta started in the first place. Her father, Esposito, wanted my sister as a wife to obtain an open link between our two families and combine our companies. 

Seeing my sister was already spoken for—without her consent because, as Fausto mentioned, that’s how it goes with mafia women—he tried to slaughter my men to get his way. Wrong. Fucking. Move. Esposito ended up dead, and I ended up with a wife and his companies. Not his dogs though, no fucking way will I bring those into my house when my wife obviously intended to feed me to them in pieces. I might be a crazy fucker, but I’m certainly not an idiot who leaves options open, if you understand what I’m sayin’.

Ernesto slaps Fausto against his chest. “Give the man a few days to adjust to his wife. The wedding night is still to come. Hey, there will be a wedding night, right? Because you’re here with us, not getting hot and naked between the sheets.”

“I’d rather spend the damn night in the basement,” I grumble.

“Hey, if we’re not allowed to play, you’re not allowed to play. You’re not playing, are you?” Fausto questions.

These three are the ones who keep me sane, though I doubt their sanity from time to time. We’ve been together ever since we were able to walk. Hell, we went on a killing spree the night my parents were murdered and I became one of the youngest bosses in history. Of course, I made my three oldest, and most loyal friends, a part of it. 

Fausto is the Underboss, he’ll step in without thinking if something needs to be handled when I’m not around. We all have the same mindset and sometimes it’s as if we don’t need words to agree about things. We all think alike and handle it with the same ferocity.

Hence the reason Armino is my Consigliere. He’s the one with the cool head, thinking things through and on top of that, he’s a brilliant negotiator. He’ll give you advice whether you want it or not, always has been an annoying fucker, but I guess he’s serving his purpose in our fucked up life.

Ernesto is one of my Capos, though he balances all of us. We’re a team—always have been—no matter our titles or fucking ranks. It’s only natural to demand loyalty from every single one who’s a part of my circle, but these three guys—and only with these three guys—we all share a blind trust.

“He’s not playing,” Ernesto sighs. “He’ll go back to the guests, plaster one of his creepy smiles on his face, work the room for two hours, before it’s time for the guests to leave. Then he can take his bride for a spin or handle the idiot in the basement. His choice. And do I need to remind you we have to discuss the ripple effect killing the idiot in the basement will cause?”

I groan and throw back another shot of whiskey. “I’m off to work the room. We will discuss the fallout tomorrow.”

I really don’t want to think about the fucker locked up in the basement. He’s the son of one of my Capos who has been altering the books for his own personal gain. I don’t play around. You steal from me and I catch you doing so? You’re a dead man. No second chances because people always fuck up and in my line of work this means an opening to shove a knife in my back.

Though like I said, the idiot is the son of one of my Capos. This won’t go over easy and yet they are all aware of my ways of keeping people accountable. Every district in my territory has their own Capo. And yet it doesn’t matter if he’s in charge of a whole fucking district, they answer to me or to Fausto. And surprise, fucking surprise, Vittorio Mazza didn’t report his son, Mattia. Fuck no, Ernesto did. 

Ernesto might be a Capo himself—and the youngest out of the four of us—but his eyes and ears are everywhere. When Ernesto came to me with the news Mattia had been scamming the books for over five months now it hit damn hard. I wanted to get in my car and hunt the idiot down myself but I was already in my damn tux, an hour away from getting married.

I didn’t have to hunt the fucker down myself, obviously, because Ernesto already discussed it with Fausto and Armino who sent two soldiers to bring him in. Mattia was in my basement at the same time I was voicing my damn wedding vows. See why I’m gulping down whiskey to take away the edge? 

“Mattia is tied to a chair in a locked room, he’s cozy enough for the night. Let’s show some face and get all the people the fuck out of the mansion so we can take it easy till morning. That way we will be fresh and wide awake, ready for hours of torture,” Armino reasons.

“Fucking dandy,” Fausto chuckles in agreement.

I set my glass a little too hard on my desk, prompting all eyes in the room to snap toward me. 

“Let’s do this,” I growl.

“Dude.” Ernesto shakes his head. “Lighten up, it’s your wedding day.”

I shoot him a glare and his fucking mouth twitches in return but he doesn’t say anything else. They all stroll out of the room in front of me so I can lock up my office and we all head for the ballroom. Normally it’s divided into two rooms but for some occasions I turn it into one large room where we can shift the tables along the walls and have a huge dancefloor in the center.

Glancing around, my eyes find Chiara first. I fucking hate her name. Don’t ask me why, I don’t have a clue. Maybe it just aggravates me or I think it doesn’t suit her at all. Even if the meaning suits her, fucking shiniest person in the room, she’s gorgeous and radiates pure light. It’s as if she feels my presence since her head turns immediately and our gazes lock. 

Even this rubs me the wrong way. It gives me a feeling of unease, throws me off my game the way she draws my attention and how she makes my body react. Dismissing her, my next target is Vittorio Mazza. The fucker has a drink in hand and a smile on his fucking face as if there’s not a damn thing wrong. If he only knew I have his son in the basement ready to die bright and early tomorrow morning.

“Riccardo,” a nasal voice whines from my left.

The sound of my full name makes me want to palm my knife and carve out the vocal cords of the one who dares to call me by that name.

Ernesto leans in next to my ear and whispers, “Take a breath, dude. It’s Cristiana, Vittorio Mazza’s daughter. Don’t draw attention we don’t need right now.”

Fuck. He’s always the voice of reason. My hand falls away from my belt. Hell, yes, I was going for my knife. I’ve mentioned the fact I don’t care and have no heart, right? Even now, during my wedding reception. 

I’m dead set on killing her brother, and might have to add her, and her father, to the list too. Shit. Maybe it’s better to wipe out the entire family, and those who support their fucking mindset. It would resolve a whole-fucking-lot to make it a package deal.

“Not. Killing. Anyone. Tonight,” Ernesto snaps in my ear at a low volume.

“It’s a damn shame,” I mutter.

Ernesto chuckles but doesn’t leave my side, probably to make sure I don’t change my mind.

“Riccardo.”

And my hand is heading toward my knife again.

“I have to make you aware...you made the wrong decision, baby. Oh,” Cristiana giggles, “you always make the right decisions, don’t get me wrong, but this time you did by picking the wrong woman.”

A growl rumbles deep in my chest and I’m about to grab her jaw in a tight grip and get right in her face and tell her to fucking die or get the hell away from me—I’m fine either way—before I help her achieve my wish, but Ernesto interferes. 

“Be nice.” Again, with the damn whisper.

Cristiana is oblivious to my plan to plunge my knife into her and carve her up into pieces—along with the rest of her family—while my mind now jumps to regrets of not taking in those dogs my newly acquired wife was talking about. Maybe I need to get me some dogs, new ones so I can train them to hate my wife. You know, out of precaution, then she won’t be able to feed me to them.

“It might be too late now to take me as your wife.” Cristiana slides a manicured hand up and down my chest and I’m actually itching for her to come closer; easier to plunge my knife into her. The blood would certainly match those red painted nails of her. “Maybe I could be your mistress or we could get rid of,”

Cristiana is shoved away from me before I can so much as blink. Chiara is standing next to me where Ernesto was a moment ago. My Capo is now standing to the side with his arms crossed in front of his chest and a huge grin on his face. Fucker. I was wrapped inside my head with killing plans, I bet he saw Chiara coming from afar.

“My husband doesn’t have the time nor the energy to take a mistress. Certainly not one who spreads her legs for any soldier who trips easily with their dick in hand. Run along, Cristiana, and remember my words or I will have your father removed from his position. Clear?” Chiara’s voice is steady and makes my blood pressure rise to a whole new level.

Chiara is right about Cristiana spreading her legs for anyone. Her husband died months ago and she’s been riding the wave of mourning a whole different way. Or catching up on what she missed, jumping from cock to cock, seeing Vittorio Mazza picked a husband for her who was almost sixty when they got married. The fucker probably wanted something from the old man and pawned his daughter out to get it. 

Cristiana’s face turns red. “You can’t do that,” she seethes and fuck, heads are starting to turn our direction.

“Ah, but Cristiana,” I rumble and let my arm slide around Chiara’s waist—bad fucking move with her two-piece wedding dress, allowing me to touch her bare skin—while I pull her close, “as my wife she most certainly can advise me to do so.” 

Since this whole fucking day has been one puppet show and my newly found wife doesn’t even like me, to put it lightly, I let my nose run up Chiara’s neck while more words flow automatically. “Am I right, Stellina?”

Stellina—little star—sounds way better than Chiara. I feel her stiffen for one breath before my wife turns to me and gives me a smile so damn bright, it can light up any dark sky no matter how fucking cloudy it is.

I actually have to swallow due to the dryness in my throat while I keep staring at her mouth. The whole room can burn down for all I care. Not very smart to block out every single one, yet it’s something I can afford to do when I know my three trusted guys always have my back no matter what. All I have eyes for is her; Stellina. 

It’s as if I’m seeing her in a whole new light. Chiara. Fuck. Even her name holds the very meaning, such a bright and clear radiation of light. Maybe that’s the reason my mind jumped to calling her Stellina. Knowing this, I kinda have to admit the name Chiara is growing on me. Doesn’t matter, what does is the fact she’s standing her ground, lashing out even when it comes to protecting what’s hers; me. It’s kinda shocking since I fucking kidnapped her and we were forced to marry right after.

Shit. I hate unpredictable elements, even more when it involves a person I don’t fucking trust and need to have living with me twenty-four-seven. And yet the feel of her delicate skin underneath my fingers spreads heat added with an electric current humming through my veins. Suddenly I’m looking forward to my wedding night. I’m dying to feel that shit lighting up my cock. 

I wonder if she’d let me take what’s mine or if she will fight me every step of the way. Though I’m actually hoping she’ll fight me. Just the mere thought makes me harder. I’m dying to know if my Stellina will be unpredictable between the sheets. Feisty, challenging, just like she was just now. I guess we’ll find out soon enough.
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Chapter Two
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All in good time, and on my terms.

***Chiara***

Dammit. I’m in way over my head. If I thought my own father was the devil, this man would be the one who created hell and gave my father the job to rule. From everything I’ve learned—and lived through—in my life, I’ve only become stronger and more determined to survive, maybe because part of me already died a long time ago. 

Yes, I’m not a normal person who can live a carefree life. When you’re born into the mafia as a woman, it leaves very few options. And in the house I grew up in, I most certainly didn’t have any choice but to take every single thing life threw at me. What my father threw at me.

I had this whole plan laid out to handle Ricca head on. He doesn’t strike me as a man who would like his woman as a weak miserable little deer who would dart along behind him. It’s the exact reason why I kept my chin high and charmed all the guests tonight. Everything is about outer appearances and the way you radiate vibes, no one cares or can see what happens on the inside. Until a few minutes ago when I saw Cristiana slither her way toward Ricca. 

It’s not unlikely for a mafia boss to have a mistress—hell, my father had many—but I won’t allow Ricca to degrade me like that. Not if I can help it. I mean, I’m well aware I have to give my body to him at some point. If you had any idea how I was brought up, what I’ve witnessed and heard in my past, you would plan too because you would know exactly what these made men are capable of. 

But I’ve also experienced enough to know how I can manage to obtain some power in the bedroom to help make my daily life more bearable. It’s my goal to achieve this for myself. Even if I have no freaking clue how when it comes to Ricca. He seems a whole twisted kind of different and hard to read. Yet I know for damn sure my first step was to get rid of Cristiana. And I for damn sure didn’t expect Ricca to pull me close, or hell...run his nose up my neck and call me...Stellina? Little star as a term of endearment?

Yes, I need to be on my toes and muscle up; I’m married to a man who created hell and enjoys living in it. Shit. Even the rumors that surround him are awful. Well, for his enemies so to speak. He’s a ferocious but a straight up—no bullshit—boss.

And why is he staring at my lips with hunger flaming in his eyes? Oh, boy, I’m in way over my head. Power in the bedroom. I remind myself and grab his suit jacket to help me drag him down while I lift myself on my toes to close the distance and press my mouth against his.

Ricca’s hand slides further underneath the top piece of my wedding dress, running up my bare back and pulling me closer. I feel him harden between our bodies and my mind starts to panic. I can’t do this. 

Why the hell did I even think I could trick an experienced man with sex to bind him to me while I take the reins? Me. A freaking virgin who’s experiencing her second real kiss in her whole damn life. Seeing our first kiss was this afternoon when we got married. Oh, shit. His tongue is stroking mine and it makes me sink into a pool of tingles I want to relish in for hours.

I mimic his actions. My hands glide up to his head and into his thick black hair so I can keep him in place; I need more. The second this thought slides through my mind, I pull back. It’s like a wakeup call that shocks me into getting myself under control. Power means I need to be in control, not turn into a puddle of goo in his hands he can mold any way he likes.

I let my fingers slide out of his hair to cup his face while I hold his gaze. Such fire and need swirling in those dark windows to his soul. Does he even have a soul? Rumors state he lost it the day he became boss—the day he murdered a complete family over a blood vendetta.

“Patience, Ricca.” I don’t even recognize my own breathless voice. Dammit, he’s dangerous, the way he fires up my body. “We have more important things to handle. Play nice and I might reward you later tonight.”

There is no movement in his whole demeanor for a few heartbeats before his eyes crinkle slightly. Is he laughing at me? Shit. I was a fool to think I’d be able to handle him at all or in any way. I raise my eyebrow in a challenge, letting him know I’m not joking around, but I’m secretly scared shitless because he could very well slice my throat without thinking twice. Nevertheless, I’m standing my ground.  

“I never play nice.” One of his hands sneaks in between our bodies, his fingers sliding gently around my throat. “You’d best remember that little fact.” He gives a little squeeze to add the extra effect to his words. 

I should be scared. I should step back. I should most definitely not be so damn aroused. I should do a lot of things but none of them matters except for the way he captivates me.

There’s a glint in his eyes as if he knows—feels—what he does to me. His thumb strokes the line of my jaw. “But seeing you just played nice, I will be the one giving you a reward later tonight.”

Shit. I’m stupid. He’s basically holding my heartbeat in his palm, of course he feels what he does to me.

It’s for that reason I mentally put my big girl panties in place and step away from his grip while I tell him in a fierce tone, “You’d better. I need a reward after interacting with some of the idiots roaming this room.”

Ricca tips his head back and laughs. I’m enthralled by the sound and the way his whole body relaxes. I shouldn’t be enthralled, he’s even worse than my father. And I hated my father with every fiber of my being. A coldness overcomes me and I manage to give him my back and notice a woman who I haven’t talked to this evening.

The woman must have had gorgeous long black hair when she was younger, but now it’s mostly white and it’s pulled back into a long braid. I have no clue who she is, but she starts to blabber about how amazing this day is. I give her a nod here and there while my ears are locked on Ricca’s voice behind me who asks why Ernesto is looking like an army of ants crawled up his ass.

“You shouldn’t have backed her up. What if Cristiana says something to Vittorio?” Ernesto says. He tries to keep his voice low, but not low enough since I can easily understand his words. “Fuck. Why did your wife have to say that shit in the first place?”

What the hell is going on? I don’t have the ability to listen in some more because the woman who was talking to me grabs my forearms. Before I can rip my arm away from her, I feel a hand on my hip as Ricca appears right next to me.

“Greta, I’m going to steal my wife away from you. You will have more time later this week once things settle down.” 

I angle my head toward Ricca and seriously wonder what the hell he means by this.

“Chiara, this is Greta, our housekeeper,” Ricca tells me with a hint of a smile as if he freaking knows I had no clue who I was talking to. 

Now I start to hate him even more because he flawlessly reads me while I’ve been trying to hide my true feelings all night. Do I need to mention I’ve been in this house for a handful of days—most of those locked up as a prisoner inside his room—so truthfully, how the hell should I know she’s our housekeeper?


Shit, my anger boils up and I take a deep breath to slide my mask back in place. “Of course,” I say with a warm and kind voice to the old woman. And I wonder just how long she’s been Ricca’s housekeeper. “I can’t wait to have another talk or have breakfast together sometime this week.” 

She takes my hand in both of hers and pats it lightly. “Good, good. Now, if you’d excuse me, it’s getting late.”


Ricca nods and squeezes the old woman’s shoulder with affection. Witnessing the move makes me want to have a little talk with the woman later this week even more to figure out who she really is to Ricca.

“Any ideas on how we can get this room empty within a few minutes so we can get you naked and in my bed?” Ricca rumbles next to my ear.

This makes me turn my head so my eyes find his to make sure he really just said...yes, he might keep a straight face but still there’s a slight twitch on the left side of his mouth.

“You should have kept my father’s dogs. They would clear the room within seconds,” I state.

He narrows his eyes. “They’re gone. You seem obsessed with dogs. Maybe I need to buy you a new puppy.”

“I don’t want a puppy. I liked the old dogs, besides...a puppy will only chew on your shoes,” I tell him sweetly to remind him how I told him a few times I wanted to carve him into tiny pieces and feed him to my father’s dogs.

I hated those dogs. They scared the shit out of me and my father used them on a daily basis to manipulate me. But I’ll never admit that tiny tidbit of information to Ricca. I’m glad those vicious dogs are gone, just like my father.

Ricca gives me a look I can’t decipher. “I respect your open invitation to dismember me, and to be honest I haven’t exactly made it possible for us to start off on the right footing.”

“You think?” I snap, still pissed he had his buddies kidnap me and lock me up in his bedroom. His bedroom which looks more like a bunker. No windows at all, like a safe room. They’re lucky they snatched me from behind with chloroform because if I saw them coming, I most definitely wouldn’t have been taken as easily. 

“But you’re mine now,” he says and just bulldozes over my sneer. “And we need to compromise because if you were to become difficult, I would have to lay restrictions upon you. I’d rather not—but fucking will—if you force my hand.” 

“Become difficult,” I say in an icy tone. As if I’m a toddler with tantrum festivities planned four times a day. “Have I not shown you today how well I know how this world works? I’m not some brainless whore you take out of your closet to prance around when you need a bimbo warming your arm or bed.”

The corner of his mouth twitches. “I expect you to uphold appearances—like you did today—when other people are around. All other times you’re free to be yourself and try to rip my head off. I do need to add I’m well trained and believe I can handle every delectable inch of you. Please try, I’m looking forward to having you underneath me more than once a day, either to fight me or when I fuck you.”

See how I mentioned I have no choice? This is no damn surprise and it’s a life I’ve grown into the hard way. This is the reason why none of his words have any impact on me. And dammit...if any interaction physically with this man brings my body to life the way he did moments ago, it might not be as horrible as my mother always said it would be. 

It seems it makes a difference when it’s a young, sexy, very alpha male ringing every bell inside you. If he were an old dude, reeking of sweat and degrading me in any of the ways my father did, I would fight tooth and nail. Yet Ricca treats me with a silk touch and seems to give with expecting the same in return in an effort to make this as smooth as possible between us. 

I decide to only address one thing. “The other people, do they involve the triple dose of muscles living in the mansion too?”

“Armino, Fausto, and Ernesto are the only people—besides my sister—who have my loyalty, you can talk shit to me in front of them any time of day. I will punish you afterwards, though. But I never keep appearances when it comes to them so I won’t expect you to do it either.”

“What damn punishment?” I snap, again my anger rises.

He leans closer. “One that’s followed by pleasure. Mine or yours, it would depend on the way your smart mouth rubs me the right, or wrong way, Stellina.”

A chill of revulsion runs through my body before I can put a stop to it. I barely manage to keep the bile from rising. Ricca narrows his eyes and it’s as if he studies my every move for a chance to look inside my head in an effort to find out why my body reacted to his words. 

It’s another reminder for me to hate him. I also need to learn to get my body under control when I’m around this man. I can’t, and won’t ever, show any weakness. Deep down made men are all the same; a sack of meat and bones, swinging their dick, knives, and bullets, to get their point across. Hatred almost overtakes me, almost, before I take a deep breath and manage to calm down.

“Keep up appearances every damn minute of the day. Gotcha,” I sneer, making my statement clear I won’t ever give him the chance to punish me.

Self-preservation. I have had my share of punishments from my father, I don’t need the reminder from him. Or, hell, him taking over the way my father would punish me.

“You and I will have a long talk tomorrow,” Ricca starts.

“No,” I snap. “We won’t. Make a damn list of rules for all I care, I have no problem following orders and keeping up appearances, but if you think for one bleeping moment I will ever open up and tell you something about my life before you kidnapped me, you’re dead wrong. Am I clear?”

His jaw ticks and there’s anger swirling in his eyes. For me? He dares to be angry at me? Fucker. I have no illusions. One day he’s going to know exactly what woman he married, and every detail of my background. It’s not like I can hide everything, some scars never fade, even if they’re invisible to the naked eye. All in good time, and on my terms, not his.
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Chapter Three
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Respect and trust works both ways.

***Ricca***

Anger flows freely through my veins. If it were up to me, I’d bring her father back to life to demand answers and kill him seven different ways after I know what the fuck happened to her. Why? I’m damn sure her father is the root of the way she froze up and almost lost the contents of her stomach. She managed to school her features quickly, but not before I noticed.

I step closer to her while I wrap my fingers around her throat—I fucking love the feel of her heartbeat picking up—to make something very clear. “You’re not the one in charge, Chiara. You won’t ever be. Nor will there be a list of rules. Just one rule you need to remember. Never, ever, disrespect me in front of others. I don’t care if you challenge me anywhere else when we’re alone. It might even make my cock harder if you do. Bottom line, if you respect me, I return the favor. And, sweetness? The only reason I mentioned the long talk is because you belong to me now, I want to get to know you, and the reasons your body flares with certain triggers. Because no one fucking disrespects what’s mine. Even if it’s in the fucking past.”

Her eyes go slightly wide before it’s gone again. Dammit, fragments of a second is all she shows and if I blink, I miss her little tells. Good thing I have a lot of time and patience. Not to mention I know exactly how and when to push for answers. I’m a notorious bastard who will always get what he wants. Like I just let her know...I’m the one in charge. Always have been, always will be.

Fausto’s voice blasts through the speakers. “Guests, guests. It’s time for the newlyweds to retire for the evening, don’t you think?” The fucker chuckles, and the whole room starts to boom with sexual innuendos. 

I place a hand at the small of her back and guide Chiara in the direction of the exit. I glance over my shoulder and shout at Fausto, “Hit the lights and lock up when you’ve kicked everybody out. I’m much too busy for that shit now and will be too damn tired when I do have time.” We leave the room as laughter fills the air.

Chiara slightly lifts her dress as we go up the stairs. A fucking stunning wedding dress I can’t wait to see draped over the bedroom floor. The way the pristine white makes her dark, long hair stand out, along with her eyes that remind me of a delicious mixture of chocolate swirled with honey. When she’s angry they get darker, getting more of the intense chocolate bite.

She’s wearing pointy, white heels with a strap around her ankle. They move slowly toward our bedroom. Excitement fills my veins and I’m sporting a major hard on. As soon as the door slams shut, I’m on her. 

