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***
The	yacht	moored	in	the	port	of	Fiumicino.	My	Lady's	double	was	still	on
board.	Her
the	task	was	simple	-	it	was	meant	to	be.
"Put	Laura	in	the	car	and	send	it	to	me,"	I	said	while	staying
in	Rome,	Domenico	answered	the	phone.
"Thank	God	..."	Young	sighed.	-	She	was	getting	unbearable.	-	I	heard	how
closes	the	door	behind	him.	"I	don't	know	how	much	this	will	interest	you,	but
she	was	asking	about	you."
"Don't	go	with	her,"	I	said,	ignoring	him.	-	I'll	see	you	in	Venice.	Rest.
-	Won't	you	ask	what	she	said?	-	Domenico	did	not	give	up.	I	heard	in	his	voice
cheerfulness.
-	And	I'm	interested	in	this?	-	I	asked	as	seriously	as	possible,	although	inside
how
kid,	I	wondered	what	they	were	talking	about.
-	He	misses	you.	-	That	short	statement	cramped	my	stomach.	-	I	think	so.
-	Make	sure	she	leaves	as	soon	as	possible.	I	hung	up	and	looked	at	the	sea.
Once	again,	this	woman	made	me	panic.	This	feeling	was	too	foreign	to	me
he	could	diagnose	and	stop	them.
I	dismissed	the	girl	who	pretended	to	be	Laura,	but	I	ordered	her	to	be	there	all
the	time
near.	I	had	no	idea	if	it	would	be	needed	in	a	moment.	According	to	Matos,
Flavio	returned	with	his	arms	shot	to	the	island,	but	nothing	else	happened.	As	if
whole
the	situation	with	Nostro	did	not	take	place.	The	casual	information	provided	by
the	anointed,	no
they	satisfied	me,	so	I	sent	there	my	people	who	confirmed	everything	they	had
I	learned.
At	lunchtime	I	had	a	teleconference	with	people	from	the	United	States.	I	had	to
be	sure	that	they	will	participate	in	the	Venetian	film	festival.	I	needed	a	meeting
with	them	face	to	face;	ordering	another	delivery	of	the	weapon	I	was	going	to
sell	on
Middle	East,	required	my	presence.
-	Don	Torricelli?	Fabio	asked,	poking	his	head	into	my	cabin,	which	I	nodded	at
hand	and	ended	the	call.	-	Mrs	Biel	is	on	board.



"We're	leaving,"	I	said,	rising	from	my	seat.
I	went	out	onto	the	upper	deck	and	looked	around.	When	I	saw	my	woman
dressed	like	a	teenager,	I	clenched	my	fists	and	teeth.	Kuse	shorts	and
microscopic	shirt	no
match	the	chosen	head	of	the	Sicilian	family,	I	thought.
-	What	the	hell	are	you	wearing!	You	look	like	...	-	I	refrained	from
to	finish	the	sentence	when	I	looked	at	the	almost	empty	champagne	bottle.	Girl
she	turned	around,	bumping	into	me,	and	as	it	bounced	off	my	chest,	she
collapsed	limply	onto	the	couch.
She	was	drunk	again.
"I	look	as	I	want,	and	you	don't	care,"	she	mumbled,	waving	her	arms	at	me
she	amused	a	little.	-	You	left	me	without	a	word	and	you	treat	me	like	a	puppet
that	you	play	when
you	feel	like	it.	She	put	her	finger	out	to	me,	trying	awkwardly	but	at	the	same
time
get	up	from	the	seat	charmingly.	-	Today	the	puppet	wants	to	play	solo.
She	staggered	toward	the	stern,	losing	her	shoes	along	the	way.
"Laura	..."	I	started	laughing,	because	I	couldn't	stop	myself	anymore.	-	Laura,
damn	it!	-	My	laughter	turned	into	a	drone	when	I	saw	how	dangerously
approaching
edge	of	the	yacht.	I	followed	her,	shouting:	-	Stop!
She	didn't	listen	or	hear	me.	At	one	point	she	slipped.	A	bottle	with	her
her	hands	fell	out	and	she,	without	catching	her	balance,	fell	into	the	water.
