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The yacht moored in the port of Fiumicino. My lady’s body double was still on deck. The woman’s task was simple—she was supposed to stick around.

“Get Laura in a car and send her my way,” I said as soon as Domenico picked up the phone. He was in Rome.

“Thank God,” he sighed. “She was starting to get on my nerves.” I heard him closing a door. “She’s been asking about you.”

“Don’t come with her,” I said, ignoring his words.

“We’ll meet in Venice. Get some rest.”

“You won’t even ask what she said?” Domenico wasn’t about to let it go. I could hear the amusement in his voice.

“Am I supposed to?” I asked sternly, though deep inside I was dying to learn what they’d been talking about.

“She misses you.” My stomach knotted. “At least, that’s what I think.”

“Make sure she’s on her way.”

I hung up and looked out to the sea.

That woman was making me panic. Again. The feeling was too alien to figure out its root. I couldn’t keep it in check.



I dismissed the girl who was supposed to stand in for Laura, ordering her to keep close by. There was no telling if I’d need her again. If Matos’s information was accurate, after having his hands shot through, Flavio returned to the island. So far all was quiet. As if the Nostro debacle hadn’t happened. The fragmentary intel I was getting was not enough, so I sent my men to scrounge up more data. They confirmed Matos’s version.

During lunch, I had a conference call with people from the US. I wanted to make sure they’d be there at the Venice film festival. What I needed was to meet them eye to eye. There were firearms to buy if I was to continue my dealings in the Middle East, and that required my presence.

“Don Torricelli?” It was Fabio, sticking his head in through the door. I raised a hand before hanging up. “Miss Biel is on board.”

“Let’s take off, then,” I said, getting to my feet.

I took the stairs to the top deck and glanced about. There she was. My woman, dressed like a teenager. My fists clenched. So did my jaw. Revealing shorts and a skimpy blouse were no clothes for a Sicilian mob boss’s girlfriend.

“What the hell are you wearing this time? You look like…” I stopped, noticing the half-empty bottle of champagne.

She spun around and slammed into me, bouncing off my torso and falling to the couch. Drunk again, I thought.

“I look however I want. It’s none of your business,” she spluttered, waving an arm. The clumsy gesture elicited a smile from me. “You left me without a word, and you keep treating me like a doll you play with whenever you feel like it.” She shot out her hand and aimed a finger at me, simultaneously trying to get up again. “Well, the doll’s playing solo today.”

She lurched forward, stumbled, and lost a shoe.

“Laura!” I said with a laugh, unable to keep the mirth away anymore. “Goddamn it, Laura!” My laughter quickly turned into a growl as I saw her veering dangerously close to the deck of the yacht. I launched myself after her with a shout.

“Stop!”

Either she couldn’t hear me, or she chose not to listen. Suddenly, she slipped. The bottle fell from her hand and a moment later, Laura bumped into the railing and tumbled down into the sea.

“Oh, fuck no…” I started running. I kicked my shoes off and threw myself after her, diving into the water. We were lucky the Titan was at its lowest speed, and Laura fell to the starboard instead of back where the engines were. A moment later, she was in my arms.

Fortunately, Fabio saw the entire thing and immediately stopped the boat. He threw me a lifeline and yanked us both back to the yacht. Laura wasn’t breathing.

Frantically, I started giving her CPR. All the pressing and breathing into her mouth wasn’t doing any good.

“Breathe, goddamn you!”

I was losing her. I kept pressing her chest harder and breathing the air into her lungs faster and faster.

“Breathe!” I called out in English, irrationally thinking that maybe she’d do as I asked if she heard a language she understood. Suddenly, she gasped for air and threw up.

I stroked her cheek, staring into her half-conscious eyes as they tried to focus on my face. I took Laura in my arms, picked her up, and headed toward our cabin.

“Should I call a doctor?” Fabio asked.

“Yes, send a helicopter.”

I had to take Laura below deck and make sure she was all right. I put her down on the bed, keeping my eyes fixed on her face, searching for something that would tell me she was okay.

“What happened?” she whispered.

I nearly fainted. My head throbbed, and my heart was pounding like crazy. I knelt by the bed, trying to calm my nerves down.

“You fell from the deck. Thank God we weren’t going faster and that you fell to the side of the boat. Still, you nearly drowned. Goddamn it, Laura, I feel like killing you myself now. At the same time, I’m so happy you’re alive.”

I dropped my head, clenching my jaw. That overwhelming headache was making it impossible to think clearly.

Laura’s delicate fingers touched my cheek, lifting my face so I had to look her in the eyes.

“You saved me?”

“You were lucky I was close. I don’t even want to think what would have happened otherwise. Why are you being so stubborn? Why don’t you listen to me?” The fear I experienced as I said this was something completely new to me. I had never felt this way before about anyone.

“I’d like to take a shower now,” she said.

I nearly burst out laughing then. She had nearly died, and the only thing she could think of was the salt water on her skin. I couldn’t believe it. I was drained and didn’t feel like fighting. The only thing that counted was her being close by, so I could smother her with kisses and protect her from the entire world. I couldn’t conceive what would have happened if the boat had been sailing at a higher speed…

Automatically, I offered to wash her, and she didn’t protest, so I went to the bathroom to turn the tap on, before walking back to the room to help her undress. I was focused and wasn’t really thinking about what I was about to see. It was only after a longer while that I realized there she was, naked, lying on the bed. With a jolt of surprise I learned that it wasn’t making me feel like I had thought it would. The only thing that counted was that she was alive.

I picked up Laura, and went to the shower. The water was hot. As Laura’s back rested against my chest, I pressed my face into her hair. I was angry, scared… and more than a little grateful. There was no need to talk, and I definitely didn’t want to fight now. I just basked in her presence. Unaware of my thoughts, she put her cheek against my skin. Laura had no idea that everything that had happened over the last few days, happened because of her. And meanwhile, it dawned on me that everything was about to change now. Business would grow difficult because my enemies had already learned about my weak spot—the petite woman I was holding now. I wasn’t ready and nothing could make me ready for what the future had in store.

Slowly, silently, I washed her body. I didn’t get an erection, which seemed to surprise her. I didn’t even try to touch her in any way that she might have interpreted as erotic.