No control. It’s either fucked or I lost it when I neared the bedroom. It’s a contradiction to my usually obsessive demand to keep myself in check with whatever the hell is happening. Even when I killed the ones who murdered my parents and took my sister’s virginity with a fucking stake, I had every move calculated twice. Yet now? My hands are fucking shaking as they move over the bare skin of her back.

I want to rip off her dress and whatever she’s wearing underneath. Shove her down on her knees and make her suck my cock before I spin her around—place her on all fours—and fuck her cunt from behind to bury myself as deep as I possibly can. She’s mine and she’s going to find out what it all exactly entails to belong to me.

There will be a time later tonight where I will take my time to explore her whole body and pay special attention to her needs but I’m on edge. Have been all day, and I know it’s not her fault. Not all of it anyway. But I need the stress release. Fuck. That sounds about as selfish as my cock is hard, but it’s just the way it is.

I nip her bottom lip—demanding entrance—while my hands roam her body. Such delicious curves I wish I could explore all damn night. Her tongue fights desperately for dominance and yet gracefully submits once my thumb rubs her nipple through the fabric. The way she responds beautifully underneath my touch is something I didn’t think would happen mere hours ago.

I might need to pace myself and step back...wonder why the fuck she’s compliant because she could easily be conspiring my murder while keeping me on a sexual high. Though she would fail but who knows, she might rip my cock off with her cunt for all I know. Removing my lips from hers makes her growl in response. Her tiny fists are buried in my jacket and she refuses to let me create some space between us. 

“You’d better be pausing to grab a condom,” she practically demands.

I hadn’t even thought of a damn condom. “Why the fuck should I need a condom to fuck my wife for the first time? I ain’t taking your cunt with a rubber, ruining the first time feeling you wrapped around my cock.”

Panic. Full fucking panic in her gaze. I’m dealing with a scorpion, lashing out with a stinging tail—damn feisty tongue of hers—one moment, and the next it’s a deer who wants to skid away as fast at those sexy legs will carry her.

I step back and shrug off my jacket to throw it over the chair in the corner. “What’s the issue here, Chiara? Pregnancy? You do realize we’re married and kids might be,”

“Not now,” she snaps. 

I let my gaze roam over her face and the vibe she’s radiating? “Right...and what you’re not adding out loud is ‘not ever.’”

She’s got her jaw locked tight and her eyes are blazing. 

“Now do you understand why I mentioned the long talk?” I sigh and rub a hand over my neck. 

Dammit, I’d rather shut out everything and bend her over my bed. I shouldn’t care—not many men do in this fucked up mafia world—but truth be told...my sister gave me a two-hour lecture about how respecting Chiara and working together would benefit me long-term. Of course, I told her I would only need a wife for the outside world, to create offspring, you know...the usual drill when it comes to being a mafia boss in total control and glory. 

Needless to say, my sister gave me the stink eye and sat in the back for a few minutes to watch our vows before she left. But seeing Chiara’s father tried to kill my sister, and me, when Andy got married, her husband didn’t want to have her anywhere near Chiara.

Hence me needing to fuck her; to claim what’s legally mine. But that fucking annoying voice of reason keeps me from taking my newlywed wife. And I hate to admit it, but my sister is right. And not to mention it nags me how Chiara reacts. As if she has certain triggers and not in a good way either.

“I...” Her chest rises and falls as she takes her time to choose her words. “I would like to have more time.” 

“More time?” I repeat. “What for? To see if you can kill me before I have a chance to impregnate you?”

She rolls her eyes and I have to say it’s better than having her agree to my statement. “No. I would like to have more time between us to get to know what...type you are.”

“What type I am,” I muse, trying to see what she’s getting at.

“Yes,” she hisses. “The kind who hits their kids, lets them kill before they have their first wet dream. The kind who marries off their daughter before she has had her period, or hell,”


“Now wait a fucking,” I growl but she totally ignores me and bulldozes straight over my words.

“the kind who give their daughter a test run while raising them as the son they never had.” Her eyes widen as if she just threw out the very thing she’s been hiding. Motherfucker. It is.

I have to take a deep breath through my nose and hold it for a few heartbeats because the blood is pumping loud in my ears. If her father wasn’t already dead...fuck. The thought of her being...holy hell, I fucking knew something was wrong, I knew it without her telling me.

“I’ll give you some honesty but if you ever repeat any of it or even think for one fragment of a second this makes me weak or kind, I’ll prove you wrong on every turn, got me?” I wait for my words to sink in before I continue. “They took my sister’s virginity when she was sixteen. They shoved a wooden stake inside her to rob her of the chance to give herself to her future husband. They did way fucking more but it doesn’t hold any value of what I’m trying to explain here, nor is it my story to tell. Fact is, I killed those men and their families. Another fact, I promised my sister she wouldn’t have an arranged marriage. In the end I did sign a contract with her future husband without her knowing but he was the only one proved right for her...what I’m trying to say is; I don’t need fucking laws to uphold, I am the fucking law in my own world. Yes, in the end I did arrange a marriage for my sister but if the right man wouldn’t have come into her life, she would still be living here with me.” Fucking hope is shining in her eyes. Dammit. “But I also don’t have to remind you of the fact you’re married to me, right? I do take arrangements that benefit me without a second thought.”

“Here I thought you wanted me for my good looks,” she mutters, and it makes me chuckle.

“Yeah, gorgeous, it did sweeten the deal, along with your smart mouth challenging me,” I freely confirm. “Now answer me this...are you on the pill?”

She swallows, and it seems she wants to say something but reconsiders and gives me a nod instead.

“Thought so. Didn’t think you’d leave anything to chance. Well, then it’s settled. We’re fucking bare.” I need to raise my hand to stop her from spilling words because the way her mouth twitches, I just know she wants to fight me. “It’s nonnegotiable. I’m clean and I’m sure you’re clean too.” I brace myself and add, “I’m sure your father used a condom.”

She sucks in a breath and I get ready for her to smack my head but the only movement is the fury swirling in her eyes. “No. Because he had traditions to uphold so he just fucked my mouth instead of touching my cunt.”

I might as well have given myself a throat punch because I fail to do anything other than gape at her. Until fury overtakes me. I stalk right past her toward the door but the feeling of her fingers wrapping around my biceps stop me from swinging it open.

“Wait. Where are you going?” she presses. “You can’t leave. Guests are downstairs...it would be...you can’t...it’s,”

“I don’t fucking care,” I roar. “I don’t feel the need to fuck right now. However, I do feel the fucking need to carve someone up. And didn’t I just fucking tell you I abide by my own fucking rules?”

“You need to calm down and use the word fuck a little less when you’re talking to me,” she fucking tells me with a straight face and in a stern voice.

“Well, excuse me for being fucking blind with fucking fury for your asshole of a fucking father who died way too fucking easy with only a fucking bullet to the head.”

My cheek burns from the way her flat hand smacks it. Hard. I’m damn stunned. She hit me in the fucking face. I was expecting her to hit me when I challenged her a moment before—she didn’t react then—and now she smacked me because I used the word fuck multiple times? What the actual fuck?

“Respect works both ways. I asked you not to use the word fuck when you’re talking to me.” She crosses her arms in front of her chest. “And now that I have your attention...I would really like to torture someone too instead of having sex because clearly the moment is gone and you set the tone for a whole different mood.”

I actually have to shake my head in an effort to clear it. I did disrespect her by lashing out. No fucking way I’m going to say sorry though. And for fucking real, she wants to go torture someone with me?

“You wanna go torture someone together or alone? As in a special wedding gift?” I snort.

“Well, yeah.” She gives me the ‘duh’ look I used to get from my sister whenever I said something stupid. “I mentioned I was raised as a daughter but also as the son he never had. I learned the cold, hard way and every flipside this mafia world entails. And I might be a little twisted because I have only two things that can tune out the outer world, one of them is having fun with a knife and some skin.”

“And the other would be?” I question. And dammit, why am I getting hard by this admission? I should question my own sanity because suddenly her threat about carving me up into pieces and feeding me to dogs makes some perfectly-fucking-eerie-sense.

She shrugs. “We both know respect and trust works both ways. I don’t feel comfortable sharing what the other one is.” 

“You don’t feel...” I shake my head. “Well, good to know you’re feeling comfortable enough to torture someone.”

“I don’t reckon we can go downstairs to lure Cristiana away and carve her into pieces and,”

“We don’t have dogs you can feed human parts to,” I grumble. “And no, we can’t.” A sly smile spreads my face. “But I might have a nice alternative. I’ve got her brother locked up in the basement.”

Fuck. Her whole face lights up.

“I like the alternative.” She gives me a wicked grin before her eyebrows scrunch up. “Do I need to know why you have the son of a Capo in your basement on our wedding day? I don’t have to remind you it’s a bad thing to torture one of those without good reason, right? Unless you kill him and cover everything up so it won’t blow back in your face, but yes, as I mentioned, a bad thing without good reason.”

Never, in well over a decade, have I taken a step in a direction to open up enough to trust someone I hardly know. Not even my brother-in-law, who I consider more like a business associate since he’s part of a large Russian mafia gang, and I know those fuckers are loyal till the end. 

But this is about my wife. My wife, who openly stated she wants to cut me up in pieces and with her admittance clearly knows how to do it too. But she’s also the one who has reminded me twice about what I value most...respect and trust works both ways. I could go out on a limb here and share some delicate information in an effort to see if the two of us can maybe make this thing between us work. 

With this I mean put value in a relationship other than the two of us legally bound, living together, and yet being miles away. My sister has always been right beside me when it came to making crucial decisions, and knew every single piece of information that went on. I valued her input and she even had her own tasks, this basically entailed we ruled together. Until recently when she got married. 

Come to think of it...I miss having another head to throw around ideas with. I can always lock Chiara up if she turns out to be a lying bitch who’s out to cut me up and feed the parts to dogs, right? Decision made. “Mattia has been scamming the books for over five months.”

Her eyes go wide. “You’re shitting me! Did Vittorio Mazza turn him in himself? Seeing he’s downstairs, probably still drinking our expensive wine.”

I slowly shake my head and relish in the fact she mentioned our wine. “Ernesto brought it to my attention.”

“That fucking snake!” she seethes. “Tell me you’re not stupid enough to believe dickhead Vittorio—a damn Capo—knows freaking nothing about someone who is fucking scamming the books in his own damn district, even more when it involves his own damn son.”


I point a finger at her. “Potty mouth.” 

She rolls her eyes. This back and forth interaction, and the way she just openly showed her emotions, how fierce she was, and damn well knows how things work in this world...everything points to her being straightforward, honest, and real.

This realization makes me give her some more details. “I only became aware of this little fact earlier today. My guys picked him up and he’s locked in the basement without anyone knowing. I bet dear old daddio is drinking our wine without a single hint of worry. Probably thinking his son is drunk or high, riding whores to pass his time.”

She puts her hands on her hips and gives me a stern look. “And what are you going to do about it?”

The corner of my mouth twitches. “For one, I haven’t thought about it yet because I needed to get married when this issue landed in my lap. Hence the reason Mattia is strapped to a chair in my basement and his father is still acting like everything is fuc...” she raises a damn eyebrow and I swallow the fuck I was gonna throw out, “dandy. Everything is still dandy in his eyes.”

“You should have given Fausto the order to bring him to your office,” Chiara mutters as she rubs her knuckle over her lips and starts to pace. “Shit. Oh, wow...what a bitch.” She pierces me with her gaze. “Do you think Cristiana also knows? I mean, what if her father told her to...I dunno, woo you, or have her become your little side piece to smooth you over?”

“Fuck,” I grumble. And this is exactly why I love a woman’s input, the thing I was missing ever since my sister moved in with her man.

I give my lovely wife a wicked grin. “I think it’s time you and me had a little fun.” 

“We’re talking about torturing someone, right? Not sexy time?” The way she’s biting her lip makes me want to pull her close and kiss her hard.

“Both,” I tell her in all honesty. “But we’re gonna start off with some torture.”
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Chapter Four
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One can’t afford to look weak in this world.

***Chiara***

My fingers are laced with his as we sneak our way downstairs. I feel like we’re teenagers who need to be careful not to get caught with doing something they shouldn’t be doing. Instead we’re grownups who are sneaking their way downstairs, dodging wedding guests while we’re skipping—delaying—our wedding night because we have other priorities. Priorities our guests can’t be aware of.

And it wouldn’t look good for a mafia boss not to claim his newly wife’s virginity. But like I mentioned...we have other priorities. Besides, Ricca clearly stated how he makes his own laws. So here we are, in the basement of this huge mansion. I haven’t been here before and I’m absolutely stunned.

The hallway is small because there are wine racks placed against the walls. Walls that are all pristine white—like the wedding dress I’m still wearing—as are the marble tiles on the floor. The first few chambers left and right are filled with wine bottles. Not so weird because Ricca has a huge company who imports wine. Wine and olive oil. 

Something I’m very familiar with seeing my father also owned similar companies. Well, since he died everything belongs to me now. Also, a reminder how everything started because of the similarities in companies. My father’s obsession about joining forces, he wanted to own Ricca’s sister. Yes, I’m aware I said own and not marry. 

“You’re sure about this?” The corner of Ricca’s mouth twitches as he takes a key out of his pocket while I roll my eyes.

Am I sure about this? Ugh. “Just hurry up already. You should have handled the idiot hours ago. This can be a brainless act of one idiot but I don’t have to remind you it could very well be way bigger. Bigger as in they are trying to go higher up the ladder and push you off your pedestal when they get there.”

Ricca’s eyes burn with fury. Of course, I didn’t have to remind him. The way Ricca became the boss was when his parents were killed by his father’s best friend; ultimate betrayal. The main headlines about this story are common knowledge. Like how Ricca went on a killing spree. But the most details about the why and how—things like Ricca mentioned what happened to his sister that night—are unknown.

“I guess we’re about to find out.” Ricca opens the door as his icy, determined voice flows through a dark room.

Ricca hits the lights, illuminating a room with plain concrete walls. There’s a wooden chair in the center that Mattia is strapped to with his wrists and ankles, along with a firm rope around his torso, binding him to the chair. He can’t say anything because there’s a piece of duct tape over his mouth.

Yet something is off. Call it instinct but the way Mattia is eying Ricca...it’s like a caged lion who is getting ready to jump toward freedom. Time seems to slow down along with my breathing. I carefully lift my foot and unstrap my heel, repeating the action with my other foot. I’m now holding both heels in my hand while my bare feet are on the concrete floor to gain good footing.

Then I see it. Mattia has managed to crack the armrest and jumps forward—with the chair strapped to his body—while he swings his free arm in an effort to let the armrest function as a stake to pierce Ricca’s neck.

Ricca steps aside and plants his fist in Mattia’s eye at the same time I manage to kick Mattia in the knee. The fucker is thrown backwards and goes down with a grunt of pain. Either from the way I hurt his knee or from the punch to the face, it doesn’t matter, he’s down. 

My husband—I have to get used to calling him this—glances back at me and lets his gaze drop to where I’m holding both my heels and my dress in hand so I was able to kick Mattia.

Ricca gives me a sexy grin. “Nice reflexes, Stellina.”

Dammit, why does he have to call me Stellina with his raw and sexy voice? Every time he does it makes a swarm of butterflies go nuts inside my belly. 

“Focus, caro,” I reply in a cotton candy sweet tone. 

Ugh. Why did I have to add ‘dear’? Yet when I see his eyes flare it might have been the right choice to give him a little payback. Seeing it causes the same reaction to his body the way Stellina makes my stomach flip. Mattia grunts and it breaks our moment.

“Okay, asshole. Up you go.” Ricca states and drags the chair—along with Mattia—back up. “Why the fuck did you have to ruin my fucking chair?” 

“Because, caro...if you break it, you bought it. I think he’s implying he’ll be taking it with him. No worries, asshole. I’ll be more than happy to make it happen,” I tell the both of them and stalk over to a wall where different kind of tools are placed on shelves. 

I walk over to the corner and drop my heels to the floor. I notice some duct tape and a hammer so I grab both and stroll back to Mattia. I place the hammer on the ground since I need to make sure his hand is wrapped tight, because obviously...this is going to get very painful for him.

“Ricca, be a doll and place his arm across his chest so I can tape his hand over his forearm,” I tell my husband, making him jump into action.

Mattia doesn’t know what’s coming but he’s smart enough to start mumbling and groaning against the duct tape that’s preventing him from talking. I ignore him, and make sure to use enough tape to keep his arm in place while I spread his fingers and tape them tight. This will prevent him from pulling away.

Ricca doesn’t question my actions but only observes. It’s as if we’re both taking the next step to see how the two of us can make it work between us. In this mafia world there are rules even Ricca can’t ignore. Though behind closed doors everyone can treat their wife the way they want since, you know, it’s their wife. 

My father made it very clear how he treated my mother; like an object, a possession for him to squash underneath his foot. There’s a reason why my mother couldn’t have any kids after I was born. She told me how she made sure of it. She told me a lot of things in an effort to make my life easier, to prepare me so say. It’s a good thing she died so she didn’t know what my father did to me.

“You need my help?” Ricca’s voice pierces through my thoughts.

I give him a sweet smile. “Maybe later, but for now...I’ve got this.” 

With Mattia leaning toward one side of the chair, the spot where he broke the armrest is in clear view. Pieces of wood poke out in splinters, exactly what I need. I stroll over to the shelf where I saw some pliers and snatch them up so I can pull some splinters of wood from the chair.

Ricca catches on to my train of thought and holds out his hand, allowing me to place the tiny fragments of wood in it. Switching the pliers with the hammer, I take a splinter and place it against Mattia’s finger, right underneath his fingernail.

“This is what’s going to happen,” I tell him. “Ricca here doesn’t have any questions. He already knows enough and made his decision on what to do with you. I, on the other hand, would like some answers from you. Well, only one, and that’s if your father is aware of what you’ve been doing.” Mattia starts to grumble behind the tape. “No, no. I’m not going to listen to you right now. I’m going to give you some motivation, you know...to give you enough reason to be honest and all. Then I’ll rip off the tape and you’ll have one chance to give me an honest answer. The only thing I would like to hear from you is either yes or no. Seriously, nothing else. No pleading, no cursing, no nothing, other than a plain and clear yes or no. If you disobey, I will have another surprise for you.”

Mattia is trying to kill me with his eyes. Nice try, asshole. If he knew the things I’ve done—things my father made me do—he would close his eyes in surrender while pissing himself simultaneously.

I give the splinter a nice tap with the hammer so it slides right underneath his fingernail. Yes, I’ve perfected this move over time, along with a few other moves I actually enjoy. Sick, I know, but when you have a father who will inflict more pain if you disobey...yeah, you learn to spread hate with your hands to escape the damnation out of self-preservation.

Tuning out Mattia’s grunts, and the way he tries to move with his body while strapped down, I make sure to drive more splinters underneath each fingernail. All but his little finger. The only thing that annoys me is my hair that’s lose and hanging all over the place. It’s not like I have pockets in my wedding dress or have a hair tie around my wrist like I usually have.

I release an unladylike growl and stalk over to the shelf to look for a piece of rope. I find some right next to pruning shears. Nice. I tie my hair back and grab the pruning shears while strolling back to Mattia. 

Before either man sees what I’m doing, I cut off Mattia’s little finger and fling it, and the pruning shears, to the ground to rip away the tape that’s covering Mattia’s mouth. He screams so damn loud, I’m surprised his lungs don’t end up on the floor next to his little finger.

Screams don’t affect me. Not anymore. In the beginning I would wince but it would only result in more pain for myself. My father wanted a warrior, a son he never had. Inflict enough pain on any human and it will turn into a dull awareness, makes you numb on some level so you can take more.

I shake the thought and grab the duct tape to apply a new piece over Mattia’s mouth. Yes, I deliberately set him up. I don’t need answers, so I don’t care if I hear a yes or no out of his mouth.

Ricca is also very much aware Mattia will die, as will the rest of his family. It’s just the way it is. If Ricca doesn’t act accordingly he will look weak. One can’t afford to look weak in this world. 

And then it hits me. The way appreciation is radiating in Ricca’s eyes affirms my awareness of the fact why my father raised me the way he did. Arranged marriages are fake relationships. People merged to benefit something in their lives. It’s hell for most women. Although some find their happiness in baring children or manage to have a child to forge some kind of solid connection with their husband.

Seems my father raised me to be a counterpart instead. Strong enough to be a partner along with a mother for future children; wife to stand by her man...not just any man...stand by a mafia boss. Capable to face an enemy head on together. I shake my head in an effort to clear it and the insane motive my father might have to rectify his insane actions. My father didn’t love me, he was a practical man who never did anything without an angle of personal gain.

Mattia’s whines annoy me somehow and I grab the pruning shears, snapping them a few times next to his ear, making him scream behind the tape. Most definitely from the way pieces of his ear fall to the ground.

“Oh, stop your yapping. You didn’t need the extra meat. Besides, hearing goes through the little hole, so stop or I’ll do more than just cut off some pieces of ear and shove a nail inside your ear to use it as a plug. It’s not like you listened to me the first time. All I asked for was a simple yes or no and you yelled at me. Now pay attention and I’ll be sweet enough to give you a second chance,” I say without any emotion.

Torture is another way to pass the time. My father would sit in a corner along with two or three of his men. To show me off and the way ‘I got creative’ from time to time. You could say I learned from the best since my father taught me ‘the art’ himself. Again, my thoughts slide to my father. Why? I’m always good at blocking things out—especially the man I hate most—though now it’s hard to do. 

Maybe it’s because he’s dead, maybe because I have a new man who I can’t escape from, who the hell knows? Survive. It’s what I yet again need to do. I need to start all over in finding my way how to do so...the hard way. It’s the story of my fucked-up life.

I throw the pruning shears on the ground and stalk to the corner where there’s a tiny sink. I wash away some of the blood that has landed on my hands and dry them with paper towels.

Bending over, I reach underneath my dress and grab my switchblade. It was one of the first things I shoved into my suitcase yesterday, when I was allowed to go to my old house to grab all my personal stuff.

My gaze lands on Ricca when I stalk back to the chair and I come to an abrupt stop. A flare of something I haven’t experienced in all my life overtakes my body. It gets harder to breathe and it’s as if he’s eating me up while savoring the taste.

Sex. Not romance. This must be what they describe as lustful, need, raw emotions where a man wants a woman as fierce as their next breath. Cutting a person into pieces doesn’t make me uncomfortable at all. Having a man like Ricca looking at me the way he’s doing right now? It makes me awkward and...shy? Shit.

I divert my eyes and try to ignore Ricca like how I always tuned out my father whenever he was in the room. Work. Routine. It’s something I can do flawlessly without any thought blocking my actions. 

Because if I let my mind wander about how Ricca makes me feel—the way he lets me get a glimpse of something he’s sharing with me—it would make me vulnerable. And that’s certainly something one can’t afford in the middle of a torture session.

