

Finn and Marbeth

A Forbidden Mafia Romance

––––––––

Lori Laidlaw


  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FINN AND MARBETH

    

    
      First edition. January 9, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Lori Laidlaw.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1998074419

    

    
    
      Written by Lori Laidlaw.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FINN AND MARBETH

    

    
      First edition. January 9, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Lori Laidlaw.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1998074419

    

    
    
      Written by Lori Laidlaw.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

About “Finn and Marbeth”

Content Warning

Playlist

The Stealth | of the Assassin

One Year Ago: | Goodnight, Little Rabbit

My Favorite Blade

One Year Ago: | He's Such a Liar!

Experimental Play

One Year Ago: | Eve of the Wedding

The Salmon of Knowledge

One Year Ago: | A Wedding Reception

The Hope of Rescue

One Year Ago: | Hope Turns Bitter

Truth and Betrayal

A Killing Kiss

Peace Everlasting

Also By Lori Laidlaw

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Ta tu mo Chroi,mo Anam,mo Ghra,agus mo Shaol
 
You are my Heart, my Soul, my Love, and my Life

      

    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Ta tu mo Chroi,mo Anam,mo Ghra,agus mo Shaol
 
You are my Heart, my Soul, my Love, and my Life

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

About “Finn and Marbeth”


[image: ]


A dual POV story of the doomed love affair between Marbeth, an assassin, and Finn, an enforcer, from rival Mafia families.  

This romantic tale develops from their fateful encounter in Bavaria, Germany to their declaration of undying love in Dublin, Ireland. 

It is written using American English spelling.
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This fictional story is intended for a mature audience. It is set within the criminal Mafia world and the two main characters are hired killers. 

There is abduction, bondage, rough sex, loving sex, betrayal, heartbreak, and romance. 

If any of this will offend, disturb, or upset your peace of mind then please choose another book that's better suited to your tastes.
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The Stealth
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Finn

Barely breathing I wait here in the pitch dark admiring the stealth of the assassin. All of my senses are attuned to feel the slightest disturbance in the air flow. 

There’s no smell, and the only sound I hear is the faintest rustle of fabric as the killer slowly and carefully crosses the room. The shadow pauses for a brief moment, as if alerted by something, before continuing to pass through the couple of yards that separate the two of us.

I feel my brow crease in a frown as I think someone must have leaked a plan of this room. It’s a large room and like all the rooms in this expensively renovated suite it’s crowded with furniture. But the assassin moves confidently past the large desk, around the wingback chairs, skirts the drinks cabinet, and heads directly to Seamus’s bedroom door.

A door I already left ajar. My lips twist into a cruel smirk when I see the killer pause once again to contemplate what this means.

Seamus O’Seannachie is a brutal capo in the Irish Mafia. Heinously vicious in his violence and unforgiving when crossed. Brash and uncontrolled as a youth he’s grown into a sadistic middle-age. Multiple assassination attempts have targeted him but as his enforcer I’ve always triumphed over the would-be killers. 

Although tonight... tonight the executioner might actually have succeeded... if they hadn’t been betrayed ahead of time.

O’Seannachie had planned to be here at home, on his own. Instead, his schedule was disrupted when a bomb scare shut down the airport grounding even the private jets with an anticipated ten- to twelve-hour delay. Otherwise it would have been him standing here, with me keeping watch at by the door. 

I can’t help but think that this time the boss would have been vulnerable to the attack considering how far the assassin has gotten. Except for that very odd heads-up he told me about.

I live here in the same building, a beautifully restored old stone house centered in a large yard enclosed by an artfully electrified fence. I only come up to O’Seannachie’s penthouse when ordered to do so. 

That happened tonight when the boss called to tell me about getting a tip that a female assassin was coming about midnight. I could hear the depraved lust in his voice combined with furious frustration over his delayed return. He instructed me to be waiting upstairs for her along with a warning to save the biggest piece for me.

A skeptic by nature I asked right away: “Do you think it’s legit?”

“Guess we’ll find out. Just make sure you’re ready if she does show up.”

I assure him that I’ll be ready and waiting.

“Capture and interrogate her. Get me some answers, but keep her alive ’til I get home." I can hear sleazy anticipation in his tone. "I’m sure you can think of interesting ways to occupy yourself although a little Asian girl will be too tiny for a man your size. Those women are built like children with tits but they still have three holes so...” He finishes with a lewd chuckle that I ignore. 

