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Chapter 1: Monette
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It was a cool spring morning. The sun was beaming down in my office window. I stood looking out my office window, looking down at the people on the crowded streets of New York.

“God, they look like ants,” Monette said, giggling to herself. She was deep in thought about how happy she was getting her new product out this week. They've been working day and night with their team to get the new lip gloss out before the end of the week.

"We had a few hiccups along the way, but I think we’ve got it now." Smiling wide, her face glowed over all of that hard work they had put out over these past couple of weeks. All of that stress has finally paid off for the entire team.

"Looking back at past life struggles when starting out in business almost five years ago, not knowing what would happen or would even sell.” What paid off was our support from our father and of each other. Being able to keep a roof over our heads and keep our company running was important to us.

Bam! The door slammed shut.

Monette didn't have to turn around because only one person came in, slamming her office door like that. Monette's mother, Maria Ferrara.

Breathe in, breathe out! Monette was re-sighted in her head. She knew she had to breathe in order to deal with her mother at 9 am. Fuck! She comes to ruin my morning. I knew it was her from the smell of her expensive, lavished perfume that always lingers from being in her presence for too long. Her high society attire, which includes designer handbags and jewelry, is something else. She thinks so highly of herself, walking into any store smelling like honey-lavender, never wearing a perfume that costs less than $500.

Monette's mother groans, I know you heard me come in, Monette; she says. I need to speak with you now, her mother says in an irritating voice. I am busy today. Can't this wait until later? Monette replies calmly. Mommy dearest knows best, right?

Not saying much because it always gets ugly no matter where your conversation takes place, whether it’s here inside her office or outside. It doesn't matter to the famous Maria Ferrari. I would like to know what she possibly wants to talk about this early in the morning. Probably wants to tell me how she hates my hair. 

Seriously, I am not in the mood for her bullshit today. “Monette,” her mother yells, standing there with her arms folded over her chest. She looked extremely rich and classy as hell!! With her dress fitting her to the tee, hugging her curves. My father hit the jackpot when he married my mother. My mother was an extremely beautiful Black woman. Still looked like a model after having five children and a successful career owning her own real estate firm. But when you really take the time to look closer, many people try hard not to stare at her.

"She was tall and walked with the grace of a queen, her golden-brown skin glowing in the gentle sunlight." Big almond-shaped, expressive green eyes stared at you and filled your world with sunshine for hours on end. She was a full-figured, big thick ass. With big tits that made grown men cry, especially my father. Her hair was Long and curly with streaks of gray.

My mother was unbelievably beautiful to be a 55-year-old woman.

It's true what they say about Black people: "Black don't crack." 

Monette turns around with an awkward look on her face.
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Good morning mother, replying, trying my best not to let the annoyance show on my face. Mommy is staring sternly at me again, as if I were speaking another language. What do YOU mean, good morning? She asked, looking annoyed.

I never answer your question, "What can I do for you this beautiful sunny morning? She rolls her eyes and sucks her teeth. Monette, "What are you wearing? " You should have at least ironed your pants, and those shoes do not match your outfit, dear. Haven't I taught you anything? Stand up straight! Monette mumbles under her breath a few choices of curse words she dares to say aloud.

“Yes, Mother," she says... And stands up straight, trying to look professional.

Mother, you wanted to speak to me. Rubbing her chin, Ah! Yes, placing her hips firsthand, pointing one finger at Monette. Didn't I tell you to bring your ass to the house last night? You were supposed to have dinner with us. Why weren't you there?

Folding her arms back across her chest. Standing there tapping her foot on the floor, waiting for Monette to give her a valid reason, she wasn't at their weekly family dinner. Dammit, Monette says to herself. I hated going to those family dinners. When did I ever show up? Like, for real. My mother knows that I never come to those things.

Only my siblings went. It's not my cup of tea. Mother, I am sorry. I had a lot of work to do yesterday. I didn't have time to come to dinner. Her mother was staring at her with a pinched-up lip. Her voice gets louder, then she goes off again, talking out of both sides of her mouth. How many times must I remind you, Monette?