His white dress shirt, sleeves curled up to show muscled, inked forearms. His gun holster along with black slacks, it’s the complete picture with his dark, glossy hair and intense gaze. Pristine, class, fierce, and pure strength along with the empowering vibe. It’s all of it that radiates complete and ultimate control. 

Or sex. Yes, he radiates sex. Shit. Now I fully understand what’s coursing through my body, what he’s flaring up inside me; desire. How can he do this while he’s not even touching me? It was similar when he was kissing me in the bedroom, his hands on me...but now it’s only his gaze that’s drawing out the same desires. Dammit. Pain I can handle. Pain I’m familiar with. Lust, desire? Nonexistent until now. I’m in so much trouble.

“Stop looking at me like that,” I hiss. So much for ignoring him. Seems like it’s harder to tune him out how I’d always shift into a mask I perfected when it came to ignoring my father.

The corner of his mouth freaking twitches again. “Hey, it’s my wedding night, I’m allowed to look at you, don’t you think?”

“Not now, I’m busy,” I mutter, making him chuckle.

Great. I should slice Mattia’s throat and be done with it. But that would mean our wedding night would start. And something tells me Ricca would take my virginity very soon after we leave this room. I open the blade and inch closer to Mattia. Tiny cuts, minimum damage to drag this out for hours. I need more time to prepare for what’s to come, for what my body already seems to crave; Ricca.



	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Five
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The blood underneath our fingernails.

***Ricca***

She spins the knife in her hand with such grace, it should be eerie and yet I have nothing other than respect for this woman. It’s as if she’s tuning out all other things around her. She’s got her eyes set on Mattia’s chest, her knife sliding down the fucker’s shirt as if she’s cutting through butter. Fuck. That’s one seriously sharp knife.

And this tiny detail should raise alarm bells and yet all I can think of is how damn hot it is to know she pulled it out from underneath her dress. Yes, I’ve clearly lost my damn mind and it’s not something I can afford during a torture scene. With my new wife I might add. A wife I have zero trust in, since I only trust my own inner circle, and she needs to prove herself to even allow me to consider opening up to her.

Though we’ve taken the first step toward mutual respect. She’s showing strength, and the way she stepped up with her fierce temperament about Vittorio Mazza. I know that fucker is in on it, like she said, I don’t need answers from Mattia. 

All I need is some time to plan and take ‘em all out. Seeing he’s a Capo there might be some of his inner circle who are in on it too. Abide time to flush out all the rats. So, yeah, I need a plan. Chiara’s eying Mattia and seems to suddenly think of something. Her gaze finds mine and I raise my eyebrow in a silent question.

She gives me a hint of a smile. “Can you hold this for me?” 

I hold out my hand to take the knife she’s offering, keeping the fucking blade between her delicate fingers while allowing me to grab the hilt.

Chiara gracefully crouches to get rid of Mattia’s shoes and socks before she stalks off toward the shelf. She comes back and replaces the knife I’m holding with an ice pick. We have so many different tools and items laying on the shelves here we can use to get people to talk. I think it says something about a person what tools they pick to torture someone. Yes, weird statement but it’s something I’ve learned over time. 

Like me and my guys, the four of us grew up together but the way we fight defines how we handle things. For instance, Fausto carries two batons, you really don’t want to feel his wrath once one of those come to play. The way he moves gracefully without one fucking sound...his opponent is sprawled out and fighting for his last breath within a blink of an eye.

Ernesto? You could say he’s the knuckle-buster kinda guy but instead he wears rings to inflict the same results. Special ones he designed himself. Yeah, gotta respect a man with a love for detail to get his message across.

Armino is the same way—the bare hands type—except he doesn’t wear any jewelry or any other element to make a difference. He doesn’t even draw his gun, only if there isn’t any other option, then he will. And fuck...I’ve only ever seen him use a gun twice and both times he emptied the whole clip to kill a man. Most definitely a way to show he’s pissed to be forced into using one.

Now my way to handle something is the same as Chiara; knives. I have several on me at all times, even when I’m asleep. Hell, I even have them stashed away around the house, more in the shower, ya know since I’m naked while I’m in there. 

The way Chiara crouches down again and handles the knife with a swift move of her wrist shows experience. Even more when her face stays impassive. And for a fucking woman—my fucking woman—pretty damn admirable. 

My sister possesses the same ferocity. Andy was pushed into training and fighting as a shield, a way to cope with things. The hardness and the lack of emotion of handling a weapon and inflicting pain and injuries as easy as shopping for clothes is admirable in both situations. With one huge difference though...when I look at Chiara...my cock is standing at full attention too. 

Mattia struggles and grunts behind the tape, trying to scream away his pain from the cuts on both feet. His eyes flare wide when Chiara’s hand goes to his head. When she rips off the tape, the only thing Mattia screams is, “Yes!”

Chiara gives me a grin before taping Mattia’s mouth shut again. Mattia starts to growl and squirm in his seat, probably because he thought for one damn moment he would be off the hook when he obeyed Chiara’s demand. 

Fuck it. I step forward and give the fucker a few jabs, piercing the ice pick I was holding in different places through his stomach, ensuring the fact he won’t last very long. I want him to suffer before he expels his last breath. Like Chiara said, I didn’t need for him to answer her question, he was dead either way and so is his father. I can’t allow shit like this to go unpunished. It would be the first nail to my own coffin.

“Dammit,” Chiara sighs, making me glance her way.

She’s staring down at herself and I realize I managed to unintentionally splatter some blood on her pristine dress. 

The door swings open and I’m fucking shocked to see Chiara step in front of me with the knife she was still holding raised to brace herself for an attack...to save the both of us. Damn. As if she’s the one wearing the pants, and has the biggest balls, in this marriage. 

Even if there’s no threat—as my men are strolling inside—my mind can’t help but become aware that she put herself between me and what was to come. Hell, even if it was an instinctive fighter’s move, nonetheless...it’s an action that spreads warmth through my chest...and something more I can’t begin to explain.

“Told ya,” Fausto chuckles and holds his hand, palms up, in front of Ernesto. Who fucking curses and hands him a couple of hundreds. What the fuck?

“Oh, great, the three ducklings have arrived,” Chiara mutters and it takes everything in me not to throw my head back and laugh. Damn. This woman.

“What are you guys doing here?” I question since these three should be keeping an eye out upstairs instead of being down here.

Armino steps closer to Mattia and bends forward, tilting his head to check him out as he answers me, “All the guests are gone, the mansion is empty and Fausto swore you wouldn’t...consummate your wedding night.” The fucker shoots me a grin and adds, “Guess he was right.”

“Boss? Remember when I told you how you weren’t allowed to play? What part was hard to understand? Dammit. We were supposed to discuss it first.” Ernesto shakes his head in disapproval. “Besides...this is no place to drag your wife to, she’s still in her damn wedding dress for fuck’s sake.”

Chiara winces. “I was careful not to get any blood on me, but he,” she presses the knife she’s holding against my pecs, “sprang into action once, right before you guys came in, and managed to ruin my dress.” The knife goes to her chest, and back to me as she adds, “Not me. Him.” 

The three ducklings—fuck, yeah, I’m using her term, it’s hilarious and quite fitting—all stare at me in confusion, but have their hands on their weapons nonetheless.

Chiara tilts her head and slowly looks back at me. It’s then she realizes her knife is pointing against my pecs. “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” she mutters and buries it to the hilt into Mattia’s leg.

The three ducklings are stunned but relaxed enough to draw their hands away from their weapons. 

Fausto is the first one who steps closer to Chiara. “I fucking knew it! I didn’t believe the wimpy guard the night we kidnapped you. I think his exact words were ‘I hope she’ll dice your balls before slicing your throat.’ But he’s right, huh? And the way you worked the room tonight...you’re the high-class Italian princess underneath the killer pro hardness, the whole fucking package. Damn, boss...did I mention I don’t envy you at all?” Fausto groans and takes a step back. “No dicing balls, woman. Not now, not ever, got it?”

Chiara raises her chin. “Good thing you’re not in charge, so I don’t have to follow your orders.”

Shit. I should most definitely make it a rule no one dices balls around here. Okay, that might be one rule I never thought I needed in all my life.

“Chiara here had Mattia admit his father knew what the fuck he was doing.” I throw out the little detail to switch topics.

“Yeah,” Armino mutters, “no surprise there.”

“Wipe out all those fuckers connected with Vittorio Mazza, I’m guessing?” Fausto suggests.

Mattia starts to grunt and twists in the chair he’s still bound to. Chiara doesn’t blink and instead wraps her delicate fingers around the knife, still lodged in his leg, before she yanks it out and stabs him in the other one, slides it out and plunges it into his chest, once, twice, prior to lodging it to the hilt underneath his chin, killing him in one fierce sweep. She wipes her hand off Mattia’s shoulder and strides to the corner to wash her hands. We’re all staring at her in awe.

As she shuts down the tap and snatches some paper towels to dry her hands and tosses them into the trashcan, she turns and glances around. “What? It’s not like he was supposed to stay alive, right?”

“He was dead the second he started filling his own damn pockets,” I growl.

“Good.” Chiara stalks closer to me and leans in to whisper, “Since Fausto suggested we wipe all of them out...I’m allowed to go out and hunt down the bitch who offered herself to you, right?” 

I rub a hand over my mouth to cover up the grin she brings out. “You’re not hunting down anyone. You’re staying put. We need to talk this through first. It’s a little more complicated, we have to map it all out how we’re going to deal with any of this.”

She’s actually fucking glaring at me.

“It’s our damn wedding night, you ain’t leaving here to go anywhere else but my bed,” I tell her in a fierce tone while her eyes widen for a blink of a heartbeat before they narrow.

“Torture as foreplay, you realize fucked up is a tame label to put on you two, huh? Crazy. The both of you.” Ernesto shakes his head. “Go on out of here, we’ll clean up and have this discussion in the morning when we can finalize how to handle this bullshit. I have a feeling we’ll be scratching away the blood underneath our fingernails for many weeks to come.”

“It’s been awhile for all of us but this fucker leaves us no other choice but to get back to our roots and clean house the correct way.” Fausto’s voice is fierce.

“Wow. I guess you boys never consult with The Syndicate.” Chiara shakes her head. “No wonder lots of the old school bastards want you gone.”

“What?” all of us snap in sync.

Chiara glares at all of us while she gives a tiny shrug. “It’s not like you guys don’t know a few of the old Capos have issues with the way you rule. Keep shit in your own pockets so to say, before the stench spreads...you guys already took it to the cleaners and back again. While those old bastards have a straight line with The Syndicate to consult, they won’t lift a finger before they get a gold ticket to wipe out a whole family tree. Just make sure you won’t ever lose sight of the big picture. About the way the old school handles everything, because it seems even now you’ve nipped it in the bud and see the big picture. You just need to know exactly how big the picture is in preparation to clean house. But consulting with The Syndicate would be a smart choice.”


I know damn well I have to consult with The fucking Syndicate, I’ve done so in the past many times and as my father used to be a part of The Syndicate...I know exactly how shit works. Though this shit landed in my lap the day of my wedding, not exactly giving me spare time to handle things correctly. And fuck yes, I’m known to handle things lightning fast the way shit needs to be handled; with a sharp enough knife.

“I don’t know if we should like her, get her in on our meeting, or lock her up two doors down.” Fausto shudders. “I’ll repeat myself, she fucking scares me a tiny bit, so I’m voting for two doors down.”

I understand the turmoil in Fausto’s train of thought. The same rises within me. She seems quite the lady, while on the other hand tortures like a pro, and for fuck’s sake, she throws out stuff only high players know...like she’s got inside information. As if she’s a fucking Capo with dick and balls. I need to nip this shit in the ass.

“Take out the trash and we’ll handle this conversation in the morning. I’m taking my wife to bed.” My voice is a strong demand as I wrap my fingers around her upper arm and guide her out the door.

She’s smart enough not to say or do anything other than follow my lead. I know damn well my way of ruling bumps heads on some level. I don’t abide to all mafia laws, and it rubs hairs the wrong way. Like how I protected my sister when they violated her. While in the end I did arrange her marriage. Bumping yet again a few heads since I married her off to the Russian mafia instead of Italian blood. 

Like I mentioned, I rule my way, and I damn well know this holds consequences. In the end everything does, so I might as well live life the way I want to live it. Every once in a while, one has to grab a broom and wipe away the rats underneath your porch. Ain’t it always the case? Spring cleaning, dusting off so everything is squeaky clean and you can sit back for a while and relish in it. 

I don’t mind the cleaning. I damn well love it, as do my three ducklings. Like Ernesto said, ‘We’ll be scratching away the blood underneath our fingernails for many weeks to come.’ But first though? First, I’m bound to draw blood a whole different way; with my cock.
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Chapter Six
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Nothing in life is easy.

***Chiara***

“Strip.” Ricci’s hard words bounce off the bedroom walls.

If he thinks his harsh demeanor would make me shrink away, he’s dead wrong. Even if he would order me to get on my knees and shove his cock into my mouth the same way my father would degrade and punish me, I would turn everything off and just function. Get through it all and wait for it to end. Because it always does...end.

In the beginning I would crumble and cry, shower and feel violated and dirty in a way where nothing in this damn world would ever be pristine again. But the feeling also ends, turns into nothing because in the end...I am nothing. 

Nothing more than a feather that’s been ripped away, flying through the wind, knocked around, not knowing wherever it might take me. So, I fly. Yet again. Though this time...this time it’s the hot breath of Ricca who’s guiding me.

“I hate repeating myself, Chiara.” There is an edge to his tone while Ricca takes off his holster and white shirt, showing off his fully inked torso and arms.

He’s probably worried I’m carrying more weapons. Seeing he didn’t notice the knife, the one I pulled out from underneath my dress when we were handling Mattia, the last time we were here. 

I let my eyes travel over his sun kissed, inked up skin. Every inch is covered with tattoos, even up his neck and I imagine if he shaved his head I would even find some artwork there too. Now I’m curious if he’s inked everywhere and the thought of seeing him completely naked actually causes heat to pool between my legs.

The way I want to rub my legs together in an effort to soothe the throbbing in my clit shocks me and I spin around. It’s the perfect way to hide from his piercing gaze and to take a breath and hope to deal with the new feelings and the way my body heats up.

“I would need your help to be able to do so.” I try to keep my voice steady but I can’t seem to hide my nerves from flowing through.

What is with me? I’ve been hardened through every step of my life, and yet this man makes me nervous to share this moment; our wedding night. I should laugh. It’s pathetic, really. Because it’s not. Not for our world. It’s a scheme. 

It’s nothing close to what a wedding night entails in a marriage...one that is forged by love and commitment to spend a lifetime together because of it. Not because it benefits a certain standard, wealth, royalty, or a damn bribe to soothe mistakes or vendettas.

I take a deep breath to steady my nerves and to talk some sense into myself; to shove those emotions away for there is no place for them to ever reach the surface. Ricca’s hands make fast work of the buttons on my back and let my top slide to the floor.

The sound of a zipper breaches the air as I feel the fabric slide away from my hips and pool around my ankles. The only thing on my body is the lace thong, bra, and tiny straps around both my thighs where one of my two knives is still in place.

I feel his fingers unclasp my bra, freeing my breasts while he takes his time to remove my thong. I left my heels downstairs and I’m actually relieved to be barefoot, to be grounded and steady on the soft carpet.


The way his rough hands flow gently over my skin leaves tingles in their wake. It’s as if he’s highlighting every single inch of me he wants to devour. He’s a predator. One who can hurt me in ways life hasn’t found a way to take me down yet. And it scares me because at the same time I want to relish in his touch and hope his strong hands will protect me from this fucked-up world. One I’ve never felt I belonged in.

“On the bed, Chiara,” Ricca orders and my feet automatically guide me to the mattress.

Climbing on, I turn and scoot until my back hits the headboard. It’s then I realize the straps are still around my legs where only one knife is left in its sheath. The way Ricca is looking at me with such heat in his gaze it seems this little fact isn’t bothering him at all. Quite the opposite if you ask me. His eyes are eating me up.

He unbuckles his belt and lets his black slacks fall to the floor. He’s wearing tight boxer briefs and I need to swallow at the dryness in my throat when I see his hard length already reaching out of his underwear. Dammit, he’s huge. All I can do is stare and wonder how this monstrosity is going to fit inside my body.

My vision gets blocked when Ricca’s face inches closer as he’s hovering over me. “I’m going to take away your ability to let your mind jump all over the place. While we’re in this bed there is no room for anything else but you and me and the pleasure we’re both demanding from one another. I won’t tolerate anything else, am I clear?”

“Why don’t you show me instead? I’ll be sure to demand your pleasure once you give me mine.” Weirdo. How can he say such a thing? Pleasure. No, demand pleasure from one another. Those were his exact words. 

While a hint of curiosity is drawn, there’s still a pinch of nerves and uncertainty clawing inside me. Not to mention my mind is screaming for him to get it over with. I know I wanted to grasp onto this sex thing to take control in the bedroom to have a hold over him in some way. Yet now, I’m not so certain anymore. 

This man radiates such power and resourcefulness, it’s overwhelming. I’m in way over my head but I don’t have time to grasp on to my last inch of sanity when his mouth covers my pussy. The air rushes out of my lungs on a long moan while my fingers dig into his hair to hold him in place. 

Never. Never in my whole damn life have I ever experienced a feeling like this. As if I’m being placed on a pedestal, wrapped with clouds and sprinkles of stars in preparation to be launched into the sky. For real, if he keeps sucking and thrusting his tongue into me, I will be flying real damn soon.

His fingers slide over the sheath and take out the knife. The air rushes from my body for a whole different reason now.

I’ve got a hold on his head when his arm goes up, still holding the knife, as he feathers the cold steel along my breasts. The way his eyes are locked on mine, burning with lust, I can only surrender to his mercy. Somehow, I know deep down he won’t let the knife slice through my skin. He won’t, right? He’s just adding the thrill by holding it...right?

Tilting slightly, he grazes the blade over my nipple making me hiss out from shock and pleasure. He manages to combine this with grazing his teeth along my clit while sucking. He’s creating one burst of energy after another and setting them on a timer to explode at the same time. 

And the time is now when wave after wave of pleasure comes crashing over me. It’s robbing me of catching my breath and sends my heart in overdrive. How is this even possible? I never thought sex could bring out this kind of overwhelming pleasure, or is it Ricca? That thought is even more frightening because how can I see him as the devil when he’s the one offering me heaven?

“I love the way you taste, sweetness. I might need to eat your pussy again in the morning. For now, though...I want to feel your tight heat while I slide in and out to seek my own pleasure. You’re mine, Chiara. I own you.”

I close my eyes at the harsh words. They rip me out of the orgasm bliss I was experiencing. “I own you.” It’s what my father used to say. A trigger sentence that makes me feel dirty. Empty. Nothing. I swallow and push my emotions aside. Nothing will ever change.

Ricca completely misses the turmoil inside my head because he’s too busy with rolling on a condom. At least he’s wearing one is what goes through my mind when Ricca is covering my body with his. I let my head fall to the side and notice the knife on the mattress beside me at the same time Ricca reaches between our bodies to nudge his dick at my entrance. 

I could snatch up the knife so easily.

“The three ducklings asked me earlier what you would be. A trophy wife, a prisoner, a fuck toy. But I shut them up. I told them you were to be none of those. I told them you were to be my wife. From the glimpses you’ve showed me I know for damn sure we could make this work between us. More than just a partnership or a damn settlement, Chiara.” His whispered words right beside my ear make my breath halt. 

He sounds so sincere and the way his nose is running up and down my neck as if he’s breathing me in? It’s as if he cares. Nothing compared to the harsh words he threw at me a moment before. 

“Sorry, sweetness, this will hurt.”

His words barely settle as pain slices through me the same time Ricca buries himself deep inside me. He was distracting me with his words. I now realize and it confuses me even more to be aware of what level he cares. Or if he even cares at all. He’s a mafia boss and could easily be playing me for his own benefits.

“Fuck,” he curses. “Don’t fight me, Chiara. I’m trying to stay still so you can get used to my size.” His head goes back and he pierces me with his gaze. “Aw, damn. You’re not fighting me, are you? You’re incredibly tight. So damn tight I automatically slide out.”

He hums in contentment and I’m barely aware of what’s going on or what the hell he’s talking about because all my body is screaming about is being full and stretched to its extent. First there was a slash of pain but it’s fading and it’s as if there needs to be something else, he needs to...

“Move,” I grit, in an effort to get him to do something. 

Isn’t he supposed to be the one taking the lead? Oh, damn. My nails dig into his back due to the way my body lights up with every slide his dick is making inside me. I clench and moan simultaneously. Call it a reflex, instinct, whatever. Nothing seems to matter except the demand for more of this man.

My knife on the mattress is long forgotten when I feel my body building up for a new wave of pleasure. I wrap my legs around his waist, tilt my hips to allow a new angle...so good...my teeth press down into his shoulder to prevent me from crying out when my orgasm rips through me. Ricca grunts my name and stills above me, his body is shaking while I feel his dick thicken even more before it starts to pulse.

My heart is racing, my body is hot and sticky with sweat as I take Ricca’s weight on top of me. He mutters something about no more energy but it’s the same for me, there’s no way I have anything left inside me to comprehend what might be next. Anything other than sleep will have to wait till morning.

I feel Ricca’s weight shift quickly after I hear him curse and rumble around in the bathroom. The bed dips and his strong arms drag me against his body. Even as drained as I am, there’s a sliver of dread creeping through my veins. Just waiting for something bad to happen because what this man gave me in this bed was magnificent and intense. It’s the kind of closeness I’ve never felt with a person. I’m waiting for the bubble to burst so to say.

His leg slides over mine, as if he needs to keep me caged with his body. Hell, he’s so observant, maybe he thinks I’ll escape when he drifts off to sleep. Wait. Is the knife still on the mattress? Shit. Why am I thinking about it?

“Sleep,” Ricca grumbles. “We both need it for what’s to come in the morning.”

Right. As if sleep is a button you can press and shut your body down. I mentally roll my eyes but when Ricca’s lips slide over my neck, tingles spread over my whole body. 

“Sleep,” I grumble, reminding him of his own statement because I don’t think I’m up for another round when I feel him harden between us. I’m too sore between my legs and my whole body feels like all the energy is sucked out.

His soft chuckle releases another wave of tingles. Shit. I have a feeling my ‘power in the bedroom’ plan is failing drastically when all my body wants is to hand over said power and follow his every demand. The warmth and comfort he offers me, and the way my body is drained, allows me to drift off to sleep.

Waking up is a sheer contrast. Cold and alone. That’s me. The curtains are still closed and when I slide out of bed and glance at the clock, I see it’s seven in the morning. Just a few hours of sleep is all I need but I guess Ricca requires even less. I decide not to hunt him down. Mostly because it’s none of my business.  

The words he whispered to me last night come to mind. How I’m more than just a partnership or a damn settlement. Doubt is a funny thing and when you have the history I have...with a father like I’ve had...it’s as if Ricca is waving a fairytale in front of my face, something that’s impossible in the harsh world we’re both a part of. 