Then I dried her with a towel and laid her on the bed, planting a delicate kiss on her forehead. Before my lips parted with her skin, Laura was already asleep. I checked her pulse, suddenly afraid she had fallen unconscious again. Luckily, it was steady. For a while, I just stood there, watching her. Then I heard the sound of a helicopter approaching. For an instant, I was puzzled, but then remembered we were still relatively close to the shoreline.



Having read Laura’s medical files, the doctor said her life wasn’t in any immediate danger. I thanked him and returned to my cabin.

The night was warm and quiet. And quiet was what I needed the most right now. I snorted a line and helped myself to a glass of my favorite liquor before stepping into a steaming-hot Jacuzzi. Then, I sent away all staff, ordering them to stay out of sight, and relaxed, delighting in my solitude. I didn’t think about anything in particular. Anything apart from the calm around me and, at least seemingly, inside me. A couple of minutes must have passed before I saw something in the darkness. It was Laura, standing still in her white bathrobe, glancing around the deck. That was pleasing. If she was awake, she must be feeling better.

“Sleep well?” I asked. The sound of my voice made her startle. “I can see you’re feeling better. Care to join me?”

She took a moment to think, keeping her eyes fixed on me. It didn’t look like she was trying to decide what to do. She knew the bathrobe would slip and hit the floor.

Naked, she sat across from me. I drank in the view, taking a sip of my cocktail. For a while, I said nothing, just staring at her beautiful—if a bit tired—face. Her hair was in disarray, and her lips were slightly swollen. Suddenly, she moved, surprising me. She sat on my knees and wrapped her arms around me. My prick reacted instantaneously.

As her teeth bit into my lower lip, I lost it. She started moving, rubbing her clit against me, pressing against my skin. I had no idea where this was going, but I wasn’t in the mood for her games. Not today. Not after I had nearly lost her.

Her tongue slid into my mouth, and on instinct, I grabbed her ass, squeezing tight.

“I’ve missed you,” she whispered.

That short utterance staggered me. My whole body went rigid. I had no idea why I was reacting this way. I pulled away to look at her face. She was serious. I couldn’t let her sense my weakness. I wasn’t ready to open up to her yet, especially about the fact that I didn’t know what was happening to me.

“Is that how you display your longing? Because if this is your way of saying thank you for saving your life, baby girl, I can’t accept it. I won’t do it with you until you’re absolutely sure you want it.”

I wanted her to pull away. I needed the feeling of discomfort to vanish. She sent me a look full of reproach, but the feeling inside me didn’t dissipate. It was only getting stronger. What the fuck is happening? I thought, as she jumped out of the Jacuzzi and ran across the deck, grabbing the bathrobe on her way.

“The hell are you doing, you fuckwit?” I growled at myself, getting up. “You’re getting what you wanted from the start, and you push her away?” I kept muttering in my mother tongue, following Laura’s wet tracks.

My heart was pounding, because deep down I knew what would happen when I found her. I noticed her slipping into my cabin and smiled. This was no accident. I went inside and saw her standing with her back turned to me, trying to find the light switch. Suddenly, the lights went on and I saw her spin around, startled. I slammed the door, paralyzing her with the loud bang. She knew it was me. I killed the light and approached her, untying her bathrobe with one swift pull, letting it slip to the floor. I waited patiently. I needed to be sure of what I was doing, even though for the first time in my life, I had no idea. I started to kiss her, and she kissed me back. Passionately.

I took her in my arms, and carried her to bed. She lay in front of me, the pale light of the lamp illuminating her perfect body. I was waiting for a sign.

And then, there it was: she lifted her arms, crossing them behind her head, and smiled at me, as if inviting me to get inside her.

“If we do it now, I won’t be able to stop. You know that, right? If we cross this line, I’ll fuck you whether you like it or not.”

“So fuck me.”

She sat up, her big eyes pinning me in place.

“You’re mine now, and I’ll keep you forever,” I growled in Italian, looming a few inches above her.

Her eyes darkened. Lust was about to rip this lithe body apart. Her hands clasped my buttocks, and she pulled me closer.

I smiled. She couldn’t wait to taste me.

“Put your hands on my head. And punish me.”

Her words took my breath away. The woman who was supposed to become the mother of my children was acting like a whore. I couldn’t believe she wanted to give herself to me like that. I was gleeful, but at the same time I felt fear. It was terrifying just how perfect she was.

“Are you asking me to treat you like a whore? Is this what you want?”

“Yes, don Massimo.”

Her quiet words and her submissiveness woke the demon in me. I felt all the muscles in my body tense. I was calm, though. In control. When she asked me to just be myself, all the unnecessary emotions just went away. Slowly but surely I pushed myself into her mouth and came nearly at the same instant as her eyes found mine. I felt my cock pressing against the wall of her throat, but I went even deeper, feeling that pressure I loved so much. I was ecstatic. And as Laura dealt with the entire length of my prick, I felt proud of her. My hips started thrusting slightly, just to see how much she’d take. She was incredible. She took it all.

“If at any point you stop enjoying it, tell me. Just make sure I know you’re not teasing me,” I said.

There was no resistance on her part. She was giving herself to me entirely.

“Same goes for you,” she replied, pulling away for a second.

As her lips closed around my cock again, she picked up the pace. I knew she was playing with me and enjoying it. She was lascivious, trying to prove something to me. I fucked her throat, and she wanted more. The thought brought me to the very edge of ecstasy. I did my best to slow her down, but to no avail.

The orgasm crashed like a wave all over me. I didn’t want it. Not now, not so fast. I pushed her away, heaving and trying to stem the tide of cum. Laura smiled triumphantly. That was it. I slammed her into the bed and rolled her to her belly. I couldn’t watch. Not during our first time. I didn’t want to come again so quickly, and I knew that was what was going to happen if I saw the rapture on her face.

I slipped two fingers inside her and realized with satisfaction that she was dripping wet. Laura moaned and writhed beneath me, and I went out of my mind again. I grabbed my cock and slowly slid it into her tight snatch. She was hot, wet, and all mine. I could feel each inch of her sex-starved pussy. I pushed myself all the way in and clung to her, freezing in place. I wanted to savor the moment. I pulled out and then pushed myself inside again, harder. My Lady moaned louder, growing impatient. She wanted me to fuck her. She needed to feel it hard and fast. My hips stroked and started pounding. I fucked her as hard as I was able, and still she wanted more. She screamed, only to lose her breath an instant later. I slowed down to lift her hips, intending to see my trophy in all its glory. As her back arched, I saw the dark hole and couldn’t help myself. I licked my thumb and started trailing it around her back entrance.