You have more excuses than a man going to prison, her mother says to her. Dammit, here she goes again, being all dramatic as hell... We spoke on Monday, mother. Her mother ignores her. Don't play me, sweetheart! You didn't forget dinner. You just disobey me. I can't come with you. If your siblings can show up, why can't you? Her mother yells, pointing her finger at her once again. Monette takes a deep breath and drops her head down into her hands. She felt the sting of tears about to roll down her eyes.

All she could hear were the awful words her mother was spewing out at her. Monette hated her mother secretly because of how she treated her. No wonder Vitto left you. “Your worthless and good for nothing,” her mother said in a harsh tone of voice. That's pretty much his story for leaving your life, anyway.

A waste he called you.

“You stupid bimbo, you are nothing but a bitch!” 

Her mom says, walking closer with such rage. Monette has never seen her mother this mad before. Her mother’s voice got louder, and suddenly; she felt a hand go across her face. I held my face, realizing that my mother had just slapped me right across my damn face. You can do nothing right, her mother screams in her face. I felt so humiliated and disgusted. I just wanted to crawl under my desk and cry my eyes out. Her face was stinging from the slap her mother just gave her. But she had to just stay strong.

“Mother, I am sorry,” she says, wiping her eyes with the sleeve of her blazer. I promise I will make the next dinner. Please forgive me. I didn't mean to make you mad. I am sick of looking at your face. Your ass better be at that house tomorrow night. Do you hear me her mother says, yelling in her face. “Yes, Ma'am, Monette says to her mother in between her sniffles. Her mother turns around and walks right out of the office, slamming the door behind her with a smile on her face like nothing had ever happened.

Monette took a deep breath, but she could no longer hold the tears back. All she could do was let the tears roll down her face. The pain she felt in her chest was unbearable. This time, it felt like someone had stabbed her in the chest. It was worse than usual. A pain only her mother gave her every time she came to see Monette at her office or home.

Monette turned around and walked back to the big glass window of her office. All she wanted to do was just leave and go home for the day. But she had a business to run. "Why can't I just stand up to my mother?" Why doesn't she love me like she loves my siblings?

These were the questions I wanted to know. I had a lot running through my mind. I let her come in here and take my happiness away. Man, I need to get a damn drink! Monette walks back over to her desk. She sits down in her chair, feeling defeated. Looking like shit, even more than yesterday.

Worry creeps inside of me. This little visit upset me tremendously. It shouldn't surprise anyone who knew my mother; she didn't care that I owned my business and was successful. All she cared about was her social status. The thing she said about Vitto leaving me. That hurt to know he didn't love me. I don't need him, anyway. I don't need anyone. Monette was sitting there, leaning back in her office chair, looking up at the ceiling. She heard a faint knock at her office door. God, I hope that isn't my mother again looking to torture me with more insults.

I raised my head up high, wiped my eyes, and yelled, "Come in, please."

He walked in. Sweet Pea, my baby sister. It was my second favorite person in the entire world. My twin brother Giovanni Ferrari Jr.
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Chapter 2: Giovanni Jr
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Hey Sorella! How has your morning been so far, besides letting our mother drive you nuts? Monette smiled shyly at her twin brother. Giovanni Ferrari Jr. entered his sister’s office laughing. “I wish you didn't ask me that,” she said. That woman makes me so mad, Bubba. I want to kill her with my bare hands. I'm giving her some attention that might distract her enough, so she won’t think too much about her fucked up relationship with her and our mother.

They don’t seem to get along well together. Not sure why, though. I am sure they share secrets. Anyway, what brings you in, sweetie? I haven’t seen you in a few days, Gio. "I have been busy planning for our annual charity fundraiser coming up,” he says, smiling to himself. 

“Have you talked to mom lately?” 

“No, Sis,” he chuckles softly. Giovanni smiles nervously, crossing his legs over each other while setting himself up comfortably wherever Giovanni sits. “What’s new?”

I wanted to ask my sister why she had that bruise on her face, but I didn’t want to push things. It would probably piss her off. Maybe later I will ask her. Right now, I just want to see how she has been mentally.”

“Is everything okay?” her brother asked Monette, who seemed distracted.

No, everything here is perfectly fine. Just stressed, she answers nervously, eyeing the computer screen, thinking about her latest deal and her encounter with their mother.

