
        
            [image: cover]
        

    





MY MASTERS’
NIGHTMARE

SEASON 1

EPISODE 13

“RANSOM”

Marita A. Hansen

 








 



Like a television series,
My Masters’ Nightmare
is broken up into episodes. A new episode
will be published every few weeks until the season has ended. There
will be fifteen episodes in Season 1. After Season 1 is finished,
the surviving characters will be moving to The Santini Brothers
series.

















CONTENTS

Copyright

Acknowledgements

Recap of Episode 12

1 Rita

2 Alessandro

3 Thierry

4 Matteo

5 Rita

6 Sophia

7 Rita / Sophia

About the
Author

Other Books by Marita A.
Hansen


















Copyright

My Masters’ Nightmare

Season 1, Episode 13

“Ransom”

Smashwords Edition

Copyright 2014
© Marita A.
Hansen

Cover design © Arijana Karčić, Cover
It! Designs

Cover Photography by Artranq

and sourced from
http://depositphotos.com/

All rights reserved. No part of this book
may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in
any form or by any means whatsoever without the written permission
of the author, nor circulated in any form of binding or cover other
than that in which it is published. Thank you for respecting the
hard work of this author. For subsidiary rights inquiries email:
marita.a.hansen@hotmail.com

All characters, names, places, and
incidents in this book are either the product of the author’s
imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual
events, locales, or real persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.












 I would like to say a big thank you
to my beta reading team for this episode:


Andrea
Braccio


Carol
Allen


Your help is
greatly appreciated.












Recap of Episode
12

 The Donatelli
hold Alessandro captive,
intending on ransoming him for cash and weapons. Wanting to escape,
he asks Andriena for help, but to no avail. As a result, they
argue, which ends in Alessandro deciding to seduce her into freeing
him.


The Padre becomes jealous of
Matteo, thinking that Thierry wants his nephew. Thierry denies it,
but confesses about Matteo sexually harassing him. The
Padre confronts Matteo,
which quickly escalates into a fight. After Christo breaks it up,
the Padre goes
into Alessandro’s room. When he tries to molest Alessandro,
Andriena attacks him
with a knife.


Rita sneaks out of the D’Angelo house in an attempt to save her
brother and Thierry, but inadvertently walks into an FBI ambush
intended for the Donatelli. With the help
of the FBI and a Rosso, she heads for the Donatelli hideout with
murder on her mind.


Camila kills a Landi soldier after he rapes her again. Needing to
cover her tracks, she makes it look like Rita murdered the soldier
and betrayed Frano. While returning to her room, Honey sees Camila
covered in the soldier’s blood. Panicking, Camila kills Honey, then
lies to Jagger about why, leading him to believe she caught Honey
abusing him in his sleep.

Episode 13 begins...
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 RITA

A long line of trees surrounded me as I
ran towards the Donatelli hideout, the night also hiding me from
enemy eyes. I slowed down as I neared the end of the driveway. A
small cottage stood in the middle of a clearing with a row of
bushes behind it. Curtains were drawn across the windows, the
interior lights making them glow. Contrary to what the Rosso man
had said, there were no Donatelli guarding the outside of the
house. I hadn’t come across any on the way here either, making me
wonder whether he’d misled me and the other agents.

My attention shifted to the back of the
property. One of the FBI agents emerged from the bushes, moving
forward slowly, the man almost invisible in his dark clothing. My
eyes shot to my left as Julio appeared, my colleague also hard to
see, his dusky skin and clothing blending in with the night. He
headed towards the house, holding his gun at the ready. More men
appeared on my right, the FBI agents closing in from all
angles.

Lifting my gun, I
ran towards Julio,
wary that we could be heading into a trap. I caught up with him as
he neared the front door. He signaled to his men to stand on either
side of him. They pressed their backs against the wall, while I
moved behind Julio, knowing he wouldn’t let anyone enter before
him. He always took the lead. He was fearless, an adrenalin junkie
who considered freefalling out of a plane a weekend activity. If
anything, he probably had a hard-on right now, which wouldn’t be a
surprise since his job was his only lover.

He turned the handle and pushed the door
open, waiting a few seconds before entering, no doubt assessing
whether the Donatelli reacted. I followed him inside with three
other agents. The lounge looked deserted, the only voices coming
from the TV. A famous Italian actress was shouting at a male model,
calling him a bastard. On the coffee table, food sat on plates,
practically untouched.

Soundlessly,
Julio walked
towards the first room on his left, indicating for the other agents
to cover the remaining two doors. I went to Julio’s side,
preferring to stick with him. He held his hand up, counting down on
his fingers. As soon as the last one descended, he kicked open his
door and charged inside, while the other agents did the same to
their assigned rooms. I followed Julio in, coming to a sudden halt.
A man was tied to a chair with his throat slit. His pinched
features looked similar to Leo’s, suggesting he was the Rosso man
we were supposed to spare.

I walked past Julio and removed the piece
of paper stuck to the dead man’s bare chest, his blood tainting the
white sheet. I started reading the message out loud for Julio’s
benefit:

“To my dearest
schiava.
Tell Leo we killed
his cousin because of what he said to you, especially the part
about making my brother suffer. We heard everything he said.
Everything.
I secretly bugged
his jacket since I didn’t trust the Rosso merda. Though, it was rather a pleasant
surprise to hear how vicious you’ve become. Maybe I won’t kill you
after all. Instead, I could keep you as a little pet. You would
look splendid wearing a chain around your neck while I fucked you
doggy—”

I stopped
reading.
Julio held his hand out for the note. I stepped away from him,
skipping ahead a few paragraphs before continuing, “If you want
your brother to remain alive, you will meet me by yourself. If I
smell even a whiff of the FBI, I will slit your brother’s throat as
I did to Leo’s cousin. If anything, I should’ve done it already,
but decided to give you one more chance since I have such fond
memories of you. I will contact you in the next few hours via the
phone in the dead man’s pocket. I look forward to seeing you
again, schiava.”

I pocketed the note and searched the
dead man’s pants, finding the phone. I clicked it on, checking for
messages. When I found nothing, I stuffed it into my
jeans.

“Regardless of what he wrote,”
Julio said, capturing my attention, “we’ll be coming with
you.”

“No, I’m going in alone this
time.”

“Rita, I was told to bring you
in, not to let you walk into a psycho’s den without
backup.”

“I don’t have a choice; my
brother’s life is at risk.”

“What about your life?”

“His is worth more than mine.”

“Rita—”

I cut him off,
“This is my
battle, not yours; so let me do this my way.”

“No, Rita, it’s either my way or you’re on
the next flight home.”

“I am home! And if you try to
stop me, I’ll land you on your ass.”

Julio holstered his
gun, then
placed his hands on my shoulders, looking down at me with concern.
“Just calm down and take a few breaths; you’re not thinking
logically right now. Lead with your head, not your
heart.”

I pulled the note out of my pocket and
waved it in front of his face. “How can I when Christo is
threatening my brother’s life?”

“You still need
backup.”

“No, I need you to stay
the hell out of my business.”

“This is my business too, and you’ll be
walking to your death without my help.”

“You heard what he wrote: he
wants to keep me alive, which gives me an advantage. He’s probably
underestimating what I’m capable of. He doesn’t know the full
extent of my skills, which means he’ll be in for a rude
awakening.”

Shaking his head, Julio let go
of my shoulders. “I’ve heard of Christo Donatelli. Everyone in the
department has. I think it’ll be you who’ll be in for a rude
awakening. He was in the foreign fucking legion, woman. He’s a hard
motherfucker with no scruples and not to mention psychotic.
Apparently, he went nuts and slaughtered a whole village while in
the legion. It’s why he left them. They tried to imprison him for
his crimes, but instead he killed four of his own men to get away.
He’s completely insane.”

“I survived him once,
and I’ll survive
him again.”

“Or you’ll die this time
round.”

“Either way, you’re not coming
with me.”

“You don’t get a choice in the
matter.”

“No! He said no FBI. This is my brother’s neck, not
yours.”

“How is the SOB supposed to know
if we’re hiding?”

“If he even gets a
whiff of you
my brother’s dead, so back off, Julio. You saw how easy it was for
him to find out that we were coming.”

“This is not up for
negotiation.” He went to grab my arm.

I shot to his
right, moving
behind him before he could react. I placed my gun to his head. “I
love you, man, but if I have to choose between you and my brother,
my brother will win. So move, you’re my ticket out of
here.”

Julio held up his hands. “Don’t do
this, Rita.”

“No, you don’t do this, because I don’t want your
blood on my hands. I just want to leave without any
trouble.”

“You’ve got a fucking gun to my
head! That’s trouble. And after I helped you—”

“This is for my brother! And you
seem intent on doing shit that will get him killed. You’ve pushed
me to do this, so shut your mouth and start walking. And tell your
men to back off,” I said, my eyes going to them. A couple of them
were glaring at me through the doorway with their guns
raised.

“I won’t forgive you for this,
Rita,” Julio said, sounding hurt.

“I won’t either, but I
have no choice. Now, move!”

We headed out of the room. Julio barked at
his men to lower their weapons. Backing up, the agents did as they
were told.

“Throw your guns
on the floor,” I
added.

Begrudgingly,
they dropped
them. If I managed to escape, I knew they would come after me with
a vengeance. I just had to make sure they didn’t catch me, because
their expressions were murderous.

I placed a hand on Julio’s waist and
backed him out the front door, making sure no one jumped me from
behind. His men outside raised their guns.

“Drop them!” I yelled. “Or
he’s dead.”

They threw them on the ground.
The agents from inside joined them, all of their eyes on me. I
backed up with Julio, stopping in front of the bushes. The agents were now
standing in a line, looking ready to rush me at any second. I just
had to hope I was faster than them. No, I had to be faster. My brother was depending on
me, and there was no way these bastards were going to stop me from
saving him.

“I’m sorry, I would never have
shot you,” I said, feeling bad for what I was about to do. I brought my gun
down on his head, knocking him out. As he crumbled to the ground, I
spun around and shot into the bushes. Within seconds a bullet
whizzed past my head, his men’s reflexes fast. I continued pushing
through the bushes, the small branches scratching my arms. Another
bullet whizzed past me as I burst forth into a grassy clearing.
Without looking back, I sprinted across it as fast as I could,
knowing the FBI was now gunning for me.
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 ALESSANDRO

Matteo prodded my back with
a gun.
“Inside, gorgeous,” he said.

I headed into the new hideout. It was a
two-story white farmhouse with fields of green surrounding it. We’d
left the other hideout in a rush. They hadn’t even let me put
clothes on, just yelled at me that they didn’t have time. On the
ride over, I’d found out it was because Leo had betrayed the
Donatelli to the FBI, the Americans one step behind us.

I stopped a few feet
inside the
lounge, noticing blood on the floor. My eyes moved around the
place. Plastic covered the couches while food bowls sat on a coffee
table, along with glasses, some half full. It looked like a party
had been held here, the blood on the floor telling me it hadn’t
ended well.

A fat soldier pushed Andriena towards a
room on our right. Her hands were tied in front of her like mine.
The soldier gave her another shove.

“Don’t touch her!” I
yelled.

Smiling at me,
he shoved
her again. She stumbled and fell to her knees.

I moved forward, ready to
head-butt
the fucker.

The soldier lifted his gun, pointing it at
my face. “Back off, Santini scum.”

I gritted my
teeth,
imagining tearing him to pieces. Something cold and metallic tapped
my ass, making me spin around. Matteo raised his gun, giving me a
sly smile.

“Don’t fucking touch me!”
I yelled at
him.

His eyebrows rose
mockingly.
“First it’s don’t touch her, now it’s don’t touch you. Make up your mind.”

“Don’t touch either of
us.”

“How about this, then? I promise
not to touch you again if you touch yourself.” He pointed his gun
at my cock. “Go on, it’s not me touching you.”

“I’ve got my hands tied,
you pervert.”

“I’m sure you could get a
good enough grip.” His grin widened. “You’ve got big
hands.”

I glared at him. “How about you untie
me and I’ll show you what I can do with my hands.”

“Ooh, that’s tempting, but I
don’t really want to kick your gorgeous ass. I’d rather you fuck me
instead.”

“I’ll fuck you over, all
right.”

“You seem a bit confused with
this whole ‘fucking’ thing, so be a good porn star and go lie down
on the bed in that room,” he said, pointing at it. “I want to ride
your cock.”

I took a threatening step towards
him.

He lifted the gun higher. “Stop this
bullshit, Alessandro; we both know you can’t take me out with a gun
in your face. So, do as you’re told before I lose my patience with
you.”

“I’ll lie on the bed, but
you’re not going anywhere near my cock.”

“Who’s the one holding the
gun?”

“I can’t get hard over
males, so fucking stop coming onto me.”

“Let me work on your cock
and I’ll prove you wrong.”

“Matteo,” Andriena said, pushing
to her feet. “Stop harassing him, he’s not interested.”

“I can make him
interested.”

“No, you can’t,” I snapped. “Get
it into your thick head, men make me soft.”

Matteo grimaced. “You’re a cunt.”

“No, I’m just not
interested in yours.”

His grimace dropped, a smirk
replacing it. “Yeah, I do have a man cunt. You wanna lick it? I’ll return
the favor.” He flicked his tongue out at me.

I screwed up my face.
“You’re
disgusting.” Having had enough of him, I turned and headed for the
room. Andriena followed me inside along with Matteo and the fat
soldier. I sat down on the bed, Andriena sitting next to
me.

“Lie down, Alessandro,” Matteo
said.

I remained where I was. “Not until you
leave.”

“Again, I’m the one with the
gun, so lie down before I decide to plant it up your ass.” He
smiled. “And I was referring to my gun.” He made a fist out of his
hand and pushed the gun through the hole, moving it back and forth.
I wanted to wipe the smirk off his face, but instead I moved my
legs around Andriena and lay down on the bed.

“Move onto your side,
facing me,” Matteo said.

I did what he asked, nervous over what he
was up to.

His gaze moved to Andriena. “Lie on the
bed, facing Alessandro.”

“Why?” she
asked.

“Your wrists are going to
be tied together.”

“Why?”

He rolled his eyes. “So you don’t skip
around the room, holding hands like two rejects,
dumbass.”

“Don’t be rude!” she yelled.
“And I was asking why in that position? You can just tie our hands
to the bed.”

“I’m doing you a favor.”

“What are you talking
about?”

“If I tie your hands together,
you’ll be a kiss away from him, and since the bastard won’t let me
kiss him, you might as well go for it.”