“Don Massimo?” she moaned, suddenly afraid, but didn’t move an inch away.

I laughed.

“Don’t be afraid, baby girl. We’re going to get there, but not tonight.”

She didn’t resist, and I felt glad she couldn’t see the wide grin on my face. My Lady liked anal. She really was perfect.

I took a deep breath and grabbed her hips, shoving my cock deep inside her cunt. And then again, and again. I fucked her hard and without mercy. Leaning down, I started to fondle her clit, and after a moment I felt her clamp around my dick. She pushed her face into the pillow, screaming something I didn’t understand, and I charged in even harder, feeling her climax. I couldn’t stand not seeing her face after all. I needed to see her orgasm. I wanted to see the relief in her eyes. I turned her over and clung to her, wrapping my arms around her body, fucking her like a whore again. Then I felt her spasm rhythmically. Her eyes glazed over. Her lips parted, but no sound came out. She climaxed for a long while, nearly crushing my dick with her pussy. Suddenly, her body went limp, and she fell onto the mattress. I slowed down, allowing my hips to keep gently stroking. I reached for her wrists. She was exhausted. I pinned her arms above her head. She was going to resist what I was going to do now.

“Come on my belly. I want to see it,” she rasped, half-conscious.

“No,” I replied with a smile and started to fuck her again.

I exploded.

I could feel the waves of cum flood into her.

This was the perfect day to conceive a baby. It was as if the whole universe wanted her to get pregnant. She fought me, trying to push me away, but was too weak to overcome my strength. A while later I collapsed on her, sweaty and hot.

“Massimo, what the hell are you doing?” she cried. “You know I don’t use pills!”

She kept trying to free herself from my clutches, and I couldn’t hide my satisfaction.

“You’re right—you can’t trust those pills. But you have a contraceptive implant. See?” I aimed a finger at her arm.

The tracker I had ordered implanted inside her was very similar in size to the contraceptive implant like the one Anna had. That’s why I knew she’d fall for it.

“When you were asleep that first night, I ordered it implanted. I didn’t want to risk anything. It’ll work for three years, but you can remove it after the first one.” I couldn’t stop smiling at the thought that my son might start growing inside her after that night.

“Will you get off me?” she sputtered angrily.

I chose to ignore her.

“Unfortunately, I won’t be able to do it for a while yet. It would be hard to fuck you from a distance.” I flicked a strand of hair from her forehead.

“When I saw your face for the first time, I didn’t desire you. I was terrified by that vision. With time, when your portraits were all around my house, I began to notice the details of your soul.

“You have no idea how perfectly they reflect the real you. You and I are so alike, Laura.”

If I was even able to love, this was the moment I fell in love with the woman lying beneath me on the bed. I looked at her, feeling something changing inside me.

“That first night I stayed beside you and watched you until morning. I could feel your scent, the heat of your body. You were alive. Real. And you were right there, next to me. Later that day, I couldn’t leave you. I felt an irrational fear that you wouldn’t be there when I returned.”

I had no idea why I was saying all that, but I just felt the need for her to know everything about me. There was fear in my voice.

On the one hand I wanted her to fear me, but on the other, I needed her to know the truth.
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It grew quiet, and I closed my eyes, realizing what I’d just said. It was another one of those times my mind only wanted to think something, but mistakenly ordered my mouth to voice the thought.

“Say that again,” he said calmly, raising my chin.

I looked at him and felt my eyes welling with tears.

“I’m pregnant, Massimo. We’re going to have a baby.”

The Man in Black fixed me with a wide-eyed stare before collapsing to the ground and kneeling before me. He lifted my shirt and planted a soft kiss on my belly, muttering something in Italian. I had no idea what was happening, but as I took his face in my hands, I felt tears running down his cheeks. That strong, imperious, dangerous man was kneeling before me and crying. I couldn’t stop myself and felt tears streaking down my face, too. We froze for a long while, allowing ourselves to take in the new circumstances.

The Man in Black rose from his knees and kissed me passionately on the lips.

“I’ll buy you a tank,” he said. “And if that’s not enough, I’ll dig a bunker myself. I promise you I’ll protect the two of you, even if I’ll have to pay with my own life.”

He said “you two,” I thought, and broke down again.

“Hey, baby girl, it’s all right.” I wiped away the tears with the hem of my sleeve.

“Those are tears of joy,” I said, making my way to the bathroom. “I’ll just be a minute.”

When I returned, Massimo was sitting on the bed with nothing but his boxers on. Then he got up and crossed the distance between us to plant a kiss on my forehead.

“I’ll take a shower. Don’t go anywhere.”

I lay down, snuggling against the pillow and analyzing what had happened. I hadn’t been aware the Man in Black was even capable of crying, least of all out of joy. A few minutes later, the door to the bathroom opened and he appeared in the doorway, naked and dripping with water. Slowly, he made his way to the bed, allowing me to drink in the sight of him before lying down next to me.

“When did you find out?” he asked.

“On Monday, when I got my blood tested.”

“Why didn’t you tell me before?”

“I didn’t want to tell you before your trip. Besides, I needed to come to terms with it myself.”

“Does Olga know?”

“Yes. And your brother, too.”

Massimo frowned and rolled to his back.

“Why didn’t you tell me Domenico and you were family?” I asked.

He took a moment to think, biting on his lip.

“I wanted you to have a friend. Someone close, who you’d trust. If you knew he was my brother, you would have acted differently. Domenico knows how valuable you are to me. I wouldn’t have anyone else taking care of you when I was gone.”

It made sense, I thought. I wasn’t mad and didn’t hold anything against him.

“So… are we calling off the wedding?” I asked, looking him in the eyes.

Massimo rolled to his side and stuck to me with the entire length of his body.

“You’re joking, right? The child needs to have a full family. And a family is three people. Remember?” He started to kiss me. Gently. “What did the doctor say? Did you ask him if we can…”

I laughed and slid my tongue into his mouth. He moaned and crushed my lips in a passionate kiss.

“Yeah… I’ll take it as a yes,” he rasped, pulling away from me. “I’ll be gentle. I promise.”