I’ve been desensitized to O’Seannachie’s vile comments and despicable actions for a long time now. I care more about my reputation as an enforcer than I do about my boss’s continued survival. Still, I’ll do my job while I’m in his employ. It’s a matter of pride.

Defining my self-worth, my reputation, is about all I have left now. Oh I’ve got plenty of material things and lots of money, but when it comes to my day-to-day existence well I guess I’m bored. I know I’m lonely, but that’s just a fact of this life.

This assassin will pay a steep price for her audacity. It’s standard practice for men to be sadistically tortured to death using a variety of instruments while females are whipped, cut up and roughed up, then repeatedly raped in every orifice before being passed on to the capo’s crew for more of the same. 

A woman from the Triads knows what to expect if caught so she’ll fight with everything she’s got to evade being apprehended, even preferring death to capture.

At 6’4″ and with the breadth of body to match my height it’s impossible for me to move in complete silence. I’m holding my breath waiting for the perfect moment to pounce on the killer-turned-victim, counting on the element of surprise as well as the darkness. I know she won’t be paralyzed by terror, so I’ll have to act quickly and with skill.

The bedroom curtains are open, courtesy of my preparations, and a faint glow from the moon lights the woman in the doorway. She looks too big to be Chinese and I wonder if she’s a Russian? or an Eastern European instead?

Moving swiftly I grab her in a tight hold but she sensed me and half-turned making me work harder to subdue her. I apply a nerve pinch to render her unconscious but that won’t last long. 

When I don’t need my victim to be under for a lot of time I prefer using this method instead of chloroform. Otherwise the recovery is time-consuming and usually messy with vomiting and a headachey, disoriented captive.

Throwing her over my shoulder I’m hustling my comatose victim down the stairs to the basement when my phone vibrates. I know it’s got to be O’Seannachie, the impatient fucker. If he’d only stop to think for one minute he’d realize a ringing phone could ruin everything. I’m professional and had already switched my mobile to silent mode but still, O’Seannachie should know better.

Cursing I shift to lean against the wall, holding my captive in place while I bend awkwardly to get my cell out of my pocket. I have to answer now because once we’re downstairs I’ll have no signal. I read his text and quickly thumb my reply.

O’Seannachie:     did she show ... have you got her

Me:     yes ... yes ... going downstairs now

I press send and hurry to get her secured before she comes to. I handcuff and string her up, then clamp her ankles to the chains bolted in the floor. I pull a black bag over her head so she’ll wake up demoralized by her blindness in the darkness of the cloth. An important element in her victimization.

I’d have to say I was about 50-50 on whether or not to believe in the accuracy of the tip. Most tip-offs are simply about a payday for the rat but according to O’Seannachie this one was personal which makes it unusual. 

It’s enough to make me wonder and question. Apparently the man wanted revenge yet... O’Seannachie claimed he was adamant the girl shouldn’t be killed. I don't trust my boss in the least little bit but the tipster supposedly said you’ll be well-paid for her return so let your enforcer know not to go crazy on her. Except I’m not the crazy one because he’d have to know a painful and protracted punishment would be meted out. 

What kind of man would encourage his enemy to do something horrible like that to a female he valued? Unless she’s of no value personally but, it's what or who she represents?

Hmm... maybe he’s trying to garner favor with her bosses when he rescues her? But the Irish don’t do business with the Triads, or at least none of us have up till now. Maybe it’s a power move within a rival organization? If I’d received the tip I’d have sussed out more information.

O’Seannachie has always been a hot-head, quick to react and usually with his fists. It would have fed both his ego and his thirst for violence to learn a killer had him in her sights so he’d easily believe it. I wouldn’t wish his wrath on any woman’s body. A body that I’m now studying with interest while she’s still out cold.

Slowly circling her I reach out to pinch here and squeeze there. She’s not my type. My tastes lean towards lush, voluptuous women with big tits, round bellies, and thick fat asses. Fuckable women who can take a pounding under the weight of a big muscular man while cushioning him in soft warmth. I’ll still do my job of terrorizing her until O’Seannachie shows up but he can complete the assault by himself.

This one is young and slim but her build is solid: wiry and athletic. Her compact breasts are high and round. I give them a hard squeeze and my
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