But nothing good ever comes from not taking a first step. You need to reach out and take a chance to get something in life. There’s always a risk and yet it shouldn’t hold you back. I could die from tripping over my damn panties and hitting my head on the bedpost. 

I’ve seen the edge of relationships, the dungeon where a husband likes to keep his wife. How my mother chose the only way to freedom she knew by taking her own life. With what Ricca told me about his sister. Yet the way we handled Mattia, and how he talked openly with me in the room along with his trusted men about the upcoming threat. It’s all a contradiction and it’s confusing the hell out of me.

Nothing in life is easy. Dammit, I need to clear my head. I stalk to my closet and quickly throw on my workout clothes. What I need is some time on the treadmill, and maybe the space Ricca told me he converted into a small gym has an open space where I can dance. Ballet...lost in music while gracefully moving my body. It’s the only moment when I feel balanced and relaxed. I grab my ballet shoes just in case and head downstairs. 
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Chapter Seven
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If I have to kill Chiara myself.

***Ricca***

I shut the door of my office the same time I see Chiara stroll into the large space I turned into my personal gym. I already spent forty minutes on the treadmill before I walked into my office to check some emails. I’ve never needed much sleep and with Chiara’s body pressing deliciously against mine, I had a hard time restraining myself. I wanted nothing more than to bury myself deep inside her again. 

Not something she’d appreciate since I can imagine she’s sore as it is from yesterday. So. Damn. Tight. I shake my head in an effort to clear my damn mind from the cloud of lust. Not only because of her body or the way she feels around my cock, it’s everything.

The way she handles herself, handled Mattia, handles me, or handles my three ducklings. She’s got experience only made men possess, a mindset of a Capo, a body of sin, and she’s my fucking woman. I guess the cloud of lust isn’t easy to shake with a damn movement of my head. I’m in so much trouble and yet I relish in it all the same.

I drop the shorts I was wearing and take a long shower. The heat of the water soothes my sore muscles from the beating they took during my workout. I feel a lot better when I’m dressed in a dark gray suit and have my weapons strapped against my body. I’ve got about forty minutes left before I need to head into my office to discuss with my guys how we’re going to handle all of the shit that has landed in my lap.

I decide to check on my wife and from the way the music is coming through the closed door, I don’t have to be silent to take a quick peek without her noticing. Except when my gaze hits the room, I instantly regret checking.

She’s wearing a short, dark red top or sports bra and some black shorts made from spandex because they are molded against her tight ass. A tight ass which appears divided into two globes because her legs are spread so damn wide it’s doing crazy things with my mind and cock, imagining the things we could do with my woman’s flexibility fucking skyrocketing.

It’s truly a shame her hair is wrapped in a tight bun on the top of her head. The way she’s spinning around on those satin pointe shoes with such grace, I can only imagine how her hair would follow in her tracks. Fucking stunning. Her eyes are closed and I don’t think I’ve ever seen her face with such a serene look. Within this moment, I envy her.

She’s in a place where her body and mind are merged and she’s openly hidden away into a place where nothing or no one can touch her. Magnificent. She’s utterly magnificent in every damn way. I’m even more set to earn her trust and loyalty. I know damn well it works both ways but I will work twice as hard knowing the complete beauty I’m linked with.

The music ends and with it, her eyes open. She fucking gasps in shock when she sees me, as if she’s caught doing something she wasn’t supposed to do. With the tiny things she let me get a damn glimpse of what her life was like underneath her father’s thumb, I can only imagine how little she was allowed to have for herself. 

The way she relished in something as simple as moving her body gracefully to music without a care in the world. I fucking bet that scum of a father never allowed her anything, always taking, never let her bloom. Again, my veins fill with anger, wishing he was alive so he could be killed all over again.

My feet eat up the distance without any effort. Her eyes widen in surprise but she’s unable to do anything else when I cup her neck and crash my mouth over hers. Fuck words, I show her just how much she’s worth.

She buries her fingers into my jacket and pulls me even closer. Our kiss intensifies in fierceness and she’s making me forget everything I need to handle today; I just want to handle her. 

“One night wasn’t enough? You have to prolong the wedding night with fucking in the gym? Makes me regret not having an early workout too.” Ernesto chuckles and I hear the other two laugh along with him.

I swing around and manage to keep Chiara hidden behind me. For the first damn time in my life I want to hide something from my three best friends.

“Out,” I growl. “The three of you can wait in my office.”

Shock fills their faces and I realize my hand is on my damn knife. Fuck. I let my arm fall away as they slowly back out and close the door behind them.

I take a deep breath and face Chiara. “Even if we all share this gym, I want you to lock the damn door when you dance.” Confusion washes over her face and I feel the need to enlighten her. “I don’t want them walking in on you. Though I fucking loved watching you, I think you’ll enjoy the time to yourself without any prying eyes.”

The look she gives me now? Adoration and damn respect. Yet it’s only for a breath or two before she catches herself and gives me a tight nod. “Thank you.” She clears her throat and stalks to where her towel is and throws it around her neck. “I love this wide-open space.”

“Yeah.” I shrug and glance around. “When the four of us are training—fighting each other—we need it.”

Her eyes spark with keen interest. “I’d like to join you guys in a sparring match.”

“Like fuck you will,” I growl, surprising even myself with the kind of caveman snarl ripping from my throat. 

But my mind can’t process the visual of her dressed like this getting into a hand-to-hand training with three other men besides me. Even if they won’t ever disrespect me or her for that matter. I could seriously injure my own men for putting their hands on her, even if it’s just mere fucking training.

Hurt. Fucking hurt in her eyes, yet she blinks and they’re empty. “Understood. I’ll train alone. I’m going to take a shower now. And don’t worry, I’ll be sure to lock the bathroom door.”

I can barely keep up to wrap my fingers around her upper arm. “Now wait just a fucking minute.” 

She swings back and glares at me impatiently. 

Shit. I seriously need to keep myself in check around her. “I don’t like anyone looking at you, fucking touching you, even more when you’re dressed where they can see every inch of your delectable body. Even when it’s covered, it’s not enough for my mind...or so it seems.” I shrug a hand through my hair. “Maybe if you’d wear sweatpants and a large t-shirt,” I shamefully admit.

Her cheeks pinken but understanding dawns in her eyes. “You’re jealous?” she squeaks. “What the hell for? Those three would never go against you. From what I’ve heard you four have been together forever, and I’m just,” Her lips curl around her teeth as she bites down, preventing her from talking. She releases them and her voice is calm when she asks, “If I were to buy new workout clothes, you’d let me join?”

“Yeah,” I croak and let my eyes travel down to her chest where drops of sweat slide down between her breasts.

She giggles and uses her finger to guide my head up. Dammit, I was enjoying the view. “Okay. I kinda see your point there.”

I want to kiss her so bad but every time we’ve kissed it was me who initiated it. I’m not counting the one she initiated for show to get her point across in front of Cristiana. This time I want it to be...fuck. I can’t even finish my thoughts as her lips crash against mine, hard and wild as if she’s trying to prove a point. The hell if I know what it is and for the life of me, I can’t seem to care. Nor do I care about the ducklings waiting for me in my office.

Her hands are fisting my jacket again and she’s dragging me down. Not happening, I’d rather lift her up instead. My hands find her tight globes and I step forward to place her against the wall. The way she’s grinding her pussy against my cock makes me damn crazy. Crazy enough to rip off her pants and fuck her right here. Dammit. 

I pull back and place my forehead against hers. “I’ve got a condom in my pocket, if you want me to fill you up, you’ll take off your pants the second I place you back on your feet. If not...leave the room so I can get my cock back under control,” I grit and slowly set her down on her feet.

Half my mind wants her to leave due to the enormous lust she brings out inside me. It’s the same with the possessiveness I experienced a moment ago. It’s as if this woman has consumed me, infected me with her charm and it’s throwing me off my game. Yet I’ve never been so content with the results even though the knife cuts both ways. 

The way she became my wife, her background...she has a list of reasons to hate me—to kill me—instead of relishing in the way we seem to complete one another. Dammit. One fucking night and she’s got me hoping for shit that’s very hard to find in our world. What the hell am I thinking?

My eyes catch movement and thank fuck it isn’t her feet walking away. Hell, no. It’s black spandex hitting the floor. My hand digs into my pocket, reaching for the condom while the other is dealing with the zipper. Unleash. Suit up. Palm her tight ass and dig deep. All within one breath. Yeah, I was holding my breath until my cock was sliding inside her tight pussy.

Her face is buried in the crook of my neck, her teeth nipping my skin. The way moans travel up into my ear, her mouth sucking a sliver of me inside her mouth, it’s everything she does that overwhelms me and urges me on.

I manage to hold her up with one hand, keep a pounding rhythm going with my hips while my fingers are searching for her clit between our bodies. I need her to come, she feels so damn right, I won’t be able to last long with her clamping down on me.

The instant I touch her bundle of nerves, she lights up with a long moan against my skin as she shudders in my embrace. I have no other option but follow her into the sweet bliss we create. And fuck, if I’m not careful I’d follow her anywhere. This realization is like an ice bucket, hitting me hard enough to make me step away from the wall and let her slide down my body.

My eyes go to the condom. Split in fucking half. No surprise there, same as yesterday when I used one. She’s tight, I’m huge and the way we fuck...I’m surprised the walls don’t crumble around us. I rip away the condom and throw it into the trashcan. I tuck away my cock and zip up without any fear gripping my chest. 

She’s my wife, I would embrace any kids born into our marriage. I school my face to hide this little incident since I’m fairly sure Chiara would freak out as I remember all too vividly how the panic was in her eyes; she didn’t want to fuck without a condom. I’m not going to ruin things between us when we haven’t even had a chance to get close or get to know each other.

When I’ve turned around, I notice Chiara has hastily pulled her pants back on. She’s fumbling with her pointe shoes, takes them off and puts them near the wall, she’s sporting the same reservation I’m pretty sure can be found in my eyes. Dammit, again it makes me realize how fitting we are. The distrust at the same moment, flame up at the same time, step up...shit, I could go on and yet the fact we’re a perfect match is the exact same thing that freaks me the fuck out.

“I need to go,” I grumble, thankful to have a legit reason to bail. “My guys are waiting for me in my office. Why don’t you go enjoy a nice hot shower?”

She looks like she wants to say something but instead all she gives me is a tight nod and steps toward the door.

This reaction doesn’t sit well with me and before I know it, words flow, “What is it, Chiara? Always speak your mind, even if it’s something I’m not going to like or don’t want to hear.”

She faces me and takes a deep breath. “I was wondering if I could sit in with the meeting you guys are having.”

Sit in with...fuck. My gaze travels up and down her body. The way she’s dressed? Hell no. Wait, I’m considering letting her come to the meeting where we’ll discuss our plan of action? I rub a hand over my face and think things through. Obviously, my mind travels to the things she said yesterday. How fierce she was, and her input might be the thing we need. Like how I always had a women’s opinion when my sister used to be by my side, before she got married.

Besides, it would be a chance to see where her loyalty lies. A high-stake risk, but sometimes you have to go all in to see where you’re standing in life. I shrug out of my jacket and hold it out.

The thankful, fucking shy smile, she gives me tugs at my damn heartstrings. I fucking hope she’s worth it because if she is putting up a facade, worming her way in to slice me up and feed me to dogs...I don’t think I’d ever open myself up for any other woman again. Especially if I have to kill Chiara myself if she double crosses me, of course.
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Chapter Eight
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We all have scars on our soul.

***Chiara***

When we step inside Ricca’s office and three pair of eyes hit me, I’m doubting my presence here. What was I thinking? I can never fit in. I not only have to deal with Ricca but those three ducklings he has around are a part of him. Always have been. 

The sex—power in the bedroom state of mind—is something that seems to work both ways for Ricca and me. It was ignorant for me to think I could use it as a tool, but shocked to realize it’s something that brings us closer together. Personal. Intimate. As if we can open up and claw a piece of wall between us away one fuck at a time. Okay, that sounds very disturbing.

And the way I’m being scrutinized makes me feel even more dirty. Perhaps it’s due to Ricca’s jacket and my bare legs underneath, hell maybe I have an ‘I just got fucked look’, who knows. But one thing’s for sure, shame and hurt lash through me. It might be the same amount as the first few times my father made me drop down on my knees as he violated my mouth. I stumble back—I need to get away—but Ricca’s arms close around me. 

“Let me go,” I seethe and manage to worm myself out of his hold due to the fabric of his jacket, that’s now the only thing he’s holding while I dash around him and head for the hallway, out through the kitchen that leads to the garden. I need to get air, I need to get out, I need to shake this horrible feeling of being trapped inside my own skin.

My bare feet hit the grass while the wind whips my face. Rain is falling down, as am I. Even my mind is tumbling through emotions I thought died a long time ago. Hell, I didn’t even know I was capable of them anymore. How’s this even possible? I’m strong. I survived. I always survive. 

I pull my legs up and wrap my arms around them, burying my head between. I need to make myself as small as possible, hide away from everything until I can get a grip—a strong hold—on life as it’s handed to me. 

But it’s too late...his voice pierces through my thoughts; my father’s. “Your tears need to stop flowing, it’s the blood of others you need to set free in order to feel good. Every time you fail you get the same punishment. You asked for this yourself, don’t you see? It’s my job as your father to make sure you survive in this world. Weak women need to know their place. Your mother was too weak and chose the easy way out, leaving me with nothing. I will raise you differently. You will serve a better purpose, I’ll make fucking sure of it. You follow orders like a good soldier, complete your tasks or you’re nothing more but a fuckhole. Are you going to be strong? Or prove you’re good for nothing else but a body to warm a bed? Something or nothing? Such a weak slut, can’t even fight my men. You’re a whore who needs to know her place. Good little girl, suck my cock. I will keep reminding you not to fuck up next time.”

I feel hands grip my arms to move me in a sitting position. Punishment. It always comes. I showed weakness. I let it happen. It’s my fault. I was good for months...seems like nothing will ever change. I slide into my defense mechanism and block everything out to handle it the only way I know how. My hands find the belt, the zipper...

“What the fuck!” I hear the growling words, fingers around my throat squeezing. 

My eyes stay closed until I feel a sharp pain flare on my cheek. Heat spreads on my skin where I felt the impact of a slap to my face. I need to blink a few times before the blur fades and Ricca’s face comes into view.

Tortured. He’s got a tortured look while his fingers trail up. He’s cupping my face and leans down until our noses almost touch. “Are you with me, Stellina?”

Shame overcomes me.

“Fuck, no,” Ricca growls. “You need a bath and to regroup. No place for the hole you want to hide in. You didn’t dig it, the dog who did is dead and we’re going to walk away from this together. You hear me? You’re not alone. You’re not in a fucking bad place where you’ll be forced to do shit and become anything other than yourself.” Before I know it, I’m scooped off my feet and into his arms. “You’re mine now, Chiara. I’ll make fucking sure nothing will harm you, even when it comes to the fucking dead roaring its ugly head from the grave.” He marches back inside the house while carrying me up the stairs.

He kicks the door to the bedroom closed and stalks into the bathroom where he lowers me to my feet. I need for him to leave. It’s hard for me as it is for him to have seen me like this. Why did I fuck up, and dammit...I even thought he was my father so I tried to...tried to...get the punishment over with.

I swallow at the lump in my throat. Shame. It’s foreign. In the beginning I felt dirty, hurt, many more emotions and yet shame was a fragment. Now it’s huge. How can Ricca ever see me as a strong person—as a normal female, as a wife—when he’s seen me like this? Knows what I went through and even seen it as a reflex, a routine, something that’s edged into my soul.

Ricca starts to draw a bath, his voice flows as if he’s deep in thought and talking more to himself than to me. “The first days were the hardest for my sister. Though months after the memories would still tear through Andy’s life from time to time. It’s the reason I fought hard for her not to have her forced into an arranged marriage. Andy never thought she was...fit...to be a wife. A complete woman who could give what a husband needs. I consider her a fierce warrior, you know?” Ricca faces me and trails his knuckles against my cheek, making me wince. “Fuck. I shouldn’t have smacked you.”

I have no clue what to do, yet it doesn’t seem to matter when Ricca takes me in his arms and hugs me tight. Again, tears flow freely down my cheeks. Dammit, twice in one day when I haven’t spilled any in years.

“Fucking hell, and I shouldn’t even touch you. I screw up everything too, you know. My sister didn’t want anyone around her the first few weeks, even me. I didn’t listen and I bet half the time she wasn’t even aware of me sitting in a corner keeping watch, dragging her out of nightmares that would haunt her.” His hand on the back of my head strokes me ever so gently as he keeps me close to his chest, as if he would protect me from the hardness of this world.

I still can’t manage to get my voice to work. Even if I did, what would I say? It feels like I’ve ruined anything I built up since last night. The sex I had as an advantage—a way to get close to him—is most definitely tainted. Pity. Pity, disgust, and many other things forming the opposite, and a roadblock for lust and desire. 

Fury starts to boil. Not only because of the long road to where it got me standing on these cold tiles, but mostly for the way I never had a chance. Mafia life rarely gives you chances or options. Embracing anger always subdued the pain. Survive. It’s the only thing that allows you a glance at the light at the end of the tunnel.

I step back and clear my throat as I manage to school my features before facing his gaze. “I’m okay now.”

Ricca’s jaw ticks, showing he’s grinding his teeth as he assesses me. “You aren’t, but you fucking well will be. Never lie to me, Chiara. You won’t like the outcome.”

How sweet and gentle he was a few breaths ago, how fierce and cold-hearted he’s radiating within this moment. 

My hand turns into a fist before I punch his shoulder. Hard. “You’re showing me your true appearance every waking moment?” I snarl. “Life never seems to fail me. It’s the exact opposite I was brought up to become. Hide your feelings, chin high and face your opponent head on. The lies you need to get where you want? One can never be soft and bare your soul, it won’t ever get you into the top position. Tell me something, boss...did you get to where you are right now with soft caresses, sweet words, forgiveness, and telling the fucking truth? I think not. And for your information...I never liked any fucking outcome. My father had many and I’ve suffered through all. So, you go ahead and give me your best shot. It’s not like I have anywhere else to be. Or have you changed your mind? Fuck toy seems off the table seeing I won’t ever put your dick in my mouth, maybe a prisoner would suit best, because I clearly won’t be the wife you want me to be.”

He crosses his arms in front of his chest and gives me a smirk. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”


Now we’re...what the hell? I punch him again but this time he snatches my wrist and spins me around. I’m locked in a tight grip, my back to his front while his nose trails a path up my neck while he stares into the mirror and locks eyes with me.

“You already are the wife I want you to be, sweetness,” he murmurs. “The way you handle yourself in any situation—and I’ve seen many in these mere twenty-four hours—you prove yourself more than worthy than any made man in this world. Now, tell me...are you going to take a long bath, or will a quick shower do? I have my men waiting for me downstairs and a meeting I need to handle. One you wanted to sit in on, so I’d like to know to what time I need to push it back to.”

I can feel my eyes widen—so much for schooling features—he still wants me to attend the meeting? Oops. The way his eyebrow raises...he’s expecting an answer. Right. 

“Shower,” I manage and shrug out of my clothes. “You can drain the bath, I won’t be needing it. I’ll be out in a sec.”

I make quick work to wash my hair and get rid of all the sweat my workout and sex covered my body with. When I’ve turned the shower off, I see Ricca holding out a towel for me to take.

“I thought you’d be downstairs, starting the meeting.” My cheeks heat the way his eyes travel along my hands that work their way over my body to dry off every inch of skin.

“The meeting starts when I want it to start.” He shrugs and as I pass him, I can feel him walk into the bedroom behind me.

Under his watchful eye, I manage to throw on a flower print, sleeveless dress with a V-neck and slip into cream pumps while brushing my hair as quickly as I can manage.

“Ready,” I tell him and place the brush back in the drawer. 

“No, you’re not.” The gravel in his voice informs me.

I meet his gaze, confused why he would say so and nervously slide my palms down my dress.

“I need your mouth on mine before we head downstairs.” 

I roll my eyes at his statement, making the corner of his mouth twitch. Though I’m thankful for his playfulness and gladly step toward him, connecting our lips for the briefest moments.

“Not good enough,” he growls, and grabs me around my waist to plaster me flush against him as his mouth covers mine.

His tongue demands entrance I gladly give. I can’t seem to shake my past, something that knocks up my future, and yet with the way Ricca interfered it’s as if he doesn’t care about anything other than the person I am now. 

He cares about me? This thought shocks me and my mind blurs with the reminder he might be doing this to soothe his conscience because of what happened with his sister. Yet the way he’s kissing me...I highly doubt this has anything to do with his sister.

His lips leave mine. “Note to self...stash more than one condom in my damn pants,” he croaks, making me sigh in relief to hear the actual words how this man still wants me.

“Keep it in your pants, boss.” I try to keep my voice steady but instead it comes out breathlessly.

He groans and steps back, his hand sliding down to adjust himself. “As soon as we’ve talked shit through downstairs, we’re heading back here to fuck.”

“Deal,” I quickly agree.

I can’t ignore the way he can make my body tingle and how he dragged me through my emotions today. He gives me a tight smile and laces his fingers with mine. “Let’s head downstairs before I go search for the box of condoms I’m pretty sure is stashed away in the nightstand.”

Right before we head into his office, I feel the need to say something. I spin around and place a hand on his pecs. “Earlier...when we stepped inside...I felt,”


Ricca takes my face in both hands. “No need to give any reason, we all have scars on our soul, no matter the size or how deep, every once in a while, they roar their ugly head and slip to the surface. And those three guys in there are no exception, they too have issues. Besides, they follow my every demand and would never hurt you in any way, I’ve made sure of it.”

“That’s comforting.” I roll my eyes. “This little fact kinda makes me think you needed to give them the order because they were planning something.”

I only get a sly grin as a reply. Weirdo.

Fausto gets in Ricca’s face the instant we step inside. “What did you do?”

“I didn’t do shit, asshole,” Ricca barks back.

To my surprise, Fausto now turns to me, his voice an inch softer. “He fucked up, didn’t he? Tell me what he did and I’ll make sure to knock some sense into him.”

Is Fausto taking my side? My gaze bounces between the two men.

“I repeat, I didn’t do shit. And I’d like to see you try, you idiot,” Ricca mutters and stalks toward his desk, taking a seat in the big chair behind it.

“You sure?” Fausto whispers to me, making my eyebrows raise due to his weird reaction.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Ricca rumbles. “Just fucking tell her you’re scared of her and want to get on her good side because you liked the way she shoved the wood splinters underneath Mattia’s fingernails.”

Fausto shoots me a cheeky grin. “I did.”

“He got on my nerves.” I shrug. “He broke the chair he was sitting on so I kinda stuck to the rule ‘you broke it you bought it’ and I made him take it. Plus, there’s minimum blood flow that way, I didn’t want to ruin my wedding dress.”