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-	Fuck	you!	...	-	I	started	running.	I	threw	my	shoes	off	my	feet	and	jumped	into
the	water.	All
happiness	that	Titan	was	swimming	slowly	and	the	girl	fell	aside.	Several	dozen
seconds	later
I	had	her	in	my	arms.
Fortunately,	Fabio	saw	the	whole	incident	and	when	the	yacht	stopped	it	dumped
me
lifebuoy	tied	to	a	rope	and	hauled	onto	the	deck.	The	girl	was	not	breathing.
I	started	to	resuscitate	her.	Another	hug	and	inhalation	did	not	help.
-	Breathe,	fuck	you!
I	was	desperate.	I	pressed	harder	and	harder
I	was	blowing	air	into	her	lungs.
-	Breathe!	I	called	in	English,	meaninglessly	thinking	that	maybe	he	would



understand	me.
Then	she	gasped	and	began	to	vomit.
I	stroked	her	face	and	looked	half-conscious	eyes	that	were	trying	to	see	me
look.	I	took	her	in	my	arms	and	headed	for	the	cabin.
-	Call	a	doctor?!	Fabio	shouted.
-	Yes,	send	a	helicopter	for	him.
I	had	to	take	Laura	downstairs,	stay	alone	with	her,	and	make	sure	she	was	safe.
I	laid	her	on	the	bed	and	stared	at	her	pale	face,	seeking	confirmation	that	she
was	okay
is.
-	What	happened?	She	asked	quietly.
I	had	the	feeling	that	I	would	lose	consciousness	in	a	moment.	My	head	was
pounding	and	my	heart	was	pounding
how	crazy.	I	knelt	down	on	the	floor	and	tried	to	calm	down.
-	You	fell	off	the	bridge.	Thank	God	we	didn't	swim	faster	and	you	fell
aside.	What
it	doesn't	change	the	fact	that	you	almost	drowned.	Fuck,	Laura,	I	want	to	kill
you	and	I'm	here
grateful	that	you	are	alive	...	-	I	bowed	my	head	and	clenched	my	jaw.	He	took
the	unbearable	headache
my	ability	to	think	logically.
Laura	gently	brushed	my	cheek	with	her	fingers,	lifting	it	so	that	I	would	have	to
look.
-	You	saved	me?
-	I'm	glad	I	was	close.	I	don't	even	want	to	think	about	what	might	have
happened	to	you.	Why	are	you
so	disobedient	and	stubborn	...?	-	The	fear	I	felt	when	saying	that	was	something
completely	new.
I	have	never	been	so	worried	about	anyone	in	my	life.
"I'd	like	to	wash	myself,"	she	said.
When	I	heard	what	he	was	saying,	I	almost	burst	out	laughing.	She	almost	died
and	she	thought
that	it	is	dripping	with	salt	water.	I	couldn't	believe	what	I	heard.	But	I	didn't
have	the	strength
or	wanting	to	argue	with	her	now,	I	wanted	to	have	her	close	to	me,	hug	her	and
protect	her	from	everything
world.	I	was	still	thinking	about	what	would	happen	if	I	was	away	and	the	boat
would	sail	faster	...
Instinctively,	I	offered	to	wash	her,	and	when	she	did	not	protest,	turned	on	the



water
in	the	bathroom	and	I	came	back	to	help	her	undress.	I	was	focused	and	didn't
think	about	what	it	was
I'll	see	for	a	while.	It	took	me	a	moment	to	realize	that	I	was	naked	in	front	of
me.	Towards	mine
surprised,	it	didn't	impress	me;	above	all	she	was	alive.
I	took	her	in	my	arms	and	entered	the	warm	water.	When	her	back	rested	against
my	chest,
I	buried	my	head	in	her	hair.	I	was	angry,	terrified	and	...	damn	grateful.	I	didn't
want	to	go	with	her
talk,	discuss,	and	definitely	argue.	I	intoxicated	with	her	presence.	nothing
the	unconscious	hugged	my	cheek.	She	didn't	realize	that	everything	was
happening	since
a	few	days,	it	happened	because	of	her.	It	slowly	dawned	on	me	that	everything
in	my	life	was	happening
change.	Doing	business	will	no	longer	be	easy	because	my	enemies	already
knew	I	had
weak	point:	a	small	being	I	held	in	my	arms.	I	was	not	ready	for	it	and	nobody
could
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prepare	me	and	her	for	what	the	future	holds.
