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Gloria’s family managed to achieve the American dream. It was amazing. Her grandfather had come to the States from Sicily and had begun as a worker in a coach factory, before rapidly rising to foreman, then becoming an accountant at the company. Gloria’s father followed in his father’s footsteps, and after serving in the Second World War during the invasion of Italy, he found himself running a rather successful accounting firm, serving mostly the various Italian-American smaller and bigger businessmen who just needed someone to take care of their paperwork without too many complaints. As a result, Gloria could be sent to a rather exclusive Catholic private school and, since her brother was expected to take over the family business, she was supposed to find a reasonable husband to marry and to have as many happy little grandchildren as possible to make her parents happy. Despite her mother’s best efforts, however, the initial offering of candidates was deemed unacceptable. Gloria didn’t like the parade of young men she had known all her life and which were invariably the sons of her father’s business partners. They were all mostly nice, but also terribly boring, and entirely focused on making money, and to top it off, in the most boring way imaginable. 

It was no wonder that Gloria fell for John. 

They met at the Ferragosto party of the local community center. Gloria was looking amazing, her dark blond hair perfectly styled and her cute petticoat dress underlining her slim waist and enticing hips, while John looked absolutely charming with his short black curls and the tailored suit. They quickly found themselves dancing first carefully, then increasingly closer. So close that Gloria’s mother shot the young man sharp looks to make sure he didn’t forget his place. 

Of course, John reacted as the perfect gentleman he was and released Gloria just far enough so that the situation was saved. 

The afternoon turned into evening, and everybody was having a good time. John and Gloria had the opportunity to talk on the community center’s patio, while still being spied on diligently by her mother. She was quite happy with the things he was saying. Once that was cleared up, she did a little round in the community to figure out who that charming young fellow was. 

It turned out that his family was from Catania, which was a good sign. Or at least an acceptable one. His father was Ercole Russo, now American as Herbert Russell. The name change was a bit iffy, but understandable. That his father owned a large building company was a good sign. 

As far as Gloria’s mother was concerned, this young man was acceptable. A good Catholic man, tall, good looks, strong ... moneyed ... She smiled to herself. This was good. Now she just had to make this work ... 

John was smiling at Gloria. The summer moon was slowly rising, and he couldn’t help but ignore it, his looks always drawn to the wonderful, beautiful woman right next to him. She smiled at him blissfully, and then, he kissed her. 

It was a long and soft kiss, gentle, yet full of passion, and a moment later, his hand went to her waist. She smiled, embraced him too, and they looked into each other’s eyes, amazed by their beauty. It was a wonderful moment, and they both wanted it to last forever. 

It would have if Al, John’s cousin hadn’t clumsily stumbled over one of the decorative flowerpots on the patio, which caused a bit of commotion. 

The two lovebirds smiled at each other, blushed, looked away, looked back, and then exchanged a very chaste, loving kiss, before returning inside quickly, ignoring Al’s helpless excuses. 

Still, things were now under way. 

After a rather brief courtship, their families quickly agreed on them being an excellent match, and within a few months, a date for the wedding was picked. Things turned intense from that point onwards. A venue was booked, dresses were tailored, cousins invited, and soon, very soon, it was time. 

Gloria was horribly nervous. Her cousins were assisting her with the dress, it was white and beautiful and she was radiant. Also, she was a wreck. She was going to get married! To John! Holy Mother of God. It would be perfect, but ... 

Julie helped her with the shoes. Catherine had the bouquet ready. Joan whispered: 

“It’s going to be great. You got this. He loves you, you love him, it’ll be amazing! I see why you’re nervous, but me, I’m jealous!”

Catherine nodded: 

“Me too! To think that John doesn’t have a younger brother ...”

Julie glared at her: 

“That’s not the time, please!”

Gloria waved her hands to cool her face. 

“Oh God – Oh God – Oh God!”

Just then, her great-grandmother walked into the dressing room. Claudia was an ancient woman, wizened and tiny. She watched the bride getting ready for a moment, then she approached her with wary steps and said in her quiet voice: 

“A moment of your time, sweetie.”

“Yes, Nonna? I’m so nervous ...”

“You have every right to be. I have brought you something. You should wear it for the wedding.”

“It’s a bit late for ...”

“It’s just a small pendant.”

“Okay ...”

The old woman handed her a tiny piece of jewelry. A thin gold chain with a little painting of a saint attached. Gloria looked at the medallion. A bearded figure, crucified, but ... wearing a dress.

“What’s that?”

The old woman had a serious expression: 

“This is Saint Wilgefortis. She’s our family’s patron saint. She will protect you.”

“Wait ... this is a woman?”

“She is, yes. A very good saint. Protects women in bad marriages.”

“Um ... My marriage is going to be great!”

“Yes ... yes ... Better be safe, no?”

With these words, the old woman shuffled back out, causing the bride and her maids to exchange weirded out looks. 

“Well then ...”

Joan put the chain around Gloria’s neck and said: 

“Whatever ...”

Then they were ready, and started their way to the wedding. 

After their honeymoon in Florida, they moved together into their new house. True to form, John carried her over the doorstep, and then, right into the bedroom. It was incredible. The groom was all over her, and Gloria couldn’t help squeaking in delight as he did his thing. 