Giovanni couldn’t help but wonder why his sister always let things worry her. I know dealing with our mother was hard on her. A smile came over his face. She looked so adorable, sitting there leaning back in this fancy leather office chair. My sister always had it worse than us all. Our father treats us all the same, but our mother doesn’t. Monette is treated like an outcast, and I don’t know why.

Giovanni sighs and looks at his sister. She looked so sad, and he hated it when she got into this mood. Monette, I know mom rubs you the wrong way, and she acts as if God is punishing her or something. 

But seriously, Monette? Just let mom be. Don’t give her no lip. Do as she ask.

He chuckled a bit and took a seat beside her. He puts his arm around her small waist, hugging her close to his side. It seemed as if he took upon himself an almost protective mode.

Even though dad tolerates her, he leans in and whispers in her ear. They both burst out laughing. Monette knew Gio had her back. But sometimes, she wouldn’t listen to any advice from people that loved her dearly.

“I can't believe,” she thought to herself, “we still fight after all these years despite having the bond of a twinship. As siblings, things are bound to happen. That’s the beauty of being born from the womb of twins.

Everyone thinks you two hate each other, but it’s all smoke screens, Giovanni whispers in her hair, trying to calm her down and bring her comfort zone back where it belongs: safe with everyone else except our mother. I guess it’s because it runs in our blood to hate those who love us most. 

So, I feel so lucky that my twin sis chose me as her best friend-my guardian angel. Without her knowing every time I needed her, she made sure that she came through. She always showed up in my darkest hour when others ran. She stood by me with every step. I love Monette so much. Hell, we were in the same womb for nine months.
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Leaving my sister’s office, I threw a wink and waved goodbye. I walked out of my sister’s office and into my personal office, which was empty at the moment. Then I headed down to my private elevator, stopping at the main entrance floor of the building to send a text message to my other two sisters. Monette was still at the office, staying later tonight as she does most nights. I told her to meet me and our two younger sisters at our club “Club Zazzle,” she shook her head yes and continued to work.

She really was beautiful inside and out; it wasn’t fair what our mother put her through growing up and as an adult. Sometimes I worry because I understand the pressure and hardships on faces when living as a Ferrari, but we do what we are told.

Fuck, I am getting laid tonight.

Some beautiful Cara Mia is coming home with me. I guess you could say I was a playboy. I love a different woman every night. Shit, who is ready to commit, isn’t me. Even though Padre always says, “Son, when are you going to settle down and get a wife?” I laughed and said to him, “Pop, I don’t know.” I love pussy too much to be settled down. Fuck, who wants to be tied down to just one woman? Sure, as hell not me. When I can have a variety whenever I want.

Gio’s driver pulls into the front of his building.

“We’re here, boss,” Nico, the driver, said. 

“Alright, Nico, thanks again. Nico, I want you to go back to the office and pick Monette up and take her home.”

“Alright, boss,” Nico says, rubbing the bridge of his nose. Gio slides out of the limo and walks into the building.

Nico drives off, heading back to the Goddess Cosmetics headquarters. As I walked into the elevator looking down at my phone, an aroma filled my body, instantly making me weak in the knees and making goosebumps fall across my skin. Sweet Jesus, oh mighty gods.

She smelled delicious, too. When she opened her mouth to speak, her voice sent shivers throughout my entire body, sweat breaking out, and my heartbeat quickened and fluttered fast within my rib cage. Those lips were heaven sent. I dropped my fucking cell phone and almost lost my goddamn mind.

My God! She was beautiful.

“Fuck! Giovanni, pull yourself together.”

“Excuse me, Sir, are you alright?” the sweet angelic voice spoke with great concern. Staring directly into my eyes, questioning the look on my face. His breathing was heavy, his veins popping in his neckline, causing his tie to get tighter around his neck.

“Sir,” the beautiful woman says, “You are looking pale. Should I call 911?”

Giovanni quickly snapped out of the state he was currently in, telling me to breathe, take control, and relax. Taking a couple of deep breaths, I say to her, it must've been just dehydration. You know, from exercising before coming here today. Yes, right?

“I just want to get laid by this desirable piece of ass. Fuck,” he groaned to himself.

I saw nothing until she smiled. His heart literally jumped in his chest, jumping up to speed, running all the errands from his memory bank all at once. Damn, she's sexy. Giovanni was practically drooling. He wanted nothing more than to pull her closer to him and kiss her deeply.