“I wouldn’t take advantage
of him.”

Matteo rolled his eyes. “You wouldn’t;
he’s got a hard-on for you.”

Her eyes shot to my cock. “No, he
doesn’t.”

“I meant it figuratively,
moron.”

She glowered at him. “Stop insulting
me.”

“Only when you stop being
stupid. If I was in your shoes, I’d be on his cock before you could
blink. And I know you want him. You couldn’t be more obvious. So
say thank you, Matteo, for giving me a porn star and get your
groove on.”

“No, get out.”

“Don’t worry, I
will. You can have
all the privacy you want with Prince Albert.”

“Why are you doing this? I
stabbed Uncle Michael.”

“That’s precisely why I’m doing
it. I’m rewarding you. Just a pity you didn’t do a better job of
it. If I was you, I would’ve stabbed him in the heart or neck, or
at least the balls.”

“I didn’t think.
I just
stabbed.”

“That’s your problem: you don’t
think.” He shook his head. “Trust me to get stuck with the dumb
auntie.”

“Matteo!”

“Matteo, Matteo,” he said,
imitating her voice.

“You’re an immature
child!”

“And you’re an irritating
banshee, so shut the hell up; your voice is giving me a
headache.”

“Then stop insulting
me.”

“Not going to happen, now get on
the bed before I make Alessandro perform for me.”

With a grimace, she
climbed onto the
bed.

“Face him, not me,
stupid.”

She turned over.

“Tie them
together,”
Matteo said, his eyes now on the fat soldier.

The soldier moved forward, joining our
wrists with rope.

“Take her pants off,” Matteo
added.

“No!” Andriena screamed, kicking
out at the soldier. The man took a step back, looking to Matteo for
further instruction.

Matteo’s gaze moved to
her. “You
can’t fuck Alessandro with them on.”

“I’m not fucking
him!”

Matteo exhaled dramatically.
“You really are the thickest person I’ve met. Well, I can’t cure
dumb, so I’ll leave you alone with el porno.” He left the room, the soldier following
him out. The soldier closed the door, leaving us alone with the
light on.

“Grazie,” I said to Andriena.

Andriena’s eyes moved to
me. “For
what?”

“For protecting me against
the Padre.”

“That was
nothing.”

“Not to me. You stabbed
your own uncle for me.”

“I would’ve stabbed him for
Matteo, so that’s not saying much.”

I frowned. “Don’t downplay it. You
protected me, which means I’m in your debt.”

She shook her head. “No, you helped me, so
we’re even now.” Her eyes widened. “Not that I did it for any debt.
I just didn’t want him touching you.”

“I know.”

She breathed out. “I’m really sorry about
all of this, Alessandro.”

“No need to apologize, it’s not
your fault. You’ve done the best you can.”

“Unfortunately, my best isn’t
good enough.”

“You stabbed your uncle for
me.”

“I would do anything for
you.”

“Not really,
you didn’t
set me free when I asked earlier.”

“It was for your own protection,
and you’ll be with your famiglia soon and...” she breathed out, looking sad, “I’ll
never see you again.”

“Come with me.”

“They won’t let me.”

“Do you want to come with
me?”

“Sì. I’d go anywhere with you.”

I smiled at her. “You’re the nicest woman
I’ve ever met.”

She lowered her gaze. “I’m not nice, I’m
a fraud.”

“No, you’re not,
you’re
lovely.”

“You wouldn’t think that if you
knew the truth about me.”

“Why?”

She looked back up at me, her expression
full of shame. “I haven’t been completely honest with
you.”

“About what?”

She frowned.
“Trust me,
you don’t want to know.”

“I do, you’ve made me curious
now.”

“You won’t be happy when I
tell you.”

“Then spit it out, because I
won’t stop asking. I don’t like secrets. They cause trouble in the
long run.”

She shook her head.

“Andriena, please.”

She opened her mouth,
then closed
it, giving me the impression she wasn’t going to tell me. I went to
pester her again, but before I could speak, she blurted out: “I’ve
watched all of your porn videos.”

My eyebrows shot
up, not
expecting that. Not from her, anyway. She seemed so prudish and far
too sweet… Hell! With my experience, nothing should surprise me,
even Andriena’s confession, especially since the sweet ones were
often the wildest in bed.

She squeezed her eyes shut. “I’m sorry.
You probably think I’m a pervert now, and you’re right, I am one.
I’m as bad as Matteo.”

I hooked my little finger around hers. “No,
you’re not, so open your eyes.”

She shook her head.

“You shouldn’t be
embarrassed. I watch porn and fuck all the time, so you watching me is
no big deal.”

“It is to me. I watched you
have sex.” She blushed. “And when you were asleep, I was staring at
your body.”

I grinned. “Which is what I
wanted.”

She opened her eyes, her
expression surprised. “Really?”

I nodded, my grin gone in a second, a
touch of guilt replacing it. “I was going to seduce you into
freeing me.”

She frowned. “It wouldn’t have
worked.”

“I think it would’ve. No matter
how much you deny it, I can tell you want me. I was going to use
that against you.”

Her frown grew, her expression now
hurt.

“Come on,” I said, “don’t look
at me like that.”

“How can I not?
You were going to
use me.”

“I was desperate. You wouldn’t
free me and I don’t trust those bastardi to stick to their word.”

“You were still going to use my
feelings against me.”

“Do you blame me?”

She stared at me for a few moments,
then shook her head.

“So, you forgive
me?”

She shrugged.

“That’s not an
answer.”

“It still hurts.” She dropped
her gaze. “Plus, it’s embarrassing that you know I want
you.”

I placed my forehead against hers. “I
really am sorry. I don’t want to hurt you in any way.”

She remained still, not saying
a word, although her breathing picked up, the rise and fall of her
chest catching my attention. The front buttons of her blouse had
popped open, giving me a cock raising view. I wanted to see more,
to suck on her tits and roll her nipples around in my mouth. My
cock twitched. I pulled back and looked into her eyes. She was now
staring at me, a mixture of fear, lust, and uncertainty coloring
her blue irises. My eyes lowered to her mouth. Her lips were
parted, her breathing growing heavier.

“I know you want me,” I said,
looking back up. “But do you know I want you too?”

Her eyes widened. “Truly?”

I went to say yes, but before I could get
it out, she launched herself onto me, her lips latching onto mine.
Not breaking the kiss, she swung a leg over me, laying her body
against mine. I groaned into the kiss, losing myself in it. After
an indiscriminate amount of time, she pulled away from my lips and
started kissing all over my face, murmuring, “I want you so bad.”
Her mouth moved down to my neck, making me tip my head back. I
groaned, my cock now throbbing for her.

She pulled away. She was staring down at
me, looking like she was having second thoughts.

“Don’t stop,” I breathed out,
grinding my cock against her.

She gasped.

“Please touch my cock,” I
said.

When she didn’t make a move, I lowered our
hands and took a hold of my cock. Her eyes widened, her blush now
creeping down her neck. Not taking my eyes off her, I started
rubbing myself, moving my hands up and down my shaft. Her mouth
dropped open.

“Your mouth is
enticing,” I
breathed out. “I would love to see it wrapped around my
cock.”

Her eyes flicked up to mine, her
expression shocked, which she shouldn’t be if she’d seen my porn
videos. Plus, she’d initiated this.

I continued to
run my hands
up and down my cock, knowing I shouldn’t be doing this with her,
but unable to stop myself, the woman turning me on too much. I
tipped my head back, feeling the pressure build below. A mouth
latched onto my left nipple, making me jolt. I looked down my body,
seeing Andriena playing with my nipple ring. She put it between her
teeth and pulled on it, making me groan out loud.

“Do that again,” I
said.

She moved her mouth to my other
nipple ring
and did the same, but harder, making me cry out.

She let go, her expression concerned.
“Did I hurt you?”

“No, you almost made me
come.”

She smiled that sweet smile of hers,
although it was at odds with what she’d just been doing.

“I wish I could fuck you,” I
said.

Her smile dropped.

“I’m sorry, that just came
out.”

“No need to apologize,
I’ve dreamed of
making love to you.” Smiling, she looked down at my cock. She dug
her nails into my hands, making me let go of it.

“Ahi!” I said, wincing.

She grinned. “I thought you like
pain.”

“I wasn’t expecting it. Why’d
you do it?”

“So I can do this.” She angled
her hands and took a hold of my cock.

I inhaled sharply, her grip … her nails …
She was rough, which was exactly how I liked it. I started to move
my hips in rhythm with her stroking, loving every second of
it.

“Like my nails this
time?” she
asked.

“Sì, sì...”

She began pulling on my Prince Albert,
causing me to writhe in ecstasy. She moved her hands to my balls,
tugging on them, using her nails again.

“Dio, that feels so good,” I breathed
out. “Pull on them harder.”

She did, making me arch my back, the
feeling exquisite.

“You look divine,” she said,
letting go of my balls. She took a hold of my cock again, scrapping
her nails across my sensitive flesh. I knew she was copying what
the women did on my porn videos, which turned me on even more.
She’d watched me having sex, probably wishing she was one of the
women in my videos. I could imagine her touching herself as she
watched me fuck the porn actresses, bringing herself to completion
while thinking about me.

She bent over and
started kissing me.
I shouted out as she pulled on my Prince Albert a bit too hard, the
sudden pain making me come over my stomach and chest, even hitting
my neck.

“And to think I thought you were
the nice one,” a raspy male voice said.

Jolting, Andriena
fell off me,
yanking me onto my side, the rope joining us holding strong. I
looked over my shoulder to see who the voice belonged to. Christo
Donatelli was standing in the doorway, glaring at
Andriena.

“I wasn’t doing anything,
Uncle,” Andriena
said, her voice trembling.

“That’s an outright lie
and you know it.”
Christo pushed away from the jamb and walked towards us. He looked
sick, his face almost ashen. He was so thin, a ghost of his former
self. Regardless, he still looked dangerous, his expression
chilling. He stopped next to the bed. “I really did misjudge you,
Andriena. I thought you were the weak one of the
famiglia, a simpering little girl who hid in the shadows of your
sisters. But you’re not. You’re more dangerous than Camila ever
could be, because people underestimate you. Like I did. First you
try to kill my brother, then you take sexual advantage of our
prisoner.”

“She didn’t take advantage of
me, I wanted it,” I said.

His eyes moved to me, a
sneer following.
“You’re downgrading, Alessandro. My niece isn’t good enough to lick
your feet.”

My body pulled tight. “Watch what you
say about her!”

“What are you going to do about
it?” He pulled a knife out of his pants’ pocket and flicked it
open. “Nothing. But I can do something to you.”

Andriena scrambled onto me, covering my
body with hers. “Leave him alone!”

Christo grabbed her hair and yanked her
head back, placing the knife to her neck.

“Don’t!” I
yelled, the
bloodlust in Christo’s eyes terrifying me.

Christo directed his glare at
me. “She
stabbed my twin,” he snarled, his blue eyes blazing. “She
doesn’t deserve to
live after that.”

“She was defending me. Hurt me,
not her.”

“My brother’s in pain because of
her,
not you.”

“You can’t hurt her, she’s
your niece.”

Christo moved the knife down
her body, placing the point on her stomach. “I only care for two
members in my famiglia: my brother and Matteo, which means, I don’t give a
merda
if she lives or
dies.”

“She’s your brother’s daughter,
for Christ’s sake. What would he think if you killed her?”

“He wouldn’t think anything,
he’s dead.”

“Did you care for
him?”

“Sì, I
loved him. But he’s gone, like my oldest nephew, the only useful
child he had.”

“He wouldn’t want you to hurt
Andriena. Two of his children have been murdered; don’t send
another one to him.”

Christo moved his other hand to
Andriena’s throat, making her gasp. “He would be in Hell while this
one would go to Heaven. She’s the only child of his who
would.”

“Then spare her if she’s
good.”

“I’d rather kill
her.”

“No, you wouldn’t, otherwise you
would’ve done it already. You’re just mad at what she’s done, so
find another way to punish her. You could even banish her from the
island.”

A slow smile spread across her
face. “Actually, that’s not a bad idea, and I know the perfect
place I could send her to.”

“Where?”

“A very opulent house far, far
away from here.” He laughed, making me nervous.

“Where?!”

Christo shoved Andriena
at me. “I’ll get
her to send you a postcard.” Laughing, he turned and headed out of
the room, shutting the door behind him.

Andriena rolled off me, pulling me onto
my side again. She was hyperventilating, her breathing far too
fast.

“Purse your lips and breathe
through them slowly,” I said.

She did; her breathing eventually
calming down.

“That’s good, sweetheart,
you’re all
right now,” I said, wishing my hands weren’t tied so I could hug
her.

She shook her head, looking like she
was going to cry. “I’m scared.”

“I know and for good reason. We need to get
you out of here. Are you able to loosen the rope?”

She wriggled her wrists.
“It’s too tight.”
Her lips started to quiver. “He’s going to send me somewhere really
bad, isn’t he?”

“Not if I can help it.” I went
still, a solution coming to mind. “I’ll talk your uncle into
sending you to my household. I’ll offer him money. My
famiglia
are very
wealthy.”

She shook her
head. “He
won’t accept it, he hates me; he wants me to suffer.”

“He won’t turn down a
couple million.”

Her eyes widened.
“You’d pay
that much for me?”

“That’s the normal price my
father pays for slaves.”

Her eyes almost popped out of her
head. “You want to buy me?”

“I wouldn’t be buying
you; that’s
just what I’d tell my famiglia if they asked. I was promised a pleasure slave for
my birthday. I’ll just use the money on you, and when we get you to
safety, you can leave or stay; whatever you want.”

She smiled at me, then
leaned forward.
“Grazie
mille,” she
murmured against my lips.

“You’re welcome,” I said,
pulling back. “Now, the next time Christo comes in, let me do all the
talking.”

She nodded.

“Bene. And don’t worry,” I added. “It’ll all
work out.”
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THIERRY

I sat across from the
Padre, who was fast asleep. He was lying on a spare bed in a
doctor’s home, wearing an ordinary T-shirt and boxers, his injured
leg wrapped in a bandage. The doctor had given him a sedative to
make him sleep, since he’d been in quite a lot of pain from the
stab wound.

I didn’t understand why I’d reacted the
way I had when he’d been attacked. He was the enemy, yet I’d thrown
my body across his to protect him. I should’ve left his niece to
kill him. He’d tormented my brother for years and from a young age.
He’d also kidnapped me, basically turning me into a sex slave, the
man’s sexual appetite enormous. He deserved to die for what he’d
done and for what he would continue to do.

