
  
    After Cursing the Mafia, He Fell for Me

  

  Chapter 1

  Begins...



Alexy On.



Today, I decided to change my life. I have a fantastic career established in Los Angeles, but I can no longer live this way.



My name is Alexy Rizzo, I'm 25 years old, and I am originally Italian.



I spent my entire childhood and youth in Italy with my grandmother; she passed away when I was 15, and I moved in with my uncle Rau.



I never knew my parents and have no idea who they are; it was never an open topic for discussion.



When I came to Los Angeles to live with my uncle, there wasn't much for me to do but work to study and eat.



Rau was a mechanic, working just enough to buy his drinks; the poor man couldn't even get by on his own.



I did what I could to support myself, taking on cleaning jobs, babysitting, cooking, and working as a waitress.



When I found myself completely out of options, I sang in clubs for a while; sometimes, I had to perform as a dancer in exchange for food.



I graduated in law with honors, all paid for by my own earnings; at that same time, Rau passed away from cirrhosis due to years of uncontrolled drinking.



As soon as I graduated, I secured a job at a firm, and from there, my career only progressed, as I continued studying new specializations in my field.



Now, at 25, with a well-established professional and financial life, I think it’s time to go back home.



I am a criminal defense attorney who also practices in other areas; here in Los Angeles, I am already one of the most recognized names in the profession today. Even though I've had only a few years in my career, I have never lost a single case.



But aside from my profession, I have nothing here; I never truly belonged to this place, even though I like it.



I have a few friends from college or colleagues at work, no family or passion, any ties to this place are nonexistent.



I love Italy, the smell, the culture, and the people.



For me, Los Angeles was just a complicated and difficult stay; all the memories I have of the place are filled with terror.



My country is my home, even though I don't have a family waiting for me.



I decided to leave everything behind and listen to my heart.



I arrived two hours ago in Italy, landed in Turin, and I'm already at the hotel.



I plan to enjoy the city a bit and then see where life takes me.



Fortunately, I have a good financial reserve that will secure my situation until I find a city I want to settle in and a good job in my field; perhaps I'll even establish a private practice.



For now, I want to take advantage of this time.



I’m about to call a friend who came here right after we graduated; I haven’t seen her in years. She’s my best friend, we always understood each other well, and when I told her I was in Turin, she quickly set up a tour.



We went to the wineries and had a guided tour at the royal palace and the Egyptian museum.



My friend's name is Miriam.



Like me, she is a criminal lawyer, and we've been very close since the beginning of our course.



She is not Italian, but she married a handsome Italian, fabulously wealthy, and moved here.



Today was all ours; I enjoyed the evening very much, and she invited me to check out one of the clubs owned by her husband.



Since I had never been to a place like this around here, I put on a fitted little black dress that’s suitable for any occasion.



We arrived, and the place is beautiful: rustic on the outside, a luxurious and very modern nightclub on the inside.



I never imagined a place like this in Turin, but I confess I’m already loving it.



The line to get in was huge, but we walked straight past.



We went up to the second floor in the VIP area.



We drank and danced until Miriam's husband arrived to keep us company.



Alexy - Hey Renan, good to see you.



Renan - How's it going? It’s been a while since we last met.



Renan - Hope you’re enjoying Turin and the club.



Alexy - I’m good, thanks for asking; I’m absolutely loving everything here.



Miriam - I hope it’s enough for you to stay here with us.



Miriam - It already is, my friend.



He is very reserved but seems to love Miriam deeply; he is incredibly caring and affectionate with her, despite looking like a brute.



My job is to have a sharp eye for details, and in my life, it’s no different.



I notice more security than usual, and Renan keeps getting interrupted by different men.



And my mind starts to work; something bigger is going on here.



Miriam - Hey, hey, can it, miss.



Miriam - Let the criminal lawyer take a break.



Alexy - Was I that obvious?



Miriam - Actually, I did the same when I came here for the first time.



Alexy - So my guess was spot on.



Miriam - Let’s just say that especially in this VIP area, we have many potential clients.



It takes me a moment to understand what she’s talking about.



Alexy - Damn it, woman, why did you bring me here?



Alexy - We work for the law; if we get caught among people like this, we’re done for.



Miriam - Easy there, girl; I'd never bring you to an unsafe place. In this part of Turin, the police don’t even come.



Alexy - Seriously? Was I supposed to feel relieved? Because it’s not working; what the hell kind of place did you bring me?



Miriam - I brought you to meet my world; you wanted opportunities, and a place like this has plenty.



Miriam - Don’t be like that; you know better than I do. To get where we are, we have to defend bad people; it's our profession.



Alexy - I don't defend bad people, Miriam, just some of dubious morals, you know, innocent until proven guilty?



Alexy - And I only do it when they are fighting against men of power and for the wronged; you know what my ideals are.



Miriam - Okay, okay, I know, but we haven't always had the privilege of choosing clients. I know your principles, that talk about protecting those who steal from the rich to give to the poor.



Miriam - That’s exactly why I brought you here; there are many who think like you in this place, me included.



Miriam - Enough with the boring talk; let’s drink and find you a bel ragazzo.



And I started to loosen up with the drinks and music.



Miriam stepped away for a minute.



I notice a different movement; everyone is looking in the same direction and parting ways.



I’m a bit too tipsy, so I keep dancing with my back to the commotion until I feel a wall of muscles bump against me from behind.



Male voice - Watch out, piccola ragazza; you might end up bumping into someone dancing like that.



His fingers brushed lightly along my arm, slowly moving up.



He’s too close, completely invading my space while still touching me.



I turn around, furious and dizzy; I’ve had too much to drink.



Alexy - Watch it, coglione; you might lose your hand touching where you shouldn’t.



When I finish speaking, I realize I'm staring at the man's chest.



The guy is way too tall, so I look up and see his face.



Mio Dio.



I can’t tell if I’m scared or aroused, perhaps both.



When I realize I’ve been staring for over a minute, I decide to turn my back and head to the other side of the bar.



Grayson on.



I arrived in Turin extremely tired, having worked a lot these past few days.



Being the Don of the Italian Mafia is a massive responsibility; I don’t stop for a second.



My name is Grayson Marino, I am 28 years old and I am the King of the Italian Mafia.



I came to Turin for business and I don’t plan to stay more than two or three days.



I’m heading to one of the family’s clubs, where my consigliere is in charge.



Normally, I only go to the clubs for business meetings, and today is no different.