The woman giggled. Oh, it’s okay, Sir. Giovanni, he says, holding his hand out to the woman and introducing himself. Lakeisha, she says, holding her hand out and meeting him halfway. Lovely name Lakeisha. Thank you, Giovanni speaks with that silky smooth smirk on his handsome face. He flashed with his killer charm grin. I take a sip of water, feeling completely better. Thank you for noticing.

My pleasure Lakeisha, spoke. You were looking a little pale there for a minute. Yes, I got a little overheated. Giovanni looked up at the elevator numbers. He saw he had missed his floor to get off at his penthouse. 

“Do you live here in this building?” Giovanni asks Lakeisha.

“Yes, I do. I am on the 65th floor.”

“How about you? Do you live in this building?” Lakeisha asked.

Giovanni couldn't keep himself from licking his lips, just staring at the curves on her gorgeous body that lay wrapped in an elegant blue wrap dress showing her full shape curves everywhere. The top of her dress was cut low, plunging down, exposing her breasts, which gave her the perfect cleavage to pair with them beautifully. Her long, straight, black, luscious waves flowed over her shoulders, covering her flawless mocha-colored skin perfectly.

This girl was perfect. Her face pivoted his vision, and every inch caught his eye. From her big caramel brown puppy dog eyes to her plump, juicy red, pouty lips to her long eyelashes. 

Lakeisha has this soft golden natural glow. She was exotic & he wanted her. Fuck me right now. Yes, I live here. I am on the 55th floor. I missed my floor. Lakeisha gives him a seductive smile. Well, it seems we shall run into each other more often unless you move down lower. And she laughs. Really?

She meant it. Giovanni couldn't contain it anymore, rolling his tongue over his teeth, wanting another giggle at herself. It'll be nice to be seeing each other more than usual, especially since you live in the neighborhood. Let's exchange contact information. Do you have your digits handy? questions Lakeisha, flashing her radiant smile, making his pulse pump harder and faster between his legs, driving him crazy.

Giovanni nodded his head ‘yes,’ giving her the biggest shit-eating fake smile he could muster up. After they exchanged phone addresses, emails, last names, etc. They parted ways, Gio saying thank God. The ride back up to his penthouse was amazing, Giovanni said to himself. He looked down at his expensive watch to get the time.

He had to hurry and get showered and get to the club to meet his sisters. Finally, he made it back down to his floor. The elevator doors opened, with him almost running to the master bedroom, throwing open the bathroom door and locking the door behind him. Turning the shower knob to start it warming up while he undresses in front of the mirror, watching his reflection in the mirror. Laying his clothes onto the bed next to him, stepping fully nude into the shower, letting the warm water pour over his body, easing some tens. He created the outside of his tight muscles; the steam rising to help him relax, clearing all negative thoughts away.

The one thought that came into his mind was Lakeisha. She was a goddess of sexiness and lust. Giovanni stepped under the steaming waterfall, hoping his fantasy would soon become a reality.
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Chapter 3: Monette
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Monette was sitting in front of her computer, trying to finish the final touches of new product ideas. Giovanni just completed shooting some photos for their spring collection, launching soon in stores nationwide along with partnering them with some well-known celebrities and models endorsing the company. Everything seemed to move along nicely and smoothly, according to schedule. She looked in the corner of her computer, pulling apart a file folder and reading details regarding certain things, like model contracts, print ads campaigns, photo shoots, video promotions, interviews, clothing designers, etc... She heard a knock on her office door.

Looking up, a little startled, she stopped to see what time it was. “Fuck, it’s almost 5 pm, and I must meet my siblings at the club. Who the fuck could this be? Monette answers the door, greeting the person standing there. It was Nico, their driver, standing there with graying hair and thinning white beard no older than early 40s, holding his car keys and cell phone.

“Good evening, Ms. Monette,” Nico said in a husky voice.

I looked at Nico and realized how handsome he really was. Damn, he stood about ‘6'4’ towering even without heels, so I knew he wouldn't bother anyone much taller than him. He was also very muscular, with lots of muscles and bulging biceps that hung heavily down.