I	washed	every	part	of	her	body	slowly	and	without	a	word,	much	to	Laura's
surprise	without	an	erection,
and	even	attempts	to	touch	her	in	a	manner	even	close	to	erotic.
I	wiped	her	and	put	her	to	bed,	gently	kissing	her	forehead.	Before	I	could	break
away	from
her	mouth	was	already	asleep.	I	checked	her	pulse,	afraid	that	she	was
unconscious	again.	On
happiness	was	regular.	I	stood	there	looking	at	her	for	a	moment	when	I	heard
the	sound	of	the	helicopter.
I	was	surprised,	but	I	remembered	that	we	were	quite	close	to	the	shore	after	all.
After	examining	the	illness	card	and	examining	the	unconscious	Laura,	the
doctor	did	not	state
that	her	life	would	be	in	danger.	I	thanked	him	for	the	trouble	and	returned	to	my
cabin.
The	night	was	warm	and	calm.	And	peace	was	what	I	needed	most.
I	pulled	in	a	line	of	drugs	and	sat	down	in	a	hot	tub	with	a	glass	of	my	favorite



drink.
I	dismissed	all	the	service,	ordered	her	to	remain	in	the	service	spaces,	and
enjoyed
loneliness.	I	didn't	feel	like	thinking	or	thinking	about	anything	other	than	peace,
which	at	least	seemingly	overwhelmed	me.	After	a	few	minutes	in	the	dark	I	saw
Laura
who,	walking	in	a	large	white	robe,	looked	around	the	deck.	Her	sight	pleased
me.
If	she	got	up,	it	meant	she	was	feeling	better	now.
-	Well-rested?	I	asked.	At	the	sound	of	my	voice	the	girl	jumped	in	fear.	-
I	see	that	you	feel	better	now.	Why	don't	you	join	me?
She	thought	for	a	moment,	looking	at	me	calmly.	She	didn't	look	like	she	was
thinking	about	thoughts;
I	knew	that	in	a	moment	the	bathrobe	would	fall	to	the	floor.
Naga	sat	down	opposite,	and	I	intoxicated	with	her	view	and	the	taste	of	the
perfect	drink.
I	was	silent,	watching	her	beautiful,	slightly	tired	face.	She	had	tousled	hair	and
slightly
swollen	lips.	She	suddenly	changed	position	unexpectedly,	which	surprised
me.	She	sat	on
my	knees,	clinging	firmly	to	me,	to	which	my	cock	responded	in	a	second.	And
when
she	grasped	my	bottom	lip	with	her	teeth,	I'm	completely	lost.	She	started	to
move	at	me
pushing	the	pussy	harder	and	harder.	I	didn't	know	what	he	was	going	to	do,	but
I	didn't	feel	like	it
her	games.	Not	today.	Not	after	I	almost	lost	her.
Her	tongue	slipped	into	my	mouth	and	I	instinctively	squeezed	her	buttocks
I	held	in	my	hands.
"I	missed	you,"	she	whispered.
This	short	confession	chilled	me.	My	whole	body	stiffened	and	I	panicked
having	no	idea	why	I	react	like	that.	I	pushed	her	away	from	me	to	look	at	her
face.
She	was	serious.	I	didn't	want	her	to	sense	my	weakness,	I	wasn't	ready	to	be	in
front	of	her
to	discover,	especially	since	I	didn't	know	what	was	happening	to	me.
-	Is	this	how	you	show	longing,	Little?	Because	if	so	you	intend	to	express
gratitude	for
saving	your	life,	you	chose	the	worst	possible	way.	I	will	not	do	with	you



until	you	are	sure	you	really	want	it.
I	wanted	her	to	move	away	from	me	as	soon	as	possible	and	the	discomfort
disappeared.
She	gave	me	a	look	of	reproach	and	sadness,	and	the	feeling	in	me	instead	of
disappearing
swelled.	What	the	fuck	is	going	on?	I	thought	as	she	almost	jumped	out	of	the
jacuzzi	and	assumed
quickly	a	bathrobe,	she	ran	across	the	deck.