I arrive and, of course, everyone knows who I am; they all make way and nod their heads in respect.



I enter the VIP area, and everyone who’s dancing there stops to give me space to pass, as my meeting is on the other side of the floor.



When I reach the middle of the room, I see a woman dancing. She’s right in front of me, seemingly unaware of my presence, as she doesn’t move an inch to make way and continues to sway.



One of my men is already heading toward her to make her leave, but I stop him with a wave of my hand.



I’m going to scare the little girl; this will at least be entertaining.



Grayson - Be careful, piccola ragazza, you might end up bumping into someone dancing like that.



Holy hell, what a perfume; I decide to lightly run my fingers along her arm, it’s the smoothest and softest skin I’ve ever touched.



My fingers gradually move upwards.



I want to reach her neck and inhale her scent, but I don’t have time. She turns around at an incredible speed and says,



Woman - Watch it, coglione (idiot), you might lose your hand touching where you shouldn’t.



I freeze...



... I just extend my hand in denial to one of my men who was already drawing his weapon.



Did I understand that correctly?



She hasn’t even seen my face yet; she’s looking at her straight line, which is my chest.



When she looks at me, she’ll realize the mess she made, kneel down crying, and begging for my mercy.



And she looks at me, just as I look at her.



She’s beautiful; I recognize this face from somewhere, but I have no idea where.



God, who is this woman?



And we stay like this, staring at each other, when she breaks the eye contact, turns her back, and leaves.



I’m more petrified than before, everyone is watching as if they can’t believe such audacity; in fact, I don’t believe it either.



Damn, I’m going to kill that bitch.



  Chapter 2

  Grayson on.



It's not like I really wanted to kill a beautiful woman for simply turning her back on me, but she called me an idiot, and in front of everyone.



As a Don, I can't accept that kind of offense, being disrespected in one of my houses has never happened and I don't intend to let it happen.



Mattia - I can take care of it, but it wasn't that big of an offense, you touched the girl without asking.



Grayson - And do I need to ask?



Mattia - You're the capo, you don't need to ask anyone for anything, but she's not wrong in calling you that.



Grayson - Thank heavens I'm in a good mood, anyone else would be dead for agreeing with her, you're practically calling me an idiot too.



Mattia - I didn't call you that, she did, I just said she's not wrong, after all, it's her body and you touched it without asking, now, if you want my opinion about her calling you an idiot, I can give it, but I'm warning you, you might not like the answer.



Mattia laughs softly.



Mattia - Like I said, if you want, I can deal with her.



Mattia is my Sottocapo (Underboss) and also my best friend.



Grayson - I'll take care of it later.



Mattia nods and we move on.



I observe the place, sit in the private area where our meeting will be, soon we are served drinks, Mattia lights up a joint, while I drink a good whiskey.



Renan comes to us as soon as he sees us arrive, he is my consigliere (counselor) and also a great friend, as well as Mattia, the two are like brothers to me, there is no one I trust more than them, in fact, I trust them more than my own brother.



Renan smiles broadly when he sees us, he's been here for a while, I don't come to Turin much and now Renan is practically living here, so we haven't seen each other for a few months.



The territory didn't used to be ours, but another Mafia's, we gained control of the city with a lot of struggle and Renan has been expanding our business all over the place, but not always the consigliere can do everything alone.



Both the government here and the police, were well paid by the other family that dominated the territory, in return they cooperated, handing over many brothers, but in Cosa Nostra it doesn't work like that, cooperating with the government or the police is punishable by death, we pay well, very well, to have them in our hands, but we don't mix or cooperate in anything.



Renan - My brothers, how good to see you.



Mattia is the first to get up, hugging and kissing Renan's face, I do the same.



Mattia - We miss you in Sicily, brother.



Renan - Business is good, I'll be home soon.



Renan sits down with us.



Renan - Before our guests arrive, Mattia, I need a good caporegime (Captain) to prepare and leave in front of Turin, I haven't had any problems, we dominate the city very well, what was left of the other family retreated, but still, there may be some revolt in the future, so I need someone strong.



Mattia - Well, it seems to me that the best one for the job is our youngest.



Grayson - Do you think my brother is ready?



Mattia - He's loyal to the family, he was a good soldier and has been a great caporegime and board member, the kid is thirsty for power and arrogant in the right measure, Turin is a city that receives many tourists and will give us a lot of profit, needs a young and shrewd head, I think it's a good place for him to dominate and reside, not to mention he has good men.



Renan - As an advisor, I also nominate him, Andrea is more than ready and also needs to find a bigger occupation, Turin would be in good hands with him.



Mattia - We also have Lorenzo, but I don't think he'd like to leave where he is to take on a new city.



Renan - I agree, Andrea is young and wants to show service, Lorenzo is more settled, I don't think he'll want to make half the necessary changes that Andrea would certainly want to make.



Grayson - What about your position as counselor?



Renan - Andrea is our best bet, I can stay a while and teach him everything he needs to know.



Grayson - So that's it, Mattia you warn him, prepare Andrea and better yet, tell Mom.



Mattia's eyes widen in dread.



Mattia - It's not my job to tell our mother, I'm out of this, Renan is with you, after all you're the family counselor.



I end up laughing, Renan shakes his head almost choking on his drink.



Renan - As a counselor, I think it's best if someone in the family tells her.



Grayson - They are both family.



Grayson - You both have to protect me, give your lives for me, I'm the capo, but even so, I can be killed, especially at the hands of my mother.



They both laugh.



Grayson - This is on you.



Renan - We're going to get the youngest out of the aunt's, there's no getting out of this alive.



Mattia - Rock, paper, scissors.



I watch the scene amused, we are leaders of the Italian mafia and yet the two of them look like children.



Renan - Fair enough.



The two of them lean forward and play.



Renan makes paper, Mattia stone.



Mattia - Cazzo (Fuck)



Renan laughs.



Grayson - Good luck.



Renan calls one of his men, Joran walks up to him.



Renan - Where's Miriam?



Joran - Drinking with the other lady.



Renan - And so?



Joran - Behaved, the lady not so much, she dances and flirts, but still, well behaved.



Renan - Great, call me if you need me.



Joran leaves.



Mattia - I'm curious, who would the lady be?



Renan - Miriam's college friend.



Mattia - Interesting, is she pretty?



Renan - Very, one of the most beautiful Italians, but she's a no-go zone, Mirian made me promise that I wouldn't let anyone in the family lay a hand on her.



Mattia - Can I ask why?