No doubt he worked hard in the gym, if you ask me, and kept fit and healthy daily. What kind of guy works out six days a week just to satisfy a few women? Only ones that get the attention they deserve to make women swoon, right? Hmm, Ms. Monette, are you all, right?” Nico was looking at her with this puzzled look on his face. Rubbing the back of her neck, Monette snapped out of her thoughts. She was thinking way too much. Sorry, Nico, I just had something cross my mind.

How can I help you Nico? ... says Monette with a smile on her face.

Well Ms. Monette, Giovanni told me to come back to your office to pick you up. I apologize for disturbing you. Will you please let me drive you home or wherever else it maybe you need me to take you tonight? Sure, why not? Let me lock down the computer, and then I will be ready to go. Thank you for coming back to get me, she says with a smile on her face.

It’s no problem, ma’am.

Monette shut her computer down and grabbed her purse and keys. I think that’s it. Let’s go! I will lock my office up. She turned the lights off, and they left the office. Once downstairs, Nico held the door open for Monette, allowing her to walk through first. He followed closely behind Monette as they both headed towards the BMW.

When they were in front of the BMW, Monette stood there for a few seconds, taking in the cool brisk air blowing through her long silky black hair. Today was a rough day. She felt tired mentally and physically and decided not to worry about today’s events. 

Ms. Monette, are you ready Nico says as he opens the back door for her to slide in?

Yes, Nico, I am ready. I need to go to my place first and change, then I will be ready to go to the club.

“All right, ma’am. That’s no problem.”

Monette nods her head, then she slides into the back seat, buckles her seat belt, and texts on her phone. Nico shuts the door, he walks around to the driver’s side, slides in, and starts the vehicle to leave, heading towards Downtown Manhattan towards Monette’s Penthouse. He drives on West Side Highway, passing several buildings, including Stuyvesant Town, Hudson Yards development at 34th Street close by Tribeca, Chelsea Piers, and Columbus Circle.

Within minutes, the traffic on Westside came to a halt when he reached the entrance ramp to 42nd Street bridge, which would lead him north to her apartment. When they finally make it into the 42nd Street tunnel, she sees where everyone is gathering, waiting for the light to turn green again to proceed toward her home. The honking of tires filled Monette's ears. Oh, great, let’s see, we have New York City, “the city that never sleeps,” and its people stuck inside in the most packed car tunnel ever.

Traffic jams were nothing but hell, cars traveling bumper-to-bumper, horns blaring loud enough to vibrate bodies in vehicles, creating extreme anxiety. Monette tried to tune into the music that was playing on the radio but, unfortunately, wasn't listening to anything but traffic noise. All it did was piss her off, adding negativity to the already stressful and frustrating life she was living currently.

Not knowing exactly why being stuck in heavy, slow traffic during rush hour added stress instead of relieving some chaos the city brings forth. For whatever reason, the city droves her off more. Maybe because everything about the town seems to work against her getting anywhere fast.

There always seemed to be too many interruptions, causing her life to go haywire. She sometimes felt lost in constant frustration whenever things didn't fall in line. If only that was enough reasoning to understand everything about the complex relationship between herself and the city called NYC, then perhaps her life would make sense once again. But nothing makes any kind of sense for reasons unknown to her yet.

Finally, the traffic flows normally, and they head toward Monette’s penthouse. They arrived minutes later at her building on Madison Avenue. Nico parked the BMW carefully in front. Monette watched the doorman Larry step into the BMW, opening the passenger's side backdoor.

No sooner after Larry opens Monette’s door and helps her from the SUV, she quickly exits and heads inside the building towards the elevator that leads to her penthouse, which is on the top floor. Nico hands the keys to Larry to park the BMW, and he follows Monette. He is not just their driver, but also her bodyguard.

When they arrive, they walk inside her house. Monette dropped everything off so she could jump in the shower before meeting up at the club with her siblings. As usual now, and then they went together and enjoyed an evening dancing the night away in New York clubs. Each sister has their own special partner.

Monette giggles to herself, knowing that their brother feels out-of-place being the only boy and all. However, he isn't totally without friends because Nico has become their best male friend. Sometimes they hang out alone with each other. Besides, being part Italian means growing up surrounded mostly by females, especially in our family. Nico was in my living room, waiting for me. I got out of the shower, dried myself, and walked over to my big walk-in closet, picking out a cute black dress and matching heels that hit around mid-calf to wear. Putting perfume on, along with some eye makeup. Styling my hair with some beautiful curls.