He reached out to the nightstand and turned off the TV, plunging the room into complete darkness. His hand shot out and snatched the sheets from me, tossing them to the ground, before it slid beneath my blouse and pulled it off. Massimo’s hands explored my body, gently touching my face before trailing down and clamping onto my breasts and squeezing. His head followed his hands, as he pinched my nipple between his teeth and sucked. A strange feeling overcame me—a kind of pure ecstasy that I’d never felt before when someone did that. Massimo didn’t rush it. He took his time, savoring the different areas of my body. His lips flew from one nipple to the other, only to venture back to my face, kissing me passionately on the mouth. I could feel his cock swelling slowly as it rubbed against me with each motion of his body. A while later I started growing impatient. Horny and starved of his attentions, I took over the initiative. I wanted to have him. Right now. I lifted myself a fraction, but the Man in Black predicted my movement and pinned my shoulders to the bed.

“Come to me,” I whispered, squirming beneath him.

I felt, rather than saw, his triumphant smirk. He knew how much I wanted him.

“I’m only just beginning, baby girl.”

Massimo’s lips trailed slowly down my skin, starting with the neck, passing my breasts and my tummy to finally end up where they should have been from the very beginning. He kissed and licked me through the thin lace of my thong, teasing my throbbing clit, before slowly pulling the underwear down my legs and tossing it aside.

I spread my legs, knowing what was coming. My hips started to undulate in the silk sheets, delicately and steadily. I felt his breath between my legs, and a wave of lust crashed over me. Massimo slowly slid his tongue inside me and moaned.

“You’re so wet, Laura…” he breathed. “I don’t know if it’s the pregnancy or if you’ve just missed me.”

“Shut up, Massimo,” I replied, pressing his head against my wet snatch. “Make me come.”

My commanding tone brought out the animal in him. He clasped his hands on my thighs and pulled me rapidly down the bed, pushing a pillow under my back and kneeling on the cover he had thrown off the bed earlier. My breathing quickened. I knew whatever he was about to do, he wouldn’t take much time doing it.

The Man in Black slid two fingers inside me while his thumb trailed soft circles around my clitoris. My muscles tensed, and I let out a loud moan. That’s when he turned his palm around and his thumb gave way to his tongue.

“Help me out a bit, baby girl.”

I knew what he was asking for. With one hand I spread my pussy, giving him better access to the most sensitive spots. As his tongue started to rhythmically flick against my clit, I knew I wasn’t going to last long. His fingers picked up the pace inside me, and their pressure became harder. I couldn’t keep the orgasm at bay anymore. It had been looming over me like a great cloud since Massimo had first touched me. I came with a long, piercing scream, before collapsing on the pillow.

“I’ll have another go,” he whispered, keeping his lips clamped around my clit. “I’ve neglected you lately, babe.”

I thought he was joking but I was wrong. His fingers began to move faster, and the thumb that had been playing with my clitoris earlier now moved to my back entrance. My buttocks tensed involuntarily. Oh no, he wasn’t joking at all.

“Relax, my love.”

I did as he told me. I was in for more ecstasy. When his finger finally slipped delicately inside, I could already feel another orgasm coming. Massimo knew perfectly how to make my body react the way he wanted it to. His fingers pistoned into both my holes, his tongue and lips pushing against my sweet spot. Another wave of orgasm washed over me, and then one more. When I reached the point at which the ecstasy was physically painful, I clawed at his neck. I was out of breath. I collapsed on the pillow, breathing heavily.

The Man in Black turned me over, yanking me up the bed and lifting my legs so that my knees nearly touched my shoulders. He knelt with his cock fully erect.

“If it hurts, just say so,” he breathed, pushing himself inside me before I could react.

His thick, bulging prick slid deeper into me, pushing its way forward. As he reached the end, Massimo’s hips stopped, as if waiting for me to say something.

“Fuck me, don Massimo,” I said, my arms wrapping around his neck.

I didn’t have to say it twice. His body burst into motion, pumping like a machine gun. He fucked me fast and hard—just the way we both liked it.

After a while, the Man in Black stopped, put his hands around me, and rolled me over before sliding his dick back in and going back to his wild ride.

I could feel him getting close, but he couldn’t decide how and when he wanted to come.

Another instant later, he slid out and rolled me back to my initial position. His hand groped around the nightstand. He found the remote and turned the lights on, bathing the bedroom in a delicate light. With his knees, he spread my thighs and slowly slid back into my wet pussy, his gaze never leaving my face. He leaned over and lowered himself, clinging to me, his lips hovering just a few inches above mine. I could see his eyes glazing over, as a powerful shiver of ecstasy shook the Man in Black. His hips pumped even harder, slamming into me, and his back ran with sweat. Massimo orgasmed for a long time, but his eyes never wavered. I had never seen anything as sexy in my entire life.

“I don’t want to pull it out,” he said, rasping.

I laughed and ran my fingers through his hair.

“You’re crushing our daughter.”

Massimo closed me in a viselike grip and rolled us both over. Now I was on top. With one hand, he picked up the bedcover, pulling it over my back.

“A girl?” he asked, stroking my hair.

“I’d like it to be a girl, but knowing my luck, it’ll be a boy. And I’ll never stop worrying if he follows in your steps.”

The Man in Black laughed out loud and nestled his head in the crook of my neck.

“He’ll do whatever he likes. I’ll make sure to get him everything he’d ever dream of.”

“We’ll have to talk this over one day, but let’s leave it for now.”

Massimo said nothing for a while, only tightening his embrace. Finally, he ordered, “Go to sleep now.”

I’m not sure how long I slept. When I opened my eyes, the first thing I did was grab my phone.

Goddamn it! It was noon. Who sleeps this late? I turned my head, searching for the Man in Black, but the space beside me on the bed was empty. Why wasn’t I surprised… For a while, I stayed in bed, slowly shaking off the sleep, before I got up and went to the bathroom. If Massimo was back, I needed to look my best. Better than I had for the last couple of days. But, of course, without actually revealing that I had done anything to make myself up. I wanted him to believe I woke up this pretty. I accented my eyes and brushed my newly cut hair. Then I rummaged through the wardrobe and found a pair of denim shorts, a bright sweater leaving one shoulder bare, and a pair of beige Emus. As long as I could show off my body, and it was still warm outside, I would dress however I liked.

I met Domenico in the corridor.

“Oh, hi! Have you seen Olga?”