Renan - She's one of the best criminal defense attorneys in Los Angeles and she came from there to reside again in Italy, she seems to have convictions close to our reality.



Grayson - Miriam is trying to recruit her?



Renan - She doesn't know what we are yet, but yes, we are trying to recruit her, she has never lost a case, Mirian says she is a shark in court and also shrewd in life.



Mattia - Sounds like a great find.



Renan - It is.



Grayson - In that case, let the men know that they are not to approach, that goes for you too Mattia.



Mattia - How disheartening.



Our guests arrive, it is the chief of police of the city and the head of internal affairs.



They both seem terrified.



The police chief speaks first.



Man - Gentlemen, I am Leonardo and this is Ricardo.



Ricardo greets.



Renan - Have a seat.



Two girls come and serve drinks.



Grayson - I'll be direct, you know that Cosa Nostra now commands Turin, I don't like problems or interference in my business and when that happens, I usually make a point of expressing my displeasure.



Grayson - My brother will be here in a few days, Renan will make the introductions, he will be the front of the city, I don't want the police interfering with my business and I don't want internal affairs pressuring or investigating the police officers.



Grayson - Besides that, I want cover, inside both sectors, I like to be warned when I have problems.



Grayson - Unlike the other family, I don't partner, I pay for services and that's it.



Grayson - I have 6 cops and a delegate I want inside the system, as well as two people to put in internal affairs, they are my men and not yours.



Leonardo - It won't be that easy to get all these people in.



Grayson - It's already happening, that wasn't a problem.



Both are surprised.



Ricardo - What do we gain from the support? The other family helped us, gave us names, informed on the other families and also some of yours, when we needed it.



Leonardo - I need to provide service, we get charged for it, not everyone is corrupt, I need to arrest someone from time to time.



Renan - That won't be a problem, it's organized, I get people for you to arrest, make a file and release without sufficient evidence, I even have some more booked, we have good lawyers, this won't be difficult, as long as it doesn't involve our name or the family's name.



Renan - The longer the system thinks the other family is operating, the better.



Grayson - But the city needs to know who's in charge here.



I take a piece of paper from my pants pocket.



Grayson - This is what we pay monthly for your services.



They both open the paper and their eyes widen.



It's a very detailed list of how much each one will receive and also each one who supports us.



Grayson - I believe with this we won't have any problems.



Leonardo - Most definitely not.



Ricardo - I can only agree.



Grayson - Well, I did my part, the rest is between you, discuss the details.



Leonardo - I know you are famous for the great retaliations and do not accept to be betrayed, please, do not make Turin a war zone.



Grayson - That won't be a problem, if you do your job right.



Leonardo - Of course.



Grayson - I have things to take care of.



I get up and leave the four behind.



One of my men comes up to me, Ian.



Grayson - Where's the blonde?



Ian - Sir, she's at the bar drinking, but I saw her with....



Before he could finish a girl comes up to me and hugs me, Giulia.



Giulia - Honey, I missed you so much.



Grayson - Not now.



She pouts petulantly.



Giulia - I miss you so much, it's been so long Don, let me make you happy, I just want to help.



Grayson - I'm already happy, I don't want and don't need help.



I try to carefully remove her from me, but she forces herself against my body.



Giulia - Please love, I promise it will be worth it.



Grayson - I don't want to, not today, who knows another day.



She kisses my neck and then bites my ear.



I look at her already impatient, it's enough for her to let go of me.



Giulia - Sorry.



Giulia - Another day then?



Grayson - Maybe.



I caress her cheek trying to feel less of a cretin.



And I leave, with Ian behind me.



Ian - Sir, as I was saying, she's at the bar and she wasn't alone, she had.....



Grayson - It doesn't matter.



Ian - But sir, she.....



I leave Ian behind as soon as I see her, she's talking to a man.



What a beautiful ragazza (girl), maybe a scare will do, or maybe I can make her submit, apologize in a very peculiar way, sounds like a pleasurable kind of torture, it would be a punishment for her insolence.





  Chapter 3

  Alexy on.



I walk quickly to find Miriam, the jerk left me all flustered.



Miriam - I was looking for you, I had to go see some things at the bar, there's going to be an important meeting in the private area and the girls here are pretty, but not very experienced.



Alexy - It's okay, I was dancing, can you believe some guy touched me?



Miriam - What do you mean? Who was the bastard?



Alexy - I have no idea, I was dancing and he pressed his body against mine, he ran his fingers over me in a way that left me numb.



Miriam - So you liked it?



She looks at me confused.



Alexy - I don't know for sure, but I called him an idiot and stormed off, but I have to confess, he's tempting.



Miriam - For you to compliment him, he must be something else, just be careful, most of the men here are not very trustworthy.



Alexy - If any of these untrustworthy men come near me, let me know, please, I'm running from trouble.



Miriam - Of course.



We both drank some more.



Miriam - Come on, tell me everything, it's been a while since we've seen each other, how's your life been?



Alexy - You know, in business I was doing very well until now, but that's it, I wasn't very happy, I was never one for many friends and I don't have any family left.



Alexy - I was living to work, Rau died and left some debts, I had to sell everything, luckily the sale of his house and car covered the expenses.



Alexy - I had to sell my grandmother's house too, a large and valuable property here in Italy.



Mirian - Do you need money? If you need it I can...



Alexy - I don't need it, thank you, I'm fine, the sales paid for everything I needed and there was also a good amount left over to keep me going for a while.



Miriam - You changed your whole life to come here, are you sure that's all you came for? I mean, you had an amazing job.



Alexy - I'm looking for a lot of things here in Italy, answers being one of them, but I left there mainly because I felt alone, I think I need to start over, after my nonna (grandmother), Rau and everything I went through, I need to start over.



It's not a lie, but it's far from the truth.



Miriam - You are so beautiful, I can't believe you don't have a boyfriend.



Alexy - I've had one and you know, that jerk is one of the reasons I'm far away from Los Angeles.



I confess.



Miriam - Wow, want to talk about it?



Alexy - Not today.



Miriam - Anyway, I'd like you to stay with us, at our house, at least until you decide what to do.



Alexy - Girl, I can't accept, you're a couple, I'll end up taking away all your privacy, I prefer to stay in a hotel and besides, I'm traveling this week, my grandmother's things are all in a rented storage unit in Saluzzo, I want to see the things I intend to keep and what I'm going to donate, I want to stop paying unnecessary rent.



Miriam - Okay, how long are you planning on staying there?



