
  
    [image: Wrecking the King]
  


  
    
      WRECKING THE KING

      
        THE SOVRANO CRIME FAMILY

      

    

    
      
        JESSA YORK

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2024 by Jessa York

      

      This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, locations, and incidents are products of the authors’ imaginations. Any resemblance to actual persons, things, living or dead, locales, or events is entirely coincidental.

      Proofer: Emily Kirkpatrick

      Cover Design: Designs by LM

      

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      To my hubby,

      

      You obviously know I have to dedicate anything naughty to you.

      

      Here’s to 30 years.

      

      And many more…

      

      J.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        Now tell me, madam, do you love your children?

        WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
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        Giselle

      

      

      “Sit down and shut up,” the man in the black T-shirt and black pants said as he tossed me into a bedroom. I fell directly onto my ass, and it stung.

      Not as bad as it had hurt when the old woman grabbed Dani out of my arms. Dani had screamed at the top of her lungs. She didn’t know what was going on, but she knew this wasn’t right.

      I wasn’t sure how much of all this Dani had understood. But I figured she knew that we were in trouble.

      Big trouble.

      Huge, enormous trouble.

      I turned my head and looked around the room, searching for any kind of escape route.

      But there was nothing. The window had bars over it. And I saw an intricate locking system on the door.

      “Dammit!” I yelled into the silent bedroom. “Fuck you, Sergio!” I screamed even louder as I banged my hand on the dark hardwood floor.

      Two seconds later, the bedroom door flew open, and I gasped out loud.

      “Is that how you greet your husband after all this time?” Sergio gazed down at me, cigar between his lips. “I would have thought you’d be more eager to be back home.”

      I glared at Sergio, my fingers itching to rip his throat out. “I hate you, Sergio. Why the hell would I want to be anywhere near you?”

      He chuckled and removed the cigar from his mouth. He pointed it at me. “Because Daniella needs siblings, Giselle. I told you that years ago. I knew that you and I would make beautiful children. And now, finally seeing Daniella, I know that’s the truth.” 

      He stuffed the cigar back in his mouth for a moment as his eyes raked over me—making me nauseous.

      “Daniella is a great start to our family, Giselle. But I need a boy. And soon.”

      I.

      Wanted.

      To.

      Scream.

      What the heck was with all these mafia dudes wanting sons? Sheesh.

      “I wish you well on that, Sergio. But that son will not be coming from my womb.”

      His whole body shook with laughter. “Ah, I see that spirit of yours hasn’t gotten any quieter.” Once again, his eyes looked me over—more slowly this time. “And I have to say, it’s just as big of a turn-on as it was three years ago.”

      His eyes landed on mine, and I swear I was about to barf. “I can’t wait to start filling up that tight pussy of yours again. It’s been too long.” His hand slid down over his crotch, and he smiled.

      God.

      He was so revolting.

      “You’re disgusting. I won’t let you anywhere near me, let alone allow you to sleep with me.”

      His head fell back, and he laughed harder. The strong scent of his cigar was incredibly triggering. He always seemed to have one stuck in that gross mouth of his.

      “We’ll see about that, Isabella. We will see how eagerly you open your legs for me. Not that you’ll have a choice.”

      He turned around to leave, and I felt a small sense of relief.

      His head swiveled back for a second. “Freshen up a bit. You look like shit. Supper is in half an hour, and I expect you to be there with our daughter.” He slammed the door behind him, and I heard it lock immediately.

      Dani.

      He was going to let me see her.

      As long as I cleaned myself up.

      I rushed to the bathroom, feeling even more queasy. Sergio’s visit had literally made me feel ill.

      I took off my clothes and started a hot shower, hoping that would help settle my stomach.

      I poured the shampoo into my hand and rubbed it into my hair. Maybe he would let me keep Dani in my room. 

      If I obeyed him.

      Oh, God.

      Could I do that?

      Could I force myself to submit to Sergio again?

      Just the thought of him touching my body made me want to vomit.

      An overwhelming sense of doom settled over me.

      Was I willing to do whatever he asked?

      Not that it would matter, anyway. Like Sergio said, it wasn’t like I’d have a choice in the matter. He was bound and determined to get me pregnant again. And he’d do whatever he had to. I was sure of that.

      My stomach roiled, but I refused to get sick.

      I needed to keep my head on straight. If I lost it now, Dani and I might not make it out of here alive.

      After I finished up my shower, I stepped onto the bathmat—and my stomach let go.

      Completely.

      I dove for the toilet.

      Unfortunately, I didn’t make it in time.

      I spent a good while there, flushing a couple of times.

      When my stomach had somewhat settled for now, I cleaned up my mess and got back into the shower to wash myself up.

      “What the heck?” I asked absolutely no one. My whole body shook from what had just happened.

      Was I sick?

      Had I caught some kind of stomach flu?

      I felt my head, but that wasn’t a good enough gauge. I’d just had two hot showers.

      I finished up and carefully walked up to the sink. I didn’t feel sick. But I didn’t feel great, either.

      I stood in front of the big bathroom mirror. 

      Then something occurred to me.

      I’d felt this way before.

      A long, long time ago.

      I took off my towel and wiped the mirror. Then I looked at myself.

      Really looked at myself.

      My breasts looked larger. Were they?

      I brought my hands up and gently grasped them—one in each hand. 

      “Ouch.” I reacted before I even had time to think. My hands dropped and I looked at my nipples.

      They were definitely darker. And bigger.

      Then I let my hands slide over my belly and stay there.

      “Oh, my gosh. I’m pregnant,” I told myself in the mirror. 

      My reflection couldn’t believe it either.

      Oh, my gosh.

      I had Carlo’s baby growing inside of me.

      At this very moment, there was a lumberjack baby setting up shop in my uterus.

      I smiled at the woman in the mirror. And she grinned right back.

      Carlo would have a fit if he were here right now.

      Carlo.

      Carlo, who was probably having a fit for a whole other reason back in Chicago.

      He was so far away.

      I was sure he must know Dani and I were gone by now.

      I could only imagine what he did when he realized Dani, and I were gone.

      It had been nearly twelve hours since Sergio’s minion had taken us.

      Since he’d shown up with Amelia in his trunk.

      Poor, poor Amelia.

      My fingers dug into my belly, and I took a deep breath. 

      I couldn’t lose control.

      Not now.

      Not for a long time.

      With Sergio, I was going to have to play the long game.

      I had not one child—but two depending on me now.

      Just me.

      Only me.

      I was the only one who could get them out of here.

      I inhaled a deep breath.

      I’d escaped before.

      And I’d do it again.

      “I’ll get us out of here. I promise. Mommy will do anything—” my breath hitched because at that moment I knew what I
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