“She woke up a moment ago. I just ordered breakfast. Or lunch, more like.”

“And Massimo?”

“He left early in the morning, but he should be back any time now. How are you feeling?”

I leaned against a door frame and smiled playfully.

“Oh, just perfect… wonderful.” Domenico raised his hand and waved me off.

“Yadda-yadda. My brother was just as bubbly. I’m asking if anything hurts. I’ve booked you another visit to the cardiologist. And a gynecologist. You should be at the clinic by three.”

“Thanks, Domenico,” I said, leaving him on my way to the garden.

The day was warm, and the sun shone through the cloud cover. Olga was sitting by the table, reading a newspaper. Passing her by, I planted a kiss on the top of her head before taking a seat in an armchair.

“What’s up, bitch?” she greeted me, sending me a glance through her shades. “What’s with the smug face? They give you the same pills I had? I totally blacked out. Only just got up. Think that doc has more of those?”

“I got something way better,” I replied, raising my brows with a meaningful smirk.

Olga took her sunglasses off and put the paper down, staring at something behind me.

“All right, tits up! Massimo’s back.” I turned in my chair and saw the Man in Black appearing through the door, making his way toward us. I felt hot all of a sudden. He wore gray pants and a graphite sweater with the collar of a white shirt sticking out from underneath. He had one hand in his pocket, while the other held a cell phone to his ear. He was breathtaking. Godly. And most important—mine.

Olga watched Massimo closely as he stopped near the edge of the garden, talking over the phone and staring out to the sea.

“I bet he fucks like a god,” she mused, shaking her head.

I raised a cup of tea to my lips, keeping my eyes on the Man in Black.

“Want me to tell you just how good he is?”

“No need. The look on your face alone tells me all I need to know. Besides, a guy like that pretty much guarantees satisfaction, eh?”

I felt glad her humor was back and that she’d decided not to talk about what had happened yesterday. I needed to keep it out of my head, too. Otherwise, I might have gone mad. Massimo ended the call and approached the table with a stony expression.

“Good to see you, Olga.”

“Thanks for inviting me, don Massimo. It’s very kind of you to let me accompany Laura during her big day.”

Massimo grimaced, while I kicked Olga in the shin under the table.

“What’s with the kick?” she asked, genuinely baffled. “It is an honor. Not even your parents are here, are they?”

She took a breath, apparently intending to continue, but suddenly reminded herself that I was supposed to keep my nerves under control.

“How are my girls?” The Man in Black changed the subject, bending over me and planting a kiss on my tummy and then my lips.

That only disconcerted Olga.

“You told him?!” she burst out in Polish. “I thought he just got back.”

“I did. He returned last night.”

“Well, then. Now I know why you’re in such a good mood. Nothing like a good fuck. Especially after popping a bunch of tranquilizers.” She nodded her head knowingly and got back to skimming through her paper.

Massimo took his place at the head of the table and turned his head to me.

“When are we going to see the doctor?”

“What do you mean, ‘we’?”

“I’m going with you.”

“I’m not sure I’d like that.” I grimaced at the image of him accompanying me to the gynecologist. “The doctor is a man. I’d like him to stay alive a bit longer. Do you even know what an obgyn exam looks like?”

Olga spat out her coffee.

“If Domenico chose him, he’s the best at what he does. Besides, I can wait outside if you prefer.”

“No way, Massimo. There’s a special screen,” Olga chimed in, putting her newspaper down. “You’ll have the time of your life.”

“Want another kick? Just say a word,” I hissed at her in Polish.

“Can you two speak English?” the Man in Black growled. “When you speak Polish, I get the feeling you’re laughing at me.”

Domenico appeared out of the blue to defuse the situation. He sat down in the last free chair.

“I need your help, Olga,” he said. “Would you come with me, please?”

I raised an eyebrow, turning to the young Italian.

“Keeping secrets from me?”

“Nope,” Olga replied and then turned to Domenico, saying, “Sure I would. When our little lovebirds go to the doctor. Not as if I have anything better to do anyway.”

“Brother”—Domenico’s eyes moved to Massimo—“can I officially congratulate you now?”

Massimo’s stare grew less hostile, and a slight smile illuminated his face.

Domenico got up and walked over to his brother, saying something in Italian. The two men embraced, patting each other’s backs. It was a new and heartwarming sight for me. The Man in Black sat back down and took a sip of his coffee.

“I have something for you, baby girl,” he said, placing a small black box on the table. “I hope this one will be luckier.”

I sent him a quizzical look but took the little box and opened it. Immediately, I slumped back in my seat, shocked. Olga took a look above my shoulder and whistled in appreciation.

“A Bentley. Pretty cool. Have any more of those little boxes?”

My eyes darted from the car key to Massimo.

“At first I didn’t want you to have a car of your own. But I can’t let you go paranoid. Besides, I’ve learned everything there is to learn about this whole situation, and I don’t think you’re in any more danger.”

“Excuse me? What do you mean?”

“I saw my inside man at the police station in the morning and took a look at the CCTV recordings from the highway. There was only one person in the car that hit you. We couldn’t identify them from the recording, but we also got ourselves a copy of the recordings from the spa. Same story there—the driver wore a baseball cap and a hoodie. Nevertheless, I was able to exclude some people from the circle of suspects. The driver acted very chaotic, you see. And the person who wanted to ram you had no idea how to do it properly. If it had been a professional, you would have been dead by now. So, either it was a coincidence, or the situation was unrelated to the family business.”

“Sure, we’re the luckiest girls in the world.” Olga snickered, rolling her eyes.

“That doesn’t make me any happier,” she continued. “One day, I’ll have to leave her here with you. I hope nothing happens to her while I’m away. Otherwise, even your horde of goons won’t protect you from me.”

Massimo couldn’t hide his amusement at that. Domenico, on the other hand, looked utterly dumbfounded, staring at my personal protector.

“That temperament must be a Polish thing, Massimo,” he said.

I gave Olga a smooch on the cheek and stroked her hair, laughing.

The table was piled with all kinds of delicacies. The four of us got to eating. Uncharacteristically, I had a great appetite and wasn’t feeling nauseous today.

“All right, boys,” I said, putting my fork down, “how about you two tell us something about your brotherly relationship? Did you have fun pretending to be boss and underling?”

The brothers exchanged glances, unsure of who should begin.