It was quite amazing. 

Soon, Gloria settled into her life as a married woman, making sure their home was in great shape, and ensuring that her husband was happy. It was a dream come true. John was generous in all things, took her to the cinema, the theatre and even the opera. He made sure they always had the best new appliances, and insisted that Gloria had enough money to dress according to the latest fashion. 

After a bit of asking, he even bought Gloria a small car so she could do her shopping. It was all cute and red, and she adored it, calling it her Ladybug!

When Catherine and Julie came to visit, they were astonished!

Catherine took a sip of her coffee from the brand-new machine and asked: 

“And he’s making all of this money at his dad’s building company?”

Julie frowned at her. There she was again, Catherine being nosy. 

Gloria didn’t mind. 

“The business is running really well. They’re building so many houses! I’ve seen some of the projects. They’re going to be really great.”

“Wow ... So ... are you going to move into a bigger house at some point?”

Julie was getting exasperated. Why was Catherine always like this?

“Don’t answer that, Gloria! This house is amazing. I love it. Don’t let Cat make you feel as if this is not great!”

Catherine rolled her eyes: 

“I wasn’t saying that ... I was just wondering ...”

Gloria just smiled, poured them more coffee and said: 

“I’m way too happy with this place. But if you want to, we can take a little trip on the Ladybug and visit John at one of the sites. He has the list in his office upstairs, I’m sure we’ll find him. Then we can surprise him!”

“Oooh!” Catherine was all for that. “I wanna see some nice buff young men, and I wanna ride in your car. It’s so cute!”

Julie nodded. Catherine was annoying with her constant looking out for prospective husbands, but the car was great!

Soon later, the three young women climbed into the car and Gloria started it, giggling as she pressed down the gas pedal to make it roar a little. 

Catherine laughed: 

“Whoo, Gloria, be careful! The cops are going to think you’re a wild one!”

Then they drove off. 

Singing along to the radio, the trio drove to the first building site. Catherine craned her neck to see the nice construction workers, but ... 

There were none. The place looked abandoned. 

“Where is everybody?”

Julie looked too. It didn’t look as if there was anything going on at this place. There was barely a sign that construction had started. Instead, there were a bunch of rather unsavory men hanging around close-by. 

Julie retreated into the car, while Catherine observed from her seat. Gloria wondered whether she had the wrong address. No. It was correct. 

She asked: 

“Do you think there’s a mistake?”

“I don’t know? This place looks really suspicious.”

“I’m going to ask them!”

“What? No!” Julie shook her head nervously. “Those men look ... like ... I don’t know. They look bad.”

“I want to know what’s going on.”

“Are you crazy?”

But Gloria had already gotten out of the car. Her two friends were horribly nervous and aware that they couldn’t drive the car. Maybe they could lock themselves in? What had gotten into Gloria? This was completely insane!

Their friend reached the men and asked: 

“Hello. I’m looking for my husband’s building site?”

One of the men looked at her, took in her figure and her dress, then grinned rather sleazily. 

“There’s nobody here. I think you got the wrong spot.”

He wasn’t aggressive or anything, but his looks made her uncomfortable, and Gloria realized she might just have made a horrible mistake. 

“Are you sure? He’s John Russell, his dad owns the company. Herbert Russell?”

Suddenly, there was a change in the men’s expressions. They seemed tense now. 

“Russell, you say? As in Ercole Russo?”

“Yes, that was his name in the Old Country.”

“Oh. And you’re his daughter-in-law?”

“Mhm. That’s right!”

Without thinking, she showed them the ring. The first man nodded: 

“Okay, Mrs. Russo, I mean, Russell ... We haven’t seen your husband or any building crew here, but ... we’re happy to meet you and we hope you didn’t feel uncomfortable.”

Gloria could swear one of the other men adjusted his tie. 

In the end, the men accompanied her to the car, made sure they were alright, and the one she talked to even wiped a smudge of dirt from the paintjob. 

As they drove away, Julie asked: 

“What was that?”

The next months were wonderful! 

Gloria managed to ignore the strange experience at the building site, and the girls never brought it up, so things were perfectly fine. She did notice, however, that John was evasive when it came to his job. Sometimes, he would come home very late, and on occasion, he would stay out all night. He usually apologized by bringing home a little piece of jewelry or quite a few flowers, but he never explained what was going on. 

Also, after several months, she started to wonder. They were enjoying themselves in bed, but she had certainly expected to be pregnant by now. The fact that she wasn’t was making her nervous. 

As she was sitting together with Catherine and Julie, enjoying an afternoon coffee and some tiramisù, she asked: 

“Um ... I have a stupid question ...”

The two other girls were a bit surprised by this announcement. Catherine raised an eyebrow: 

“Okay, what is it?”

Julie just looked at her intently. 

“It’s ... How long does it normally take for someone to get pregnant?”

This was met by a bit of blushing. Then Julie said: 

“It depends. How often have you been doing it?”

“Weeell ... A lot, I guess? John wants a lot of kids, so we’re doing it almost every day? Even when I’m not really in the mood. He says it’s really important for him. And my mom ... she also wants it. So ...”

Catherine shrugged. 

“Normally, it shouldn’t be much of a problem. My nana told me to see how often I am ... you know ... and to
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