Pushing out of my chair,
I went to him,
gently slipping his pillow out from under his head. He didn’t wake,
not even a twitch. I raised the pillow over his face, knowing I
could kill him without anyone finding out. The soldiers trusted me,
probably because I’d risked my life for him. We also slept in the
same bed, the Padre not bothering to cuff me. For some reason he also trusted
me. He thought I was an angel, often telling me I was beautiful.
And his expression when he looked at me … he truly cared for me.
Not many people cared for me. Frano and Jagger did, but that was
it, unless I counted my dead mother. Plus, they were family, so
they were obliged to love me. Instead, I wanted someone who loved
me for me, not because I was their cousin, brother, or son. I’d
never had that before. All the men who had come to me when I was a
prostitute hadn’t cared about me. They only wanted to feel good,
not to make me feel good. But the Padre … he genuinely wanted me to enjoy being
with him, and to my shame, I did. I liked his body. He was nothing
but muscle, a big hulk of a man. His body truly excited me. I even
liked his strange cock, because it brought me pleasure, not pain,
unlike my customers and Alberto. Alberto had been so cruel. He’d
never loosened me, just shoved his cock inside of me, ignoring my
crying. The Padre in comparison usually warmed me up. He often kissed me
while he did it, murmuring words of love and desire.

I retracted the pillow, knowing I
couldn’t kill him. Not only because I wasn’t a murderer, but
because…

I turned away from him, upset
that I actually cared for the man. I barely knew him, but in the
short time we’d been together, I’d started to grow attached to him.
It wasn’t love, just an attraction … and a sick one, because he was
an evil and crazy man. He often talked to the Devil as well as
people who weren’t there. Though, if truth be told, it didn’t
really bother me, because my mother had been like that, the drugs
she took making her hallucinate. Instead, the only time I got
scared with him was when he got jealous. He truly terrified me then,
because his face turned nasty, his pale eyes so vicious. In those
moments, I knew he was capable of beating me. He hadn’t done it
yet, just spanked me. But at least the spanking wasn’t bad, since
it turned me on.

Dieu! I was sick.

I turned back to him, my eyes
going to his face. Why did he have such a nice looking face? An evil man
shouldn’t look like him. He wasn’t picture perfect like Matteo or
Frano. His features were a bit rough, plus he had wrinkles around
his eyes as well as dark rings under them. It spoke of sleepless
nights, the man an insomniac. But despite all of that, he was still
handsome and his blue eyes drew me in, their pale color striking.
It was what I had latched onto when we had sex for the first
time—his looks. I’d also gone to bed with him willing myself to
think of him as a client. But my clients had never treated my body
like he had. The way he touched me, kissed me, entered me … it felt
good. He actually cared how I felt during sex, often performing
sexual acts on me that would bring me to completion. I could tell
he was genuinely thrilled when I came under his touch. Maybe it was
because the men he’d been with hadn’t reacted to him as I had.
Jagger didn’t like his touch, nor did Matteo. But then again,
Jagger wasn’t gay and Matteo hated the Padre’s personality. Matteo and the Padre were
like fire and petrol, because when they came together, explosions
always followed. I wished the Padre would just stay away from Matteo, because it was
wrong the way he looked at his nephew with lust. I didn’t like it.
I wanted him to only look at me that way.

I breathed out, realizing I was
jealous of Matteo, which was wrong on so many levels, especially after what
the Padre had done to him. When they’d first captured me, I had only
been focused on Matteo, the man beyond handsome. But now, all I
wanted was for Matteo to go away so I could have the
Padre
all to
myself. Which was sick, and something I had to stop before it
turned into more than attraction … more than a crush … before it
fell into the world of obsession and love.

I lifted the pillow again, willing
myself to kill him. I wanted to have a good man, not a devil.
The Padre called Matteo a demon, but Matteo wasn’t. He had a wicked
sense of humor, but he never hurt people unless they attacked
him—unlike the Padre, who had hurt innocents.

I lowered the pillow over his
face, but stopped an inch away from it, again unable to kill him. I
should kill the monster for my brother. By doing nothing I was
betraying Jagger. Still, maybe I could help Jagger in another way.
Maybe I could make the Padre only want me so he would leave my brother alone.
It wouldn’t be so bad. I actually looked forward to him coming to
bed: to his touch, to his kisses, to the incredible way he called
me his angel, saying how beautiful and pure I was, even though I
wasn’t. I’d been tainted for so long, had nothing but disgusting
hands touch me, use me… He used me, that was true, but in a way I
enjoyed—wanted.

Guilt hit me. I deserved to
burn in Hell for thinking that. I hadn’t intended on enjoying it. I
never got attached to a client … but the Padre wasn’t a client, he was my master. I’d
never thought about what it would feel like for the slaves back at
home. I had just assumed it was like my life at the brothel, since
we didn’t have a choice who fucked us. But it wasn’t the same, because, although I didn’t
have control of my body at the brothel, I wasn’t owned by anyone. I
could also leave whenever I wanted to—unlike now, the soldier
outside the door proving that.

But where would I go to if I escaped
the Padre? I had no partner back home. Although I idolized Frano, I
could never be with him. He might not be blood, since he had a
different father from Alberto, but it was still wrong to have a
relationship with him. It was also impossible since he wasn’t gay,
plus he considered me a relative. And the only other person I’d had
a crush on was Matteo … and he was a cruel bastard, who constantly
taunted me every time he passed by. Even worse, he did it to
provoke the Padre, because I could tell he had no interest in me. Matteo
liked highly masculine men, which was obvious with the way he
drooled over that muscular soldier he’d captured as well as
Alessandro. Which meant I didn’t have a chance with him; and after
being fawned over by the Padre, I no longer cared. And right now, if I had to choose
between them, it would be the Padre.

I swore, knowing my head wasn’t
right. This
man had ruined lives, in particular my brother’s. I lowered the
pillow for a third time, willing myself to suffocate
him…

But I couldn’t do it!

I threw the pillow at the wall, screaming
out in rage. The door opened, stilling me. One of the Donatelli
soldiers poked his head inside. “Why are you making noise?” he
barked.

“I-I’m upset t-the
Padre
is hurt,” I
stammered out, the man scaring me. He reminded me of Alberto with
his fat stomach and apish face, not to mention he always leered at
me. I wished they had put one of the other soldiers on the
door—anyone but him.

The soldier grinned, his
dark eyes nasty.
“You should be, fenucca, because if he dies, you die too.” His grin widened. “But
only after I fuck your girlish cunt.”

I blanched, knowing he meant
it.

He closed the door, his
laughter still reaching me. I turned to the Padre, now having an even bigger reason
not to kill him. I pulled up the sheet to his chin, then went and
sat down on the chair, my fear growing by the second. Although
the Padre’s wound wasn’t dire, he could still die from other things.
After all, he was in his mid-forties.

Noise came from the
passageway,
then the door swung open. The doctor who’d patched up the
Padre
walked into the
room. His hair and eyes were gray while he had a haughty
expression, which turned to disdain whenever he looked at
the Padre. Although he didn’t appear to like the Padre, he was close to Christo, the two
having embraced each other like long lost brothers. Though, I
didn’t think they were, since they looked nothing alike. The doctor
had more refined features, which looked aristocratic, while Christo
was a hard-looking man, much more so than his twin.

The doctor stopped in front of me. “I
didn’t have time to ask before, but do you know who I
am?”

I shook my head, never having seen him
before.

“Good, and if you tell anyone
about me helping the Padre, I will kill you and everyone you love. So, purge me from
your memory.”

My eyes widened. “I won’t say a
word.”

“Bene. Now, you and the Padre need to leave the island.”

“Where will we be
going?”

“Russia.”

“Why there?”

“The Black Russian has agreed to
accommodate you.”

My eyes widened. “No, no, you
can’t send me to him; he has a vendetta against my family.”

“He has no vendetta against you,
only the D’Angelo Don.”

“But he’s a sex
fiend.”

The doctor laughed. “And
the Padre isn’t?”

“The Black Russian is worse.
I’ve heard horror stories about him. He drinks his lovers’ blood
like a vampire and tortures them.”

“The drinking of blood is a
myth.”

“And the
torture?”

“Unfortunately, that’s
real.”

“Th-then do-don’t send me
there.”

“Truly, there’s no need to
worry. The Black Russian respects ownership rights. He will not
touch you unless the Padre gives him permission, and from what I’ve been
told, the Padre rarely shares his lovers. Now, I have a question for you.
Christo noticed that the soldier guarding your door was looking at
you in a sexual manner earlier. Has the man threatened
you?”

I nodded. “He said he’d fuck me
before killing me if the Padre dies. He also won’t stop leering at
me.”

“I can make that stop.” He opened the
door, his gaze landing on the soldier. “Please come
inside.”

The soldier walked in, his face impassive,
which it usually was when someone else was around.

The doctor walked to the
wooden cabinet and
pulled out a syringe. “Take a hold of the boy,” he said without
looking at the soldier.

The soldier grabbed me, making me shriek.
He pulled me to his body and wrapped his arms around me, locking me
in place.

The doctor walked towards me, holding
the syringe out. “Do you know what’s in here?”

Terrified, I shook my head.

“It’s something that kills
within seconds.” His gaze moved to the soldier. “Hold out his right
arm.”

The soldier forced my arm out. I screamed
and tried to retract it, not understanding why the doctor wanted to
kill me. He’d just told me I was going to Russia, yet here he was
aiming the needle at my arm. He stopped a millimeter away from my
flesh and gave me a smile, then in the blink of an eye he pushed
the needle into the soldier’s arm, making the man yell out. The
soldier let go of me and went to remove the needle, but instead
stumbled backwards. I spun around as he collapsed to the floor,
dead before he hit it.

“People are so easy to
kill, but harder to save,” the doctor said.

I turned back to him, absolutely shocked
at what he’d done. “Why did you kill him?” I asked, barely getting
it out.

“Christo told all his soldiers
they would be killed if they even thought about touching what
belonged to his brother.” The doctor threw the needle into the
rubbish bin, then opened the door. “I need two soldiers to clean up
a mess I’ve made.”

Seconds later, two Donatelli
soldiers walked into the room. They stopped in their tracks at the sight of
their dead colleague.

The doctor smiled at
them. “He
had a terminal case of lusting after the Padre’s slave. Do any of you have those
symptoms?”

They shook their heads
vigorously.

The doctor turned to me. “Are they
lying?”

“No,” I
replied.

The doctor’s gaze moved back to
the soldiers. “This slave boy just saved your lives, so if I were
you I’d be very nice to him when you escort him and the
Padre
to the Black
Russian. And remember, if you even look at him wrong, like this
vile cretin did,” he said, kicking the dead soldier, “Christo will
find out and order your hits. Understood?”

They both nodded, their eyes
frightened.

“Bene. Now, throw this garbage out for
me.”

The soldiers bent
down and picked up
the dead man, quickly leaving the room with him.

Removing something from
his pocket, the
doctor held it out for me to take. I took it and looked down at the
photo. It was a picture of my father when he was younger. My mother
had numerous photos of him, the man beautiful like
Jagger.

I smiled, happy to have it.
“Merci,” I said, looking up at him.

“Why are you thanking
me?”

“For giving me a picture
of my father.”

“He’s not your
father.”

I frowned at him. “But he looks just like
my father when he was younger.”

“Because he’s your
half-brother. His name is Brando Santini. Your father had an
affair with Signora Santini. He is the outcome.” He sneered. “Your father was a
despicable lothario who couldn’t control his urges, which
ultimately culminated in his death.”

“What do you
mean?”

“Brando killed him.”

My eyes widened.
“But, Jagger said
our father died in a Donatelli hit.”

“If something bad happens,
Jagger automatically assumes the Donatelli did it. Often it’s true,
just not in this case.”

“But why would Brando kill his
own father?”

“That’s not your
concern. The
only thing you should worry about is staying away from him. If he
can kill his father so easily, he wouldn’t think twice about ending
your life.”

I blanched.

“So, make sure you don’t go near
him, and if you see him, walk the other way. He’s extremely
dangerous.”

I nodded my head vigorously.

“Bene.” His phone went off. He pulled it
out and clicked it on. “Okay, I’ll arrange it,” he said into it.
“No problem, Christo, anything for you. Just don’t attack the
Santini.” He frowned. “No, you don’t need to worry, the father
won’t have long to live, I’ve made sure of that, and I’ll be back
with them soon enough.” His eyes went to me. “Just a moment.” He
pointed at the door. “Out, schiavo.”

I left the room and leaned my
back against the passage wall, surprised that the soldiers weren’t guarding
it. But then again, they were probably busy dealing with the man
the doctor had killed.

The doctor started coughing, drawing my
attention back to the room. It sounded like he was choking. I
pushed the door open a fraction, but stopped, wondering why I would
even consider helping him. He’d murdered a man right before my
eyes. Although I was grateful the soldier was gone, I didn’t
believe for a second that the doctor was a good person. And by his
conversation with Christo, it sounded like he’d done something bad
to the old Santini Don.

The doctor stopped coughing. “I’m all
right,” he said into the phone, “just swallowed the wrong way. What
were we talking about?”

I kept the door open a fraction, curious
about him, especially since he was talking about the Santini, who I
was supposedly related to.

The doctor continued,
“Sì, we were talking about Concetta.
Sì, she’s still angry with me, but it won’t
last long, and honestly, there’s no need to kill Ricardo, I’ve got
things sorted. My daughter’s giving him the wrong medication. Oh,
no, she doesn’t realize what’s in the syringes and there’s no way I
would tell her. The silly girl is in love with the man.” He paused.
“No, it won’t kill him; it just amplifies his IED outbursts. Soon
enough he’ll have one so bad he’ll end up in the psyche ward, and
of course, I’ll sign the papers.” He paused again. “Definitely not.
Salvatore won’t take over; he doesn’t want to be a Don. I want
Brando in the role. He’s easily manipulated by his mother and in
turn, I’ll manipulate her, so in essence, I’ll be running the
show.” He laughed. “See, Christo, I told you we’ll rule the roost
together. Now, take care, I’ll talk to you later.”

I quickly moved away from the door as he
hung up. It opened a few seconds later. The doctor stepped through
it, his eyes sweeping the passage. “Where are the
soldiers?”

“Probably dealing with the dead
one.”

“They still should’ve sent
someone else up. Just go back into the room and watch the
Padre, while I’ll go look for the useless shits.” He walked off
down the passage.

I reentered the room and went to
the Padre’s side. He opened his eyes and looked up at me, his blue
eyes so pale. A smile slowly formed across his sleepy face. He
lifted his arms. “Hug me, my angel.”