"What	the	hell	are	you	doing,	you	idiot,"	I	growled	to	myself,	standing	up.	-	You
get	it
whatever	you	want,	then	you	reject	it	-	I	mumbled,	following	her	wet	footsteps.
My	heart	was	pounding,	and	I	subconsciously	knew	what	would	happen	when
her
I	will	find.	I	saw	her	running	into	my	cabin	and	smiled	at	the	thought	that	it
couldn't	be
case.	I	followed	her	and	saw	him	standing	back	to	me,	trying	to	find	me	in	the
dark
light	switch.	Suddenly	a	bright	light	flooded	the	room,	and	I	saw	him	thrashing.
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I	slammed	the	door,	paralyzing	her	with	that	sound.	She	knew	it	was	me.	I	turned
off	the	light
and	I	approached	her,	unfastening	her	bathrobe	in	one	move,	which	fell	to	the
ground.	I	waited
patiently.	I	wanted	to	be	sure	that	I	knew	what	I	was	doing,	even	though	I	didn't
have	it	for	the	first	time	in	my	life
concepts.	I	started	kissing	her	and	she	passionately	kissed	her	kiss	again.
I	took	her	in	my	arms	and	took	her	to	bed.	She	lay	in	front	of	me,	a	pale	lamp
light
illuminated	her	perfect	body.	I	was	waiting	for	a	sign.
And	here	he	is:	the	girl	threw	her	arms	behind	her	head	and	smiled	at	me	as	if
inviting
I	would	enter	her.
"Do	you	know	that	this	time,	if	we	start,	I	won't	be	able	to	stop	myself?"	If
We	will	cross	a	certain	border,	I	will	fuck	you	whether	you	want	it	or	not.	Be
warned.
-	Then	fuck	you.
She	sat	on	the	bed,	still	staring	at	me	with	giant	eyes.



"You're	mine	now,	and	now	I'll	stop	you	forever,"	I	growled	in	Italian,	standing
a	few	centimeters	from	her.
Her	eyes	darkened	unnaturally,	it	seemed	that	lust	was	about	to	burst	it
tiny	body.	Without	any	embarrassment,	she	grabbed	my	buttocks	and	pulled	me
to	her.
I	smiled.	I	knew	he	was	looking	forward	to	the	moment	when	he	was	me
try.
-	Grab	my	head.	And	give	me	the	punishment	of	my	choice.
These	words	deprived	me	of	my	lungs	for	a	few	seconds.	The	woman	who	was
supposed	to	be
the	future	mother	of	my	children,	she	acted	like	a	whore.	I	couldn't	believe	I
wanted	to
give	away	this	way.	I	was	delighted,	but	terrified	at	how	perfect	she	was.
-	You're	asking	me	to	treat	you	like	a	whore.	Is	that	what	you	want?
-	Yes,	don.
Her	quiet	whisper	and	submission	awakened	a	demon	in	me.	I	felt	like	in	my
body
all	muscles	tense	and	I	feel	a	familiar	feeling	of	calmness	and	control.	When
she	asked	me	to	be	myself,	all	unnecessary	emotions	went	away.	I	slipped	slowly
and	securely
to	her	mouth,	coming	almost	at	the	same	moment	when	she	stared	at	me.	I	felt,
like	my	cock	rests	on	her	throat,	so	I	rubbed	harder,	feeling	the	grip	on	him	that
I	loved	it.	I	was	delighted.	And	when	Laura	endured	the	entire	length,	I	was
proud	of	her.
I	started	to	move	my	hips	slightly	to	see	how	long	she	would	hold.	She	was
amazing.	accepted
everything	I	gave	her.
"If	you	stop	enjoying	it	at	some	point,	let	me	know,"	I	said.	-
Just	so	that	I	know	you	are	not	teasing	me.
There	was	no	resistance,	however.	She	gave	herself	to	me	completely.
"The	same	goes	for	you,"	she	said,	pulling	him	out	of	her	throat	for	a	second.