Fausto throws a thumb my way while addressing Ricca. “She’s growing on me. She’s inventive.” He turns his attention to me. “I usually like to rip them off with pliers. Come to think of it...I might use your way first next time so I can rip them off after, kinda doubles the effect.”

“I had to burn your wedding dress.” Ernesto winces as he gives me this little piece of information. 

I didn’t even know it was missing from the room this morning when I woke up. I guess Ricca took our clothes and met up with these guys earlier.

Again, I can only shrug. “Ricca ruined it. I was trying to keep it spotless, hence me slicing the bottom of Mattia’s feet. You know, to keep the blood flow low since his ankles were bound.”

Ricca curses, making all our heads turn his way.

“Let’s focus on how we’re handling the rest, can we? For fuck’s sake, Mattia has been dealt with and I can’t change the fact I ruined the damn wedding dress and we’re not getting married again.”

Armino clears his throat. “You could.”

Ricca’s chest rumbles but whatever he was about to say is left unspoken because the phone starts to ring. 

“Ricca,” he grumbles. His eyes flare and lock on Fausto. “It’s my problem to deal with and I’m handling it. I’ve already handled the root, and I’ll,” Ricca lets his head fall back, it seems he’s listening to what the person on the other end is telling him before he mutters, “Understood.” And hangs up.
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Chapter Nine
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The pile of shit we’re in.

***Ricca***

“Fucking coward,” I bellow and restrain myself from crashing my phone into the wall.

“Boss.” Armino’s voice makes my head swing his way as his eyes slide to my wife.

He’s probably still insisting on taking things slow when it comes to Chiara, not involve her in too many details of what could make us vulnerable. But from what I’ve seen from her...she’s always been suppressed and not treated fully as a fucking person who has their own choice in things. But mostly? I’m the fucking boss around here and I just got fucking robbed from doing a task that belongs to me.

My eyes lock on hers and with a slight tilt of her head she silently wants to know what’s going on. Just a tiny movement and yet it has a calming effect on me. Call it instinct or the way she feels when I have her in my arms, I don’t fucking care; I need to fully let her in. 

I’ve seen it with my sister, how she grew into the strong and capable person, one who let nothing or no one hold her back. It’s a long road though. But when you earn the trust of a wounded soul, it connects for life and will do anything to have your back and face consequences, even if it means giving up their last breath. So, I am damn well going to open up fully to her and let her in.

“Vittorio Mazza just surrendered to The Syndicate and told them what his son was doing and pleaded for mercy for him and his family. They are taking it under advisement because they say he has proof I set Mattia up, how I was the one who ordered him to skim money off the top.”

“Motherfucker,” Fausto curses.

Ernesto starts to pace and plows a hand through his hair. “They must have planned it all out, this is bad. Fuck.”

“What the hell else did they have to say?” Armino demands. “What kind of proof?”

My gaze is still locked with Chiara as I reply, “They will inform us after their investigation during a separate meeting that’s going to take place in three to five weeks. Their overall verdict will be eight weeks from now. They fucking tied my hands and shoved this away for the duration of at least two fucking months.”

“You know what this means, right?” Fausto’s wearing his emotions on his sleeve, cursing and growling out his anger.

“Vittorio Mazza took the first step in an effort to take Ricca’s place,” Chiara says, her voice as calm as the sea before the storm. “While, I might add, The Syndicate is trying to see if Ricca is the hothead who abides by his own law.” She crosses her arms in front of her chest defensively. “I don’t need to remind you of the fact you kidnapped me, without reporting the whole vendetta with my father, and how The Syndicate ordered this arranged marriage as a way to tie up a lose end.”

Dammit. She’s right. And I fucking hate she’s the one who’s pointing it out. Things would have been different if I met her before kidnapping. Hell, if I knew the woman she was before her father set his eyes on my sister, I would have cleared it all up by marrying Chiara. As soon as this thought slides through my head, I’ve managed to stun myself into silence.

“We need to know who has his back in this, do you still have the shortlist I made?” Armino shakes me from my thoughts as I reach for my keys to open the drawer.

Armino made a list and gave it to me early this morning. He added three names of Capos who are known to have a strong connection with Vittorio Mazza. It’s not like we expected Vittorio Mazza to report to The Syndicate, but we surely anticipated a blowback since a Capo doesn’t make a move lightly. Even more when he knows very well these actions meant signing his own death sentence. 

“What list?” Chiara questions.

Armino takes the piece of paper from my hand and offers it to Chiara. It’s a tiny as shit gesture but it shows they will always have my back with any decision and right now it’s about the trust we put in Chiara. I hope to fuck she reciprocates.

She glances over the names and gives the note back to Armino. “Why is Paolo Bellone’s name missing, and Samuele Varasso, for that matter? Both were at a meeting my father had a few weeks ago.” Her eyes meet mine. “Right before he tried to get Ricca to listen the hard way.”

“What meeting? Your father let you in on his business?” Armino snaps out, suspicion lacing his words.

Chiara rolls her eyes. I notice she does this a lot and it most definitely suits her temperament. “Of course not. My father found me not worthy of such a task. Yet I’m not blind, and my hearing, and my brain, work perfectly fine. And it’s a good thing I’m not stupid either, but let me spell it out for you...I did make it my task to keep up with everything that was going on since knowledge is power. I also like knowing things over being left in the dark. Seeing what’s to come helps you brace for impact, so to say.”

Fausto grabs a chair and stretches out his arm to offer it to her. “By all means, darlin’ have a seat and enlighten us. Seeing we’re certainly not like your father, you being here and all while we’re discussing crucial things and value your input. Any chance you have other variations you’d care to share when it comes to torturing people? I’m all ears...also nice move when you turned Mattio’s ear into tiny parts. Did I mention I’m taking mental notes?”

I can tell she’s fighting to roll her eyes again but decides to play along. “Why, thank you, Fausto,” she praises and takes the chair he’s offering. “And referring to torture, have you ever started to dismember right away? I did once, and when I placed the saw right below his knee, he became a waterfall of information.”

“Wow. See, boss?” Fausto swings his head toward me and lets his eyes go from me to Chiara and back. “This is the reason why I mentioned she scared me a little. Not anymore though.” The fucker shoots her a dashing smile. “You’re on our team now, right darlin’?”

“My father is dead, Fausto. I’m married to your boss, this is my life now, so yeah...we’re on the same team.” She shakes her head but I can clearly see the smile tugging at her delicious lips.

“Good enough,” Armino states, stepping closer to stare at her expectantly.

“As you know, my father wanted to combine companies to gain a higher profit and a better position for himself,” Chiara explains. “When Ricca rejected him several times with every attempt he made, he decided to see if he could get Capos to work together to try and take Ricca out. Most declined my father’s invitation but some accepted his invitation to hear him out. Vittorio Mazza, Paolo Bellone, and Samuele Varasso were three men who came back for another meeting. I’m sure Vittorio continued my father’s intentions and searched for more partners to team up with. Like I mentioned, you guys are missing two names, I wouldn’t trust any of them.”

I meet Ernesto’s gaze and give him a nod. He grabs his phone and shoots a message to one of his soldiers. I don’t have to give him any words. We all know it’s better to put eyes in place because our hands are tied at this time. Vittorio Mazza made sure of it when he brought The Syndicate into this matter.

The fucking Syndicate. Unlike Chiara thinks, I reported the issue I had with her father when he repeatedly demanded a connection I didn’t want or needed. The Syndicate did shit when the fucker killed a few of my guys and left a fucking message in body parts on my front lawn. This was the reason I had Chiara kidnapped, without consulting with The Syndicate, so we had leverage. 

To settle the dispute, I was given a choice. Well, not so fucking much but I was ordered to take her on as a wife. Seeing my cock was hard when I first laid eyes on her, I had no damn problem with the so-called punishment, settlement, what the hell ever. But setting it aside and to see it in black and fucking white? They forced me do something I wasn’t planning on doing. 

See the power The Syndicate holds? And now they tied my hands again. And I’ll be damned if I’m going to sit back and let these fuckers use The Syndicate to plan an attack to take me out.

“Now I’m wondering if Cristiana’s offer was more than just her pussy, and to get rid of me,” Chiara wonders out loud. “Maybe they would think you’d take her up on her offer and have a chance to get close to you...for whatever they have planned.”

“I already had my own plans last night when she offered herself to me. I wanted to carve her into pieces before you interfered,” I mutter.

“I was there, he’s not joking,” Ernesto states. “I had to talk him down.”

Chiara tilts her head. “Carve her into pieces...nice. But do I need to remind you? We have no dogs.”

“And we’re back to scary again.” Fausto’s voice makes all eyes go to him. He holds his hands up. “Hey, don’t look at me, she’s the one with the fascination of carving bodies into pieces and feeding it to dogs. Ricca, you weren’t kidding when you mentioned it this morning, but I don’t need to remind you, huh?”

“Hey, dogs need to eat too.” She fucking winks at Fausto, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek not to laugh because I might be imagining things but I think Fausto just got a little pale.

I clear my throat. “Be nice, Chiara, and I might give you a puppy to train on our first anniversary.” Yeah, now I’m sure as Fausto gives me a look filled with horror. He did get pale at the thought of Chiara and dogs.

“Make sure it’s a Cane Corso, I don’t want any other breed,” Chiara says matter-of-factly.  

“Oh, fuck. Do I need to remind you guys I’m more of a cat person?” Fauso mutters while shaking his head.

“I’m more of an Italian Mastiff person.” Chiara shrugs. “They are loyal and make good companions and guard dogs.” 

“Can we get back to the pile of shit we’re in because of this Mattia fucker?” Armino groans.

I lean back in my chair. “Nothing much we can do other than to put eyes and feelers out to gather intel. Our hands might be tied but our eyes aren’t. We will gather enough shit to bring this fucker down and with it show The Syndicate I am capable of handling situations myself and won’t let them interfere again.” 

“I need to blow off some steam.” Ernesto curses, and starts to pace again.

Armino grabs his jacket from the couch where he left it earlier. “Same here, meet me in the gym in fifteen, we’ll go a few rounds. You game, Fausto? Ricca?”

“Fuck yeah,” Fausto grunts. “Wait...your lady won’t join like Andy always did, right?”

“I don’t know.” I shrug. “She can if she’s up for it.”

Chiara’s eyes light up. “Yes!” Grinning toward Fausto she adds, “Be afraid, little man.”

Fausto holds out his left hand to hide his right one as he points to Chiara, signing at me while wincing. He’s telling me without words yet again how Chiara gives him the shivers. My head falls back and I bark out a laugh. 

Fuck. She seems to break the tension with just being here. I’m actually looking forward to seeing her in action, to seeing how she can hold her own. Andy never had a problem kicking our ass, even when it comes to fighting four guys at the same time. 

We all scatter out of the office. Some might need more talking, we like our hands doing all the talking while blowing off some steam to clear our head. Our best decisions are made while training, fighting, whatever...heat of the moment is where all of us function at best.

Once we’re in our bedroom, I’m dressed within a few minutes and glance at Chiara who’s wearing black yoga pants, to cover up her lean legs, and a black sports bra. She’s glancing at me as if she wants to say something. Maybe it’s the look on my face since I’m not liking the fact she’s wearing a tight sports bra. 

“I don’t have a shirt to workout in,” she sighs and points at the closet. “The only ones I have are all low cut.”

I can’t help but sigh in appreciation. “I’m sure my sister still has some of her clothes stashed here, I’ll go grab one for you.”

Rushing through the hall, I find what I’m looking for in Andy’s old room. When I stroll back inside the bedroom, Chiara takes the purple shirt and puts it on. 

“That’s better,” I croak, not able to keep my emotions in check. Damn. One fucking day and I drop my guard around this woman. It’s for this reason I spin on my heels and head downstairs, Chiara trailing behind me.

“Let me get this straight, you guys have no rules with fighting? Go all out or just use the training stuff? My father made me train with his soldiers, one to one combat or two, sometimes three at a time.” 

I whirl around and cup the back of her neck to lean in close to her ear. “No rules, Stellina. But hush, I don’t want those ducklings to know these details, let them figure out your skills the hard way.”

“Vicious. I like it.” Chiara chuckles, making my cock hard. Definitely not something I need right now. Although I might as well get used to it since this woman has me in an ongoing state of ‘ready to fuck’ at all times.

I brush my lips against hers and drag her into the gym where Fausto, Ernesto, and Armino are already stretching. 

“Try not to touch her in any areas your hands don’t belong,” I growl at my guys.

They share surprised looks, but I don’t care. I don’t want them touching what’s mine, even when I know they would never betray me or do anything to harm me or our friendship. Though my mind can’t process correctly when it comes to Chiara, and I might as well give into the realization she might be deeper underneath my skin than I intend to admit.

After a few minutes of stretching, we slowly start to spar and see how each and every one moves. A grunt leaves my mouth as Chiara plants her fist against my kidney. Dammit, she knows where to strike for damage. And she sure as hell ain’t holding back by the feel of it.

“I like having someone else who’s not afraid to kick the boss’ ass. I think she’s a good replacement for Andy, don’t you think?” Armino snickers.

“Fuck you, asshole,” I grunt and manage to dodge another strike.

Yeah, she sure as fuck doesn’t go soft or afraid of repercussions, she’s fighting as if she needs to survive. It’s clearly never been training for her, more like survival, and it makes anger flow through my body. Her whole fucking life revolved around surviving one day to the next in this fucked up world where options and chances aren’t things women are given freely.

“Gotta take a piss after this,” Fausto announces.

Armino snickers. “Not before me.” 

“Or me for that matter,” Ernesto adds.

I want to warn Chiara but I don’t have a clue how without letting the others know. It’s fucking frustrating because Fausto just threw out one of his lines he likes to use when a fight is about to break lose to indicate what and who he’s going to take out and where he wants another one helping him. Fuck.

Armino jumps toward Chiara; her leg kicks out and swoops him off his feet. Ernesto tries the same move Chiara just did in an effort to bring her down. It’s as if her soul is standing on the sideline. Her face is empty, her eyes calculating, like she’s a fucking robot dealing with stuff it’s programmed to achieve.

Sidestepping Armino, she’s unaware Fausto is already behind her. He turns Chiara in his arms and slams her against the wall, having her in a chokehold with her next breath she barely manages to take.

Yes, we’re using every ounce of strength because we’re all giving it as good as we get in return. It’s the only way to be prepared for anything and the way Chiara handles herself, it’s not a lady in our presence at this moment; she’s a soldier adequate for battle.

Fausto’s roar is accompanied by curses. “You fucking went for my eye, bitch.”

“Sorry, I didn’t think.” Chiara wears a look of panic. “Did I hurt you?”

Fausto shakes his head. “I saw it coming and turned just in time. Good thing you stopped when I stepped back. And for fucking real, woman, Krav Maga techniques? Damn. Good thing we snuck up on you when we kidnapped you and used chloroform. I seriously don’t want to know what would have happened if we didn’t.” 

Chiara flashes him a huge grin which he returns.

“Now I’m really gonna take a piss and a hot bath to soak my muscles.” Fausto rolls his shoulders. “But we’re gonna train every day from now on. Fuckin’ A, boss...I think she kicks ass even better than your sister. Just don’t tell Andy I said so, she’d...you know...kick my ass.”

His statement makes me snort as I step closer to Chiara and lift her head with my finger underneath her chin to inspect her neck where Fausto had a hold on her. “You good?”

“Yes. Tired, though. And hungry.” She smiles fucking shyly.

“Good. Then food and relaxing it is.” I grab her hand and drag her along with me.
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Chapter Ten
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Forced by the system this world thrives on.

***Chiara***

It’s been six weeks already, and every day I’ve been here I’ve felt myself settle in more and more. Not just because of Ricca, who’s been open and direct, but around Fausto, Ernesto, and Armino too. Such a contradiction to what I’ve been raised in. We’ve been working out together each day, which also creates a bond by joking around. There’s never any tension, only mutual respect between them, and the kind of bond which is forged through years of friendship, loyalty, and trust.

These four guys are a tight family, even if they don’t share blood. They share a past, a home, fight together for what they stand for. If I’d only met Ricca before he kidnapped me, if I knew what kind of man he is before he kidnapped me, I gladly would have married him to escape my father. But nothing can change the past, and I wouldn’t be the woman I am today because of it.

The woman I know Ricca appreciates; flaws, scars, and sexual issues aside. I’m grateful he doesn’t push me at all, and still wants me in every way. Though I still freeze up if he almost forgets to use a condom. Even more when I can clearly read it in his eyes what he imagines me doing as he’s gripping his dick and lazily strokes himself while staring at my lips...but I can’t. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to take him inside my mouth.

A grunt makes my thoughts come back, just in time too as I let my gaze trail over the guys. We went to the gym to work out because Ricca’s in a meeting and the rest of us wanted to blow off some steam. I’m smiling inside because I know exactly what’s going to happen next when Fausto makes one of his many comments.

“Oh, come on, Fausto. Very original. I’ve been here for six weeks, I know every nonsense sentence you use to alert your buddies.” I roll my eyes and hear Ernesto chuckle.

Armino groans, “Why do you have to be so obvious, dickhead?”

“Uh, huh. What he said. If you didn’t say ‘my balls itch,’ I might have not known you’d want Armino and Ernesto to come up from behind me while you distract me.” I point out. “Dick and balls, not so hard to figure out...dickhead.” I can’t help but laugh.

Seriously, these guys can fight together so fluently. Without any words I might add, but Fausto thinks it’s funny to speak in code. It’s a flaw, it makes him predictable and with it points out what he expects of the rest, making fighting them very easy for me now that I’ve been around them for weeks.

A wave of nausea rips through me and I place the heel of my hand against my forehead. “Okay, enough action for me. I seriously need to eat something or have coffee, whatever comes first when I get to the kitchen.”

Though I’m not exactly hungry seeing I already ate a few times today, and I might be coming down with something instead. I’m dead tired and spinning on my feet. Not something I need when I’m in the middle of a training session with Ricca’s buddies.

Ricca’s still in the office where his meeting is taking place, a meeting with his sister. He’s been talking to Andy for the last two hours. He’s gotten grouchier and grouchier over the last few weeks. Okay, it might not be the correct word for him seeing he’s on edge every second of the day. Mainly since The Syndicate is pushing this deadline to full extent. They still haven’t requested a meeting with Ricca but they have been talking to many other Capos.

A power shift is what they think will happen with The Syndicate ignoring Ricca. And The Syndicate will take action the way they deem fit. Is it possible? Yeah, The Syndicate has the power and the possibility to step in if things threaten to escalate. It’s all about damage control for the outer world. If a gang attracts too much attention, killing, drugs, whatever attracts the media and law enforcements and have their eyes all set on the mafia world...The Syndicate will swoop in and clear the air. And with the altercation with Ricca and my father, they have their eyes set on Ricca since his name is popping up again.

When I get to the kitchen, I start to go through the cabinets and find some crackers. I might as well shove a few of those into my mouth and take a shower, knowing Ricca will come find me when he’s finished talking to his sister.

Andy and Ricca have been running this gang together for a very long time. Fausto told me he called her to try and calm Ricca down some. Like I mentioned, he’s been on edge and getting worse. Though I have to say he doesn’t show it when we’re alone. He seems to only focus on the both of us.

Scary. How two people standing on opposite ends, total strangers, can grow close in a span of six mere weeks. Okay, we might have a lot of similarities having mafia blood, and yet I believe very strongly Andy has everything to do with the way Ricca treats me with respect.

Something I wasn’t used to. At. All. In the beginning I thought Ricca was the devil, worse than my father. Unbelievable but I think Ricca is turning out quite the opposite. Well, at least when it comes to me. 

I was set to work with him but somewhere along the way he managed to slide under my skin and touch my heart. Maybe it’s the reason I feel like shit. He’s infected me with love and both my body and mind can’t seem to handle it. Yes, sounds logical. 

“You okay?” Ricca’s voice is laced with concern.

I turn my head, still holding onto it with both hands while I’m hovering over the sink. “I think Fausto gave me something I didn’t ask for,” I grumble, making Ricca chuckle.

“The bastard should have sent Greta home when she was sick, but Fausto played on her feelings and she stayed to fix him dinner.” Ricca shakes his head. “It was funny when he texted us how she would probably sneeze on his food.”

“Yeah, but a little less funny when Fausto got sick and whined like a little baby for two days about how he was going to die. Even Greta felt guilty. And even less funny now, because I feel really sick too.” Another wave of nausea hits and I can barely keep my balance.

“Okay, sweetness, you’re going to bed.” Ricca swoops me up in his arms.

“No, no, I can walk. I smell, I’ve been training with the guys,” I groan. “Oh, stop shaking me or I’m going to puke all over you.”

“You shouldn’t have worked out if you were sick in the first place,” he growls.

“I was feeling okay a few minutes ago.” I snarl, agitated by his comment and feeling sick. And while I’m in this mood, I feel the need to lash out. “How’s your sister doing? Still feeling too high on her horse to meet me? Like how they left on our wedding day, right after the ceremony, sitting in the back as if I have the plague.”

Ricca’s jaw ticks, it’s a funny sight from up close. Shit. It only annoys me more when he doesn’t say or engage at all.

“I don’t like her. Hell, it’s only fair since she doesn’t seem to like me, right? Put me down. I’m okay now.” Anger flowing through my veins seems to push my sickness away.

Ricca puts me down and crosses his arms in front of his chest. “Afon, her husband, is the reason Andy isn’t around you. Do I need to remind you of the fact your father pulled a gun in the middle of the church right when I was walking Andy down the aisle?”

“Great, ruin my wedding because my father ruined theirs. For I am my father’s daughter, am I not? I really hate this Afon guy. He’s Russian mob, right? Are they just as ferocious as the Italians when it comes to their women?”

“Are you saying my sister is treated without respect or are you talking about yourself? If you have something to say you better state the words without hinting at something else.” Ricca’s snap is loud in every word he grits out.

“Leave me alone. I’m going to take a shower,” I grumble, unsure why I’m even reacting this way. 

I wasn’t even angry at him and I went from lashing out to acting like a bitch to now feeling sorry for myself. What the hell is wrong with me? I grab the hem of my tank top and pull it over my head, my sports bra is next. I turn on the shower so the water can heat up, and when I’m about to shove my pants down, a little scream rips out of my mouth before it bounces off the tiled walls.

“What...what are y...you doing here?” I stumble, over my own words because I was in my own head and didn’t expect Ricca to follow me into the bathroom.

“I’m not leaving you to take a hot shower alone when you’re obviously not feeling well.” His jaw is cut from stone. 

Dammit. That’s sexy. How can this man’s jaw have so many sides and be so connected to his emotions? And why is my body swirling with lust while it was filled with the need to puke mere moments ago?

“I’m fine. I’m sure you have better things to do. And besides...you should leave before I insult you, your sister, or lash out like I did. I’m a little off today, okay? Just...let me be and I’ll dive into bed and watch a movie or two,” I grumble.