I leaned down, letting him wrap his arms
around me, knowing he was my life now—whether I liked it or
not.
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MATTEO

I opened my eyes, not looking
forward to the new day. I had to exchange Alessandro for the ransom, then
take my auntie to her one-way ticket to Russia, not something I was
happy about. Christo was fucking selling her! Who sold their own
niece? A ruthless motherfucker, that was who. I was just lucky he
liked me, otherwise I was sure he’d sell me too.

My eyes moved to the man sleeping next to
me. The Landi soldier was bound, gagged, and gloriously naked. He
was exactly my type: heavily muscled and hairy with a nice fat
cock. Just a pity I wasn’t his. There had been only a few men I
hadn’t been able to convince to fuck me, and even in the short time
I had with this one, I knew he wasn’t going to break. And right now
I had too much on my plate to keep on trying, not to mention I was
getting bored with the game I was playing with him. Anyway, after
seeing Alessandro, I decided I wanted a Santini instead, and since
Alessandro wasn’t going to let me ride him, I was going to have a
crack at his brother Dominic. Although Dominic had a pretty boy
face, I liked his style, which was messy as fuck. The guy was
tattooed and pierced to the hilt, even had a small bullring in his
nose. He also passed my cock test: I got a hard-on every time I saw
him sing on stage. And since Alessandro didn’t want to play, I
would snag me a different Prince Albert. I just hoped Dominic had a
big cock like his younger brother.

I prodded the soldier, wanting to wake him
up. He opened his eyes and looked straight at me, making me
shiver.

“Fuck, you’re hot,” I said.

He grimaced.

“Yeah, yeah, I know you’re
straight; I’m sick of hearing it.” I pointed to his gag. “Hence
that, and since you won’t fuck me, I have to decide what to do with
you.”

He said something, the gag muffling his
words.

I pulled it down so I could understand
him.

“Free me,” he said, his Barry
White voice making my cock twitch.

“No can do, you’ll give me and
my uncles away. So, I need to kill you or find a way to keep you
alive without getting me and my own killed in the process. Any
suggestions?”

“Why are you even considering
keeping me alive?”

“Simple: I don’t like killing hot
men.”

“You’re weird.”

I smiled. “Thank you. Now, any
suggestions?” I said, running my finger over the scar next to his
eye.

He jerked his head to the side. “If you
free me, I won’t give you up, only your uncles.”

“Nope, keep
thinking.”

“Ship me out of the
country.”

“You’ll find your way back and
hunt down my family.”

“Then keep me with
you.”

“I can’t be bothered keeping you
around if you’re not going to fuck me.”

“I can’t get hard over a
man. It’s not physically possible.”

I smiled wider.
“You just solved my
problem.”

“How?”

“I’ll sell you to a
woman.”

“What woman?”

“I have a lot of clients. I know
a few who like rough men.” My mind went to a Japanese heiress. “You
like Asian chicks?”

He nodded.

“Good, I’ll ring her and maybe
get a couple million for you.” Happy with myself, I pushed out of
bed and got dressed, then grabbed my gun and phone. Slipping my gun
into my pants, I walked out of the room, calling for
Christo.

A soldier got up from the
plastic covered couch, the fat prick lazy. “He’s gone to see his
twin.”

“When will he be back?”
I asked, wishing we
had better soldiers. Unfortunately, the majority of the good ones
had been slaughtered in the raids, only leaving us with the dregs
that hadn’t been at work that day.

The soldier repositioned his
package, making me grimace. “He won’t,” Fugly muttered. “He said he’s too
busy, but will meet you at the airstrip after you make the exchange
for the Santini man.”

I nodded. “Then you can
stay back and watch
the Landi soldier.” I headed for the couch and sat down, keying my
client’s number into my phone. One of her male servants answered. I
asked for Sayuri, getting put straight through to her.

“How wonderful to hear from you,
Matteo,” she
said. “Have you found me a new treasure?”

“Yes, that’s if you want him.
He’s a soldier. Big, brutish, and packed with muscle, hairy too.
Just the type of man you like. I need a quick sale, so if you’re
interested he’s going for two million. I’ll send through a picture
and you can reply with either a yes or a no.”

“Fantastic. Send it
now.”

I scrolled through the images on my phone,
coming to the one I’d taken of the soldier naked. I sent it to her,
getting a reply in less than a minute.

“I want him,” she said. “Send
him to the usual address by five tonight. I will have the money put
into your account straight away.”

I smiled. “Nice doing business with
you.”

“Likewise, and
arigatō gozaimasu, Matteo,” she thanked me. “I look forward to
meeting my new treasure.”

After saying bye,
I hung up and
pushed to my feet, giving Fugly instructions on the sale and where
to deliver Sayuri’s new treasure. “Take three men with you. That
Landi soldier is dangerous, so be extra careful. Chain and gag him.
Don’t take any chances or your balls will be on the
line.”

Fugly nodded. After giving him a few
more instructions, I headed for Alessandro’s and Auntie Andriena’s
room. I entered, my eyes going to Alessandro. He was fast asleep
and facing my auntie, their wrists still bound together. And naked
as the day he was born. Fuck, the man was incredible to look at. He
had the best body I’d ever seen, no one comparing to it. The
soldier was fucking packed with muscle, but Alessandro was honed to
perfection, every muscle outlined and lickable. And his tattoos and
piercings… Fuck me, why were all the good ones straight? Well, not
all, but I wished this one wasn’t. My mind went to his brother
again, imagining being sandwiched between the two of them. I’d
shoot my load in a second.

I smiled, remembering seeing
Dominic fuck a woman once. I’d walked into the men’s
restroom a few
months back and there he was, in the corner going at it. God, he
had such a nice ass. He was bigger than me too, at least a couple
of inches and more muscular. Fuck me, I liked the Santini men. Pity
the Landi would probably kill them. Either way, if Dominic lived
through the war, I was going to hunt him down. I smiled wider,
knowing I could get a fuck out of him. I’d heard he fucked anything
and everything, whether it had a cock or a pussy.

But now to the task at hand: waking up
sleeping handsome. I slipped my phone into my pocket and pulled out
my gun, prodding Alessandro with it. He opened his eyes, jolting at
the sight of me.

I blew him a kiss. “Good morning, sweet
cheeks, and I mean that literally.” My eyes lowered to his
ass.

“Vaffanculo!” he yelled.

“Speaka de English.”

“Fuck off!”

I laughed. “You’re so amusing.” My gaze
moved to my auntie, who was just waking. “I heard you took my
advice and had some fun with Prince Albert here. Good on ya, you’re
not as stupid as I thought.”

“Go away, Matteo,” she said,
her curly
black hair a mess.

“Nope, it’s
D-day.
Gorgeous here is going back to his people while you’re heading to
Russia with Thierry and the Padre.”

“Why Russia?”

I swore, not meaning to
tell her. Still, at
least I didn’t let it slip she was heading to the Black Russian.
She’d shit bricks if she knew that.

“What’s in Russia?” she asked,
when I didn’t reply.

“Russians,
stupid.”

“Matteo! You know what I
mean.”

I grinned. “No, I don’t speak
stupid.”

“You’re a stronzo!”

“I don’t speak Greek
either.”

“Stronzo is Italian.”

“I know what it means:
asshole.” My
eyes moved to Alessandro. I flicked my tongue out at him. “I’d love
to lick your Italian asshole.”

“Stop being crude!” my auntie
yelled.

I rolled my eyes. The woman had
no sense of humor. “At least I don’t have bitchitis, so up and at ’em. We need to
leave.”

“We can’t, we’re tied
together. Untie us.”

“From what I heard, you wanked
him with your hands tied, so I’m sure you two can get out of bed. I
expect you in the lounge in five minutes.” I threw a pair of pants at
Alessandro. “Get dressed.”

“How am I supposed to put them
on with my hands tied?” he asked.

“Oh, I was hoping you’d ask me
that.” I picked up the pants. “I’ll be happy to do it for
you.”

He shimmied away from me, almost pushing
my auntie off the bed. “Don’t touch me!”

“I’ll just be putting your
pants on.”

“You’ll touch
me.”

“Have I touched you
inappropriately since I’ve had you here?”

“You tapped my ass with a
gun.”

“That doesn’t count since
it wasn’t my hand.
And chill, I don’t take what isn’t freely offered. So hold your
legs out.”

He didn’t move.

“For fuck’s sake, stop being a
giant pussy and let me dress you. I have a schedule I need to keep,
and if you wanna go home, move your sweet ass.”

He exhaled loudly, “Do it,
then.”

“Halle-fucking-lujah.” I climbed
onto the bed and slipped the pants over his feet and up his legs,
marveling at his muscular thighs, the tattoos on them fucking hot.
They more than made up for the fact he wasn’t hairy, since tattoos
always trumped fur for me. My gaze moved to his cock. “Lift your
ass,” I said, unable to look away from his Prince
Albert.

He did it. I slipped his pants over his
amazing ass and pulled up the zipper, brushing my finger across his
cock. His foot shot out, kicking me in the stomach, knocking me off
the bed.

I landed on my ass, wincing on contact.
Royally pissed off, I pushed to my feet. “You fucker,” I said,
rubbing my stomach. “I should make you pay for doing
that.”

“You touched my
cock!”

“Barely, and I had to at least
have one feel before you left.” I leaned over, the kick hard. After
several seconds, I straightened. “You’re fucking getting your
ankles tied for that.” I grabbed some rope from the cabinet and
went for his legs. He kicked out at me again, his violet eyes
furious. I yelled out for a soldier. Fugly came waddling in. “Point
your gun at my auntie,” I said.

The man did.

“Shoot her if Alessandro doesn’t
keep still while I tie his feet.”

He nodded, his eyes on her.

I refocused on Alessandro. “Now, are you
going to be a good boy?”

“Just fucking do it,
troia.”

“Did you just call me a
bitch?”

“Since you touched my cock,
you’re a bitch.”

“Nope, not a bitch, otherwise
you’d fuck me.” I took a hold of his feet and wrapped the rope around
his ankles, tying it loose so he could shuffle, but not enough to
get free. I pulled my knife out of my pants. “Now, time to detach
you two lovebirds.” Moving up the bed, I leaned over and cut the
rope joining Alessandro and my auntie, but still leaving the ones
binding their own wrists.

Once done, I got off the bed, pulling my
auntie along with me. “Go into the lounge,” I said, pushing her
towards the door. I then reached for Alessandro.

“Back off,” he said, swinging his legs
around. He pushed off the bed and stretched to his full height,
glaring down at me, his expression threatening. He just didn’t
realize it turned me on even more.

“You look like you want to kill
me,” I said.

“No, just to make you
suffer.”

I smiled. “You do love me! Well, big
boy, I’ve enjoyed having you over as a guest. Pity we couldn’t get
more intimate.” My mind went to my auntie. “But I can’t account for
your taste in fucks. Just do me one small favor.”

“What?”

“When you get back home tell
Dominic I’ll be looking for him. I want to touch his cock
too.”

His body tensed.
“You stay away from
my brother!”

“Chill, it’ll be him fucking
me.”

“Again, he won’t want
you.”

“We’ll see about that.” I
indicated to the door. “Now, out. Ricardo will be at the meeting
point in less than an hour.”

Instead of shuffling,
he jumped
out of the room, his ankle restraints holding. Soldiers were
waiting for us in the lounge, all of their eyes going to
Alessandro. They were probably worried he’d cause trouble again,
but instead he headed out of the house with my auntie, the two of
them stopping on the front porch. Three black cars were parked in
the driveway.

“It’s the middle one,” I
said.

He jumped over to it with my auntie
following close behind. A soldier helped them into the back seat. I
climbed in after them, taking the seat next to the soldier. The
back of the car was roomy, with two leather seats facing each
other. Another soldier was sitting across from us, along with
Alessandro and my auntie.

Alessandro fixed his violet glare on
me.

“For fuck’s sake,” I said, “you
could at least smile, you’re going home.”

“Not unless you let me
take Andriena with me.”

“I already told you where
she’s going.”

“You don’t have to send her to
Russia. I have a proposition for you.”

“One where you blow
me?”

His jaw clenched. “No, I will buy her off
you.”

I raised my eyebrows. “You want to buy
my auntie?”

“Sì, I’ll get my famiglia to transfer two million into whatever
bank account you want.”

My eyebrows shot up higher. “You have got
to be fucking with me.”

He shook his head. “No, I’m very serious.
I have two million set aside to spend on a slave. It was meant to
buy a slave off the D’Angelos, but the sale fell through. Let me
spend it on Andriena. I want her to come with me.”

“As a slave?”

“No, a friend.”

“Or a fuck
buddy?”

His glare deepened. “What does it
matter? I just offered you two million.”

“I’d take it too, but I don’t
think my uncle Christo will accept. He’s pretty pissed off with
her.”

“It’s two million; that should
make him happy.”

I wondered how much the Black Russian was
paying. “Okay, I’ll ask,” I said, pulling out my phone. I dialed my
uncle’s number, waiting for him to answer. After a few seconds, his
voice came over the line, “Pronto.”

 

“Alessandro wants to buy Auntie
Andriena for two million,” I said. “Shall we make the
exchange?”

“No. Put me on speaker
phone.”

I switched it on.

“Hello, Alessandro,” Uncle
Christo said through the line. “Unfortunately, I will have to
decline your offer.”

“Why? It’s two
million.”

“The Black Russian is paying
more.”

Alessandro’s eyes widened. “You can’t send
your own niece to that monster!”

“He’s the only reason she’s not
dead. I should’ve killed her for stabbing my brother.”

“He’s alive, isn’t he?”

“And in pain.”

“He was going to sexually
assault me. That’s the only reason she did it.”

“I don’t fucking care! He’s my
twin. His pain is mine. So, that troia will deal with the consequences. Just be
grateful the Black Russian won’t kill her. I’ve told him to keep
her alive.”

“He’s a monster. He will torture
her.”

“I hope so.”

“How much is he
paying? I’ll
pay more.”

“Three million.”

“I’ll pay four.”

“No. Once a deal’s made with
that man, it can’t be changed.”

“Five million, then.”

“You’re not listening to me; I
can’t change it even if I wanted to. Plus, you’re throwing numbers
around without consulting your famiglia, and really, she’s worthless. I should be
paying the Russian, not the other way round.”

“You’re wrong, she’s
priceless.”

“I disagree.” He hung
up.

Alessandro’s eyes
shot to me. “Ring
him back.”