Alexy - A few days, just enough to get everything organized.



Miriam - Great.



Miriam - I don't intend to stay here much longer, I think in a few months we'll be back in Sicily, I'd love for you to come with us, you might like it and decide to stay, it would be amazing to have you there with me.



Alexy - Not a bad idea, I can spend a few days there and see how it goes.



Miriam hugs me all happy.



Miriam - Let's dance.



Alexy - Let's go.



We danced some more, letting our bodies move to the rhythm of the music.



A very handsome man approaches.



Man - Excuse me, good evening, are you ladies being helped? I'd like to buy you a drink.



Miriam looks at me with a tight smile, I understand that this one is not one of the complicated guys, I wink at her.



Miriam - I am seeing someone, but my friend is not.



Alexy - If you want to buy me a drink I'd love it.



Man - Great, my name is Josue and yours?



Alexy - Alexy.



Josue - Beautiful name, just like you.



Alexy - Thank you.



Miriam - Well, excuse me, I'm going to find my husband.



Miriam leaves and I go with Josue towards the bar.



Josue - What would you like to drink?



Alexy - Spritz.



Josue - Excellent choice.



He orders the drinks.



Josue - I haven't seen you around here.



Alexy - I just arrived in Turin.



Josue - Seriously? And where are you from?



Alexy - I grew up in Saluzzo, but I was living in Los Angeles, I got here today.



Josue - That's amazing, Saluzzo is a very beautiful place, I also like Los Angeles, are you here to stay?



Alexy - In Italy yes, in Turin I don't know yet, do you come here often?



Josue - I started coming here recently, it wasn't a comfortable area of Turin, now it's changed a lot.



Alexy - And are you from here?



Josue - Yes, I'm from here.



Alexy - Why wasn't this area comfortable?



Josue - The area had an owner, let's say a very complicated family, that made the place uninhabitable for good people.



Alexy - I see, and what changed?



Josue - A new family, actually from what I hear, they are the owners of the place, I don't know the person in charge here, but I own the agency that sold the property, we dealt directly with the capo.



My heart races, I know very well what he means by family and capo, he's talking about the mafias, in Italy this is common, especially in these regions, but what scares me is not knowing that the area is run by a family but that the mafia owns the establishment, this, this is impossible.



The club belongs to Renan, Miriam's husband.



Alexy - I think you're mistaken, the club belongs to a friend, actually the girl who was here with me is his wife.



He is surprised.



Josue - Excuse my frankness, but you may not know your friends very well, I don't know who the representatives of the place are, but I can tell you that they are part of the leadership of the new family that runs the city, I heard the owner saying on the day of the transaction that his advisor was going to be in charge.



Josue - They cleaned up the streets, as I said, the place was horrible, a drug den, walking around here was asking to be robbed or worse, as much as I don't like their business, I have to admit that for Turin, it was great, I also profited a lot from this sale.



Josue - And they always make it clear where they're from, what they do and what family they belong to, just ask around.



My heart skips a beat, it couldn't be possible, could it?



Miriam wouldn't get involved with these kind of people, Renan seems like a great guy, of course I noticed that the place is kind of strange, I have no doubt that there are several people like that in here, but now Miriam and Renan?



I refuse to believe they are a part of this.



I take a sip of my drink to try to curb the tension and I realize that I'm more tipsy than usual because of the alcohol.



Josue - You really are surprised, aren't you?



Alexy - Honestly? Yes.



Josue - In that case, can I give you some advice?



Alexy - Of course.



Josue - Stay away from these people as soon as possible, as much as the city is safer, they are not trustworthy people.



I can imagine that.



Josue - The troublemakers are quiet for a good reason, you don't control addicts and homeless people with kindness, this family usually has no mercy on those who cross their path and getting involved with them can be quite dangerous.



I take a deep breath trying to digest all these words.



I'm about to answer when I feel stares in my direction, I look to the side and the big jerk who touched me earlier is walking straight towards us.



Alexy - Merdä.



Josue - Is there a problem?



Alexy - I-I.. I..



Josue glances in the direction I'm looking, when he sees the man, he gets up quickly.



Josue - I have to go, remember what I said and good night.



He leaves without giving me a chance to answer, I'm stunned.



The man sits down where Josue was and stares at me.



Grayson - You're coming with me.



I stare at him for longer than it takes to process his words and burst out laughing.



Alexy - You're not only an idiot, you're crazy, I'm not going anywhere with you.



Grayson - I'm not an idiot, crazy maybe, and definitely very dangerous.



My breath catches in my throat.



Grayson - I don't force women to do anything they don't want to do, but you girl, offended me twice in a very short space of time and that's not going to fly. 





  Chapter 4

  Grayson on.



The insolence of this woman gnaws at my anger; any man, simply any man, would be dead by now.



She downs her drink in one go and looks deep into my eyes.



Alexy - So, you're dangerous? Let me tell you a little secret.



She moves closer, inching towards me until she's just centimeters from my ear.



Alexy - I'm much more dangerous, and I’m probably crazier than you as well.



She speaks each word slowly in a torturously sexy whisper, her warm breath near my ear sends shivers throughout my body.



I take advantage of the brief moment and inhale her perfume, closing my eyes momentarily to savor the freshness of her scent. She seems to be the kind of dangerous woman who is incredibly tempting.



She gradually pulls away, sporting a mischievous smile.



Our eyes remain locked, and I forget the reasons I came over to her. The anger that was previously boiling in my chest from being insulted quickly transforms into a throbbing discomfort in my groin.



She left me hard.



Her eyes study me, actually devour me, and without a single word, she manages to be the most indiscreet of women; I feel exposed as she feasts her gaze on every part of my body.



My arousal does not go unnoticed by her; her eyes brazenly settle between my legs, and she bites her lips, gazing for what feels like an eternity.



Her chest rises; she quickly comprehends the effect her fleeting closeness has had on me, and she returns her gaze to mine, clearly proud of having thrown me off balance.



For a moment, I hated myself and criticized my own weakness, realizing in that instant that a pair of smooth legs with a perky butt and well-defined breasts could be just as lethal to me as any firearm.



Just moments ago, I wanted to kill her, and now all I want is to fuck that beautiful ass with all my strength.



Alexy - You’re an intriguing man, arrogant, of course, but still very intriguing.



Grayson - That’s your third insult of the night.



She turns to the bar.



Alexy - I want another drink like the last one, and my bill, please.



I glance at the bartender, who quickly understands that she has now become my guest.