“It wasn’t exactly pretending,” Domenico said finally. “As the head of the family, Massimo is actually my boss. Though of course, first and foremost, he’s my brother. Family comes first, you know. But he’s the don, so I owe him a kind of respect that goes beyond what you feel toward relatives.” He propped his elbows on the tabletop and leaned forward. “Besides, we only found out we’re brothers a couple years ago. When our father died.”

“When I was shot, I needed blood,” the Man in Black cut in, “and when our blood tests came in, it turned out we were genetically related. Then, after I recuperated, we decided to get to the bottom of this and found out that we were half brothers. Domenico’s mother is my mum’s sister. And we have the same father.”

“Wait a minute,” Olga chimed in, “doesn’t that mean your old man banged both sisters?”

The men frowned, adopting similar expressions.

“If you put it as colloquially as you did,” Massimo said flatly, “then yes. That’s what happened.”

An awkward silence fell over us all.

“Anything else you’d like to know, Laura?” the Man in Black asked, keeping his eyes on Olga.

“Since we’re among family,” I said, “let’s pick a name for the baby to defuse the tension a bit.”

“Henryk!” Olga called out. “A beautiful name! A king’s name!”

Domenico frowned as he and Massimo tried pronouncing the Polish name.

“Nah, I don’t like it.” I shook my head. “And I’m still convinced it’s going to be a girl.”

Three seconds later, an argument was already raging, and I started to regret trying to change the subject in the first place. Olga was yelling, and Massimo calmly rebuffed her arguments. They didn’t need me, it seemed. Observing the exchange, I realized that until Olga accepted I was happy and safe, her war with the Man in Black wouldn’t end. She’d just keep whipping him up and gauging his reactions.

I got up and planted another kiss on her head.

“I love you.”

Olga trailed off at that, growing silent again. I crossed the patio and kissed Massimo—long and passionate.

“We love you,” I said. “Now. I’m off to the clinic. Don’t want to be late.” I snatched the black box from the table and left.

Massimo excused himself and stood up, launching himself after me and catching up in no time. He wrapped his arm around my shoulders.

“Do you even know where I parked the car, baby? Or were you planning to go on a treasure hunt?”

I jabbed an elbow into his gut with a laugh, and he led me to a part of the garden that I’d never visited before. It sat behind the house. It was covered in deep shade and had no view of the sea, so I had never even thought about going there.

When we reached the place, I saw a large, single-floor building set into the mountainside. The gate lifted and I realized the garage—or rather the hangar—was indeed carved into the mountain. There were dozens of cars inside. I froze, shocked. Who needs that many cars?

“You drive them all?”

“I’ve driven all of them at least once, yes. They were a hobby of my father’s. He collected them.”

My eyes focused on the line of motorcycles by the wall, and I edged closer.

“Oh, I love this one,” I said, running a hand along the curves of a Suzuki Hayabusa. “Four cylinders, six gears, and crazy torque!” I squealed with delight. “ ‘Hayabusa’ means ‘peregrine falcon’ in Japanese. It’s the fastest animal in the world. It’s wonderful.”

Massimo kept a step behind, listening to me with a look of surprise.

“Forget it,” he barked as I finished, pulling me toward the exit. “You’ll never—and I mean ever—ride a bike. I’m being serious.”

I snatched my hand away and sent him a furious glare.

“Who are you to tell me what to do?”

The Man in Black turned to face me and clasped his hands around my cheeks.

“You’re pregnant with my child. When it’s born, you’ll be my baby’s mother.” He stressed the word “my,” keeping his eyes fixed on mine.

“I will not risk losing you or the two of you. So forgive me, but I will tell you what to do.”

His finger pointed at the bikes.

“I will get rid of those. This isn’t about your skills or your care or the lack of it. You just can’t be entirely safe on the road. Things happen.”

I had to agree with that. I didn’t like it, but he was right. I wasn’t only responsible for myself anymore.

Looking into his cold, angry eyes, I put my hands on my belly and gently stroked it. The gesture seemed to calm him down. He put his palms over mine and leaned his brow against my own. I didn’t have to say anything. I understood. And he knew what I felt and what I thought.

“Please don’t be stubborn, Laura. At least not without a good cause. And let me take care of both of you. Now come with me.”

There was a black Bentley Continental parked by one of the gates. The muscular coupe had nothing in common with the bulky Porsche that I had driven last time.

“You told me I wouldn’t get a sports car.”

“I changed my mind. Besides, I’m going to strap it with a speed limiter.”

I paused, confused, sending him a wary glance.

“You’re joking, right?”

Massimo grinned at that. “Of course I am. The Bentley doesn’t offer anything like that.” He raised his brows, amused. “But it’s very safe and very fast. I’ve chosen it for you after some… consultations. It’s simpler than the Porsche and much more elegant. And it has a lot of interior space, so your belly will fit without any issue. Do you like it?”

“I like the Hayabusa,” I grumbled, pouting.

Massimo shot me a warning glare and opened the driver’s door. Surprised that he was allowing me to drive, I got inside. The cockpit was a beautiful honey-and-almond color. It was elegant, simple, and refined.

The seats and parts of the door were covered in quilted leather, and the rest was wood.

With a start, I discovered that it wasn’t really a typical coupe inside—it was a large four-seat car. Still looking around, dazzled by the luxury of the interior, I heard Massimo getting comfy in the passenger seat.

“You like it?” he asked.

“Well, I guess I can live with it,” I replied sarcastically.

On the way to the clinic, Massimo gave me a crash course in using the various functions of the car, and after twenty minutes or so, I became a Bentley driving expert.

Massimo was calm and disciplined at the doctor’s office. He listened to the gynecologist and asked questions, all of them rational and insightful. During the examination, he left the room, explaining that he wanted me to feel as comfortable as possible. Just as I thought, yesterday’s accident hadn’t impacted my health in any way, nor had it hurt the child inside me. The cardiologist confirmed that I was okay, and that my heart was as good as it got, considering the circumstances. He prescribed me some drugs I was supposed to take whenever I felt under the weather.

Two hours later, we were on our way back home. This time I asked the Man in Black to drive. Those visits at the clinic were a bit taxing on my nerves, and I didn’t want to take any unnecessary risks.

“Luca,” Massimo said suddenly, keeping his eyes on the road.