“It’ll be pointless,” I
answered.

“I’ll pay you.”

I smiled. “With a blowjob?”

“No!”

“Don’t you like her
enough?”

“I’m not sucking your cock,
money is enough incentive.”

I unzipped my pants. “Not for
me.”

“Matteo!” my auntie yelled. “Stop this
nonsense now.”

“Why ? It’ll save your neck.”

“You’re lying, that’s why. You
wouldn’t go against Uncle Christo. You’re just saying it to get
Alessandro to give you a blowjob.”

“Why the fuck not? He’s a porn
star. I’ll just be giving him a taste of what it’ll be like in the
gay market. It’ll broaden his horizons. I’ll even give him some
helpful tips.”

She turned to Alessandro. “Ignore him.
There’s no way he’d go against an order from my uncle.”

Alessandro nodded. I knew he wouldn’t have
done it anyway, his disgusted expression pretty much a giveaway. He
might have cared for my auntie, but he didn’t love her, that was
obvious, because money to the Santini didn’t mean much. They were
loaded.

“So, definitely no sucky,
sucky?” I asked.

“Sì, I won’t do it,” Alessandro
replied.

“Pity, and just so you know, my
auntie’s right. I wouldn’t have gone against my uncle’s order.”
Disappointed, I zipped up my pants and glanced at my watch. “Not
long until you two are parted like the Red Sea.”

My auntie leaned her head against
Alessandro’s shoulder. In turn, Alessandro leaned his against her
head.

I imitated gagging.

Alessandro grimaced at me. “Why are
you such an asshole?”

“Because I love having cock in
it.”

“You’re
disgusting,”
he spat.

“You got something against
gays?”

“No, just you.”

“Well, if you can’t say anything
nice to me, shut your mouth.”

“No. I’m going to tell you how
it is. Your famiglia are destroyed and you’ll never get power back. The Landi
will run you all to the ground and when they catch you and your
repulsive uncles, they’ll take great pleasure in making your deaths
excruciating.” He smiled. “And I’ll laugh.”

My eyebrows rose. “Is that so? Well, then
I’ll make it my final mission to find Dominic and seduce him with
whatever personality trait he likes, then I’ll break his heart,
leaving him a shattered mess. How do you like that?”

“He won’t go for you; he likes
nice people, not vulgar assholes.”

“No, he’ll be
fucking
my vulgar
asshole.”

“I’ll warn him about you, so if
you go near him, he’ll break your neck.”

“It’ll just make it more
of a challenge.”

“You’re just saying this
to anger me.”

“Yes and no, and I’ve been
interested in the both of you for a while. That’s how I know he’s
fucked men. I’ve always wanted to have a crack at him.” My eyes
moved to my auntie. “Am I lying?”

She breathed out.
“No.”

Alessandro’s eyes blazed.

I raised my gun. “Don’t even
think about it, muscles. I may not want you dead, but I’ll shoot you if you
threaten my life.”

“Just keep away from my
brother!”

“Nah, I really want to play with
his Prince Albert.” I snapped my teeth together.

He started swearing at me, half
of which I didn’t understand.

I pulled a gag out of my pocket and threw
it at my auntie. “Gag him; he’s giving me a headache.”

She focused on Alessandro. “Stop it,
Alessandro.”

He ignored her, his insults becoming
personal, Alberto’s name amongst them.

“Now!” I snapped.

She covered his mouth with it, tying the
gag at the back of his head. Alessandro continued cursing me
through the material, looking like he wasn’t going to let up. I was
just grateful his feet and hands were tied, because, again, he
looked primed to kill.

My auntie leaned her head against his
chest. “Sssh, calm down, your heart’s pounding like crazy. Once you
warn Dominic, he’ll be fine.”

Alessandro stopped swearing and pushed his
face into her hair. I shook my head, thinking he was a sap. Maybe
he would’ve given me a blowjob after all for her. Nah, the prick
would’ve bitten my dick off if I put it anywhere near his
mouth.

Thankfully, the rest of the car ride
was relatively silent. Once we’d reached our destination, the
window between the front and the back wound down. “We’re here,
boss,” the driver said.

“Good.” I leaned over
and opened the
door. “Out, Alessandro.”

He didn’t move. He
looked conflicted, no doubt over leaving my auntie.

Needing the exchange to go
smoothly, I spewed out a lie. “If it makes you feel any better, I’ll
convince my uncle not to sell her, so please get out before I
change my mind.”

“You sure he’ll
agree?”

“Without a
doubt.”

He gave her a kiss, mumbling he’ll see
her again, then went for the door. I placed my boot on his back and
gave him a helpful push out of it, laughing at my auntie’s shout.
The soldier next to her grabbed her arms before she could attack
me. I stepped out of the car, along with the other soldier and the
one from up front. Outside, flat, dusty land stretched out before
me. About a mile on my left, a mountain range stood tall and
proud.

My eyes went to the line of Santini cars
parked ten or so meters away from me. Ricardo Santini was standing
next to the front car with his eyes locked on me. Like Alessandro,
he was an impressive man: tall and muscular, but with a harder
face. I typically liked rough-looking brutes, but the Santini were
the exception to my rule. Those handsome bastards were Viagra in
human form, their violent natures and incredible bodies always
making me drool.

I pointed my gun at
Alessandro’s head. “If you want your brother back minus a bullet,
bring me the
ransom!” I yelled out, not taking any risks with him.

Ricardo barked at his soldiers
to get the ransom. Four of his soldiers removed two containers from their
vehicles, carrying them across the divide. They laid the ransom a
few meters away from my feet, then returned to Ricardo’s
side.

“Everything’s there, including
the bomb you wanted,” Ricardo called out, “which my men will shoot,
destroying the ransom if you try anything funny.”

“I’m always funny, I’m a hilarious
guy.”

“Don’t wear out my
patience, Matteo, you know what I mean.”

“Then come and get your brother.”

“No, untie him and send him to
me.”

“But I like him tied up.” I
grinned, looking forward to his angry reaction. “So did the priest.
Oh, he liked Alessandro a lot.”

As predicted, anger shot across Ricardo’s
face. “If you or that sick priest did anything to my brother, I
will make you suffer a painful death!”

I grinned wider. “I was pulling your
chain, Don. I didn’t touch him, nor did the priest. My auntie stood
guard over Alessandro with a knife, threatening us if we came near
him.” I started laughing. “She even stabbed the Padre in the leg when he tried to get past
her. That was so funny; I almost pissed myself
laughing—”

My auntie started
screaming, cutting
me off. Next thing, she shot out of the car door,
followed by the
useless soldier who was meant to be guarding her. She wrapped her
arms around Alessandro, which she shouldn’t be doing, because she
was fucking supposed to have her hands tied. She started yelling
that she wanted to go with Alessandro. The soldier ripped her away
from her lover boy, dragging her back into the car. Alessandro
struggled to his feet, yelling at the soldier to let her go. I
kicked him to the ground, wondering how he’d gotten the gag out of
his mouth. But then again, my auntie probably had tied it
loosely.

“Get your foot off him!”
Ricardo
yelled. “Or I’ll shoot you!”

My gaze flicked back to
him. “Not
unless you want to die.”

“Just give me my brother.”

“Yeah, yeah, I don’t really give
a fuck.” I
pulled out my knife and bent down to cut Alessandro’s foot
restraints, not touching the rope around his wrists. Once done, I
rose and pointed my gun at Alessandro’s head. “Get to your feet,
lover boy.”

Alessandro pushed up, looking
like he wanted to attack me. I moved behind him, not taking any risks.
Although his hands were tied, he was still dangerous as
fuck.

“Start walking,” I
said.

Alessandro remained still.

“Now!”

Alessandro went to move forward, then
lurched back, going for me. I dropped to the ground and whipped my
leg around, sweeping Alessandro’s legs out from under him. Ricardo
yelled at his soldiers not to shoot, probably knowing it would lead
to numerous deaths.

I straightened and again
pointed my gun at Alessandro’s head, now pissed off with him, the
man a meathead. “Get up and walk to your brother, and don’t do
anything stupid this time, or I’ll shoot you.”

Alessandro pushed to his feet,
his face vicious, but instead of attacking me, he started walking towards
Ricardo, hesitating as my stupid auntie screamed out his name from
the car.

“Ignore her, Alessandro,”
Ricardo called out. “They won’t hurt her. She’s
one of
them.”

“Not at heart,”
Alessandro replied, “and she wants to come with me.”

“That’s not your choice to make.” Ricardo
paused. “The last time we tried to help a Donatelli woman, she
was murdered. So, leave her, she’ll be safer with her
own famiglia.”

“I will protect
her.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,”
I yelled, bored to
shit with their banter. “This isn’t Romeo and Juliet, so fuck off,
so I can leave.”

Alessandro threw
me a
glare.

“Just come here, Alessandro,”
Ricardo said. “Our madre needs you.”

Alessandro
resumed
walking. As he neared Ricardo, the soldier next to me fell
backwards, the blood coming from his head making my eyes widen. The
fuckers were shooting at us!

Ricardo yelled, “Sniper!” and pushed
Alessandro towards his car, making me realize a split second later
it wasn’t the Santini attacking.

But it was too late,
my soldiers
reaching a different conclusion. One of them started firing on
Ricardo’s soldiers. As a result, the Santini soldiers returned
fire. The sound of a rocket caught my attention. An RPG flew
through the air, hitting the car behind mine. I launched myself
into my car, yelling at my driver to get the fuck out of here. He
planted his foot, the man bright enough to have kept the engine
running. I looked out the back window, praying that our other car
was following us. But it wasn’t. Instead, the soldiers were hiding
behind it, firing upon Ricardo and his men. Another RPG shot
through the air, heading for the car holding the weapons—which
included the bomb. It hit it square on, the car exploding, shit
flying everywhere. I swore, pissed off to the max, all the
ransom—the weapons and money, now gone up in smoke. Uncle Christo
was going to go psycho. First his brother was attacked, then the
ransom was destroyed, along with two cars and a handful of
soldiers.

Yeah, he was going to lose it big
time.

***

My car rolled to a stop at the airstrip.
I grimaced at the sight of my uncle Christo’s car, not looking
forward to telling him about the shit that had gone down. I pushed
out of my car and headed for him, the wind making me shiver, my
button-down shirt too thin to stave off the cold.

The soldier outside my uncle’s car opened
the door for me. Exhaling loudly, I slid in next to my uncle
Christo, hoping I wasn’t going to suffer the consequences of his
temper. Like the back of my car, there were two leather-clad seats
facing each other. Thierry and the Padre were sitting across from me, the two
hugging like lovebirds. Sickened, I moved my attention to my uncle
Christo. He looked pained, probably due to his cancer. He was
getting worse by the day, his health deteriorating more in such a
short space of time.

“Did everything run smoothly?”
he asked, looking at me expectantly.

I breathed out. “We were
attacked.”

He went stiff. “What happened?”

“RPGs took out two of our cars
and two-thirds of our men were killed.”

His eyes widened. “Those fucking
Santini scum!”

I shook my head. “I don’t think it was
them. Ricardo looked just as surprised as me. Also, the RPGs came
from the mountains.”

My uncle stopped ranting. “Then who was
it?”

“Probably the Landi. I’m
lucky to have gotten out of there alive.”

“Andriena?”

“She’s fine.”

His jaw tightened. “Pity.”

“No, it’s good. She’s worth a
lot of money now.” I grimaced, still not happy over her sale, but
knowing it was better than having her killed.

Uncle Christo breathed out.
“Sì, sì,
we need that money now more than ever.”

“I also have an extra two million coming
in. I sold my soldier to one of my Japanese clients.”

He sat up straight, a smile gracing his
hard face. “Molto bene. You’re going to make a great Don.”

I smiled, hoping so.

He continued, “Now, on a different note,
you’ll be going to stay with the Black Russian along with my
brother and his toy.”

My smile dropped. “But I’m supposed to
stay here with you.”

“The Black Russian wants to meet
you, and he always gets what he wants.”

“He wants me?”

“Sì, he saw a picture of you and was
rather taken by your looks. He kept saying you look like an older
version of someone called Yuri.”

I frowned. “Where’s this leading?” I said,
not liking the direction of the conversation.

“Look, I know you like hard
men—”

I cut him off,
“You’re not selling
me, too?!”

“Of course not. If you’re to
take over when I’m gone, you need connections, and the Black
Russian has a wide network of them. You need to get on his good
side. Powerful friends are very important, and the Black Russian is
extremely powerful.”

“How long am I to be there for?”
I asked, still not liking the plan.

“A week at the most, then I want
you to head to the Black Russian’s Naples’ headquarters. I need you
to start rounding up our famiglia. I have one last thing to do here, then I’ll meet
up with you. It’s getting too hot on the island, especially with
the Landi going on the rampage. We need to get out of the way and
let them take everyone out for us. The fighting will also weaken
them, so when the smoke clears, we’ll ride into town and finish
them off, along with anyone they’ve left behind.”

I nodded, although my mind was still on
the Black Russian. I’d never met him, but I had most definitely
heard about the sick freak. Some people claimed he bathed in blood,
others said he took joy in torturing people, and that was just for
starters, because the list went on. I just hoped most of it was
urban legend.

The Padre made a grunting sound, capturing my
attention. He muttered to Thierry, “I need my pills.”

Thierry removed a container from his
pocket and handed it to the Padre. The Padre popped it open and took out a couple of pills,
swallowing them down with bottled water. He handed the container
back to Thierry, then put an arm around the boy, muttering, “I love
you, angel.” Thierry wrapped his arms around the
Padre’s chest and cuddled into the rapist, making me want to
throw up in my mouth.

Uncle Christo rolled his eyes. “You still
want me to get you your Angel Gabriel?” he asked his brother, his
voice dripping with disdain.

“No, leave him in peace.”

Uncle Christo’s eyebrows shot up. “Are you
serious?”

The Padre nodded, his eyes sad. “He hates me like
Brando hated me, so let him live the rest of his life in peace.
Leave the D’Angelos alone. I did them wrong, not the other way
round.”

“They killed our brother and
nephew!” Uncle Christo yelled.

“No, Bianca D’Angelo did.
Thierry told me everything. She was trying to kill Alberto, but
Marco drunk the poisoned wine by mistake, while our brother had a
heart attack in response to losing his son. So, it’s not Gabriel’s
or Frano’s fault, its Bianca’s. Make her suffer.”

“Then, who killed Alberto?” I
cut in.

“A Landi soldier,” Thierry piped
up.