He hands her the drink.



Bartender - All on the house, miss, compliments of our chief.



He winks at me with a smirk, and she seems not to notice.



Alexy - Thank you.



She picks up her phone and places it to her ear, waits a moment, and begins to speak.



Alexy - My love, I'm going to the hotel to rest, we’ll talk tomorrow. Thank you for an incredible day and night.



She hangs up, downs her drink all at once, and stands from her seat.



As she makes a move to leave me there alone, I grip her wrist.



She looks at me, confused and a little irritated.



Alexy - Do you need something?



I slowly rise, keeping our bodies just inches apart.



Grayson - I need you to leave this club with me.



She raises an eyebrow and smiles.



Alexy - Are you some kind of serial killer or something?



Grayson - Something like that.



Alexy - In that case, I don’t intend to go anywhere with you.



Grayson - Maybe I could accompany you.



Alexy - No, thanks. I value my life too much.



Grayson - If I wanted to harm you, you can be sure we wouldn’t even be having this conversation; I have no intention of hurting you anymore.



Alexy - Did you before?



She furrows her brow in a funny way.



Grayson - I’m lying; maybe I still want to hurt you, but I promise it’ll be in a wonderful way.



Alexy - Despite you being an Italian god, I still don’t intend to leave here with you.



Grayson - I wouldn’t force you, but if you don’t, you’ll regret it. You could be an incredibly happy woman tonight; I’m sure I will be if I can persuade you.



Alexy - It’s not happening.



Grayson - Alright, can I walk you to the exit?



She seems to think for a moment.



Alexy - What if I say no?



Grayson - We’ll say goodbye here.



She studies me as if searching for the truth in my eyes.



Alexy - Then you may.



I follow her in silence until the exit of the club, where she stops and seems to be waiting for a taxi.



I watch her in silence; something about her reminds me of someone I know, perhaps I have met her somewhere, but I can’t quite remember.



Grayson - I think I know you, but I don’t know from where.



Alexy - I highly doubt that.



Her car arrives, and I open the door for her as she gets in.



Grayson - Good evening, miss, and I apologize for overstepping earlier.



She gives a genuine smile.



Alexy - I apologize for the insults too; apparently, you’re quite the gentleman when you’re not trying to grab women.



I end up laughing.



Alexy - Goodnight.



I close the door, watching the taxi drive away, intrigued by the woman.



She’s probably not from around here; she didn’t recognize me, and I’d know if she did. I’m sure of it.



Not in the mood to go back to the club, I decide to return to my hotel.



Ian brings my car, and I drive to the hotel, parking in the underground garage. I enter the elevator and press the button for the top floor where I’m staying.



The elevator stops at the ground floor; I’m distracted by my phone and don’t notice who is about to get on until I hear her voice.



Alexy - You’re a serial killer, and that’s not a question.



My shock is evident on my face as I see the blonde from just minutes ago staring at me.



Alexy - Are you following me? Look, I’m going to call the police.



Grayson - I was already in the elevator, in case you didn’t notice, so you could be the one following me.



Alexy - Dude, if I wanted to go home with you, I would’ve just stayed with you, don’t you think? I didn’t find my money in the trash; I paid a lot for a taxi to get here—actually, way too much. If I had known we’d both be here, I would have come with you.



The elevator door threatens to close, and I hold it open; she hasn’t entered yet.



Grayson - The taxi drivers here recognize tourists; they take some detours before reaching their destination. That also explains how I arrived first.



The door threatens to close again.



Grayson - Are you getting in or not?



Alexy - No, I don’t trust you.



I pull the magnetic key out of my pocket and hand it to her.



Grayson - This is the key to my room; see the number. I’m not following you; I’m staying here.



She examines the key with suspicion as the door forces itself closed, and once again, I hold it open.



Grayson - Can you please get in already? This door is really starting to annoy me.



She enters and hands me the key back.



Grayson - What floor are you on?



Alexy - Sixth.



I press the button for her, and silence hangs in the air.



Her phone rings, and she answers.



Alexy - Hi, I’ve arrived, yes... okay... see you tomorrow... goodnight.



She hangs up.



I’m a few steps behind her, taking the opportunity to analyze every curve of her body... and what a body it is.



The black dress is so thin and tight that I can see every inch of the skin it covers.



My pulse quickens in my pants, and my imagination takes me to very, very hot places.



Grayson - My offer still stands.



Alexy - I don’t remember your offer; I only heard you say you wanted me to accompany you.



Grayson - Then let me tell you what my offer is.



I step closer.



Grayson - A few floors above yours, there’s a huge penthouse with an amazing hot tub, the best wines from Italy, and ordering food won’t be a problem either.



Grayson - I would like you to join me.



She turns slowly towards me.



Alexy - And what exactly will we do in that penthouse, besides that?



Grayson - I hope for many things—things that I’m sure you’ll love.



Alexy - Arrogant and conceited are terrible combinations.



The door opens on the sixth floor, and I place my arm to block her passage.



She turns to me, clearly annoyed, which I find cute.



Alexy - I have no intention of drinking your expensive wines or getting into your hot tub that’s seen more backsides than the toilet itself.



Alexy - I can also order food by myself, so thank you.



Alexy - You had plenty of options at the club; you chose the wrong woman to show off how great you are.



The door threatens to close, and I hold it open.



She steps out of the elevator beneath my arm, and I follow her.



Alexy - What the hell are you doing?



I secure her hair and press her gently against the wall, but not too gently.



Grayson - I don't want to show you how badass I am; I want to have you.



Grayson - If the comfort of my room bothers you, I wouldn’t mind taking you right here in this hallway or inside your room.



Grayson - Maybe I'm cocky and arrogant, but the guarantee of pleasure in my bed doesn’t come from that; it comes from how much I'm willing to make things happen.



Grayson - I'll understand if you don't want to, but I really hope you do.



Alexy - You have an ugly habit of touching women without permission.



I realize that I've just done exactly what I did at the club—I invaded her space.



Grayson - I’m sorry.



I step back.



She grabs my wrist.



Alexy - The hallway feels uncomfortable and uninviting; my simple, cheap room might just do.



A jolt runs through me, and I turn my body toward hers.



Grayson - And what’s the name of the woman I'm about to take into the room?



Alexy - You don’t need my name to have me, right?



Grayson - Right.



She smiles and hands me her electronic key.



I step back, take the key, and open the door beside us.



Grayson - You first, cunning lady.



She smiles and steps into the room.