“I’d like our son to have my grandfather’s name. He was a great and wise Sicilian. You would have liked him. A charming and intelligent man. Truly ahead of his time. It was his idea to send me to university instead of allowing me to play around with guns.”

I mulled the name over for a while, finally deciding I liked it. The only thing that counted for me was for the baby to be healthy and have a chance at a normal childhood.

“It’s going to be a girl. You’ll see.”

Massimo’s lips spread in a shy smile, and his hand landed on my knee.

“So we’re going to name her Eleonore Claire. Like our mothers.”

“Do I have a say in this at all?” I asked.

“Nope. I’ll get the birth certificate sorted out while you’re recovering.”

I shot him a stormy glare and punched him on the shoulder.

“What?” He laughed. “It’s tradition! The head of the family decides about everything. And I’ve made up my mind.”

“Oh yeah? How about I tell you some Polish traditions? First of all, we castrate the husband after the first son is born, so he doesn’t cheat on his wife.”

“That would mean I’d keep my privates for some time yet, since you’re saying our first child is going to be a girl.”

“You’re unbearable,” I said, shaking my head.

We drove down the highway at a leisurely pace. I delighted in the beautiful view of Mount Etna, crowned with a tall plume of smoke. Suddenly, Massimo’s cell chimed, trying to connect to the car’s speaker. The Man in Black shot me a look and said, “I need to take this. It’s Mario.”

The consigliere had a habit of interrupting our more intimate moments, but I knew how important he was for the family business, so I had nothing against it. I waved a hand dismissively.

Listening to Massimo talk in Italian was a pleasure. He sounded very sexy, and it always turned me on. A couple of minutes into the conversation, I was beginning to feel bored. That’s when an idea came to my head.

I placed a hand on Massimo’s thigh and moved it slowly toward his crotch. My fingers stroked him delicately through the fabric of his pants. The Man in Black didn’t react in any way to my attentions, so I decided to go a step further. I unzipped his pants and discovered he wasn’t wearing any underwear. I purred and licked my lips, pulling his manhood out through the opening.

Massimo shot a glance down, then at me, but didn’t stop talking. The mock indifference was a challenge. I unbuckled the seat belt and slid the clasp into the socket behind me until it clicked into place. I didn’t want the car’s beeping alarm to distract my man from his conversation. Massimo changed lanes and slowed down. He grabbed the steering wheel with his left hand, while his right wrapped around the passenger seat. He was making space for me. I bent down and took his cock in my mouth, sucking. The Man in Black inhaled sharply. I lifted my head and whispered in his ear, “I’ll be quiet, but you don’t have to. Please don’t interrupt on my account.”

I planted a kiss on his cheek and went back to playing with his dick. Each moment it was growing harder in my mouth, I noticed my attentions were making it difficult for him to keep a neutral tone of voice. I picked up the pace, my hand joining in the fun. A moment later, I felt Massimo’s hand landing on top of my head and pressing down, pushing my mouth over his cock. I wanted him to come. It was one of the best blow jobs I had ever given—period. Massimo’s hips trembled, and I heard his breath quickening. I didn’t care if we were seen. I was turned on and wanted to satisfy him. Nothing else counted. An instant later, Massimo said ciao and hung up. The car drove off the road abruptly and stopped, tires screeching. The Man in Black unbuckled his seat belt and grabbed me by the hair with full force. He pushed his prick into my throat, groaning loudly, his hips pumping.

“You’re acting like a whore,” he hissed. “But you’re my whore.”

It aroused me when he was so vulgar. I loved his dark side. In bed, it was an undeniable asset. I moaned, clamping my lips over his penis and allowing him to treat my mouth like a plaything. As he felt the pressure of my lips, his moans became even louder. A moment later, a wave of semen flooded my throat. I swallowed each and every drop of the spurting cum. When he was done, I licked him clean before putting it back into his pants and zipping them up. I leaned back in the passenger seat and wiped my mouth with a sleeve.

“Are we going or what?” I asked, keeping my expression neutral.

For a while, Massimo sat silently with his eyes closed, head leaned back. Then he turned to me, fixing me with a lustful gaze.

“Was that a punishment or a reward?” he asked.

“Only a whim. I was bored and decided to give you a blow job.”

He smiled, lifting his eyebrows and shaking his head in disbelief, and stepped on the accelerator.

“You’re the perfect woman,” he said, speeding down the highway. “Sometimes you make me furious, but I couldn’t imagine being with anyone else.”

“Good for you, then. We’re in for at least half a century together.”




[image: ] CHAPTER two

When we reached the mansion, Domenico’s car parked right next to us. Olga stepped out, beaming and visibly excited about something. Massimo opened the door for me and the four of us met on the driveway.

“You got something on your pants,” Olga said, pointing at Massimo’s crotch.

I glanced at the spot.

There was a small stain there.

“We had ice cream,” I explained with a silly grin.

Olga chuckled, passing me on the way to the house.

“Or at least you did,” she said.

I lifted my brows, nodding, and followed her. After a while, we reached the bedroom and collapsed on the gigantic bed.

“I could really use a good fuck right now,” said Olga, disarmingly honest. “And watching Domenico doesn’t help. He’s so charming and…” She broke off, looking for the right word, “Italian. I think he’s into pussy licking. And that slim butt of his… I like butts like that.”

For a short while I thought about her words, finally concluding that I’d never seen Domenico like that.

“I don’t know… He doesn’t really look like someone who’d like it. But if being brothers makes them comparable in bed, you wouldn’t regret it.”

I nodded confidently, while Olga fidgeted about, unable to find a comfy position.

“You’re not helping!” she cried out, jumping to her feet and bouncing on the mattress with girly glee. “It’s not fun to watch you so… satisfied! I need some of that, too. I need attention.”

“A vibrator is a girl’s best friend, you know.”

Olga settled down on the bed again.

“You think I brought one with me? Fucking hell! I thought they were going to chop your head off here! A rubber cock wasn’t on my list of things that’d help me fight for your life!”

“Tough luck, then. No dildo and no murder,” I said.

Olga went silent, desperately trying to think about a solution to her problem. Suddenly, her face brightened up in a big smile. Curious as to her newest dirty idea, I lifted my head from the pillow and rested it against the headboard.

“Guess what?”

“I’m listening.”

“Theoretically, it’s your bachelorette party today. So…” She paused. “Maybe we should go out? You know… Have some fun, dance a bit. How about that?”