I looked at him, trying to assess whether
he was lying. He looked straight at me, not even flinching. “Which
soldier?” I asked.

“I don’t know;
just that he was a
Landi. I didn’t see it happen.”

My mind went to what I’d
heard: that
the Landi were holding the D’Angelo’s under lockdown, which meant
it could be true. “How did he die?”

“Stabbed in the
stomach.”

Pain speared my heart. Fuck, I loved that
man, and I would make the Landi pay for what they’d done. My eyes
moved to Christo. “If the Landi beat the Santini, we need to get
the Black Russian to help us kill the scum. I don’t want an even
fight, I want annihilation.”

“That’s the plan, but right now,
all I care about is seeing you all off safely, then getting things
ready for my schiava.”

I frowned. “Are
you talking
about my wife?”

He smiled. “Sì. I’m looking forward to catching up
with her.”

I shrugged, not sure whether I was happy
or sad about it, the bitch annoying as hell. “Have fun,” I finally
said.

His smiled widened. “I
will.”

The sound of an airplane caught my
attention. I glanced out of my window, seeing what looked like a
private jet descending towards the airstrip. Moments later, its
wheels hit the tarmac, the airplane coming to a stop not far from
where we were waiting.

“Out,” Christo
said.

I pushed out of the car, the others
following. Andriena emerged from the other car with a soldier
holding her arm. She looked terrified and rightly so, because,
although I wasn’t scared, I was nervous as shit over meeting the
Black Russian.

My attention moved back to the plane as
its door opened. The steps extended slowly, settling on the ground.
Two blond men emerged from the opening and headed down the steps,
holding machine guns. They moved to either side of the steps,
watching us silently, each man stunning to look at. I’d heard that
the Black Russian only surrounded himself with beautiful people,
and seeing his guards, I believed it.

Another man appeared at the top of the
steps dressed in black clothes, his coat lined with fur.

It was the Black Russian.

I stared up at him, the man
incredible to look at. It wasn’t because he was beautiful, hell no, he
wasn’t; it was because of two things. Firstly, he was abnormally
tall, well over six-foot-five. And secondly, the only black thing
about him, other than his clothes, was his extensive tattoos, which
covered his face, head, and any bare flesh I could see. They were
mostly patterns and writing, some in Cyrillic. He walked down the
steps slowly, his eyes moving from Andriena to my group, stopping
on Thierry. The boy shrank back, looking terrified.

The Black Russian
smiled wide, his
teeth so white in comparison to the black of his tattoos. He walked
over to Thierry, dwarfing the boy—and everyone else. “A pretty
D’Angelo for me?” he asked, staring down at the trembling
kid.

The Padre, who was balancing on crutches, leaned
against the car and hooked an arm around Thierry’s waist, pulling
him close. “He’s mine.”

The Black Russian’s face soured. “Pity, I
like pretty D’Angelos.” His gaze started moving again, finally
settling on me. Like his teeth, his icy blue eyes stood out amongst
all the black writing. Instead of going to Christo, he headed for
me, holding out his hand. He had rings adorning his fingers and a
diamond encrusted watch. “Matteo, I presume,” he said, his deep
Russian voice making me shiver—in a good way, the man making my
cock stand at attention.

I gripped onto his hand, giving it a
shake. For the first time ever, I felt short. If anything, I
wouldn’t be surprised if he was close to seven-foot, because he
towered over me.

Without warning, he
let go of my hand
and took a hold of my face, turning it from side to side. “Very
nice,” he said. “Your bone structure is perfect. Pretty eyes too. I
hope your body is just as good,” he said, his hands going to my
shirt. He grabbed a hold and ripped it open, my buttons going
everywhere. I remained still, shocked by what he was doing to
me.

“Gregor!” Christo snapped. “You
can’t treat my nephew like that.”

Ignoring my uncle, the Black Russian’s
eyes went to my stomach. “Delicious,” he said, running a hand over
my abs. His hand lowered to my pants.

“Gregor!”

The Black Russian’s gaze shifted to
Christo, his cold eyes narrowing. “I do not approve of your tone.
Be careful what you say next.”

“I’m not at fault here. You’re
treating my nephew like a piece of meat.”

“Oh, no, I wouldn’t put
this one on the meat market; I’d keep him for myself.”

“I think there’s been a
misunderstanding. Matteo is not for sale.”

The Black Russian frowned. “Why not?
You’re selling your niece to me and I’ll pay you twice the usual
rate for this one. He’s beautiful. I want him in my
bed.”

“I’m sorry, but
you can’t
have him. He’s to be the Don when I leave this earth.”

The Black Russian looked back at me, his
expression disapproving. “You’re too pretty to be a Don. You would
look better in leathers and tied to my bed.”

“I can still do that,” I
said.

His eyebrows shot
up. “Are you
gay, bi or just business savvy?”

“Gay.”

A smile appeared on his face. “So, you’re
happy to get into bed with me in more ways than one?”

“Yes.”

“Then, I think we’ll get along
very well.”

“If your cock is
proportionate to your height, I guarantee it.”

He blinked at me, then barked out a laugh.
He looked at Christo. “I like this one very much.”

“I knew you would, hence why I
wanted you to meet him,” Christo said.

“Now, it’s time to meet
your niece.” The
Black Russian put an arm around my shoulder and directed me over to
my auntie. I went to pull my shirt together, the wind making me
cold. He smacked my hands. “No, leave it open, I like the view.” He
stopped in front of my auntie, who was hiding behind a curtain of
black hair. “Look at me, female,” he said.

She didn’t move.

“Don’t make me repeat myself,
because the consequences will be painful.”

She looked up at him, her expression
terrified. The Black Russian let go of me and took a hold of her
face. “Very pretty. Nice bone structure like your nephew, and
striking eyes. Nice hair as well.” His eyes lowered to her chest.
“Big tits. You will be enjoyable.” He let go of her face and ran a
hand over her breasts. My auntie tried to step back, but the
soldier held her in place. The Black Russian took a hold of her
blouse and ripped it open. Reaching into his coat pocket, he pulled
out a switchblade and flicked it open, making my auntie gasp. “No
need to be frightened, pretty,” he said, “unless you don’t do as
you’re told. So, keep still if you only want me to cut your bra.”
He placed the knife in between the cups and cut the bra open. I
turned my head, not wanting to see my auntie’s bare breasts. The
Black Russian grunted, “Good. Natural breasts are always the best.
You’re making me hard, little one. I will enjoy you and your nephew
very much.”

My auntie gasped, making me wonder what
the Russian was doing. I looked back, seeing his hand in her
panties.

“Good, she’s tight,” he said,
his gaze moving to me. “Are you tight, too?”

“Yes,” I said, taking a
step back, because there was no motherfucking way he was testing me
here.

He grinned at me knowingly.
Removing his hand from my auntie’s panties, he turned to Christo,
who had followed us, along with Thierry and the Padre. “I will give you an extra million,
Don, since you downplayed her looks. She’s much prettier than you
said, and I always pay the correct amount for things.”

Christo grimaced.
“She’s not a
thing.”

“She is now.” The Black Russian turned to
his plane, barking out an order in Russian. A beautiful dark-haired
man appeared in the plane doorway, holding a briefcase. He
descended the steps and headed our way, stopping next to the Black
Russian. He held the suitcase out and opened it for him, revealing
rows of cash.

“Three million is in here,” the Black
Russian said, “and I’ll wire you the rest.” He closed the briefcase
and passed it to Christo, who thanked him. His gaze returned to me.
“Are you kinky?”

“As long as it’s just the feather and not
the whole chicken.”

He barked out another laugh. “I like your
humor.” His eyes moved down my body, then back up to my face. “I
want a threesome with you and your auntie.”

“Hell, no!” I said,
shaking my head vigorously.

“Is it because she’s a
woman?”

“No, she’s a freaking
relative.”

He grimaced.
“You Americans are
such prudes.” His eyes moved to Thierry. “You sure you won’t share
that one with me, priest? We can do him at the same
time.”

“You can’t touch him.”
The
Padre’s eyes moved to me, a smile quickly following. “Though, we
could fuck my nephew together.”

“No!” I yelled, taking a
threatening step towards him.

The Black Russian yanked
me back and
put his arms around my chest, holding me tight, the man strong.
“Don’t worry,” he whispered into my ear, “the bad priest won’t see
us fuck.”

I shivered, all anger gone, the
man arousing me. He turned me around and directed me to the plane,
ordering the soldier to carry my auntie onboard. The soldier picked
her up and carried her up the steps, while one of the Black
Russian’s men helped the Padre into the plane, Thierry following close
behind.

The Russian stopped at the bottom of the
steps. “Good luck, Christo,” he said, extending a hand.

My uncle shook his hand.
“Grazie, and take care of my brother and nephew.”

“Not your
niece?”

“Just keep her alive to
make my nephew happy.”

The Black Russian
nodded.

Letting go of
his hand, Christo
turned to me, giving my cheek an affectionate pat. “Enjoy yourself
and I’ll see you in a week.”

I nodded, leaning
in to give him a
hug. He hugged me back, then headed for his car with the soldier
who’d carried my auntie into the plane.

“He’s crazy like me,” the Black
Russian said, watching him get into the car. “That’s why I won’t
kill him.”

I frowned. “Why would you even consider
killing him?”

“That’s a mute point, plus he’ll
be dead from the cancer soon,” he said, watching my uncle’s car drive off,
followed by the other one. Once they had disappeared, he looked
down at me. “I have a question for you. Were you at the D’Angelo
house when your family took it over?”

“No. Why?”

He held out his right hand. “Grip my hand
with both of yours.”

Wondering what the fuck this
was about, I
took a hold of his hand, yelping as one of my fingers touched
something spiky. I whipped my hand back, seeing blood on my middle
finger. “What the hell?”

The Black Russian
turned his hand
over. My eyes went wide at the ring on his middle finger. Its top
was flipped open, a needle sticking out of it. It reminded me of
the one I’d given my sister to inject the Landi soldier
with.

“Did you poison me? I said,
looking up at the Black Russian in shock.

He smiled. “No. I
just gave
you something to make you sluggish so you don’t give me trouble. I
know about your fighting skills, and right now, I want you to be a
pussy cat, not a tiger.” He closed the ring’s lid. “Hence, why this
was necessary.”

I stepped away from him. “What the hell is
going on?” I said, aware there was nowhere to run. Christo was
gone, while the Russian guards were now pointing their guns at
me.

The Black Russian reached out to grab my
arm. “Calm down, pretty.”

“Like fuck I will.”
I yanked my arm
away from him, almost losing my balance. I attempted to steady
myself, my limps feeling wobbly. “Why are you doing this to me?
We’re meant to be allies.”

“Not after your family killed
four of my Black Guards and kidnapped another.” He lunged for me as
my legs gave out, stopping me from hitting the ground. He lifted me
into his arms as though I weighed nothing. “You’re lucky you
weren’t there when it happened, because I would’ve tortured you for
it.”

I stared at him, the full
brevity of what he was saying hitting me. I remembered seeing a
stunning blond Russian in the House of Whores; I just didn’t
realize he was a Black Guard. Numerous nationalities had occupied
the cells, Slavic people amongst them, which had been why I hadn’t
paid him special attention, even more so since he wasn’t my taste
in men, plus the Padre had dealt with him.

The Black Russian
grimaced. “I see
understanding in your pretty eyes. You know what’s happening, don’t
you? Vengeance.”

“You’re going to kill
me?”

“Oh no, you’re too lovely
to kill. Instead, you’re going to be my newest pleasure
slave.”

“Let me go!” I yelled, now
panicking.

He tightened his grip on
me. “No,
Matteo, you belong to me now, along with Jagger’s brother. I have
waited a long time to fuck a D’Angelo.”

“The Padre—”

“—will get his just desserts at the hands of
my sister. And really, I don’t understand why you Donatelli ever
thought I would help you?”

“Because you’re friends with
Christo.”

“If he was a true friend he
wouldn’t have allowed my guards to be killed.”

“He had no part in what happened
to them. He wasn’t the Don at the time. He wasn’t even in the
fucking country. The ones responsible are dead.”

“The priest is still
alive.”

“Then kill him and let me
go.”

“You’re not a very loyal
nephew.”

“I hate him, he raped
me.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“Your reaction to him now makes
sense, Yuri.”

“My name’s not
Yuri.”

“It is now. Yuri was one of the Black
Guards murdered. You’ll replace him in my bed.” He brushed my ear
with his lips. “So, Yuri, you do realize you’re not going to
Naples? Instead, you’ll be living with me for the rest of your
life.”

I breathed out, wondering how the fuck
I was going to get out of this shit.

“Nothing to say?”

“I’ll do whatever you want,” I said,
knowing there was no fucking way I was staying with him, because I
was no one’s slave. I just needed to bide my time for the right
moment to escape, which unfortunately wasn’t now.

He ran his lips over my ear again. “Good
boy. At night you’ll be tied to my bed, while during the day you’ll
be watched closely when I’m busy.”

“I won’t give you
trouble.”

“No, because I punish
troublemakers.” He bit my ear, making me yelp. He laughed. “And by
the way, I use the whole chicken. I’m not kinky, I’m crazy.” He
started heading up the steps, carrying me with ease. My eyes went
to the Padre and Thierry as we entered the plane, their shocked gazes
moving to me.

“Why are you carrying
my nephew?”
the Padre asked.

“I make people go weak at the
knees.” The Black Russian lowered me into a seat and clicked my
seatbelt on. “Two pretty Donatelli and one pretty D’Angelo, I got
my money’s worth today.” He looked at the priest. “And you’re not
one of them. Your face is too rough.”

The Padre pulled Thierry in closer. “I already said
this one’s mine.”

The Black Russian sat down next to me,
placing a hand on my crotch. “No, everyone in this plane belongs to
me.”

“I only belong to God,”
the Padre snapped, his eyes going to the door as it
closed.

The Black Russian laughed. “And I
belong to the Devil.”

“What’s going on?”

“Karma. Do you remember a
blond man called Sasha?”

The Padre shook his head as the engines
started.

“Do you remember
a Russian man,
then? He’s the beautiful blond your family kidnapped from the
D’Angelo house.”

The Padre looked confused, then understanding
crossed his face.

The Black Russian glared at him. “Did you
have a taste of my beautiful Sasha?”

“No.”

“You lie, priest, I can see it
in your eyes. You fucked what was mine and I bet you watched your
ugly soldiers shoot my Black Guards, including Sasha’s
brother.”

“I had no part in that;
I don’t approve of
beautiful men being killed.”

“Since you knew they were
beautiful, it must mean you were there.”