  Chapter 5

  Alexy on.



I can’t deny the spark between us since the very first moment. I don't know who this man is, his name, age, or anything, but I know exactly what his simple touch does to my body.



I don't know why I feel so attracted to him; normally, he's the type of guy I run from, but the intensity in his eyes and the way I respond to him are beyond my understanding.



There's nothing stopping me from acting on a desire I feel. I'm a free, independent woman. It's not like taking a gorgeous stranger to my hotel room would be something out of line or wrong. There's really nothing wrong with that, nothing wrong with wanting to feel pleasure.



My inactive and frustrating sex life has gone on for far too long. I've only been with one person in my entire life, and I can say with complete certainty that my biggest regret was not allowing myself to have more than what my ex provided me—which today, I understand to be nothing.



I should have slept with other people and ventured into the various ways of giving and receiving pleasure, but I let monotony and frustration take over my life simply because I believed I was in love.



Today I'm 25 years old, and I feel like I haven't lived at all, that I did everything I could, that I gave my all in everything, and didn't enjoy a single second of my life.



I lost my virginity at 18. I met my ex in college; he was graduating in economics. At first, everything was perfect. Lucas seemed to have walked out of a romance movie.



He wasn't a bad guy, but he was selfish.



He was attentive, kind, and polite until we started to deepen things. We dated for a few months until I had my first time. I don't think it was the worst experience in the world; I've been through worse, but it was frustrating. The promise that pleasure would come after the pain was never fulfilled; it was uncomfortable and nothing more.



I remember we got to my place, made out a little, he took my clothes and his off, we lay down, and he penetrated me without warning or any stimulation.



But he was amazing at everything else: loving, caring, delicate, dedicated; he supported me and helped me with everything.



I was going through the biggest financial crisis of my life, and for a while, he helped me afford food. I was grateful to him; I felt indebted.



We were together for two years. I believed I loved him. I'm not sure, but I think that's what I thought at the time.



Sex was relatively apathetic for me. I stopped feeling pain or discomfort, but pleasure was also nonexistent. We didn't do anything different, no foreplay or anything like that. It was a quick in and out, and that was it.



I never demanded anything from him. Opening my legs for him to have pleasure seemed right, but when he asked me what I felt, I didn't lie. I didn't feel anything much, sometimes a slight pleasure depending on his intensity, a pleasure that came with great difficulty and disappeared very easily.



I talked to Lucas several times about it, read, researched, talked to friends, tried to explain that I didn't feel pleasure to the point of climaxing, that it wasn't as good for me as it was for him. I tried to give some ideas and even made an effort to change our sex life. I learned several things in theory to try to put into practice and improve our intimate relationship.



Our fights started there, first because I wanted more. I was the selfish, unsatisfied one. Women would die to have the man I had, and honestly, he was so great in every other way that I believed it to be true.



Lucas didn't accept any of my attempts to improve our sex life; in fact, it only got worse.



For him, it was just a matter of getting on top of me, putting on a condom, and penetrating me dry until he came. The problem was never him, it was me. I was supposed to love that, and he was great in bed; I was the one who didn't recognize it.



In the end, he said I was frigid, that there was nothing I could do, it was my problem and all.



I ended up believing it; I convinced myself he was right.



It took me a long time to understand all the brainwashing he was doing to me. He said I had nothing to worry about, that even though I was that way, he would love me, that no other man would put up with a woman like me, but he loved me, he would stay with me, even though I had this problem.



We had sex whenever he wanted. I felt obligated to be there for him, after all, I didn't feel pleasure, but he did.



We spent every other weekend together. Every time he slept with me, I felt horrible, but I loved him. I needed to understand that this would be our life, my life, with any man. At least he understood and accepted me.



That's what I thought for a year and a half... a year and a half of pure sexual dissatisfaction, until I had the courage to go to my gynecologist to talk about this issue. I wanted to know if there was a way to treat it, if there was something I could do about it. Then I found out there was nothing wrong with me.



She referred me to a sexologist colleague, and I went secretly, without him knowing.



From the sexologist, I went to the sex shop, from the sex shop to my house, and I had my first orgasm alone, with a mini vibrator that looked like an egg.



For me, it was like being born again. I cried for three hours. I hated myself and blamed myself so much for being incapable of something like that. Knowing that I went through all that and actually there was nothing wrong with me, it was a mix of relief and disappointment.



Understanding that the problem wasn't me, but rather how terrible our sex life was, became clear quickly. Lucas wanted to come, and whether I enjoyed it or not didn't bother him in the slightest.



Our arguments became much bigger when he found out that I was capable of climaxing alone and not with him. But even so, he made no effort to give me pleasure. For him, I would continue like that, unable to feel pleasure while giving him pleasure.



The rest of the hell I went through during our relationship and after we broke up is something I simply refuse to remember now, but the fact is, I learned to feel pleasure alone, and that's how I've been for years, until now.



My block with men remained right there beside me. The things Lucas did after our separation only made me run further away from any kind of intimacy with a man, and the emotional attachments scared me even more.



Once I tried to be with a girl. I thought maybe my problem was that I wasn't really attracted to men, but I realized that my block was with any person and that women didn't really appeal to me.



While my block with men continued, I enjoyed the pleasure in every way I could by myself, and as my therapist says, we need to know our body and pleasure to know another body and provide pleasure. That's what I did.



My sex life is no longer a frustration. I know my body, my needs and desires, but something is missing: the human warmth that no vibrator can give.



When I set foot in Italy, I swore to myself that I couldn't be like that anymore. It had been years since I'd been with anyone. Pleasure wasn't the problem; the problem was that I didn't have a person, my person.



Going back to an empty house every day became my biggest frustration, and I knew that for me to be able to open myself up in a relationship, I needed to open myself up sexually with someone else first. It would be much easier to deal with it without emotions or any kind of pressure.



It was a door I had to cross.



If I could feel pleasure with a stranger, I could feel pleasure with the right man, the right way, and without all this insecurity in my head.



One thing led to another, I'm not going to lie. I already entered Miriam's club to hunt for someone. I wanted to leave there with a sexy man by my side, who would be able to give me exactly what I wanted.



In Los Angeles, I didn't go out, I had no friends, and no courage to spend the night alone at a party. My co-workers were all married, and when I went to socialize with them, it was always something at home, just family or co-workers, limiting my options a lot.



So the club would be my chance to try, to want, and I wanted to.