The man doesn’t say anything but his jaw...stubbles...ticks...sexy. Ugh. I shove my pants down and step underneath the hot water. 

“You might as well be useful and wash my back,” I tell him. “Or make me dirty, whatever,” I mutter to myself.

The chuckle stroking my ears lets me know I muttered the words loud enough for him to hear. Luckily it doesn’t take long before his hands start to roam my body. I sigh and lean into his touch.

“Oh, no, you don’t.” His chuckle isn’t stroking my ears now but instead annoys me.

“Why not?” I grumble. 

Again with the chuckle, but this time it’s less annoying since his arms go around to pluck my nipples as he buries his head against my neck, whispering, “Because you weren’t feeling well a moment ago.”

“I’m not nauseous anymore.” I lean my head to the side, allowing him more room. “Now I’m horny, isn’t it your job as my husband to see to that?”

Ricca suddenly feels like a statue, his head disappearing from the crook of my neck. “You should have yourself checked by a doctor.”

“Did I not just mention I’m feeling fine now?” Weirdo, why should I have myself checked?

“Maybe you’re pregnant.” Okay, not a weirdo, he’s an idiot who has clearly lost his mind.

I turn around in his arms. “I can’t be pregnant. You know I’m on the pill and we use condoms.”

“It’s not a hundred percent safe, even if we use both,” he shoots back.

I roll my eyes. “You’re right, the pill isn’t one hundred percent safe, even more because I’m one of those people who misses two or more in a row. And let’s not forget the days I couldn’t take them because you had me kidnapped, but we also used a condom every time.”

Ricca winces at my words. “It wouldn’t hurt to check,” he urges. 

“Fine. If I feel like shit again, and it continues for more than three days, I’ll make an appointment. But seriously, my period will start any day, and I’m sure Greta gave Fausto this bug and he gave it to me. It’s nothing. Hey, you might be next.” Frowning, I add, “Just don’t turn into a little boy who thinks he’s dying.”

“Hey,” he snaps. “I might enjoy being pampered by my wife for once.” 

I shoot him a smile and the thought enters my mind of what’s been haunting me for the last few weeks.

“Hey,” Ricca cups my face. “What’s that look for?” 

“If...if we would have met before everything...if...would we? I always wondered if we’d,” I take a deep breath. “Never mind, it doesn’t matter.”

“It does,” Ricca states with a firm voice. “And I have to admit, the thought did enter my mind too once or twice in the last few weeks. When I saw you for the first time, I wanted you. Things might have been different if,”

I don’t let him finish but crash my mouth against his. The way I start might be frantic but Ricca slows our kiss down and makes it sensual. This man. His character and the way he is with me is overwhelming. Even when I lash out, he doesn’t harm me in any way. I feel the need to soften some of my words, I didn’t mean the way I said them in anger.

I pull back and cup his face. Releasing a deep sigh, I try to find the right words and not make them come out harsh. “I’m sorry about your sister. She’s a huge part of your life and yet she doesn’t come around or want to meet me, it just,” 

“I know.” Ricca places his forehead against mine. “I’ll talk to Afon and see if I can talk some sense in to him. Andy also mentioned again today how she wants to spend some time with you. She was angry with me when I signed the contract to arrange for her to be married to Afon all those months ago, even if he was the right man for her. It didn’t leave me room to interfere between them. When Afon’s set on something it’s hard to change his mind.”

“Outrageous,” I snap and shut my mouth right after because I might blabber some more words how Ricca’s insane to sign his sister off the way he did.

Stupid because he told me all about how Afon was the man who fought for Andy. How Ricca saw the way Afon looked at Andy and went after her when she needed someone the most and never gave up. Ricca has shared some of his past with me. We talked about many things and they all show me how he’s not the person I thought he was when he kidnapped me. He turned out more like the real husband I thought I’d marry in the many dreams I had to escape hard realities.

It’s hard to see the good in some of these twisted mafia realities. Even now when I’m bound to Ricca, forced by the system this world thrives on, and yet he turns out to be the man who adores me. The man who I’ve come to adore with the same ferocity. Even though it scares me just as fiercely.
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Chapter Eleven
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Fucking scarce in our world.

***Ricca***

I’ve finally got her tucked in bed. She’s already dozing off and I’m glad she didn’t say anything after snapping out ‘outrageous’ when I mentioned Afon and my sister. Even if I fought hard for my sister—and would run to her right this second if she needed me—Afon took over when he claimed her as his. The contract was more of a formality. 

Hell, the contract killed two birds with one stone since Chiara’s father was after Andy in the first place, and when the contract was signed with Afon, he had nothing left to fight me over. 

Dammit, I know I can’t change the past, and fuck...there would be so many things I’d change, starting with the night my parents were murdered and my sister was assaulted. The night I became a made man and took my father’s place.

Though staring down at my woman whose hair is spread out over the pillow...the sea of dark chocolate, silky smooth, she’s a vision that makes my heart beat faster with a solid commitment. I hate the way she looked when I found her in the kitchen. Full discomfort, pale skin, I wanted to pull her into my arms and make everything better. 

Yet, I lied. I fucking lied to her. Well, technically, I kept details from her...but to me it’s still considered lying. We managed to break eight damn condoms in the first week. She didn’t notice and I kept my mouth shut. 

I did mention it to the three ducklings and they fucking laughed. Fausto made me check the date and for sure; old stash. Brainless, that’s me. And it’s not like I was fucking my way through life or had time to bed women until I married one. Fuck. A stupid rookie move to have old damn condoms from when I was barely sixteen and use them.

Though I welcome a pregnancy and I’m almost sure she is, seeing how she was barely keeping her head up one moment and all feisty and well the next. Sure, Greta and Fausto had some kind of bug a few days ago, but I doubt it’s what’s making her sick. New life inside her belly is, I fucking know it. 

I just hope with the time she’s been here, and gotten to know me, she sees and knows I will always treat her well with the respect she deserves. Over six fucking weeks and not one sign she’s vicious or not who she appears to be. 

Ever since our wedding day it’s like a veil fell off and she accepted what we are, and how well we work, and belong together. I damn well hope to fuck she’s pregnant. If not, I will tell her straight up we might as well lose the condoms and let life take its course. Her reasons for not having kids might have adjusted due to the time we spend together talking...showing and experiencing what it means to be my woman.

How complicated it sounds, it’s a fucking hiccup compared to the shit that’s still not solved with Vittorio Mazza and the damn Syndicate. Andy demanded to talk to me tonight and managed to calm me down some. Six fucking weeks and not one peep. We’ve heard, from the little spies we have in place to keep us informed, Vittorio and his daughter, Cristiana, both have been called in to attend meetings with The Syndicate but until now they haven’t asked for me to attend shit.

I’ve been on the verge of heading over and demanding they give me full reign to handle the situation. But my men and even Chiara kept pressing me to let them handle it, how it could just as well be a test for patience. Andy told me the same thing Chiara keeps repeating; they are baiting me. Deliberately taking their time to see if I jump on my own brand of justice and my own rules. 

Normally I listen to no one and breathe my own wrath until everything is back to my kind of normal...till some extent seeing I do honor The Syndicate. But my sister is right. Only two more weeks until The Syndicate’s verdict. I kept my side of their request, I didn’t do anything wrong and the evidence didn’t lie.

The men The Syndicate sent over to gather everything we had to show how Mattia was ripping us off doesn’t lie. The way I handled Mattia was correct. The only thing that’s left is how to handle Vittorio Mazza and those who were also involved. They would have been dead and rotting in the ground for weeks already if The Syndicate hadn’t interfered. Fuck. If Vittorio didn’t run to them for protection. Fucking pansy.

I take a deep breath and let my finger trail down my wife’s gorgeous face, feeling a rush of contentment fill my veins. Hell, just one touch and a simple glance at this woman can soothe me. 

Her eyes flutter open and she gives me a tentative smile, stroking my heart in the process. “Are you going to the kitchen by any chance?” 

Pregnant. For fucking sure. “What can I get you, sweetness?” 

“Spaghetti. Do you think there’s any left?”

I’m trying really hard here not to laugh because I saw her inhale two plates filled with spaghetti earlier today. “I’ll go check.”

I leave the room and check the kitchen for leftover spaghetti, happy to find some, and I make fast work to heat it up. I’m itching to get back to her but Fausto strolls into the kitchen.

“Aw, you heating it up for me, nice.” The fucker rubs his hands in glee.

I give him a shove against his shoulder. “Hell, no. I’m making Chiara some.”

Instead of fighting me for the food—like he normally would—he nods and his face turns serious. “How’s she doing? I feel guilty if she got the bug I had last week, but I couldn’t eat for three days straight, man.”

“I don’t think it’s a bug you gave her.” A chuckle leaves me before I add, “It’s more about what I gave her.”

Fausto narrows his eyes but they almost fall out the next second. “No fucking way, she’s pregnant with the whole using those old condoms and having them break shit?”

“She was nauseous, now I’m heating spaghetti, sounds like it to me. I mean, it’s been six weeks...that says something, right? How long does it take to know?”

“Do I look like a daddy or a damn search machine? How would I know?” Fausto mutters but reaches for his phone to check and nods as he says, “Yeah, six weeks man, six weeks is when most symptoms start. Is she aware she could be pregnant? Did you tell her about the condom thing yet?”

“No, so shut your mouth.” I take the plate of spaghetti and go in search of a spoon and fork. “And she doesn’t think she’s pregnant, in her mind she caught whatever you had.”

“You know it’s stupid not to mention it to her, right? And for fuck’s sake, Ricca. Why the hell would you keep quiet the first time it happened? You should have said it the second your eyes saw the ripped condom hanging from your cock. Fucking takes two people, sometimes more, whatever, and these things have consequences for all lives involved. Not your fault either, well...now it kinda is since you neglected to mention it. Or failed to buy condoms and used the first ones you ever bought in your life.” The idiot snorts.

“She’s my fucking wife,” I bark. “Why the fuck do you think I’m wearing a damn condom in the first place? Do you think I’d be this fucking close to her if I told her the condom broke the first time? She’s got issues, Fausto. I wanted to give her time to see we could handle shit together if we were open and honest and build something instead of staying total strangers.”

“Well, nice going there, genius. You managed to build something in since you got married. Hell, me and the guys have all grown fond of her because she actually is nice and fun, can totally kick ass, and still manages to scare me at times. But you’d better brace yourself for your first fight because this shit ain’t going away if she is indeed pregnant.”

I know he’s right but it still rubs me the wrong way. “I can handle it,” I grumble.

“You’d better since we kinda like having her around,” Fausto says as I pass him.

See? She’s managed to have my guys warn me to keep her fucking happy. Maybe she won’t panic if she does turn out to be pregnant. Some arranged marriages start out rough and manage to grow close through pregnancy. Shit. I’m making myself insane with something that’s not even solid yet. Maybe she’s got a bug, like she said, she’s on the pill.

Chiara flashes up and holds out her hands to take the plate when I stroll into the bedroom. “Gimme, gimme, gimme.” 

I raise my eyebrow but don’t say a word when she places the plate on our white sheets. White sheets. Spaghetti. Did I mention white sheets? Yet with utter grace and delicacy she manages to clean the plate in the blink of an eye, inhaling plate number three for today.

She places the now empty plate on the nightstand and rubs her tummy. “Me and my food-baby would like some movie time now.” 

“Baby,” I croak, my eyes still set on her stomach.

She fucking giggles and goes on her knees and inches toward me to give me a light push against my chest. “Stop wishing for me to be pregnant, we need more time for us before even thinking on multiplying our awesome genes.”

I take her face in my hands. “You’re not panicking at the thoughts of us having kids in the future? Merely six weeks ago you were,”

“Six weeks ago I was forced into an arranged marriage where I thought my husband was the devil. My mother even made sure she couldn’t get pregnant after she had me.”

I raise my eyebrow in question. “The devil?”

“Worse than my father,” she fucking whispers and it’s as if I get punched in the gut for every word in her sentence.

My hands leave her face, and due to my anger level rising by the mere mention of her father, I step away from her. “I am nothing like your father.”

“I know...” she croaks. “But I didn’t know that then, and the way you kidnapped me, being forced in this marriage, the way our world works...what else was I supposed to think?”

My hands clench into fists. No fucking wonder she didn’t want kids to be brought into our world. And the mention of her mother making sure she couldn’t have other kids, what’s up with that?

“I’m happy my father is dead. Hell, I’d give the one who killed him some candy or flowers, if I knew who he was. You never mentioned it,” she mutters. “This man did what I couldn’t. Maybe it was a woman. Care to enlighten me?”

I never told her who did it. Just mentioned the fact he was dead. Back then she had a solid mask in place and would school her features. Not anymore. She’s showing every single inch of herself to me. Six damn weeks and we’ve managed to grow together in a way where some people take years or never get this level of trust and closeness.

My hands cup her face again almost automatically. “Marlon killed him. I could introduce you.” 

The smile she gives me is stroking my heart the way her fingers slide up and down my neck. Her eyes are a clear and open window to the emotion flowing through her body. Love. Fucking scarce in our world where blood and family represents a strong connection between loyalty and respect between men instead of a man and a woman. 

My sister was carved into it, like Chiara, forcing them to replace innocence with warrior blood. In my eyes she fucking is a warrior, and she’s all mine. I should mention the condom incidents, but I really don’t want to ruin the moment. I mentioned the look she’s giving me, right? 

“Is Marlon part of your brother-in-law’s gang? Or Italian?” She brushes her lips against mine. “Never mind. We’ll talk about it tomorrow, I’m not in the mood for talking, I’m in the mood for you.”

“For me, huh?” I slide my hands down her body until I’m cupping her ass, dragging her closer so she can feel what she’s doing to me.

I feel the need to ruffle her feathers to try and see if something really did shift between us. If the way we feel toward each other is something solid. 

I trail a path of kisses along her jaw until I’m next to her ear and whisper, “With the food baby set in place I’m guessing we can ditch the condom, right?”  

Her breath catches and I can feel her freeze for an instant before she whispers back, “I guess so.”

Fuck. 

My cock hardens painfully. We’re solid.
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Chapter Twelve
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You scare the piss out of me.

***Chiara***

Having an amazing night and then waking up the next morning where you need to rush to the bathroom to hang your head over the toilet is the kind of hangover one doesn’t need. And I haven’t even had a drink since my wedding night. Ugh. Do I need to mention I can’t even puke? Nope, I’m nauseous to the point where I see green and yet I can’t even throw up. Great. Just. Great.

Ricca is right. I need to check to rule out pregnancy and if I’m not pregnant, I need to swing by the doctor’s office anyway because I hate feeling like this. Okay, maybe Fausto wasn’t kidding when he was whining like a little kid who thought he was gonna die when he was sick. Either way, it really blows feeling this way.

“Are you okay?” Ricca’s gravelly voice flows through the bathroom. 

I turn my head and come face to face with Ricca’s dick. Morning wood in full glory. Bile rises when a flashback hits me where I’m on my knees while my father forces himself upon me. I turn my head and this time I do manage to fill the toilet bowl. 

“Aw, fuck, sweetness.” Ricca’s voice is soothing as he squats down next to me and lets his hand slide up and down my back.

Better not tell him it was his dick that made me puke, right? Ugh. I wonder if I’ll ever be able to give him what other women do for their husbands. Yet he never gave me any indication he demands or expects me to give him a blow job. 

But clearly, he won’t ever hide himself from me, hence the reason he’s swinging his dick in front of my face, not knowing it triggers something I don’t want to remember ever again.

He stands up and grabs a washcloth, holds it under the tap and stalks back to me to place it against my neck. The kindness this man gives me, I wish I could burn the bad memories from my brain so I can replace them with new memories and fully give myself to him.

“I want to be able to give you a blow job so damn bad,” I mutter.

“Yeah, sweetness, I think I’m gonna pass right now.” Ricca chuckles and hands me a tissue to wipe my mouth.

I groan, feeling stupid to have voiced my thoughts. “Not right now...someday. Ugh, I meant someday. It’s okay for the floor to open up and swallow me now.”

“Here I thought you wanted to swallow me.” Ricca chuckles.

“Oh, yuck. Puking here,” I grumble, making him laugh even harder.

“Come on, Stellina. You’re going to stay in bed today.” Ricca wants to scoop me up but I manage to dodge him.

“I need to brush my teeth first,” I mutter and grab my toothbrush. “And I’m not spending the day in bed. I feel fine.”

“Says the woman who just threw up. Clearly, you’re not feeling well. I want you to get some rest,” Ricca growls as if he can order me around.

“And I just told you I’m fine. I won’t work out today and I will take it easy, but I won’t be spending the day in bed,” I tell him while pointing my toothbrush. I start to brush my teeth and mutter, “Unless you’re in there with me.”

“I heard that,” Ricca says as he walks out of the bathroom, and adds, “I don’t need to mention you puked at the sight of my cock, now do I?”

I have to grip the counter. He did notice. Emotions swirl around inside my veins and make my knees buckle. It doesn’t matter what my past is or the fact my father is dead...I don’t think I will ever get past this. Ricca might accept me for who I am, scars and dark spots tainting my soul, and yet it’s a gap between us I really want to close. Except I don’t know how.

I splash some water on my face and I’m happy to say my stomach has settled. Strolling into the bedroom, I notice Ricca sliding his jacket on. He’s fully dressed in a dark gray, pinstripe suit.

“The Syndicate called. They requested a meeting in one hour. I’ve heard Vittorio and his daughter will be present for the first half of the meeting.” He straightens his tie and stalks to me, brushing a sweet kiss on my cheek. “I’ll be back in a few hours.”

“Fat chance. I’m going with,” I tell him.

“You need to rest. We agreed you’d take it easy,” he growls. 

A lot. He growls a lot but it’s a different growling than he would do to his men. Or maybe he doesn’t have much impact anymore, or a different one, now that I know who this man actually is. He has a heart of gold he manages to hide from everyone. But I’ve seen and felt it in the way he treasures me instead of kicking me down.

“I bet you’re taking the ducklings to quack and trail behind you,” I point out. “And wouldn’t it be a nice statement toward The Syndicate to have your wife accompany you? I don’t want to be present during the meeting. Hell, I’m pretty sure they won’t even let me or the others be present, but isn’t it all about appearance too? Come on.”

He sighs and rubs a hand over his face. “For fuck’s sake. Fine.”

I give a little scream of excitement and throw my arms around his neck to pull him close. “Thank you.” 

“Promise to stay with Fausto and leave with him if you don’t feel well.” He buries his face in the crook of my neck and trails his nose along my skin as if he’s breathing me in. He likes doing that a lot.

“I promise.” And dammit, why are my eyes burning with tears boiling over with the emotion that’s flowing through my body?

“Good, get ready, we’re leaving in fifteen minutes.” He places one final kiss on my neck before he leaves the bedroom.

I decide to wear a one shoulder, olive green dress, along with matching heels. Quickly brushing my hair, I leave it down but grab my sunglasses just in case so I can keep my hair out of my face when I shove them up my head. 

I need a scarf around my neck. Multiple reasons but if I do manage to feel sick, I can always hold it in front of my face while dashing off, right? I find a nice silk one to coordinate with my dress perfectly.

I rumble through my closet to find the purse I need. One that isn’t exactly the perfect fit for the dress I’m wearing but I guess it’ll have to do. It’s a white fluffy crossbody bag. Not classy but practical. The dress I’m wearing is tight and I can’t hide the knives I usually carry and in cases like this I like having an alternative on me. 

See, I’ve altered the purse myself to turn it into a weapon; hidden beneath the fluff is a long razor. And it’s not like I’ve had to use it before, it’s more something that makes me feel safe. Although I’m very much aware Ricca will keep me safe, along with the rest of his guys, still it doesn’t hurt to be prepared myself. The guys are all waiting for me in the hall when I descend the stairs.

I notice we’re taking two cars instead of one, but when Fausto stalks to the other car, Ricca says, “Remember what I said.”

“Eyes on her at all times, got it, boss.” Fausto gives him a tight nod. “I’ll carry her out if she so much as looks pale. You just focus on the meeting, and let me focus on her safety and wellbeing.”

“There’s nothing wrong with me,” I hiss.

Ricca shrugs. “Safety measures, sweetness, nothing more, nothing less.” 

I don’t say anything more but slide into the backseat while Ernesto takes the wheel and Ricca gets in beside me. Armino joins Fausto and I now realize I’m pretty sure we’re taking two cars because of me. Ugh. Even if Ricca’s right, I have been feeling off for two days, but it’s not like I’m a weak damsel in distress. 

It’s sweet. Yet not so much. I intend to show him I don’t need the fall back system. I can certainly hold my own and if I do feel the need to puke, I’m pretty sure I can manage doing so without anyone knowing.

It’s a long drive until we reach a large gate. They’re expecting us so it doesn’t take long until we’re cleared and park the car. There are six other cars on the left and I’m sure Vittorio Mazza and his daughter are already inside. Along with a bucket of honey to smooth talk The Syndicate over.

The Syndicate has been active for decades. It’s not one boss in charge, it’s multiple, and no one even knows who is a part of it. From what I’ve heard there are three men who act as The Syndicate’s faces. Still there’s a group of around twenty men who make final decisions after everything is talked through. And the decisions need to be unanimous. 

I glance at Ricca and even if his face is carved in stone, not showing any emotions whatsoever, I can tell he’s nervous. I reach for his hand and lace my fingers with his. Bringing our joined hands to my mouth, I kiss his knuckles and murmur, “You did nothing wrong and rule with an honest and open vengeance. They have nothing on you.”

His eyes flare and he reaches out with his other hand, cupping my face to drag me close. “Grazie tesoro mio.” Thank you my treasure. His words stroke my heart.

A smile spreads my face but I’m pretty sure it’s a very mushy, goofy grin because the corner of Ricca’s mouth twitches.

Ernesto clears his throat. “Showtime, boss.”

Ricca and I walk behind Fausto while Armino and Ernesto have our backs. 

We’re greeted by a man in a dark blue suit. “Ricca ‘The Fox’ Dantano. It’s an honor, as always.”

“Stefano,” Ricca grunts. “Meet my wife, Chiara.”

Stefano’s eyes slide over my body and I resist stepping closer to Ricca. There’s something about the cold, dead stare in Stefano’s eyes that makes me aware this man is dangerous. I go rigid when he reaches for my hand and brings it to his lips for a light kiss.

Ricca’s arm goes around my waist and he pulls me close while at the same time a low growl rumbles from his chest.

Stefano chuckles. “Well, well. Seems like our demand worked out rather nicely for you.”

Ricca’s rumble low in his chest intensifies.

I take my hand away from Stefano and place it on Ricca’s pecs. “I’d say The Syndicate did a pretty good job in matchmaking. Wouldn’t you agree, caro?”

Ricca covers his hand with mine but keeps his fierce gaze locked with Stefano. “Yes, dear.”

Stefano keeps his grin in place. “Shall we?” His arm swings back, inviting us to head toward the large doors at the end of the hallway.