“No. I was in a different room
when that travesty happened. When I found out about it, I raged at
my brother.”

“I’m assuming you’re talking
about the old Don, because this one,” the Black Russian patted my
crotch, “said Christo wasn’t there.”

“Sì, my dead brother.”

The Black Russian cocked his
head to the side as the plane lifted off. “Regardless, why did you
get on my jet after what was done to my Black Guards? I understand
Christo wasn’t aware of what happened, even your nephew had a
viable excuse, but you,
you were there when the D’Angelo house was overrun. Didn’t you even
consider there would be consequences for killing my
guards?”

“Again, I did not kill them. I
have never killed a man in my life.”

“Your family,
then.”

“No, the killers were guards
doing the bidding of a higher power than me. I had no say in what
happened to your men.”

“Which is why I’ll let you live.
The master is the one who’s responsible, and for you Italians
that’s the Don.”

“You cannot kill Christo,
he’s your
friend!”

“I have no intention of killing
him; he
wasn’t the master at the time. But you, stupid priest, should’ve
told him what happened to my guards? It was very foolish not to
give him all the information at hand.”

“I didn’t think to. Guards are
hired help. Unimportant. We don’t retaliate if a guard is killed,
only if family is touched.”

“I don’t share your way of
thinking. My guards are my possessions, and when someone takes one
of my possessions away from me, I get very angry. And worse, when
they take a favorite possession away, I always retaliate. Two of those guards were my
favorites. I loved them, yet one was killed without thought, while
the other is being kept from me.” The Black Russian leaned forward,
making the Padre push his head back into the seat. “And all because
of your family.”

“No, because of my dead brother.
You can’t punish me for his sins, plus you said he’s solely
responsible.”

“I didn’t use the word ‘solely’
and you still deserve to be punished for using one of my
possessions without permission, and when I find him, he better not
be damaged.”

“You’re meant to protect me, not
harm me. That was the agreement you struck with
Christo.”

“I will do as I
please.”

“You can’t! Put this plane
back down, I refuse to go with you.”

“Are you giving me an order,
priest? Because if you are, I will kill you instead of imprison
you.”

The Padre shook his head, his eyes panicked. “We can
fix this. Christo will find the soldiers who killed your guards and
hand them over to you.”

“From what I hear, the D’Angelo
Don has already had them killed. And what about what
you
did to Jagger? He’s
the reason why my Black Guards were with the D’Angelos: to protect
him from you.”

“I have freed him.”

“You had no right to claim him
in the first place.” He pointed at Thierry. “He may be willing, but
I heard Jagger was not. I know what you did to him and
unfortunately for you, I like him very much. You will pay for
hurting him by learning what it’s like to be used as a sex
toy.”

The Padre’s eyes widened. “You wouldn’t dare touch
me!”

“Don’t flatter yourself, you’re
not my taste. I would sooner kill you than touch your body. I only
touch beauty and you are not beautiful. However, you are muscular
and my sister likes muscular men very much.”

The Padre’s eyes widened even more, looking like
they were about to swallow his face whole. “I am a man of God! No
Daughter of Satan shall touch me!”

The Black Russian started to laugh. “I
love how you speak. You shall be very entertaining. I hope my
sister doesn’t gag you.”

The Padre pushed to his feet, the fury on his face
strong. The two blonds lifted their guns, barking at him to sit
down. He flopped back in his seat, wincing, probably from his
injury.

“See, priest,” the Black Russian
said. “You have no power here, so if my sister wants to fill you
with little blue pills to make your cock hard so she can ride you,
you will swallow them as your nephew will swallow my seed. And if
she wants to kiss and paw your body,” he laughed, looking like he
was getting perverse joy out of the Padre’s horrified expression, “she shall. And she knows
about your unusual cock. When I told her I was procuring you for
her, she decided to invite all her friends over for some unholy fun
with you.”

“I will kill any Daughter of Satan who
touches me!”

“You won’t be able to if you’re
tied to my sister’s bed. By the way, priest, I’m a twin too. My
sister is my other half. Do you fuck your brother like I fuck my
sister?”

“No!”

“Odd.”

“You’re the Devil!”

“Yes, I am, and welcome to
Hell.”
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 RITA

I’d lost the FBI a while back,
although one of the bastards had grazed my arm with a bullet during
my getaway. I’d wrapped it with a strip of material I’d torn from my
shirt. I just hoped like hell it didn’t get infected after I had to
spend the night under a bush, hiding from Julio’s
agents.

I took another bite of the apple I’d
stolen from a tree further down the road. I was sitting behind an
abandoned farm building, waiting for Christo’s call. A few minutes
later it came through, his raspy voice instantly making me
bristle.

“It’s been a long time,
schiava,” he said.

“I’m not your slave,” I snapped, some of the apple spraying
from my mouth.

“You have always been my
schiava,” he said, “even in your mother’s womb. You were made for
me.”

“You arrogant son of a bitch,
you can’t
own someone, let alone someone you didn’t even know at the
time.”

“Our paths were always meant to
cross, it was destiny. And I want to bring you back into the fold,
so meet me at your childhood home.”

I went silent, the idea of going there
frightening. Something at the back of my mind was screaming at me
to stay away from it, I just didn’t know why.

“I demand an answer,” he
said.

“I don’t remember how to
get there.”

“If you’re really my
schiava
you will find
it.”

“I’ve lost some of my
memory.”

“Interesting. Do you
remember the cottage you and Frano used to meet in?”

I stiffened, shocked he knew about
it.

“Answer me!”

“Yes. How do you know about
it?”

“I was following you around. How do you
think I knew about you disobeying my orders?”

“I didn’t think.”

“Of course you didn’t. You were
a stupid teenager. After the restroom incident, I thought you
would’ve grown some sense, but I obviously miscalculated how
unintelligent you Salvi are.”

“How dare you insult my
family! Your family are nothing but disgusting pieces of
shit!”

“Looks like
you’re still
stupid, considering I have your brother right next to me. So,
insult my famiglia some more and then listen to your brother scream as I cut
his throat.”

I went silent.

“Have you got nothing more to
say about my famiglia now?”

“No. And if you kill Lucan, I
won’t come.”

“You will come if you know
what’s good for your brother. By the way, you should show some
gratitude to your husband.”

“Why?”

“Matteo looked after Lucan,
making sure my brother didn’t go near him. Lucan appeared to like
him very much. Personally, I was rather surprised at how nice my
nephew was to him. I could say he was even gentle. I’ve never seen
him be so selfless.”

I remained silent, also
surprised.

Christo continued, “But since Matteo flew
out today, your brother’s now unprotected.”

“I’ll do whatever
you say, just as
long as you don’t hurt him.”

“Then show up at the house. I’m
sure you’ll find your way there. It’s not far from the cottage.
Meet me in the lounge at six tonight. And don’t be late.” He hung
up.

Stuffing the phone into my
pocket, I
pushed to my feet, wanting to get to the house before he did—if he
wasn’t already there. I closed my eyes, attempting to bring up the
cottage Frano and I used to meet at. From memory, it wasn’t far
from the lavender forest. Opening my eyes, I started jogging across
the field, relieved that the long line of trees on my left
sheltered me from the road. Although it was the countryside, I
didn’t want to take any chances, especially with the FBI on my
trail.

Just under an hour later, I spotted a
white cottage in the distance. Hoping that it was the right one, I
picked up my pace. As I neared the fence, a figure rounded the
building. I dropped to the ground fast, praying they hadn’t seen
me. Luckily, they turned away from me as someone else rounded the
building. My breath caught in my throat at the sight of Frano. Even
from a distance, I could see he was upset with the way he was
waving his arms about. The other man looked like he was trying to
calm him down, probably a Landi soldier since Frano had been let
out. Two more men joined them, one of them shaking his head. Frano
started shouting, then stormed off, disappearing around the
cottage. I bit my lip, willing myself not to go to him. I knew he’d
be upset, he probably even thought I’d betrayed him. I just had to
be patient. Once I killed Christo and got my brother back, I would
return and explain everything. He would still be mad, but he’d
forgive me, because without a doubt he loved me as I loved
him.

I breathed out, again shocked to think
that. Only a short while ago, I had wanted to kill him, now I
wanted to marry him. My mind returned to all those years ago when
he’d proposed. I could’ve been with him for the past seven years. I
could’ve had his babies and lived a happy life. But Christo had
stolen that from me and I would make him pay for it
dearly.

As the men followed Frano around the
building, I pushed to my feet and sprinted along the fence line,
heading further into the field, wanting to use the trees on my left
as cover. They lined the back of the property, giving me a chance
to get past without being detected, because without a doubt, Frano
was searching for me.

I rounded the fence line
and ran
behind the row of trees, catching glimpses of the property through
the branches. I stopped as I neared the last tree and peered around
it. Luckily, there was no sign of Frano or the Landi soldiers.
Relieved, I kicked into gear again, spotting a different building
in the distance. It looked vaguely familiar. As I neared it, I
realized why. It was the old farmhouse where my mother used to buy
eggs from … which meant I wasn’t far from my childhood
home.

I glanced at it as I passed by,
disappointed that it looked abandoned. I kept on moving, slowing down as I
neared a large barn on another property. Pure fear raced through me
at the sight. Not knowing why, but wanting to, I headed for the
door. My brain started screaming at me not to go inside. Ignoring
it, I pushed open the door. It swung inwards, the creaking
reminding me of the sound effects in horror films. And like the
women in those films, I knew I shouldn’t enter—even though I
would.

I stepped inside, my eyes sweeping the
interior of the barn. It had a rusty tractor in one corner, dirt
and hay spread across the floor and… My eyes went to a row of horse
stalls on my left. I walked over to them, my heart rate picking up
the closer I got. Opening the one at the end, I stepped inside the
empty rectangle and closed the door. On autopilot, I bobbed down
and peered through the hole in the wood panel. I could see
everything clearly in my mind’s eye, the images from seven years
ago returning. And what I saw made me gasp.
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SOPHIA

Christo stepped into the barn with a
gun to Jagger’s head. “Are you in here, schiava?” he called out.

When I didn’t answer, he looked
at the ground. “I can see your footprints in the dirt.” His eyes
moved to the stall I was hiding in. “Come out, come out, wherever
you are, my sweet little schiava.”

I remained still, too terrified to move or
even make a sound, my heart almost bursting out of my
chest.

Christo shoved Jagger to the ground and
cocked his gun. “If you don’t come out, I will shoot
him.”

Before I could change my
mind, I
pushed opened the door and stepped out of the stall, unable to stop
from trembling.

He smiled at me. “Bring her to me,
Jagger.” When Jagger didn’t move, he kicked him. “Get
her!”

Jagger rolled over, clutching his
stomach.

“Now!”

Jagger struggled to his feet and stumbled
over to me. He had a split lip and a bloody nose, Christo obviously
having beaten him. It was the day after I’d made love to Frano by
the riverside. Jagger had shown up at my house after school,
barging inside, demanding to see me. That was when he’d seen
Christo holding me by the throat. He’d thrown his school bag at
Christo, making him let go of me, then had charged him, yelling at
me to run. And I had, not looking back even though I knew Jagger
was sacrificing himself for me, too terrified to do anything
else.

As Jagger came to a stop in front of me,
he whispered, “We need to charge him together.”

“No, he has a gun,” I whispered
back

“We don’t have a
choice—”

“Hurry up!” Christo yelled,
cutting Jagger off. “Don’t try my patience.”

Jagger took a hold of my
arm and
pulled me over to Christo. As we neared him, he let go of me and
yelled, “Now!” He rushed Christo, but I remained still, again too
terrified to help him. Christo kicked Jagger in the stomach,
lifting him off his feet. Jagger came crashing down, looking winded
and in shock.

Christo used his foot to push
Jagger onto his back. “Pathetic. No wonder my schiava chose Frano over you. You’re an
embarrassment to the D’Angelo name, boy. All you’re good for is
making my brother’s cock happy.” He prodded Jagger with his foot.
“Get up.”

Jagger remained on the floor,
clutching his stomach, looking in pain.

“No more warnings, Jagger. Get
up. I want you to undress my schiava for me.”

“No,” Jagger breathed
out.

“I have plenty of bullets in my
gun, but all
I need is one for a disobedient boy.”

“You won’t kill me. The
Padre
won’t allow
it.”

“I wasn’t going to kill you,”
he bent down
and placed the gun to Jagger’s crotch, “just make another hole for
my brother’s cock. So, how about you do as you’re told or become a
bitch for real?”

Jagger pushed up, struggling to his feet.
He placed his hands on his knees, looking like he was ready to
collapse.

Christo pointed his gun at me. “Now,
undress her.”

Jagger turned around and reached for my
blouse, muttering, “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t touch me!” I yelled,
batting his hands away.

“Stop fucking around, Jagger!”
Christo barked.

Jagger went for me again. I pushed him
back, but he didn’t stop. He made a grab for my blouse. I yelled
out and struck him the face. Grunting, he took a step back, then
lunged for me as I tried to get past him. He shoved me hard into
the tractor and ripped my blouse open. I screamed, trying to get
away from him, but he spun me around, trapping me against the
tractor. He yanked my pants down, using his foot to remove them. I
started crying, begging him to stop, but he continued stripping me
until I was fully naked.

“Turn her to face me,” Christo
said.

Jagger spun me around, holding my arms so I
couldn’t get away.

Christo smiled, his eyes running over
me. “Push her to the ground.”

Jagger did.

Christo pointed his gun at my
head. “Get
naked, Jagger, if you want her bullet free.”

Jagger removed his clothes.

“Now, fuck her,” Christo
said.

“I-I can’t,” Jagger stuttered
out.

“You can, unless you want a
bullet in her head.”

“Please don’t do
this.”

“Stop whining like a little
bitch and fuck her like a man, it’s what you wanted.”

“Not like
this!”

Christo’s eyes went to me as I pushed to
my feet, intending on making a run for it. “Get down!” he
yelled.

In the distraction, Jagger went for his
gun. Christo whipped to the side and hit him in the chest, knocking
Jagger backwards. Yelling out, Jagger stumbled, almost falling over
me. He righted himself, his expression pained.

“Stop hitting him!” I yelled at
Christo.

“Finally found your voice, have
you?” Christo said. “And I will stop hurting him once he learns he
can’t beat me. My brother did say he was stubborn. So, last
warning, Jagger: Fuck her now or she’s dead.” He cocked his
gun.

