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READING ORDER

All books must be read in order to understand the story correctly. This is not a standalone series.
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This story contains mature themes, sexual situations, strong language, graphic violence and explores some sensitive topics which some readers may find upsetting or triggering. Viewer discretion is advised.

If you relate to any of the topics discussed, please remember that you are not alone. Speak to somebody, or call the Samaritans, The National Domestic Abuse Helpline, the police and so on.

This story is told from the main characters Sofia and Arturo’s points of views for the most part, but on some occasions, the point of view may switch to other characters. This will be made clear with the chapter title names.

prologue

sofia
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It all starts with one mistake.

One decision...

To change your life forever.

I'm kissing another man while being married to somebody else.

Little did I know the amount of danger and bloodshed that one kiss could bring...

But let's rewind.

Back to where it all began.

1

sofia
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I was standing in the middle of the changing rooms inside of Victoria’s Secret, changing in and out of different lingerie sets and twirling around in the mirror to see how they looked. I was a pale woman, with bright blue eyes, plump lips and bright red hair, which meant that I felt only certain colours and shades would suit me.

The first set was plain black, with no design or pattern.

“Nope, not sexy enough,” I muttered to myself exhaustedly.

I dusted myself off, trying on a different set, which was white covered in blue flower prints.

“This set makes me look like a fucking grandma,” I sighed, rolling my eyes.

I tried on another set, but I was sure that this was going to be the last one I tried, since I was getting quite tired and agitated of climbing in and out of different sets and not being pleased with how they looked.

The last one was lacy and red, and a padded and push-up style to give me amazing cleavage. The underwear to match was just as sexy, and a thong-style, so that my full, round ass was on complete display. I clapped my hands to my face excitedly, unable to believe how good it looked as I stared back at myself in my mirror reflection.

“This one is perfect!” I exclaimed. “Now to pay.”

I took it off and bagged it, before changing back into my usual clothes, and then made my way to the check-out.

“I've bagged all of your items for you,” the cashier smiled. “That’ll be sixty pounds.”

I handed her the cash, and she pushed it into the till.

“Have a nice day, ma'am!” she grinned. 

“You too!” I waved, and then turned on my heel, making my way out of the store.

I began walking down the street, carrying my shopping bags in my hands. I felt pathetic that I asked to leave work an hour early, just so that I could go to the mall to do a bit of shopping. But I hadn't been out in what felt like forever... And I needed to keep myself somewhat sane. I felt even more stupid for buying sexy lingerie, when the last time I got laid was around six months ago. 

And now... I had to go home and cook for my lame ass husband.

I walked home exhaustedly. Then I got home, and turned my key into the lock, making my way inside. I threw my bags to the side, yawning.

“Honey, are you home?” I called out.

I rubbed my chin, as I waited patiently for a response. 

But there wasn’t one.

“Of course he fucking isn't,” I seethed.

I made my way to the kitchen, to quickly make him some food for when he would come home. I boiled him some rice, and re-heated some of the curry from last night. I really couldn't be arsed today, because I was too pissed off and tired.

After I did this, I made my way to my bedroom, and slumped backwards onto my bed, kicking my legs up and tucking myself into my blanket. I was tired, so this made me feel a lot better.

As I rubbed my eyes, a sudden ringing of my phone caused me to jolt upwards. I grabbed hold of my phone, holding it out in front of my face to see who it was, hoping that it was Bruce.

“It's my dad,” I sighed to myself, and clicked ‘Reject’ on the call. I would message him back later, because I wasn’t in the mood to speak to him right now.

It was time to flick through Instagram memes for two hours before Bruce came home. I had nothing better to do, and I wasn’t tired enough to go to sleep yet.

Allow me to introduce myself. 

I'm Sofia Martinez.

I'm 28 years old...

And you could say that I'm bored of my life.

Wondering why I'm pissed off? 

I'm pissed off at the fact that I had to leave work early just to go shopping.

From young, I always had over-bearing parents. Yeah, I love my Mum and Dad...

