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Follow The Rules (Crime Does Pay, #4)

I couldn't believe it. I watched Vincent hug Justin's mother. The mother of the young man he had murdered. He smiled at me as he hugged her tightly and told her to call him if she needed anything.

Justin had been my secret lover. The young man worked for my husband.

Vincent walked toward me with a grin as we sat down at Justin's funeral. Vincent had paid for the funeral costs.

"You're a monster," I whispered as Vincent took my hand.

"He shouldn't have been there," Vincent shrugged. "He knew the rules!"

I knew that. I knew I should have turned down Justin's advances towards me months ago. If I had, he wouldn't be dead, and his mother would still have her son.

"You could have let her have an open coffin," I whispered.

"What would that teach the others?" Vincent smiled as he looked at me. "You are mine, and no one touches you but me!"

Vincent Galagas is part of one of four remaining crime families in Chicago. No one in the organization stood up to him, and if they did, they ended up being a punching bag.

That's what Vincent and his friends did to my poor Justin.

Justin and I were lovers, and I loved him. If I hadn't asked him to come to my room that night, he might have, I thought. I shook my head; those were thoughts I had to put away.

As well as the images of Vincent and his thugs beating Justin to a pulp, there was hardly anything left of his face and body after they were done with him. 

Vincent had me watch. He said if I turned my head or looked away, one of my brothers would take Justin's place.

I heard my Justin beg them to stop. I heard his bones break repeatedly and then a final breath as his body gave up. They didn't stop then; that's when they brought out the metal bats and other blunt objects.

"I am so sorry!" I cried into Justin's mother's arms.

"I don't know why," she cried as she held me. "Why was he there? Why did they do that to him?"

Vincent had paid the cops under his pay to dump what remained of Justin's body in a bad neighborhood. They made it look like a gang beating and even put some local gang members in jail to make it look good for her.

"We don't know," Vincent said as he looked at her. But you have two daughters who are still alive; you should be strong for them now."

"Yes," she wiped her eyes. "You are right."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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VINCENT STARED AT ME as we sat in the back of his limo.

"I don't see why you have to make this so difficult," Vincent sat back as he drank.

"I hate you!" I hissed at him.

"Of course," Vincent smiled. "Most people do."

I was nothing but a piece of property to him. He had cheated on me many times, even in front of me. He had brought many women home and paraded them around the house.

I had tried to leave him, to get away, but he knew where my family lived and everything about me.

"I will say this again and I hope you will hear me," Vincent leaned forward to stare at me. "You belong to me! I will let you go when I want you to go, not before. Get used to it!"

I sat back and stared at my tormentor.

~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~~
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I WAS BORN IN THE STICKS, way out in the country. So, when I saw Vincent come into my small town many years ago with his suit, tie, and dark black limousines, I was awestruck and fell for him immediately.

I worked at a small diner, but even at the age of twenty-two, I caught the eyes of many men. 

Bright green eyes, brown hair, and long legs drew men to me like moths to a flame. Vincent was no different. He came by the diner daily while doing business in my neck of the woods.

Back then, I was the girlfriend of the owner of a bar; he, like Vincent, didn't like any man looking at me, so when the news caught my boyfriend's ear of a city slicker looking at his tight, short jeans country girlfriend, he had to show Vincent who was boss.

Vincent laughed at my boyfriend when he threatened him. Vincent looked at me and asked if I wanted to leave this small, unnamed town and come with him to the big city. Like the young, naïve country girl I was back then, I jumped at the chance.

My boyfriend and his friends thought they were good ole boys who could beat any city slicker anytime, anywhere.

What they didn't know was that Vincent's thugs were all ex-military. They waited for my boyfriend and his friends to gather their guns and venture out. They never stood a chance. I watched from Vincent's limo as they were gunned down and left on the ground, bleeding out.

I should have run right there and then, but the excitement of it all made me want more. 

Vincent showed me his world of crime and violence. Watching people who crossed Vincent pay for their stupidity made me want him more.

Vincent didn't want to have kids, so he ensured I couldn't bare children; again, I should have known something was wrong. Vincent didn't like my brown hair, so he made me dye it blonde. He wanted me to get bigger breasts, so I did; with each thing he made me do, I became more of his property than a human being.

Now, many years later. I didn't recognize myself as I looked in the mirror. The young woman I was back then had long been taken over by this shell.

"Mine, mine, mine," Vincent fucked me on his bed.

His hips bucked back and forth between my legs as I stared up at the ceiling.

"Fuck, yes, this belongs to me!" he grunted as his pathetic cock pounded into me.

I no longer experienced any joy or felt any pleasure when he fucked me.

If I didn't give him what he wanted, he got mad, and when he got mad, bad things happened. So, I gave in to him, not out of love, but out of necessity.

"Yes!" Vincent grabbed my face and stared into my eyes as he came inside me.

"Yes, you are the best," I said as his cock emptied.

"Don't you forget it!" Vincent smiled as he lightly slapped my face.

Vincent rolled over and got out of bed. I was sure he was going to get cleaned up and go fuck one of the other women in this large house.

I could say no to him, I could deny him my body, but I knew the consequences. So, I willingly gave it to him; it was just my body, and he would never have my mind or my love. That belonged to my Justin.

I got out of bed as soon as Vincent was gone, and I was sure his men weren't by the door. I went to the drawer and opened the secret compartment. There was a picture of my Justin. I held it close to me and cried for the love I had lost.

"I will get him back for what he did to you," I said as I put it back.

~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I HAD AN IDEA AND HAD to wait for the right time to spring my trap. Like Vincent always said, there were rules to this game. And the number one rule was never to betray the person on top.

A new player had taken over the crime families, and Vincent's time was running out. The new player would take him out if the other three families didn't back him up.

I had to do something so that the others would cut Vincent loose.

Vincent had to pay monthly dues on time to all three crime families. So far, he has done so on time and without delay. I planned on making the next payment late.

"Elizabeth," Steven smiled.

"Steven," I smiled back at him.

"Going for your walk?" Steven asked as I walked to the front gate.

"Yes," I said as I walked out of the gate.

The ever presence of my entourage followed behind me in the black car.

Justin had been part of my entourage. It was how we met. He fell in love with me because of my long blonde hair, and as he called my whootie ass, bouncing back and forth as I ran. I fell in love with his dark skin and his toothy-white grin.

I hoped it had the same effect on the two guys in the car behind me. I had ordered extra tight leggings and tied my blonde hair in a ponytail.

As I ran, I put an extra sway into my hips.
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