Jagger dropped down onto me, making me
shriek. Even though I knew I shouldn’t fight him, that it was my
life at risk, I couldn’t let him fuck me. I couldn’t! I would be spoiled for Frano, he
wouldn’t want me … this was wrong, so wrong … I didn’t want to do
this, I didn’t want him on me. He was bleeding, I was screaming,
crying, struggling, and full out panicking.

He jammed my arms into the dirt and
nudged my legs apart with his knees.

“Hurry up and start fucking her,
Jagger,” Christo said.

Laying down on me,
Jagger pushed his face into my hair and started grinding against
me, his sniffs telling me he was crying too.

“Come on, Jagger, put more
effort into it,” Christo said. “Right now, I’m thinking you’re
gay.”

Jagger continued to grind on me, his
cock slowly growing.

“I want you to fuck her,
not to rub her to death. Stick your cock in.”

“No, Jagger,” I sobbed, “don’t
do it.”

The gun cocked behind us.
“Hurry up. You need to loosen her tight figa for me.”

Jagger reached down and took a hold of
his cock, the tip now at my pussy.

“Now!”

Jagger pushed his cock inside
of me,
making me cry out. My mind went to Frano. Even though Jagger was
raping me, or Christo was through him, I felt like I was betraying
our love. I knew it didn’t make sense, but nothing made sense
now.

I started begging Jagger to stop, my
words blurred by my sobs. He did for a moment. A second later, he
cried out, arching his back, his face twisted in pain. My eyes went
to Christo, who was holding a long piece of rope that had been on
the tractor.

“Keep fucking her,” Christo
snapped, flicking the rope out threateningly.

Jagger started moving on top of me again,
although he was now soft, his cock having slipped out of me. But he
pretended to do what Christo wanted.

Christo walked around us, laughing
strangely. “Yeah, boy, take my schiava, loosen her up for me.”

A yell came from the front of the barn.
The Padre appeared above us a second later. He yanked Jagger off me,
causing Jagger to shriek in terror. I went to help him.

Christo kicked me back down. “Stay
there, schiava; I want you to see what the D’Angelos are good
for.”

The Padre shoved Jagger to the ground and lifted his
robe. Knowing he was going to rape Jagger, I scrambled to my feet
and jumped onto his back. Christo yanked me off his brother and
pushed me face first into the ground, climbing on top of my back. I
struggled against him, screaming for him to let me go. He grabbed
my hair and wrenched my head back, forcing me to look at Jagger’s
face. Jagger was screaming and clawing at the ground, trying to get
out from under the Padre.

The Padre glared at me. “He’s mine, Daughter of
Satan, he will always be mine.” He lurched forward on top of
Jagger, making him scream, the Padre penetrating him.

Then I screamed, Christo shoving his
cock inside of me. Christo started fucking me, while the
Padre
did the same to
Jagger.

Jagger stopped clawing the ground and cried
out, “Kill me, Dio!”

I closed my eyes, wanting to die
too.
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 RITA

I bent over,
the memory making
me throw up the apple I’d eaten. Jagger hadn’t done anything wrong;
it had been Christo and his sick brother. They’d hurt us, telling
us it was our fault. I could still hear both of them talking,
filling our heads with lies, telling us we’d asked for it, that we
deserved it. We were just kids. I’d been a week away from my
eighteenth birthday while Jagger had just turned seventeen, and
those evil bastards had stolen our innocence, our youth. I wasn’t
just going to kill Christo, I was going to torture him, then go
after his brother and do the same to that bastard. After that, I would drag
the Padre in front of Jagger and let him finish the rapist
off.

I
straightened, knowing I wasn’t going to cry or beg this time round. I
was going to curse and fight with everything I had. Now wanting to
do more than save my brother, I headed out of the barn. I continued
east, clearing the fields fast, my surroundings becoming familiar.
I’d learned to ride horses here. The horses were gone, the pasture
dry, but my memory was returning, bits and pieces of my life
falling into place.

I jumped over a fence, recognizing the
road that led to the river. After Christo had raped and brutalized
me, he’d thrown me into the trunk of his car, then had driven to
the river. I’d been yanked out of it by the priest and thrown on
the ground, the man having arrived in a different vehicle. He had
screamed at me that I would pay for touching his angel.

Although it had been seven years ago, it
felt like yesterday, the wrong done to me so fresh I could scream.
I jumped over another fence, hearing the sounds of the river. The
priest had held me over the water, making me look at what Christo
was holding in his hands. I stopped in my tracks, struck by the
memory. When the Donatelli had first captured the D’Angelo house,
Alberto had called ‘Sophia’ an only child, not realizing I was her,
and since my memory had been locked away, I hadn’t questioned it,
but now…

I turned and headed through the
trees, stopping in front of the river. I could see the spot where
the priest had held me down. I’d been screaming at Christo not to
kill my brother. He’d been holding Lucan’s head under the water.
Behind Christo someone was begging him to stop. I couldn’t see who
it was, the Padre blocking me.

But it had sounded like
Alberto.

SOPHIA

Alberto continued begging for my
brother’s life. I didn’t know why he cared for Lucan or why he was
even here. Maybe he’d gone for a walk and had stumbled across us,
although that didn’t feel right, since Christo wasn’t hiding a
thing from him.

“Why do you want to save
the retard?”
Christo said, pulling Lucan’s head out of the river. My brother
started spluttering and coughing, trying to suck in air.

“I told you to only kill the
girl!” Alberto yelled. “I only paid for her death, not
Lucan’s.”

“I’m giving you extra for your
money, boy.
When you hire me, I go above and beyond.”

“No! Just kill Sophia, leave
Lucan out of this.”

“It’s too late now, he’s a
witness.”

“You weren’t supposed to get him
involved in the first place! You caused this mess, you fix
it.”

“No, you caused it. You paid the Devil; you got
holy hell in return. So, get back in your fucking car and
leave.”

“The deal was for you to kill
the girl in front of me, no one else.”

“Stop arguing and leave before
Jagger wakes up. If he sees you here, your father will find out
you’ve been spending his money on hits.”

“That’s another thing: Jagger’s
not even supposed to be here. You totally fucked everything
up!”

“Jagger showing up was unexpected, and my
brother will take care of him.”

“If he kills Jagger I will kill
him!”

“You watch what you say, boy, or
you’ll end up in the river.”

“Just don’t kill Jagger, I love
him. I’m doing all of this for him.”

“My brother loves him too, so
stop worrying. He’ll just shoot him up with some drugs. It’ll look
like he has a fever and is hallucinating. I have a doctor who will
cover for us. My brother will also stay with him. No one will
believe anything Jagger says, not even Jagger. He’ll probably think
it’s all a nightmare.”

“Just spare Lucan,” Alberto said. “I’ll pay
you extra.”

“No! Leave or I’ll kill you!
Because you’re really pissing me off now.”

Alberto grimaced, his eyes conflicted,
then he swore, cursing Christo to Hell. He spun around and stormed
to his car. He jumped inside and slammed his door shut, the car
disappearing through the trees moments later.

“You can’t kill the simpleton,”
the Padre said.

Christo turned to him. “I have
to.”

“Just fill him with the same
drugs as Jagger and drop him off at the asylum. He’s half blind and
has the mind of a child. He won’t give us up, and if he does, no
one will believe him.”

“You’re too
soft.”

“No. God told me that Lucan
mustn’t die. He’s too pure. Even I can’t touch him or I’ll be
struck down by his hand.”

“And killing this pathetic
girl isn’t a sin?”

“She isn’t innocent. She’s a
Daughter of Satan, and he wants her back.”

“And the asylum isn’t a
hell?”

“You still can’t kill
Lucan.”

“Okay, okay, the asylum it is.
Just don’t tell that fool Alberto. Let him feel guilty for Lucan’s
supposed death.” He pushed up, yanking Lucan to his feet. “Now,
kill my schiava.”

“You don’t want to use her
again?”

“No, she’s pathetic. I hate
weepy, weak women. So, drown her.”

The Padre pushed my head into the river, my
brother’s screams muffled by the water.

RITA

I gritted my teeth, wishing I’d
stuck that knife into Alberto myself, the bastard behind everything.
Furious, I headed back through the trees, working myself up more
and more. I picked up speed, itching to get to Christo, so I could
take my fury out on him, giving him his just desserts. After
another twenty minutes of running, I spotted houses on the horizon.
I continued onwards, not sure whether I should cut across people’s
backyards or risk going by road. As I neared the properties, I
veered towards the road, the wall of the first house high. It
belonged to a lower level mafia family called the Orsini, their
head a Capo. Surprised I knew that, I stopped behind some trees and
peered through the branches, spotting a few cars parked along the
road. Luckily, there was no sign of people, the houses spread out
in this area.

I slipped between the trees and cut
across the road, quickly slipping behind the ones on the other
side. I ran a hundred yards before coming across another fence.
This one had belonged to a relative of the first house, probably
still did, knowing the mafia. I zipped across the road again,
hiding behind more trees. It seemed to be a pattern of trees,
house, trees, house; all of them connected to the Orsini. I’d
forgotten how close my family had lived to other mafia families,
but it made sense, since no normal civilian would want to be near
us.

After a mile or
so, I
finally neared a row of trees that looked familiar. I cut across
the road, running around the outside of the property, getting
glimpses of a flat rooftop over a high wall. I went to the back of
the property, spotting a gate, one that had been guarded when I’d
lived there. I went to open it, expecting it to be locked, but
instead it opened without a problem. I poked my head through,
seeing an empty backyard. It was nicely landscaped with clothes on
the line, which told me it was lived in. Frano had said my
family—or parents were now living on a different island, so
obviously they’d sold or leased the house.

I entered the property, closing the gate
behind me, not wanting to leave any sign of my presence. I ran
across the large backyard, stopping behind the servants’ quarters.
I poked my head around the corner, checking for people. But there
was no one, the place quiet. I sprinted to the main house and
flattened my back against the wall, wondering whether the Donatelli
now owned the place, especially since Christo wanted to meet me
here. Unless he’d cleared it out of the owners, not something that
would surprise me.

The back door was
open. I took
a peek inside, seeing an empty old-fashioned kitchen. I entered it
quietly, heading for the next door. I pushed it open a fraction and
peered inside the lounge. There were people sitting on a couch,
watching TV. I could see the back of their heads. Two had auburn
hair, like my mother and brother, while the other had a red-brown
tone, matching my father’s hair color. I went to move forward, but
stopped, noticing rope tied around them.

Realizing that Christo was already here,
I scanned the kitchen for a weapon. My gun had been dropped in the
chase, one of the agents having shot it out of my hand. My eyes
went to a block of knives. I crept over to it and removed a thin
one I could hide behind my wrist. I crept back to the door and
peeked into the lounge again. I wanted to go to my family, but
wasn’t sure if I should reveal myself yet. The microwave oven told
me it was five-twenty-six P.M. I waited, preferring to see if
Christo or his goons showed. Six o’clock passed with no sign of the
Donatelli. Also, my parents hadn’t moved, not even a twitch. I
could see Lucan twitching, but not them. It made me even more
nervous, the thought that they were dead finally spurring me into
action.

I entered the lounge, closing
the door behind me without a sound. I inched closer to my family, keeping my
eyes open for Christo and his soldiers. I stopped behind the couch
and bobbed down.

“Don’t say a word,” I
whispered. “I’m here to help.”

They didn’t respond.

“I don’t know whether
you’ve been told, but I’m Sophia, your daughter,” I breathed out,
“so don’t scream or make any sounds when you see me.”

I walked around the
couch,
unable to stop my own scream. The people framing my brother weren’t
my parents. Their hair was dyed and their throats were slit … a
macabre reenactment of what had happened to my parents seven years
prior, the memory returning with a horrifying clarity.

SOPHIA

Christo had murdered my
parents!

I collapsed to the
floor, too
overwhelmed to do anything else. My mind was in chaos while my
heart was broken—my world completely shattered. Their throats were
slit. My Papà and Mamma gone because of me, only my brother alive, Lucan bound and
gagged. This was my fault. I could see that. It was because I
couldn’t stay away from Frano—even for my parents. And now they
were dead because of my selfish desires.

RITA

I knew the people in
front of me
weren’t my parents. They had died seven years ago because of me.
Frano had said they’d moved to another island. Maybe the Donatelli
had instigated the lie, filling everyone’s heads with untruths,
because without a doubt I knew they were dead. And although Christo
had been the one who’d taken their lives, my persistence in seeing
Frano had led to it. Christo had told me I was his accomplice in
their murders, because he’d warned me enough times about what he
would do if I didn’t obey him. I remembered everything now,
especially that dark day. It had started off no different from any
other day, only its ending changing my life.

SOPHIA

Jagger wouldn’t leave me alone.
He was following me home on a bike he’d swiped from some other kid. I picked up
speed on my own bike, trying to get back before he caught up with
me. He’d confronted me after school, demanding that I tell him the
truth about Frano. When I didn’t say a word, he started yelling
that I was a cheating puttana. Kids had stopped to stare at us, so I’d grabbed my
bike and took off, desperately needing to escape him. But Jagger
wouldn’t give up. I’d kept on riding, terrified of him, because he
looked like he’d lost his mind, his eyes crazy.

As soon as I entered my property, I jumped
off my bike and ran for my front door, praying that Jagger didn’t
follow me inside. I barged inside and headed for the lounge,
stopping in surprise. My parents and brother were sitting on the
couch, watching TV. I didn’t know why my father was home, but I was
grateful, because he would protect me.

“Papà!” I called out.

He didn’t answer.

Jagger shouted at me to come outside.
Panicked, I ran around the couch, then stopped dead in my tracks,
what I saw making me scream. Before I knew what was happening,
Christo appeared at my side. He grabbed me and forced me towards
the front door, Jagger bursting through it a moment
later.

RITA

My eyes remained
locked on the
macabre reenactment of my parents’ deaths.

Christo came up behind my brother and
placed his hands on the dead people’s shoulders. “Like my work?” he
asked.

Lucan stared up at me, with tears streaming
down his sweet face. He’d looked at me in the same way seven years
ago, his innocent eyes pleading for me to save him. I hadn’t back
then, because I’d been too weak and overwhelmed to do a thing, but
now…

“You didn’t answer me,
schiava,” Christo said. “Do you like my work?”

I raised my eyes
to him, the smile
on his face wide. He was much gaunter now, not the muscled master
of my nightmares. But he looked just as wicked, if not more
so.

No! I was my master’s nightmare.

I didn’t think;
I acted. I leapt
onto the couch, using one of the dead people’s legs as a
springboard. I threw myself at Christo, aiming the knife at his
smiling face.

Episode 14

Coming Soon
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