It took me an extra ten minutes just staring in the mirror, making sure that I was flawless! I wanted to feel sexy and comfortable in my skin. When I got dressed for the evening. I grabbed the bag containing my wallet, makeup kit, and clutch and put those items, and threw on my pink fur coat, leaving the room to join Nico. 

Who was patiently waiting for me? 

I grabbed my phone, seeing messages from Giovanni saying, “Sweet Pea, stay safe, and see you soon. " I nodded, feeling better, thinking I should head out. His message definitely makes me feel loved. Walking slowly through my penthouse toward the living room, where Nico was sitting, texting on his phone. When I arrived, Nico jumped off the couch, rubbing his forehead with beams of sweat running down. 

Ms. Monette are you ready to go, he says nervously, stuffing his hands in his pockets.

I've been watching Sports news to entertain me whilst you dress, says Nico excitedly. Monette giggles. “I had to take a hot shower.” After the day I had, I really needed to get out of the house tonight. By the way, Nico, call me “Monette” I mean you have been working for us for a while now. It’s no need to call me Miss, Monette says to Nico. Shall we head out? I already received a text from my siblings. Gio has been blowing up my phone.

Nodding his head, “Alright, Monette. Yes, let’s head out.”
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We pulled up to the club 30 minutes later and immediately exited the BMW. I love the ride here because it gives me a chance to relax. A chance to unwind from everything going on in my life. Walking past the security doors leading into the nightclub, Nico greets the manager, saying hello.

Where may I escort you, sir? She looks directly into Nico’s eyes, her full red lips smiling, showing off perfect teeth. Nico nodded his head escorting Monette to the VIP table, where she saw her brother Giovanni and his two sisters, Isabella and Jasmine, sitting in chairs in front of them.

All three of them enjoying cocktails. They say hi, giving me a small hug, greeting me politely and welcoming me to the table. Then they introduce me to another guy. His name is Angelo, or Anthony Antonio (Toni); apparently, that’s how he introduces himself. He didn't quite talk like one Anthony Toni. One of Gio’s friends he went to college with.

He appears shy talking to his cousin, who reminds me strongly of Gigi DiMera of the famed Salem witch twins who played on the ‘Days of Our Lives’ television show. The club is electric tonight. Everyone feeds off of the smiles and fast dancing. I could go like this all night long, feet moving to the crazy beat like they belong to the music.

I move in my dress like my hips were made to sway; the sequins catching the disco ball light that twirls above - launching every shade of the rainbow into the darkness. I needed this tonight. My family owned this club, “Club Dazzle,” but we have people managing it. Sweet Pea, Giovanni says, leaning across to whisper in her ear, “Are you enjoying yourself?” Monette smiled widely, her heart racing with excitement, nodding her head yes. Giovanni takes a sip of his drink, gazing across the empty dance floor, looking for a sexy girl to take home with him tonight.

Isabella stands up, grabs Jasmine and Monette's hands, pulls them both onto the dance floor, letting the club crowd swirl around them. Monette doesn't know how lucky she was to grow up with wonderful siblings. Having sisters like them and a brother like Giovanni. 

What more could a girl ask for?

Across the dance floor, I looked up and saw someone staring at me. They are standing tall in the midst of the club scene, 6 ’3, 200 lbs., muscular build, wavy dark brown hair with natural golden blond highlights in it, strong defined jawline, and dimples deep-set eyes. Wow! my entire body tingled just from noticing this handsome individual at first glance. We lock eyes instantly, sending zipping feelings throughout my fingertips, causing goosebumps.

I couldn't help but notice he wore gray jeans, with a white dress shirt top button undone, revealing tattooed sleeves covered arms that ran the length down almost to his forearms. He wears stylish fitted silver cuff bracelets worn throughout his wrist, displaying a gold watch studded in there with the same jewelry holding his shirt open, hanging loosely from exposing his chest tattoos.

Fuck, this gentleman is quite attractive. Even though I haven't talked to him, his presence commanded everyone’s attention, including mine. Looking around everywhere, searching, trying to find somewhere quiet but still able to view him clearly in the club until finding the right place. I spotted my opportunity.