I didn't think my body would react so quickly to someone other than myself, because I knew every pleasure point and everything that made me come. I really knew myself very well, but another person, another person wouldn't know how.



I don't know who this handsome stranger entering the hotel room with me is, but when he lightly touched my arm with his fingers as soon as he arrived at the club, my body responded to him faster than I could think.



Just being near him made my body spark, and when he pushed me against the wall, I was soaked.



I don't know who he is, but I know he can give me exactly what I need, pleasure beyond what I know. 





  Chapter 6

  Grayson on.



I went over the events that brought me to this room in my mind. I intended to scare her, to teach her some manners, and to prove that you can't offend the Don of the Italian Mafia.



I consider myself kind among all the capos who have led Cosa Nostra, but even so, I am strict. We are in the 21st century, things change, and we have to change too. I don't allow the follies of past decades in my family, but there are limits.



Respect is fundamental in any field; in mine, respect means everything, it means power.



If I am disrespected, I am not feared, and if I am not feared, I am weak.



I live in constant confrontation with other families, expanding means conflict, without conflict we do not grow, and we only grow because they fear and respect us.



Italy is one of the countries with more than one large Mafia family; the competition is high and often difficult, we deal with heavily armed people, ready to torture and kill for nothing. In fact, the atrocities are so barbaric that torture seems like child's play.



Flexible people die quickly in this business, weak men are trampled on, abused, tortured in various ways, and slowly murdered. Their wives and children, well, their wives are sold, enslaved, raped, and if they manage to survive, they're left in some brothel. Their children are recruited when old enough, killed, enslaved, or sold.



These are our enemies, that's how other families deal with things, but I, by God, would never do that to a woman or a child. In the most extreme cases, quick death is a solution, but to abuse like that, no, no, no, Cosa Nostra doesn't work like that, at least not while I'm the Don.



The fact that I am not a psychopath or a masochist does not go unnoticed, so I need to be even stricter regarding my position; it is not easy to be respected without innocent blood on my hands.



On the other hand, Cosa Nostra is the family that sheds the most bad blood. Traitors, rapists, pedophiles, abusers, or murderers, none of them, nor any enemy, stands a chance.



The point is, I need to be respected and feared; it's what my position demands of me. I can't have weaknesses; I can't be a target, so situations where I'm easily offended can't go unnoticed.



The craziest thing about all of this is that not even the most dangerous mobsters dare disrespect me. Everyone, simply everyone, knows my limit.



Never in all my eight years as capo have I been offended, not even the capo who came before me, not even the capo who taught me to be who I am, ever called me any names.



My connection with my brothers by heart, Mattia and Renan, made them the only ones comfortable being honest with me. Of course, my blood brother also has this privilege. Only they speak openly about my temper or bad behavior, but even so, an insult is not tolerated by me.



Even my mother, who is the fiercest of jaguars, doesn't speak to me like everyone else.



And then a short blonde with beautiful curves puts me in my place as if I were a child or a pervert. Besides offending me, she threatens me as if I were a piece of shit.



I don't know exactly what confused me so much, but for the first time in my life, I saw someone other than Mattia and Renan look at me without fear, maybe even they are more cautious than she was.



I should have had one of my men shave her head and dump her in some dark corner of Turin just for answering me back, but she topped it off with a threat.



My curiosity about this woman boiled as much as my anger; there was no way she didn't know who I was, and if she didn't, someone must have warned her after what she said to me.



I went back to her expecting the same reaction as all the other women...submission.



I imagined her offering herself to me like a piece of meat; I imagined her kneeling down and pleasuring me until I forgot about my anger.



Any other woman would do just that, give herself up on a silver platter for fear of what I might do, but she, she didn't.



Seeing her giving her less-than-positive opinion about me was one of the most amazing things that's happened to me in recent years.



People walk on eggshells to address me and she...she turned her back on me and left me talking to myself, threatened me, called me an idiot, and honestly, I refuse to repeat the rest.



This sassy girl was simply the highlight of my night and it was then that I realized that I, was not a Don to her, I was just some strange idiot who touched her without asking.



She didn't really know who I was and I'm sure she still doesn't.



I could tell her, I could scare her, I'm sure whoever saw her shooting me down now imagines her six feet underground.



But when would I have the opportunity to just be Grayson again? I mean, when would I be able to be just another stranger in a bar? Would I have the opportunity to talk to or be with another woman in the future without the weight of the family on my back?



Before I was the capo, I was already the chosen one, the heir to the Mafia throne. Even then, all of Italy knew who I was, even then women were already going to my bed knowing they were with the prince of the Mafia.



And now, with so many achievements in my name, with my face known even by the children of Italy, how could a beautiful woman like her not know who I am? Inside my family's nightclub, a place where most people go because they belong to this circle of friends.



I just can't believe she doesn't know me, but her actions prove that she does, they prove that she has no idea the danger she ran into by challenging me.



And I couldn't pass up an opportunity like this, something that probably won't happen anytime soon, to talk, to be with, and to fuck, being just Grayson Marino or any stranger.



Alexy - I have wine too, cheap wine, but still wine.



I sit on a sofa and watch her sit on the bed and take off her sandals.



Grayson - They say cheap wines are sweeter.



Alexy - Yes, they really are, they have a lot of sugar added.



I end up laughing.



She gets up, grabs two glasses, and hands me the bottle of wine with the opener.



I read the label: 2018 Feudo Montoni Sicilia Catarratto Masso.



Grayson - This wine is wonderful, it's really cheap, but still, it's one of the best.



Alexy - White and sweet wine that fits in my pocket, I like it a lot.



Grayson - Do you know about wines?



Alexy - My grandmother had a small winery when I was little; I became a connoisseur over time.



Grayson - Where was it?



Alexy - Saluzzo.



Grayson - It's a beautiful city.



I open the wine, she hands me the glasses and I pour, she sits next to me on the small sofa and I hand her her glass.



Grayson - What can I call you since I don't know your name?



She thinks for a moment.



Alexy - Whatever you want.



Grayson - Molla (Spring)



Alexy - Molla?



Grayson - It is the most beautiful season in Italy, colorful, fragrant, and full of life, you remind me a lot of spring. 



She blushes.



Alexy - An interesting analysis since we don't know each other.



Grayson - We know each other well enough.



Alexy - I agree.



We toast and drink.



Alexy - In that case you are freddo (cold).



I give a mischievous smile.



Grayson - Call me that after we're in that bed.



Alexy - I really hope I don't call you that after that, it would be really disappointing and you made a big deal out of it.