Without them, I wouldn't be here where I am today. With a good job, and a wealthy husband...

To anyone on the outside, this would seem like a perfect life.

But I've always felt like I've been missing out. My parents were so strict on me growing up. They always expected me to study, not to go out or have fun... Just to be absorbed into my schoolbooks 24/7, every hour of the day.

I understood where they were coming from. My dad worked at a factory, and my mum was just a housewife. That was why we struggled with money, and I guessed that was why they had such high expectations of me.

So I studied hard. I studied hard, and got amazing grades at sixteen years old.

In the summer holidays, everybody else was going out and having fun, but I had to work a full-time job to provide for my mother and father, until I started my A-Levels.

College, aged sixteen to eighteen... 

I studied again.

I shut myself away from a social life, and I shut myself away from having friends. Because I wanted to focus.

Heck, I HAD to focus.

And in the summer holidays...

You guessed it.

I worked full-time again.

And the same thing happened when I was in university...

I got the grades to go to a Russell Group university.

The best of the best.

I thought that this would finally be my time to break free, to have fun...

But my mother didn't trust me to move away. She thought that I'd get knocked up by men, and come back pregnant with a three-year-old son.

My father swayed her round, and persuaded her to let me move away...

But it only lasted a few months, before my father began struggling financially again, because my student loan wasn't enough to cover both my rent and my living expenses, living in central London, unless I wanted to eat baked beans every night.

So I had to move back...

Transfer to a university closer to my mother and father's home, so that I would easily be able to commute there by bus or train.

To others, it might not seem like a big deal...

But to me, it really fucked me up emotionally.

Fucked up my mental health.

Everybody else was partying, and having fun.

Going out on dinner dates.

Going shopping.

Eating out at cute restaurants every day.

But for me...

Everyday consisted of the same damn routine.

Getting up early...

Eating breakfast.

Going to university.

Attending my lectures and seminars...

Not bothering to speak to anybody because I knew that I wasn't in the right state of mind to make any friends.

And then going home...

Studying, cooking, cleaning.

Being able to go on my phone for a few hours at best.

Just scrolling through social media...

Scrolling through the news.

People from university tried to make an effort with me, and tried to ask me to go out with them and have some fun...

But my answer was always no.

And every day, this cycle repeated.

Right up until I graduated with a Master’s Degree in Accounting and Finance.

I fell in love with a man at university...

Arturo Abruzzi.

I tried to meet him secretly, during the few free periods I had at university.

But eventually, my father found out.

He checked my phone...

Forbade me from seeing him.

And I never heard from him again.

Some people may say that your parents can't dictate your life.

That once you're eighteen, you're a free person...

But I've never really been free.

My whole life has revolved around pleasing my parents.

Meeting their expectations...

Making myself unhappy in the process.

I was never allowed to wear sexy clothing, I always had to dress modestly, I always had a curfew...

But despite everything, I was glad that I could help them.

Have the financial stability to provide for them.

At least all of my years in education paid off...

But I thought that the feeling of loneliness and emptiness would go away when I got married.

That none of the past would matter, as long as I was with a man I loved.

I married Bruce at twenty-five, a year after I graduated from university, and had a secure job as a Stock Broker.

He was a family friend...

The son of my father's best friend.

It was a marriage of convenience, to be honest...

He was a nice guy at first.

I got to know him, and we got along.

And with time, I learnt to love him.

And I think he loved me too.

But really, the void in me hasn't been filled.

I rushed to get married after I graduated, wanting to finally move out from my parents' home and live life for myself.

But Bruce was always just so busy with work...

And I hardly see him anymore.

Which is why, even after getting married...

My university routine hasn't changed.

I get up,

Go to work,

Come home,

Cook for my husband,

Go to bed,

Go on my phone or watch some TV...

And write books to fill up my evenings.

I have nothing else to do...

Lonely nights without my husband or friends to speak to.

I like to write stories.

It's like medicine for my heart...

I leave a piece of my soul
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