Making sure I knew where he currently stood. In the corner tucked neatly sitting under the DJ booth near the bar, I turned around to greet Mr. Perfection. He caught my gaze straight away and stared back as if hypnotized by something compelling, maybe. Being close by allows me to sneak a peek at his profile, which gave off sexiness from wherever it came from. I want to find out. 

I glance over at my sisters, still on the dance floor, dancing with some men. They hadn’t even noticed that I was gone. It’s okay. They were having fun. Sitting at the bar, the bartender hands me a drink. The sexy man just sits there staring at me. The bartender gives him another drink as if he already knows what the mystery man is drinking.

Fuck, he is even more attractive up close.

The man takes a sip of his drink, then looks at me with a smirk on his face. He leaned over and whispered in my ear in a husky voice. I could feel his breath on my ear, smelling like mint and whiskey. He says come sit next to him, so we can chat a little. I felt nervous butterflies floating through my tummy.

Making me tremble slightly, the words that rolled off his tongue came with a faint Italian accent in between sentences, causing my panties to tighten ever-so-slightly in anticipation of things unfolding. Like I said, I have never met somebody whose conversation was so interesting. Something about these types turns me on. Especially Italian men.

What is your name, Bellissima? He says, taking a sip of his whiskey. Monette, I reach out my hand to shake his. What is your name? Monette asks the mystery man. A smirk forms across the man’s face. He leans in and whispers, “Renato Rizzo.”

What a gorgeous, silky Italian accent rolling into English. I was lost in thought until Renata spoke again, causing my thoughts to drift away. Shaking off the slight brain freeze caused when conversing with Rizzo. Butterflies flying around in my stomach once again, this time bigger than before. This man turns me on; big fucking deal!! My mind screamed after getting accustomed to speaking to such an amazing stranger. And why am I attracted to this mystery man who speaks fluent Italian?

So, Cara Mia, do you have a last name?

Renato Rizzo chuckles softly, placing his hand on my thigh, striking with such care while his mouth inches toward mine. He kisses me playfully, whispering in my ear, pulling my body against his touch. Focusing only on me, kissing slow, passionate, sweet-tasting kisses. Soaring emotions engulf both minds and souls with intense pleasure rushing through veins coursing with adrenaline. Unable to resist the sexual passion that builds stronger every single second. He knows exactly what effect he has played off the power play image he's creating. The effect it has on me... The physical attraction, his strength combined with strength inside. It pulls at my soul like nothing else.

Oh, shit!!!! Who am I?!

He feels like heaven melting into buttery ecstasy sent from God to make my senses go wild and fall helplessly without restraint, causing pulsating desire. I wanted this moment to run my fingers along his neck, biting his ears and gently nibbling at them as they filled in tender flesh bites, not knowing any different it excited me.

Allowing myself to let this man, “Renato Rizzo,” a man I didn’t know, kiss me. What the fuck about Monette? I have lost my got damn mind. Suddenly, the kissing stops. “Cara Mia,” Renato whispers in Monette's ear again. In his perfect Italian accent, with a slight smirk on his face.

“What is your last name?” he says. I like to know who I am kissing.

I take a deep breath, my pussy hormones raging within my body, setting me on fire, "My Name is Monette Ferrari" I slowly lift my lashes, allowing him to inspect me beneath my lids, closing tightly, making it impossible to see his reaction.

Fuck, Renato moves one step closer, his arm resting possessively under my bare shoulder and the other hand caressing my hip, pulling my body tight against his lap, forcing me to lean forward further until we are at eye level. Leaning towards me, our lips meeting. 

Soft yet urgent, Renato says, “spend the night with me, Monette Ferrari.”
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Chapter 4: Renato
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Did I just ask this beautiful goddess to spend the night with me alone in my nice penthouse overlooking New York City? Fuck yes, I really did. I hope I'm not being too obvious when asking her to stay the night with me. Not wanting to ruin the momentum building between us, my intention was obvious.

No words were needed anymore, but I decided it was best if I used my actions instead, while keeping her comfortable here, safely surrounded by close friends. How fucked up does its sound being horny as shit after spending five minutes of quality time bonding with a total stranger? This whole time we've been sitting here at the bar, we have been chatting and kissing. I feel like I've known this beautiful goddess for a long time, when in fact it’s only been an hour. I saw her the moment she stepped foot into the club. She had the aura of confidence that comes along with high self-esteem. I found it enchanting and immediately watched it trickle out from her, giving way to a seductiveness with each passing second.