The room he guides us to is large with a round table where both Vittorio Mazza, and Cristiana, along with two other men, are seated. 

Stefano holds his hand up. “I’m sorry, gorgeous. This meeting requires Ricca along with Vittorio. Are you comfortable waiting in the hallway or should I,”

Ricca’s harsh voice interrupts Stefano, robbing him from giving me other options. “No need. Fausto will drive her back if she doesn’t want to wait here.” 

I step back and walk over to the two couches in the corner, along with three chairs and a table. Clearly a waiting room created out in the open indicating these things take place on a regular basis here. I take place on one of the red couches while Fausto sits down next to me. Ernesto and Armino each take a chair. The hairs on the back of my neck stand on end when I see Cristiana sway toward Ricca.

Stefano steps in between. “Clear the room, Cristiana.”

The harshness in his voice surprises me. He called me gorgeous earlier and was all smiles, teasing Ricca. While he seems to clearly show his disgust for Cristiana. It’s quite disturbing, even more because this meeting is crucial. 

Are they in favor of Ricca or is Stefano making this beautiful performance to throw us off? I hate this. But I hate Cristiana even more. The bitch is throwing her large, silk scarf over her hair and shoulder while she manages to smack the end against Stefano’s face as she puts on large sunglasses. Probably to block Stefano out. She raises her chin to dismiss him once more and starts to walk toward us. I repeat; bitch.

“Come closer, cunt and I’ll slice you up,” I mutter underneath my breath, unable to contain my hatred.

Fausto pats my knee. “There, there, darlin’. All in good time.”

His easy comment makes me snort but it also warms my heart. I’m most certainly not alone with my hatred. Despite these men are loyal to Ricca, they most definitely have my back too.

“Don’t even think of sitting next to what belongs to the Dantano family,” Armino spits out his words.

I take it as him taking my side, but for an outsider like Cristiana it’s as if he’s warning her away from Ricca’s property. Cristiana, on the other hand, shrugs and takes a seat across from me, crossing her legs while the split of her dress slides to the side to show a large bit of naked thigh. We have the same build and dark long hair but that’s where our similarities end.

My fingers curl around my purse. Oh, how I’d like to use it on her, and not to smack her face. Nope, slice her throat is more likely. It wouldn’t even take effort, one motion and she wouldn’t annoy me or anyone else again.

Ricca had men keeping an eye on every name on the list Armino made, to track their movement and connection with Vittorio. They had several meetings together and Cristiana was present at every single one of those. It’s an open and shut case in our eyes, Vittorio Mazza and the others are planning a hostile takeover. 

Not so strange seeing as Ricca owns large companies and now he’s married to me, we became leading players in the import of wines and olive oil. Something this valuable is gold in the eyes of a man like Vittorio Mazza. The Syndicate must see this point of reason too, right?

Cristiana starts to trail her finger up and down her leg. Fausto eyes the movement and I can tell Cristiana is trying to seduce him. With this realization it suddenly hits me what her father might be planning. However, it might seem nuts, it could be as easy as them getting rid of Ricca...and binding me to Vittorio by marriage so the companies would belong to him. The way Cristiana uses her body? It’s most definitely a shortcut to gain something she wants. 

Anger fills my veins and again the thought of slicing Cristiana’s neck goes through my mind. They need to be stopped, she needs to be stopped. Even before The Syndicate makes their decision. And even if they rule in Ricca’s favor, Cristiana would walk away free. 

She has her eyes set on Ricca, if it means to kill him, or for her to get rid of me...they want our companies and the wealth we both build up along with the power that comes with it. I can’t allow for this to happen.

My stomach rolls at the mere thought. I place a hand on my belly in an effort to push down the wave of nausea. I scan my surroundings and notice a bathroom sign at the end of the hallway, near the exit. A plan starts to unfold in my head.

“Excuse me,” I mutter and stand up.

From the corner of my eye I can see Cristiana standing up and I know for sure she’s going to come after me. Perfect.

“Fausto.” I meet his eyes and hope to hell he understands his own craziness he uses when we all train together. “I know your balls itch to follow me everywhere, but I need to take a piss.”

Armino and Ernesto laugh at my comments and if you weren’t around these guys every day you wouldn’t know it’s their fake laughter. I need to warn them, and I know they have my back. I don’t know if Cristiana would try something right away, but the nausea rising up is throwing me off focus. Dammit, maybe Ricca was right and although we used a condom, and with me not always being as accurate with the pill, there is a possibility of pregnancy.

Though being pregnant doesn’t scare me like it did weeks ago. The situation is very different from where my mother was when she gave birth to me or how I was raised in this world. With Ricca as my husband, how he treats me and how he stands fiercely in this world...I’m actually opening up to the thought of raising children together.

Fausto’s eyebrows wiggle and a sly smile spreads his face. “I can see the door from here, darlin’. You go take a piss before I scratch my balls.” 

I don’t look back but take off my purse and hold it in my hand while wrapping the chain around my wrist, gaining a nice solid grip. When I stalk into the bathroom, I manage to swing around and swallow the bile down.

“What do you want, Cristiana?” I say when I face the woman who wears a large pearl necklace that to me looks more like an anal bead string she loves to take up her ass every now and then...one pearl at a time.

Her eyes widen a fraction in surprise—as if she thought I was stupid enough not to know she was following me—before they narrow. “I’d like to have a word with you.”

“Make it quick, I’m pretty sure one of Ricca’s men will come barging in here any moment,” I tell her and try to seem nervous to make the impression they keep me under tight supervision because I’m the woman who was given to Ricca against my own free will.

She greedily takes the bait. “I have a deal for you, one that can free you from the arranged marriage you’re in now.”

Hook. Line. Sinker, bitch. I don’t need any more reason and while I see the bathroom door open behind her, it doesn’t stop me from letting my arm swing my purse with the hidden razor in one fluid motion. Quickly I grab her by the hair and guide her body over the counter to plant her head first into the sink.

“And this, ladies and gentleman, is the fucking reason you scare the piss out of me from time to time,” Fausto mutters as he helps me keep Cristiana’s body in place so the blood seeping out of her sliced throat is going down the drain.
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Chapter Thirteen
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Once you’re in, you’re in it for life.

***Ricca***

This whole meeting seemed staged. Bullshit talk where the three men who represent the face and voice of The Syndicate go over a few of their findings. Vittorio Mazza was allowed to rattle off some sorry list of excuses, all dancing around the fact his son stole from me. Then they let him walk out of here because the three men needed a word with me alone before they would give their final verdict in seven days. Or so they mentioned to Vittorio Mazza right before he was guided out of the room.

“Ricca,” Stefano starts, and the man rises hatred inside me.

He shouldn’t have been overly nice to my wife. I’ve dealt with him a few times before and he’s always charming around the women. Well, all except one, since he snapped at Cristiana and it did score some points with me by doing so. I give him a nod and my undivided attention.

“We didn’t need this meeting. The time we took was to make sure you are the solid man we need. You see, there was an opening, and since a few of the old bastards within The Syndicate deemed you too young and indecisive...a jump in headfirst kind of boss who doesn’t think things through or let others tell you how to handle some things. You know, take advice, learn, grow, a team player mentality.”

“What the fuck are you talking about, Stefano? Just cut through the bullshit and tell it like it is.” Fuck. This might be exactly what he was talking about but this man just sets me off.

Stefano smirks. “You just proved my point. I’ve repeatedly told every single one of The Syndicate you’re a person who cuts through the bullshit. A person we need to have among us, whose input is valuable with determination and reason. Fresh, young blood. The old timers wanted to put you on edge, to prove you would handle the situation yourself if we tied your hands. They wanted you to fail and let others show you’re not a team player but a reckless hothead. I guess you showed them. Soooooo, you’re in, Fox!”

“I’m in?” This fucker is confusing the hell out of me.

“Yeah.” Stefano stands up, stalks around the table and holds out his hand. “Congratulations, you’re a part of The Syndicate.”

Wait.... 

What. 

The. 

Fuck?

“I’m a part of the...what the hell, fucker?” I stand and accept his hand in a firm shake. “Why didn’t you say this was a damn test?” 

“Kinda dismisses the point there, huh? Welcome, I’ve been rooting for your ass for a few years now to get you on the team. Two members died over the last few months and we need new blood to balance things out. We were glad that snake Vittorio Mazza came crawling in here to ask for our help. We immediately took advantage to set things up. Though I wanted to wait three weeks, the older members voted to let you soak for six to make sure you weren’t the reckless one Vittorio Mazza said you were. The fucker had a point with how you kidnapped Chiara right after her father killed a few of your guys.”

I nod in understanding how they wanted to test me for a job interview, for a damn job I didn’t even know I was applying for. And to become a part of The Syndicate isn’t something you apply for. You’re chosen. And seeing once you’re in, you’re in it for life...there ain’t many job openings. 

Though there is something crucial I need to know. “What happens now with Vittorio Mazza and the others?”

“Your decision. We weren’t going to interfere. Like I said, it was a test to have your hands tied for six weeks. So, rule as you see fit and we’ll see each other in a few weeks when you’ll be officially welcomed into The Syndicate. Oh, and Vittorio Mazza left the building about ten minutes ago, if you’re fast enough you could catch up and kill the fucker.”

Music to my fucking ears. I smack his shoulder and give the other two men present in the room a nod. “Looking forward to working together. Thanks for everything, I’m honored to follow in my father’s footsteps. But as Stefano mentioned, I have something urgent to take care of.”

I spin on my heels and stalk out of the room. My eyes land on Ernesto and Armino. The only ones waiting in the hallway. They dash up and meet me halfway.

“Where’s Chiara?” I ask, my gut clenching at the thought of her not feeling well.

I should have put my foot down and demanded for her to spend the rest of the day in bed. Hell, why didn’t I tie her to the bed instead?


“Fausto took her home, boss. She, uhmm, wasn’t feeling well and he had to carry her out,” Armino informs me.

I’m bursting through the door and heading for the car the next instant. Armino and Ernesto better fall in step behind me because when my ass is inside the car, I’m leaving. With or without them. I need to get to her. Three doors slam shut as I turn on the engine and hit the gas.

“Okay, now that we’re not in any earshot of others,” Armino starts. “I’m pretty sure Fausto wasn’t carrying Chiara out the door and even more sure Cristiana didn’t sashay her ass out the door a few minutes before them.”

“What the fuck are you talking about, where the fuck is my woman?” I growl, taking a turn to head for the house.

“Pretty sure your woman killed Cristiana and Fausto and Chiara are disposing the body,” Ernesto states.

Taking a hard right, I hit the brakes and bring the car to a stop alongside of the road. “Come again?” I glare at both idiots.

“Hey, don’t look at me. Your woman called the shots on this one. She turned pale and wanted to go to the bathroom but that fucking bitch Cristiana was there with us. Your woman signaled to Fausto she needed backup in the bathroom before she went in. And surprise, surprise, the bitch followed her into the bathroom. We didn’t want to raise suspicion, as you know there are cameras set in the hallway. And we might have noticed Cristiana wasn’t really who was walking out the door dressed in her clothes, or how Fausto wasn’t actually carrying Chiara...but on camera I’m sure it looked that way. Even if Fausto said he was taking the boss’ lady home when he walked out of the bathroom carrying a slack body.”

“Any word from them since?” I question.

Even if I’m on edge, I know Fausto will keep my woman safe, and handle things how I would like for shit to be handled.

“I got a text message with the words ‘need to dispose of the thing which caused Chiara to be sick.’ It confirmed what we were thinking but couldn’t talk about when we were stuck in The Syndicate’s hallway, and if they did intercept the text, it wouldn’t incriminate anyone,” Armino states.

“Okay, let’s get the fuck home. I need to track down Vittorio Mazza and the other fuckers on the list since I’ve received the license to kill.” I shoot them a grin and check before I guide my car back on the road.

“Tell me you’re not kidding? Really?” Ernesto questions. “They already gave the verdict? I thought they would have to talk things through after this meeting until they made up their minds on how to handle this.”

“These six weeks were to test me. I’ve been chosen to join The Syndicate.” I can’t help the hint of pride lacing my words.

My father was a part of The Syndicate until he was murdered. He used to talk about the importance of this tight circle of high up ranks. For me to follow in his footsteps is bringing a fucking lump to my throat. I wish he was still alive to witness this day. But I can’t change the past, only the here and now. And now is the time for vengeance.

Once we’re at the house, I ask both Ernesto and Armino to get ready. The both of them head to their rooms for a change of clothes and to weapon up. I could have a bunch of soldiers round up the ones whose name I have on the shortlist—the ones who were set on taking me down—but I’ve past the point of handling the situation. It ends today.

And if you need something done right, you need to do it yourself. Besides, it’s been way too long since I went hunting with my guys and gotten enough blood on my hands to stick underneath my fingernails for weeks. First, though, first I need to hold—and see—Chiara for myself. I need to know she’s safe.

Taking the stairs two at a time, I come to a stop in front of my bedroom door. A chill zips up my spine and just when I reach for my gun, I hear his voice. “Careful, now. You need to turn around so I can look you in the eyes.”

My fucking blood boils. Vittorio Mazza. How the hell did he get inside my fucking house? 
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Chapter Fourteen
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Get a fucking hold of yourself.

***Chiara***

I’m not some helpless, weak, and brainless girl. Dammit, think. I have been thinking ever since Vittorio Mazza snuck up on me when I was about to take a shower. He was holding me at gunpoint, although it didn’t stop me from making a move to snatch up one of the knives Ricca has hidden in the bathroom. But Vittorio fired a bullet and it nicked my upper arm. 

My purse—the one I used to kill his daughter—was lying across the room on the bed. My clothes along with it. Damn lucky I was still wearing underwear, but I felt naked the moment I saw the gun with the silencer aimed at my head.

For a split-second I thought my time had come and I’ve never been so scared in all my life. Not afraid to die, but afraid I never got to live. Only since Ricca came into my life have I felt as if everything fell into place. Thinking about the way my body feels and yes, even the nausea that jumped my mind to the fact I could be pregnant. It’s not just me who would die, it would be two lives who never had a chance to bloom.

But Vittorio Mazza made his first mistake. He didn’t kill me but he held me at gunpoint, waiting for Ricca to come home so he could get rid of him. Or as he told me, ‘I’m going to straighten things out and then you’re coming with me.’

Fausto should be back any minute. Fausto and I got rid of Cristiana’s body but right after, he left me alone in the house since he needed to get rid of Cristiana’s car. He told me to go and grab a shower. Other than making another move myself to take Vittorio out, Fausto’s been my only hope. 

Dread fills my veins about what will happen if Ricca, Ernesto, and Armino come barging home. They don’t know Vittorio is here and would be taken by surprise. Think. Dammit, if he would only give me some space to work with but the barrel pressed tight against me doesn’t give many options. 

The front door opens and I hear a murmur of voices. I hear someone coming up the stairs as Vittorio is keeping a hold on me while staying out of sight. It’s even harder to think now with Ricca’s back turned to us as he’s about to go into our bedroom. Vittorio has his arm around my body and a knife pointing up, pressing against my neck while the gun is now pointing at Ricca.

“Careful, now.” I feel Vittorio’s voice rumble to his chest against my back. “You need to turn around so I can look you in the eyes.”

I’m not going to stand by and watch him kill Ricca. He’s the reason I want so much more in life and I don’t want any of it if it’s without him. My body is in sync with my mind when all those years of training kicks in. I feel the knife pressing against me fall away as it clatters to the floor. The gun goes off but I’m too busy with twisting Vittorio’s arm, messing with his aim. Another gunshot, another. Pain flares on the left side of my body but I can’t give up. One gunshot following the next until there’s only clicking without the sound of a bullet leaving the gun. 

I’ve managed to free myself but Vittorio throws the empty gun right at my head, I quickly dodge as Vittorio struggles to reach inside his pocket. With my next breath, he’s holding another gun pointed at my heart. Dammit.

He reaches inside his other pocket and a tiny bottle appears. Lighter fluid. The curtains to the side of us receive a fair amount as well as the carpet before he throws the bottle down and drops a lighter, creating an instant sea of flames. 

My side is burning but I need to ignore it as I’m grabbed by my hair and dragged down the stairs. I manage to turn my head and get a glimpse of Ricca’s body lying on the floor. His shirt starting to seep red, limbs at a weird angle as if he sagged to the floor too fast to catch himself. He’s not fighting. He’s not moving, he’s not...not doing anything.

“You’re coming with me, bitch,” Vittorio spits out his words.

Ricca’s body at an odd angle is branded in my brain and makes me lose every inch of my sanity. I can’t lose him. I won’t let Vittorio win, he needs to die. I grab Vittorio and push my feet, taking the fucker with me as I launch myself down the stairs. He tries to twist but my grip is firm. 

I use him as a pillow to break my fall, letting the steps break him in the process.  Ernesto and Armino come running down the hall at the same time I manage to take Vittorio’s gun and press the barrel into his eye and fire the bullet that rips through his head.

“What the fuck?” Ernesto barks as the front door swings open and Fausto steps inside.

“That’s sick,” Fausto shakes his head and groans. “At least wear more than underwear when you’re killing. Aw, hell, woman...are you bleeding?”

“Flames, fuckers. Fire. Where’s Ricca?” Armino snaps.

“Upstairs, I think Vittorio killed him, you need to get him, please,” I press.

“He’s dead?” Armino questions while they all curse and just stand there.

“Get my fucking husband, Fausto. Dead or not, I’m not letting him burn,” I seethe while I get up and rush up the stairs, if they won’t move, I’ll get him my-fucking-self.

Fausto is in front of me before I can blink, squatting down next to Ricca. “He’s alive. Not good, guys, not good. Call a fucking ambulance. Fuck. It’s hot in here, the flames, we need to get out, now.”

Armino talks into his phone while Ernesto and Fausto carry Ricca down the stairs.

“Come on, Chiara, we need to get outside,” Armino says as he grabs my upper arm and guides me down the stairs.

Once outside, Armino shrugs out of his jacket and throws it over my shoulders. I quickly shove my arms through the sleeves, suddenly aware I’m standing in my underwear while I’m watching my husband’s life slip away. I thought he was dead and yet I’m going to watch him die all over again. My husband...one I never thought I’d love, but I do. I love him.

“I need to go back in to get that fucker’s body out of here,” Fausto says. “Are there more or just him?” 

I hear his words and yet they don’t process. My eyes are locked on Ricca. Ernesto is pressing his hands against Ricca’s bloody shirt.

“Chiara,” Fausto snaps, making my eyes lock with him. “He’s alive, now fucking tell me if anyone else is in the house or if Vittorio came here alone.”

“Alone,” I tell him. “He was alone and I failed to take him out. He caught me off guard when I was about to take a shower. I failed. I got Ricca killed, it’s my fault.”

“I don’t have time for self-pity, Chiara, no one does right now. And do I need to remind you of the woman you are? One who a few fucking hours ago covered up murder as fast as committing one. Get a fucking hold of yourself and be there for your husband. That’s what’s fucking important.” 

“You don’t understand,” I seethe. “He’s the only one I ever loved. And I think I’m pregnant!”

“I know!” Fausto snaps back. “The fucking condoms broke the first few times because he was using really old ones but clearly didn’t think, he never does when it comes to you because he fucking loves you too. Now like I fucking said, we ain’t got time for this shit.” He directs his attention to Armino. “I’m going in and out the back, I’ll dispose the body. We can’t have the fucking fire department find a damn body in here.”

He doesn’t even wait for an answer but dashes inside the house as I hear sirens getting closer. My gaze travels to Ricca lying lifeless on the ground. He knew. He lied. The condoms. That’s why he said I could be pregnant and wanted me to see the doctor, yet he didn’t say anything. He’d better live so I can kick his ass. I’m so mad at him right now. I fall down on my knees next to him and cup his face. His eyes are closed.

I bring my face close to his while tears are falling down my cheek. “Don’t you dare leave me.” A sob rips from my throat. “You can’t make me love you and then die, you can’t. I won’t let you.”

I bury my face against his neck but all too soon I’m being pulled away by strong arms. Looking up, my eyes connect with Ernesto. “What are you doing? Let me go, you were helping him! Put pressure on his wounds.”

“Look, Chiara, look. They’re helping him.” He guides my head and I watch how people are dancing around Ricca, poking him with needles and...

“Breathe, Chiara.” Ernesto’s face is close to mine. “He’s the strongest person I know and as long as the fucker has a heartbeat, he won’t go down without raising hell first. Trust your husband, doll. He’s never given up on either one of us and he sure as fuck won’t give up on you. He’ll find a way to keep walking this fucking earth, got it?”

“Got it,” I croak.

It all turns into a blur as more people rush in. More sirens are blaring, hoses are dragged across the ground as firemen storm the house. I’m being dragged into a car and mindlessly I notice the scenery flash by as I place my forehead against the cold window.

“He’s going to pull through, right?” My voice is small as I directed the question mostly to myself. Two voices reply in unison and with full conviction that Ricca will pull through.

Though the way his eyes were closed, all the blood, he wasn’t conscious...the only hope what was given to me is how he still had a heartbeat. That’s something, right? A heartbeat means he’s alive. For now.
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Chapter Fifteen
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I ain’t changing diapers.

***Ricca***

I’m in fucking hell. Tied up and unable to do anything while my body is screaming in pain. Everything fucking hurts. But there’s no greater pain than the mere thought of losing Chiara. The last thing I remember was glancing over my shoulder to see her in Vittorio’s grip, a damn knife to her throat and a gun aimed at me. The horror in her eyes as the gun went off. 

Time is irrelevant within these moments, still it felt like seconds ticked into slow-motion as I felt the impact and was robbed from doing anything other than crashing to the floor into a sea of darkness. 

I hear her voice again. Sweet murmurs and, dammit...I’m unable to open my eyes or move my body. I’m a prisoner within a sack of flesh and bones. I’m fighting to get out, screaming, without one single chance of getting heard. Other voices fill the room, loud beeping speeds up as I feel myself sink back into the dark pit of hell where it’s cold and lonely without her.

Tingles. The skin on my hand tingles from her touch. I know it’s her. Chiara. There is no other person alive who can make my skin tingle with awareness. Another day in hell where I can’t reach out, can’t let her know I hear every single word she says. Even if she’s cursing at me, telling me how I kept things from her, and how I was right. It doesn’t make sense and it fucking hurts not to ask her what she’s talking about. 

It hurts even more than the physical pain slicing through my body. And with the endless times I’ve tried, I should give up trying to reach out, but I can’t. I can never give up or walk away, not when it concerns the woman I love. 

“I could see it as lying, you know.” Her sweet voice doesn’t sound as angry as she wants it to come out. Shit, I wish I could see her gorgeous face.

“I never lied.” Not to her, never to her.

“He’s awake!” Her sweet voice is now a fucking squeak that slices through my head, making me wince.

“So sorry, cuore mio,” Chiara whispers and I have to gather more strength just to get my eyes open.