“Yeah, right. And tomorrow I’ll be a sober, exhausted, puffed-up, pregnant bride. Thanks, but no thanks.”

Resigned, Olga slumped down next to me.

“And here I was, thinking I’d score.”

The door swung open suddenly. It was the Man in Black.

“You changed your pants,” Olga noticed with a smirk. “Bad memories, right? A spoiled ice cream is no laughing matter.”

I jabbed her in the gut and got up, making my way to Massimo, while Olga stayed in bed, staring at him defiantly. She was only waiting for an opportunity to argue with him again. Massimo knew it wouldn’t get them anywhere, so he ignored her. I kissed him on the cheek, silently thanking him for his wisdom and composure. Keeping his eyes on Olga, the Man in Black said, “I like you. You have a weird sense of humor…” He trailed off and his eyes met mine.

“Now, pack your things. We’re setting off in an hour. See you at the quay.” He kissed me on the forehead and disappeared into the corridor.

“We’re taking a boat?” Olga asked.

“Don’t look at me. I’m as surprised as you are.”

“What boat are we talking about? Like, a rowing boat? What do I wear? A wet suit?”

I picked up the phone and dialed Domenico, but he told me nothing besides confirming that we wouldn’t be having dinner at home. He danced around the issue for a while, before finally telling me he was about to have a meeting. He hung up.

Rude, I thought and went back to Olga. We decided that since we knew nothing of the plans for the night, and since it was supposed to be my bachelorette party, we’d dress up.

Twenty minutes later in the dressing room, we picked our best outfits. I knew that Massimo liked it when I looked classy, so I opted for a Chanel. The gray dress had more in common with a messy bundle of material than an actual piece of attire, but it looked delicate and sensuous on me. It covered what needed to be covered, while showing off my assets. I knew we’d be taking the boat, but it didn’t dissuade me from grabbing black, lacquered, pointed-toe stilettos. I threw in a wide black Hermès bracelet and concluded that I looked astonishing. A beautiful future mother. Still thin and good-looking.

Olga went with her standard high-end escort look, choosing a colorful Dolce & Gabbana tunic that barely covered her ass. You really should wear shorts with that, but whatever, I thought. We wore the same size shoes, so rummaging through my wardrobe was a blast for my friend.

Ten minutes in, she finally found a pair of ridiculously high heels and a matching purse.

“Holy shit!” she cried, glancing at her watch. “Only fifteen minutes left.” There was a moment of panic, but then she settled down, coming to a calming conclusion. “Why should I listen to him, though? No man tells me how to live my life. We’ll come down when we’re ready.”

I burst out in laughter and pulled her with me to the bathroom. The makeup and hairdressing took us a bit more time than we had been given, but we managed to get ourselves in order in the end. Red lip balm and eyes richly accented in black perfectly rounded up my dutiful, elegant wife look.

I left the bathroom and started, seeing Domenico waiting by the bed. He was dressed up, too, even more dapper and glam than usual. In a black suit and a dark shirt, he did resemble his older brother. His dark, swept-back hair emphasized the boyishness of his face and the fullness of his lips.

I felt Olga stopping right behind me. She leaned to my ear and whispered in Polish, “Can you fucking see him? I swear I’m just gonna kneel right in front of him.”

The young Italian observed us with amusement, and when we did nothing to break the silence, he grinned and said, “I just wanted to check up on you two. Will we be leaving before the wedding day?”

I grabbed Olga by the hand (she was barely standing now, shaking nervously), and pretending indifference, I headed to the stairs. We took our shoes off in the garden, making our way to the quay.

Seeing the Titan’s silhouette in the distance made me recall my first night with Massimo. A wave of heat washed over me. I stopped, and Olga walked straight into me, failing to notice my change of pace.

“What’s up?” she asked, eyes wide and anxious.

“There it is,” I replied, pointing to the yacht.

“That’s where it all started.”

I felt all kinds of emotions. My heart was beating like crazy, and the only thing I could think of was to find the Man in Black. Right away.

“Ladies first,” Domenico said, gesturing to the motorboat and offering me a hand.

We sat in the comfortable white leather seats, and a while later the boat was zooming through the water, heading to the monumental yacht. Domenico and Olga kept stealing glances at each other, both feigning disinterest while I thought about that night. Without my even noticing, my finger flew to my mouth, and a moment later I felt another wave of heat. I wanted him. I couldn’t see him or smell him or touch him, but I was getting horny all the same. The memory of him alone was making me crazy. I felt like I was going to explode.

“Quit it, Laura,” Olga chided. “I can see what you’re doing with that finger. I don’t even have to ask what you’re thinking of.”

I smiled, shrugging, and willed my hands down onto the white leather of the seat. The motorboat slowly moored to the enormous yacht, and I couldn’t help thinking that going with the high heels had been a stupid idea. If not for those shoes, I could have jumped on deck and run to Massimo.

Domenico stepped out first and helped us get off the boat. I raised my eyes and saw Massimo standing at the top of the stairs. He looked breathtaking in his gray, single-breasted suit and a white shirt with the top unbuttoned. I wanted him so much that even if he had been standing there in a clown’s outfit, I would have been left breathless. I decided to play my role, though, and edged closer to him slowly, in a steady, practiced gait. My eyes never left him. As I closed the distance between us, he offered me a hand and silently led me to a table. Olga and Domenico joined us shortly.

The waiter served us wine, and a few minutes later we were all deep in conversation. Still, all I could think of was sex. I tried reining in my stubborn brain, but to no avail. What’s happening to me? I thought, trying to get to the bottom of my strange mood. After fifteen more minutes, I started growing impatient and irritable. I stared at whoever was speaking, making a face that, in my mind, suggested I was listening intently, but I probably wasn’t going to fool anyone for long.

My head swarmed with ideas on how to make the Man in Black leave the table with me. I could pretend to feel nauseous, but then he’d just panic and there wouldn’t be any sex involved. I also thought about just leaving, pretending to be offended by something, but then Olga would have gone after me first, so that plan was also out of the question. That left only one option.

“Can we talk, Massimo?” I asked suddenly, pushing myself up and heading to the stairs to the lower deck.

The Man in Black slowly rose from his seat and followed me. I took a wrong turn, of course, and quickly got lost in the maze of corridors.

“I think I know what you’re
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