A genuine woman of beauty and grace. She fits perfectly in everything she puts together; Her flawless skin, smooth caramel brown tan, hair curled cascading thick waves down her shoulders, bright pink gloss glistening as the moonlight beams brightly shining against her full breasts with those mesmerizing green eyes sparkling brighter even sparkling reflecting diamonds from a disco ball lighting the room.

The rest of her features are pure perfection: a thin waist, curvy hips, and petal-soft thighs. Fuck, this woman was amazing. When I saw her enter the club, she was going to be mine tonight.

"Let’s see here,’ she said. ‘Your name is Renato Rizzo." I nodded yes. 

"Have you been with many women?" 

"I pause, waiting for her next question, anticipating it because sometimes girls get embarrassed when asked certain intimate details, especially sexually explicit questions." 

"Well, Miss Ferrari, you have little experience, huh?"

"That’s true, well, not much." She giggles, looking into my eyes, then blushes.

Because if you did, you wouldn’t have to ask me. I have been with many women. So, to answer your question, “I don’t like to talk about my sex partner, Cara Mia.” Now I’m going to ask you again. Renato says, “spend the night with me, Monette Ferrari.”

She looked at me with those big beautiful green eyes glistening, her face flushed bright red, looking anywhere but at me, making sure no other party members overheard our conversation. My cock throbbing so hard with urgency to be free, my balls ache in need of release. Thinking about her naked breasts glistening with juice and nipples so fucking hard begging to be sucked or fondled, or better tasting her juicy wet twat wrapped around my thick, long dick pounding endlessly with passion, screaming aloud, saying fuck me now.

Then watching those juices dribble, slowly dripping all over her soft skin as my cum dripped its warm creamy load down her leg, making contact, spreading it across her smooth thighs, running their way to hit her soaked hot, puffy pussy. If I wait long enough for her permission; I always get what I want.

What I want is “Monette Ferrari wrapped around my dick tonight.”

“Yes, Renato Rizzo, I will spend the night with you,” she says, smiling. “But I have to let my siblings know I am leaving so that they won't worry.” “Okay, well,” I say, kissing her lightly on the cheek and nodding my head.

“Let’s go, Cara Mia.” We get up, walking side by side with each other, my hands cradling her round ass cheeks, squeezing hard.

****
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Not meaning to move so fast but feeling somewhat desperate for a piece of this magnificent woman, we end up bumping into a few guys knocking them over, spilling drinks on them, apologizing, giggling uncontrollably together, still making quick small chatter, passing people giving smiles and nods pretending none of this happened moments ago while walking faster.

We walked towards the VIP section where Monette’s siblings were to let them know she was leaving. I knew she was going home with me tonight. Like I said before. “What Renato Rizzo wants, he gets.” Just think, Monette Ferrari, this beautiful goddess agreed to go home with a random guy; that just means she trusts me implicitly. How cool is that?

It makes me feel superb, like I made someone happy. Letting the others down easy, she tells them she is heading home early; her brother nods his head and returns to the woman he is entertaining. I pulled Monette closer to me as we exited the club. The night air was very cool. Luke is waiting patiently beside my Escalade, ready to drive Monette and me to my place. We both slide into the back; I reach over and slide the divider up so that Luke doesn’t feel uncomfortable with what I’m about to do.

We pull into traffic, and Monette climbs into my lap. Straddling me, she pulls up her sexy little black dress. “What are you doing, Cara Mia?” I ask as she rubs her moist warm slit over my already erect cock, instantly grabbing hold of my shaft and holding it firmly in between thumb and finger, pushing onto the tip of my cock through my pants, bringing quivers to it. She raises her dress up a little higher, revealing more of her sexy lacey black thong, showing more of her full voluptuous ass.

“Fuck, fuck!” I say to myself.

She licks her plump full bottom lip and stares into my eyes, searching to find approval for her lewd conduct. I grab her hair tight, pinning her head back between my arms, moving my lips near hers, and inhaling deeply. Smelling the sweetness on her delicious breath, I hear myself growl out. It's driving her crazy hearing the dirty sound coming out of her
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