We laugh.



Grayson - I don't intend to disappoint.



Grayson - But I was curious, why did you choose freddo?



Alexy - I'm good at analyzing people, things, and places.



Alexy - I really don't want to know who or what you are precisely because of that.



Alexy - You know the old saying, what the eyes don't see...



Grayson - The heart doesn't feel.



Alexy - Exactly, but well, in the short time I've spent with you, I've noticed that you try very hard to maintain a mask of a cold man.



Alexy - Not that it's wrong or a problem, but it doesn't seem to me to be who you really are, but what you want to show.



That takes me by surprise.



Grayson - It's a good analysis and you do well not to want to know who I am, but I'm not like that because I want to be, I'm like that because I need to be.



Alexy - Like I said, there's nothing wrong with that, after all, even ice is capable of burning.



Grayson - Molla... you are much more than you let on.





  Chapter 7

  Alexy on.


The stranger in front of me looks at me like a predator, I see the desire etched on every line of his face.


Grayson - This is a rather unusual situation, I'm not going to lie, it's the first time I've slept with a nameless woman.


Alexy - We're not going to sleep and I have a name, I just don't intend to share it.


Grayson - I sense a hint of distrust in you, Molla.


Alexy - Not a hint, maybe ten.


Alexy - Like I said, I'm good at doing analysis and of all the things you told me, one I know is true.


Grayson - Which one?


Alexy - You are dangerous.


He raises his eyebrow.


Grayson - Do you know me or have you seen me somewhere?


Alexy - I have no idea who you are, but you're certainly not just anyone.


Grayson - Do you regret inviting me to your room?


Alexy - Do I have any reason to be sorry, or rather, to worry?


He leans forward, coming within inches of my face.


Grayson - You are completely safe with me.


Alexy - That's a relief, but that's not what I asked.


Grayson - As long as I'm just a stranger for one night, you won't have to worry, but if you ask my name, things might change.


Grayson - I can guarantee you that until the moment I leave this room, you won't have any reason to regret it, but what you find out afterwards is no longer my problem.


His words are exactly what I feared, his designer clothes and the Rolex on his wrist indicate exactly the kind of man he is, not that all rich men are dangerous, but a rich, imposing and even a little scary man in a mafia house, certainly means something pretty bad.


Alexy - How reassuring.


Alexy - So, I really hope to never see you again after tonight.


Grayson - I can't say the same, but for your sake, it's for the best.


I gulp, I can only imagine the size of the trouble I'm facing, but I didn't call him here to get married, I called him to have sex, one night and nothing more.


He rests his hand on my thigh and slides his thumb in circular motions near my knee.


It's a light, delicate, discreet touch, but enough to send an electric shock through my entire body.


His hands are large and masculine, his fingers thick and his palms rough, yet his movements manage to have an enviable grace.


I notice the beginning of a tattoo on his hand, his blazer and shirt covering the rest, from what I could see, it looks like the tip of the tail of some kind of reptile.


Grayson - I wanted to smell your perfume... Earlier, at the club, when I touched you without permission.


Grayson - I wanted to smell your scent.


Alexy - You have permission to do that now.


He sets his glass down on the coffee table next to the couch, I hand him mine and he does the same.


Grayson - If you'll excuse me?


Alexy - Absolutely.


I brush my hair away, leaving my shoulder and neck completely exposed, the hand that was on my thigh rises to my neck and I tilt my head back giving him passage.


He comes within millimeters of my neck, I feel his breath on my skin and I get completely goosebumps.


He inhales my scent letting his lips and the tip of his nose brush lightly against my skin, releasing a discreet throaty moan as he releases the air.


Grayson - Dio (God)


His voice is a whisper.


Grayson - Just like spring... Your beauty, your scent, even your personality reminds me of spring, but I still have one question.


He speaks without moving away from me, his hand that was previously on my neck is now between my hair.


I breathe slowly, the air is heavier, the environment is warmer.


My voice comes out as shaky as I am in this moment.


Alexy - What's your question?


Grayson - Your taste, is your taste like spring?


My eyes widen and I freeze.


Grayson - I have a distinct impression that your flavor is as amazing as the rest, but I won't know for sure unless I taste you... may I?


I don't know where I get the strength to answer.


Alexy - Y-Yes.


I'm shaking, I know I'm shaking.


He pulls away.


Grayson - Could you close your eyes for a moment?


My senses are on high alert, but I decide to agree and close my eyes.


I realize he got up from the couch, I try to slightly open my eyes, just enough so he won't notice, I can't see much, but his shadow moves.


Is he taking his clothes off? The blazer, he's taking off his blazer.


Grayson - I hope you're not peeking.


Alexy - I'm not.


But I am.


He takes something from behind his body, his cell phone maybe?


He's quick, the black object is quickly rolled up in his blazer, he puts it on the coffee table and sits back down.


My heart starts pounding, there would be no reason for me to close my eyes if he just wanted to get his cell phone and blazer out of his pocket.


Could it be? Dio, it can't be.


It's a gun, I know it is.


He touches my leg, I get startled and jump.


Grayson - Everything okay?


Alexy - I-I can't see anything so your touch startled me, I'm sorry.


Grayson - It's okay.


I close my eyes tightly, my heart feels ready to jump out of my mouth.


He slides his hand slowly towards the hem of my dress, I feel him approaching.


What a mess I've gotten myself into, what the hell am I doing, with so many men I had to bring a mobster to my bed, hell.


God, that's why he was so surprised by the way I treated him, who in their right mind would confront an armed criminal? Me, of course, it had to be me.


If before I was trembling with excitement, now I'm trembling even more, but out of pure despair.


He could kill me, if I said I didn't want to anymore, would he leave? Go, maybe he would, but how I would be left is another matter.


At this point I can only hate myself for not being able to bring my gun, I had a permit in California, I couldn't carry it on the street since it's forbidden, but at home it was different, I worked with the worst kind of people, after a few big scares, I thought I needed one.


I'm not going to lie, I used to carry my G2 9mm everywhere I went, it was the only way I could feel safe and having to leave it was like coming to Italy without a part of my body.


I knew it was wrong and totally against the law to walk around with my G2, but that never stopped me.


But never, ever, did I imagine that I would find it necessary to have a gun right away here in Italy and now I feel exposed, in a not-so-legal way.


What was supposed to be a relaxing time has left me completely frozen, suspecting the guy is a mobster is one thing, but now, knowing for sure
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