“Cuore mio,” I repeat. My heart. The mere sound of the endearment spikes my heartbeat out of control and it’s fucking hearable by the increasing of the beeping that fills the room.

“Shhhh.” Her fingers slide over my cheek. “Calm down or they will sedate you again.”

“Didn’t lie,” I croak.

Her fingers still and a giggle leaves her lush lips. “You heard me, huh?”

“All the time but I couldn’t,” Dammit my throat is sandpaper. “Vittorio Mazza?” I whisper, needing to know the threat is gone.

“All taken care of and your guys handled the others themselves. Calm down,” Chiara urges.

A nurse followed by a doctor run into the room and I now notice Fausto, Armino, and Ernesto who are plastered against the wall, their faces tight as they stare at me. Another jolt of awareness flows through me. Why are they looking at me like that? I glance down and look at my body. My torso is all bandaged up, tubes, wires, the works...I raise my hand to my head and feel a bandage.

“How are you feeling, sir? Care to tell me your name?” The doc shines a fucking light in my eyes as if he’s trying to see inside my skull.


“Ricca ‘The Fox’ fucking Dantano. Over there are my three asshole buddies Fausto, Armino, and Ernesto. The woman you just pushed past is my fucking wife and if you don’t let her near me within the next few seconds, I’ll have Fausto here snap your neck.”

The smart doctor takes the light away from my eyes and steps back to round the bed, giving Chiara the room to put her hands on me again. Sounds fucking sappy but I need to feel her, know I’m grounded and tied to this fucking world and not the dark pit I’ve spent too much time in...these last few hours? Days? I don’t even fucking know.

“How long have I’ve been out?” I direct the question at Chiara but the doc answers.

“Eleven days, sir. We’ve kept you in a medical induced coma for the first three days to get the swelling down and give your body the rest it needed to heal.”

“You kept fighting the sedative; that made them give you more because of your injuries,” Chiara croaks, her voice laced with so much emotion. “You were shot...three times and your body gave out and when you fell down you hit your head pretty hard...that’s what they said. But you’re doing good. You’re here.”

I try to process the things she’s saying but in reality, only the last words are what’s important; You’re here.

“I am,” I tell her with more strength than my body holds. “And I didn’t fucking lie,” I add, just so she knows. Even if I don’t really know what she thought I’ve lied about.

“Oh?” she quips, crossing her arms in front of her chest. “So, you didn’t know the condom broke a few times or that the condoms were too old to be used in the first place.”

“I’m going to come back in an hour or so to give you some space to talk to your wife,” the doctor mutters and lets the nurse slip out of the room before him.

“I didn’t check the fucking date, I didn’t think those things could even have a fucking date, I only asked, wait,” I swing my gaze to Fausto. “You fucking told her?”

“Hey, don’t shove this issue in my lap,” Fausto says, holding his hands palms up.

“And you were right,” my woman says, making our eyes connect. “I’m pregnant.”

Best. Fucking. News. Ever.

“Calm down, you’re going to make the nurse comes back if you keep pumping up your heartbeat.” Chiara’s face fills with concern.

“We’re pregnant?” I croak.

“We are.” She leans in and feathers her lips against mine. “So, you better rest up because I’m going to need you.”


“Yeah, ‘cause I ain’t changing diapers,” Fausto states. “No fucking way. I never signed up for it and however my job description states dispose of shit...diapers filled with it don’t qualify, get me?”

“Oh, shut up, you’ll do whatever I tell you to do.” Chiara throws him a stern look.

Fausto points at her while glaring at me. “Scary. Fucking scary this one. But yeah, get your ass out of this bed like yesterday, boss. Having her in charge—even if we tell her she ain’t—is frightening.”

The bark of laughter that rips from my body is something I regret instantly with the pain it flares up in every limb. Fuck. It might take more than a few days before I’m able to leave my damn bed. But what a fucking future I have ahead of me. One where I have my woman at my side, our baby growing in her belly, and the annoying support of my loyal friends.
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Chapter Sixteen
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It involves my cock.

***Chiara***

“No,” Ricca snaps. “Not this again. I can take a goddamned shower myself.”

Disappointment fills my veins as I look down at the bucket of warm water and washcloth I’m holding. He’s right. His wounds are healing very well. He still needs to take things slow but he’s allowed to get out of bed and do a lot of things...including taking a shower himself.

“Okay, sorry,” I manage and turn on my heels to head for the bathroom.

I hear him groan behind me. “Stop, Chiara. I’m the one who’s sorry, but for fuck’s sake...if you want to touch my cock, stare at it, have it in your hands, or damn well wash it, just say or do so. You have every right but don’t make it something else and for damn sure never be ashamed to act on your needs.”


Heat fills my face and I’m glad I’m not facing him. But again, he’s right. Not only do I like taking care of him, but by doing this every day it allowed me to explore his body without any pressure. Meaning it was some form of therapy for me where I’d hoped one day I’m able to take him into my mouth. I’ve actually been craving it.

How scared and how many emotions and memories it triggered, now I’ve been wondering how it would be if I’m staring into Ricca’s eyes while I pleasure him with my mouth. The way he adores me, can glance at me with such fierce love, I want to give him this part of me. The part that survived due to him, the part where I see a future for the two of us building a family with the little one growing inside my belly.

Something I never thought was possible. My mother didn’t want to have children the way my father treated her. When I was old enough, she confided in me how she pleaded with the doctor who did the C-section, to have her tubes tied without anyone knowing. It might have resulted in more abuse from my father seeing a son is everything in this world and they never did have more children.

With my father not wanting to have himself checked for infertility—the risk of having it in black and white how he’s a lesser man—hell, all of it made my mother take her own life. I wish on this day she would have known how all the men in this world aren’t the same. They might rule with a bloody and sharp knife but the one wielding it in my life is doing it to protect me. He has a warm and kind heart for me, and our unborn child.

The way he places his head on my chest every night while his hand covers my belly as he talks, as if speaking to our unborn child, brings tears to my eyes every damn time. So, yes, I was looking forward to touching every single inch of him again, dammit. I place the bucket in the bathroom and decide to take his advice and step up.

When I spin around, I see he’s about to get out of bed. “What do you think you’re doing?”

He freezes at the snap of my voice. “Uhm, nothing?”

“Get back into bed, I’m going to touch you,” I growl, annoyed he is making me say it while I’m nervous enough. And on top of it, he was leaving the bed.

“Now I see what Fausto means when he says you scare him. You’re doing it to me, just a tiny bit. Maybe more since it involves my cock,” Ricca mutters to himself and I have to swallow my laughter.

Ricca lies back down and makes sure to sit up a little with the stack of pillows behind him. The bastard throws the covers off and is sitting there in all his naked glory. I have every right to touch him...his own words. I have touched him, everywhere. I’ve been taking care of him when he couldn’t even hold his upper body up. I did it without questioning every day since. In all of our time together, he surely never holds back when he plants his face between my legs.

I grab the hem of my tank and take it off. It hits the floor the same time as my shorts and panties. Placing one knee on the mattress, I inch closer. My eyes are set on his cock, it’s hardening underneath my gaze.

Ricca groans, “Keep staring at my cock and I’ll come before your eyes, Stellina. The heat is making me boil over, can you see, Amore mio? All for you.” 

My gaze slides to him and in this moment it’s only the two of us. No haunting memories, no pressure, only love. The heat, devotion, and desire between two people who are willing to share every inch of each other; together. 

For some it might seem meaningless, for me it means the world. The patience this man possesses and the way he completes me in every way holds a solid promise for the future. One filled with happiness, one where we are free to be ourselves while the other will always have their back. 

Leaning forward, I let my nose trail over his sac and up along his dick, nuzzling close while I relish in the groans ripping from his body. There isn’t a hand on my neck or someone forcefully holding my head in place, there’s only adoration and sweet words filling the room.

My fingers wrap around his dick and as I keep our gaze locked, my tongue swirls the head, making his taste flow through my mouth. My eyes close and for a fragment I expect for the bad memories to take over but they never come. I take him deeper into my mouth and bob my head, finding a rhythm we both crave.

Using one hand to keep his dick in place, I let the other one slide down my body. I’m so turned on by what I’m doing, I’m hunting my own release alongside of Ricca. As soon as I circle my clit and press down, pleasure overtakes me, making me hum around his thick head. Ricca grunts my name as hot jets flow down my throat. A few more lazy licks while I keep staring at my husband as we both manage to come down from our shared orgasm.

I feel as if I’ve gained more than an orgasm, love at its finest, a solid connection, a family, a new life where nothing holds me back. And as Ricca said, even with something as rooted deep into negative memories...never let fear hold you back to gain the things you want.

I manage to drag my body up and cuddle up next to Ricca, careful not to lean on him too much, knowing he’s still healing in some places. This doesn’t stop him from dragging me even closer. He kisses the top of my head and sighs in contentment while I’m still relishing in the closeness and warmth this man surrounds me with. 

We don’t have to use the actual words to express our love. Mere words hold no meaning when the actions are lacking. Words can’t hold you, lift you up when you need strength, or simply be there when you need them the most. It’s in everyday things where the fierceness radiates and hits you straight in the chest. This man gives me everything, and I gladly return the favor.
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Epilogue ~ Eight years later.
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You need to take what you want out of life.

***Ricca***

“Why did I even think this was a good idea?” I mutter to myself, barely hanging on to the present I picked up for Chiara.

Fausto eyes me and says in all seriousness, “There’s still time to bring it back.”

“It’s not a fucking it, idiot. Great, look at my fucking suit.” Grumbling, I try to straighten my jacket while balancing Chiara’s present.

After all these years together, I’m finally giving in to the one thing she’s wanted since the day we got married. Well, maybe not completely, it’s more like a double meaning to give her a symbolic piece of mind.

Our anniversary is tomorrow. We’ve been married for eight years and have two sons. And now, now she’s pregnant with our third child. With every pregnancy Chiara didn’t want to know the gender. Well, not at first. She never said anything about her reasons why, but I know for damn sure it still scares her on some level it could be a girl. Because the two times I revealed the gender a few weeks after the sonogram—because I do like to know, and when push comes to shove so does she—she was visibly relieved we were going to have sons.

And now? We’re having a fucking girl. A daughter. I’m psyched, but like I mentioned, I’m pretty sure Chiara will have her fear level spiking, even if she knows she’s being unreasonable. The eight years we’ve spent together have drawn us even closer than the first weeks of our marriage. But still, it could also be the fucking hormones, I guess.

And I have the perfect gender reveal—mental boost—present in my hands. Well, if the fucking thing would stop squirming, I would. I most certainly don’t want to drop it in front of her and she should come down the stairs any damn minute.

A loud squeal fills the air. Fausto covers his ears. “Fuck, woman. Have a heart, you know those things have superior hearing, right? Tone it down, you put the fear of hell in everyone.”

“Oh, shut it, Fausto.” My woman grins and takes the puppy from my hands. “A puppy isn’t a thing. Oh, Ricca, you got me a dog. Finally! I’ve only been waiting for one for eight years.” She tries to glare but fails drastically.

I lean in and feather a kiss on her cheek. “Look at the bow, sweetness.” 

She reads the words and I can tell when they start to sink in. The slight widening of her eyes before longing and love overflows. She knows and understands the gift, how I showed her I’m aware of her fears but also let her know she’s in control and together we won’t tolerate shit when it comes to our kids.

Chiara shoves the pup in Fausto’s hands before she launches herself at me. “We’re having a girl!”

“Yes, we are. One who will be as gorgeous as her mother.”

“As scary as her mother. Would be the correct term,” Fausto warns. “And this dog is licking me. Correction, tasting me before he grows older and can actually fucking eat me. Bad plan, boss, bad plan giving her a dog. Even more with the mini-Chiara on the way.”

Chiara growls, the sound pure frustration.

Fausto puts his hand over the dog’s ears, holding it to his chest. “She’s scaring the dog,” he says in a singsong voice.

Chiara ignores Fausto and instead stares at me, excitement filling her gaze. “I’m going to call Andy later today and tell her to come over with her pup. This is so exciting, we can train them together.”

My fingers curl around her neck and bring her close to lightly brush my lips against hers. “You girls are going to have fun training those pups.”

“They will be huge before you know it. This puppy here might seem adorable, but a Cane Corso is more than a fierce protector, he’s going to make the perfect companion, I’m going to make sure of it. And Andy wants the same for her Caucasian Shepherd. These two large breeds will be best buddies growing up. Wait...Andy just got her pup yesterday, you planned this together, you and Afon, didn’t you?”

“We did,” I confess in all honesty.

Eight years ago, when I was lying in the hospital, my sister barged in with Afon behind her. It took a lot of talking but he couldn’t deny the fact my wife wasn’t any threat to Andy. Fuck, we might regret bringing them together seeing they spend a chunk of time together along with the other Russian mafia wives my sister is a part of. But it’s good though. Chiara has her own friends, even all our kids seem to get along great.

Chiara curls her fingers around my wrist and pulls me toward the stairs. “Babysit the pup, Fausto. Ricca and I have a little less than an hour before we need to pick up the kids from school and I need to give him my present.”

“Giving the boss a blow job isn’t a present, Chiara.” Fausto shakes his head. “Come on little puppy, let’s get you some normal food. Non-human, as in no human flesh...food as in legal stuff to feed dogs.” He glares at my woman who rolls her eyes and chuckles.

He strolls toward the kitchen as I follow my lovely wife up the stairs. I really hope she’s giving me a blow job as a present since Fausto’s comment put visuals in my mind, and I’m in dire need to have ‘em play out.

Even if I want to spend the rest of the day in bed, we obviously can’t since we have to pick up the kids in less than an hour. I guess we always need to grab the scarce moments life hands us, right?

I let her drag me into our bedroom. She spins around and almost jumps my bones the minute the door slams shut. Pregnancy hormones, or shall we make it pregnancy horniness, makes us crave one another even more than usual. Nothing wrong with our physical connection and even the rest of our imperfect life at times makes it livable just by being together. 

When you can rely on another person to have your back no matter the shit you face, you’ll make damn sure to keep this person in your life forever. And she is my damn forever. The tenderness she possesses, the patience when it comes to the kids, even if she’s protective...she makes sure they are strong enough to face whatever life throws their way.

Most definitely not the way she was raised and yet she used her own screwed up past to make sure her kids face a different setting. One where she knows she can’t protect them from the worst side of life and yet give them the strength to fight back. 

Chiara was set in this world to be my wife, and it doesn’t matter how our lives got tangled because I had her kidnapped. It’s all about the long run. The loyalty, trust, and respect for one another is thicker than any binding document. A marriage that started forced resulted in one where neither of us can live without the other one anymore. 

Her lips go to my neck and my whole body lights up when she starts to nip my skin. “Get naked, amore mio,” she croons, lighting my cock on fucking fire.

I slowly back her up until she falls onto the bed. My hands go to my jacket, sliding it off before I grab both sides of my white button up shirt and rip it open with force, making the buttons fly through the air. Her eyes widen and turn into black orbs, consumed with lust.

“Time for you to get naked, amore mio,” I demand, my eyes landing on her pussy as my pants hit the floor. Kicking off my shoes, I grip my cock and squeeze hard.


I need the diversion because my wife thinks it’s funny to be wearing a fucking lace corset. Her hands move to remove this piece of fabric too. Not going to happen.

“Stop,” I snap. “Leave it.”

Her hands fall away, grabbing the sheets in a tight grip while her eyes are fixed on my cock I’m tugging with lazy strokes. A pearl of pre-cum is already leaking out. 

“Come closer, sweetness, and give me your tongue.” I hiss out right after my final word because she’s already swirling her tongue around the head and teasing the side of my cock.

I wanted the blow job so damn bad, but what I crave even more is to be inside her. Cupping her face with both hands, I guide her up and crash my mouth over hers. Our tongues dancing in fierce competition to show how much we crave each other. I groan and regretfully pull back, like I said, I crave to be inside her. I stroll around the bed and sit down against the headboard. Palming my cock, I get myself ready. 

“Come sit down.” The words are raw and filled with the lust I can’t, and won’t ever, hide.

She takes her fucking time and swings her leg to straddle me. Instead of leaning forward to grab my neck to balance herself, she leans back slightly, allowing me to watch as she sinks down. My cock disappearing, reappearing, slick with her arousal is the best visual ever.

I let my thumb slide against my tongue to spread some wetness and bring it to her clit. Her gasp is turning me on even more, and the way her pussy is strangling my cock is telling me she’s close to coming already.

Tits start bouncing in front of my face in an unsteady rhythm and it’s almost like a damn game to snatch up one of those rosy nipples and latch on so I can torment it with my teeth. I finally manage and with a combination of pressing down on her clit, she lights up beautifully. Her arms circle my neck and she starts to grind her pussy to take full advantage of the aftershocks of her orgasm.

I let her take her time to enjoy it until I feel her pleasure fading. Time for me, and round two for her. I smack her ass. Hard. She yelps and clenches around my cock in return. Fuck yeah.

“Lift up, on all fours, show me that fine ass,” I command and by the way she slides off my cock and follows my every word shows her eagerness.

With both hands I knead her fine cheeks. Fuck, this lush ass is all curves and so damn perfect. I palm my cock and let it slide back and forth through her pussy, not quite entering but teasing her with what’s to come. Or I might just take her ass this time. 

I grab my cock tighter and tap it against her tight ring a few times, making her gasp and then she pushes back. Yeah, we both like a little ass play, and as I mentioned, she’s got the perfect ass. Not today, though. Well, I might fingerfuck her tight ring but my cock is going to take her sweet pussy, that’s for damn sure.

The tip slides inside her while my thumb grazes her ass. I have to grip her by the waist to keep her pinned because she’s already trying to push back in an effort to get me to fuck her hard. Also not going to happen. We have some time before obligations will drag us out of here, and I intend to make every minute count.

After all these years and giving birth to our two beautiful sons, she’s still tight around me, clenching as if her orgasm depends on it. She shoves her ass back again and it makes me release my grip on her waist and smack her hard, leaving a red imprint that makes her skin even more prefect.

“I’m in control, sweetness. All you need to do is stay still and let me fuck you, understood?” I let my thumb slide deeper into her ass, slowly pumping while my cock is doing the same to her pussy.

She can’t manage any words but the way she clenches up is making my balls draw up. Fuck. If she keeps clenching, and making those delightful sounds of pleasure, along with the rush of arousal, making my cock slide even deeper...I won’t be able to stop my orgasm she’s firing up. Seeing your cock disappear, reappear, feeling it through the thin membrane as I fingerfuck her ass...yeah, supernova.

Hot jets spurt from what feels like deep down inside me and into her while she screams my name and milks my cock for everything it has to give and then some. My thumb slips out and I can’t maintain my balance. We both dive into the mattress and it feels like I nearly had a heart attack.

“You almost killed me there, Stellina.”

“No, no,” she mutters, “it’s way too soon, the pup can’t eat all of you yet.”

Fuck.

Me.

I can’t contain the laughter while underneath me I feel her fucking giggles flow through her body. What did I tell you? She is my forever. The kind of person who would hide a body for you, even if it turns out to be your own.

“Still set to carve me into pieces and feed me to the dogs, huh?” I whisper and nip her ear.

“Dog. Singular, not plural.” Her voice is still breathless. “And no, I think you’re growing on me.”

“I think you mean, growing in you,” I tell her and move my hips, letting her feel how fucking hard she’s making me, again.

“Whatever, stop talking and start moving, I think we have a few minutes left.” She groans, and with our mixed juices, I can easily slide in and out.

I’ll never stop wanting—and loving—this woman. She’s the best damn thing in my life, and clearly shows that sometimes you need to take what you want out of life. Even if it means kidnapping this woman, and in the end...she kidnapped my heart. Clearly neither one will ever want to change anything, for we most definitely belong—and will stay—together. No matter our past...for we are the future, our love, and our kids as an everlasting result.  

Thank you for reading Ricca’s story. Gaining exposure as an independent author relies mostly on word-of-mouth, so if you have the time and inclination, please consider leaving a short review wherever you can. Even a short message on social media would be greatly appreciated.

Ricca’s sister and her Russian mafia friends all have their own story. If you haven’t read their books yet, be sure to check out all these standalone books (reading order): “Ford” The Dudnik Circle #1, Peacock (The Faults Of Our Sins), “Yegor” The Dudnik Circle #2, “Afon” The Dudnik Circle #3. And even Marlon (Neon Marksman MC), the guy who killed Chiara’s father has his story told. And with it, this mafia world is complete.
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esthereschmidt.nl/newsletter


Special Thanks:

My beta team; Neringa, Tracy, Judy, Tammi,

my pimp team, and to you, as my reader...

Thanks so much! You guys rock!

Visit Esther E. Schmidt online:
www.esthereschmidt.nl 

facebook.com/AuthorEstherESchmidt

twitter.com/esthereschmidt

instagram.com/esthereschmidt

pinterest.com/esthereschmidt

––––––––
[image: image]


Signup for Esther’s newsletter:

esthereschmidt.nl/newsletter 

––––––––
[image: image]


Join Esther’s fan group on Facebook:

facebook.com/groups/estherselite





  	
	    
	      Also by Esther E. Schmidt

	    

      
	    
          
	      Areion Fury MC

          
        
          
	          Zack

          
        
          
	          Dams

          
        
          
	          Tyler

          
        
          
	          Pokey

          
        
          
	          Sico

          
        
          
	          Calix

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Broken Deeds MC

          
        
          
	          Deeds

          
        
          
	          Broke

          
        
          
	          Depay

          
        
          
	          Unforgiving

          
        
          
	          Chopper

          
        
          
	          Lochlan (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Death by Reaper MC

          
        
          
	          Hellhounds

          
        
          
	          Vampires

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Lost Valkyries MC

          
        
          
	          Crane

          
        
          
	          Ronin

          
        
          
	          Bark

          
        
          
	          Paris

          
        
          
	          Titan

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Swamp Heads

          
        
          
	          Cyrus

          
        
          
	          Claiming Elsie

          
        
          
	          Chester

          
        
          
	          Loving Mae

          
        
          
	          Cross Ties

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Dudnik Circle

          
        
          
	          Ford

          
        
          
	          Yegor

          
        
          
	          Afon

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wicked Throttle MC

          
        
          
	          Corban

          
        
          
	          Zerox

          
        
          
	          Barlow

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Frederick

          
        
          
	          Peacock (The Faults Of Our Sins)

          
        
          
	          Tis the season...to be inside my brain

          
        
          
	          The Complete Dudnik Circle Series (Mafia Romance 4-Book Box Set)

          
        
          
	          Marlon Neon Marksman MC

          
        
          
	          Ricca (In Loyalty Lies Trust) (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
    
    


inserted_file_453644234_001_svg_raster.jpeg
—IN LOYALTY,LIES] t:iy;f;?l

A Sf'lNDAIfI]NlE MAFIA ROMANCE






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
—— IN LOYALTY, LIESTRUST

A Sf'lNDA[ﬂll.E MAFIA R






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





_page_map_.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




d2d_images/scene_break.png