When	her	lips	embraced	him	again	she	clearly	accelerated.	I	saw	that	it	amused
her;	was
promiscuous	and	wanted	to	prove	something	to	me.	I	fucked	her	throat	and	she
wanted	to.	this
thought	drove	me	to	the	edge	of	pleasure.	I	tried	to	slow	her	movement,	but	to	no
avail.
I	felt	orgasm	sweeping	through	my	body.	I	didn't	want	him.	Not	now	and	not	like
that



quickly,	I	thought.	I	pushed	her	away	and	panting,	tried	to	control	my
ejaculation.
Laura	was	smiling	triumphantly.	I	couldn't	take	it	anymore.	I	threw	her	on	the
mattress
and	turned	it	on	my	stomach.	I	couldn't	look	at	her,	not	the	first	time.	I	did	not
want	to
to	finish	in	a	second,	and	I	knew	it	would	be	the	end	if	I	saw	pleasure	on	her
face.
I	stuck	two	fingers	at	Laura	and	was	happy	to	discover	that	they	were	dripping
moisture.	moaning
and	writhed	beneath	me,	and	I	was	out	of	my	mind	again.	I	grabbed	the	member
and	slowly
I	slipped	him	into	her	tight	slit.	She	was	hot	and	wet	and	belonged	to	me.	I	felt
everyone
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a	centimeter	of	her	hungry	middle	fuck.	I	went	to	the	end	and	hugged	her	body
tightly
to	each	other.	I	froze	without	moving,	wanted	to	saturate	myself	with	this
moment,	and	then	slid	out
and	I	rubbed	harder,	and	my	Lady	moaned,	getting	more	and	more
impatient.	She	wanted	me	to
he	fucked,	she	needed	to	feel	it	hard.	My	hips	started	to	attack	as	the	body
detached	from
her.	I	fucked	her	as	hard	as	I	could,	and	yet	I	felt	that	she	wanted	more.	She
screamed	and	after
she	couldn't	catch	her	breath.	I	slowed	to	lift	her	hips	higher,	I	wanted	to	see	in
all
splendor	is	what	is	mine.	When	her	back	arched,	I	saw	a	pretty	dark	hole	and	no
I	could	stop	myself.	I	licked	my	thumb	and	began	to	stroke	her	narrow	anus.
-	Don	...?	She	moaned	in	horror,	but	she	didn't	even	step	back	an	inch.
I	laughed.
-	Relax,	baby.	We	will	also	come	to	that,	but	not	today.
She	didn't	object,	and	I	was	glad	she	couldn't	see	me	because	I	had	a	wide	face
smile.	My	lady	liked	anal	sex,	she	was	perfect.
I	took	a	deep	breath	and	gripped	her	hips	tightly,	drove	deeper	into	her,	and	after
of	the	moment	again	and	again.	I	fucked	her	so	hard	and	ruthlessly.	I	started
leaning	with	my	fingers



to	tease	her	clitoris	and	I	felt	it	begin	to	tighten	inside.	She	stuck	her	face	in	the
pillow
shouting	something	incomprehensible,	and	I	rubbed	even	harder,	feeling	its
fulfillment	grow.
The	only	thing	I	couldn't	stand	was	that	I	couldn't	see	her	face.	I	wanted	to	see
her	orgasm
to	see	in	her	eyes	the	relief	I	was	giving	her.	I	turned	her	on	my	back	and	hugged
her	tightly
again	fucking	like	a	bitch.	And	then	I	felt	it	rhythmically	tighten	around	me.	Her
the	eyes	became	cloudy.	Her	mouth	was	wide	open,	but	no	sound	came	out.
She	sang	for	a	long	time,	almost	crushing	my	dick	with	my	pussy.	Suddenly	her
body	relaxed	and	she
sank	deeper	into	the	mattress.	I	slowed	down	and	gently	swaying	my	hips,
reached	for	her
flabby	wrists.	She	was	exhausted.	I	put	her	hands	behind	her	head	and	held	her.
I	knew	that	what	I	was	about	to	do	would	make	her	resist.
"Finish	my	stomach,	please	...	I	want	to	see	this	..."	she	panted	half	conscious.
"No,"	I	said	with	a	smile	and	started	to	fuck	her	again.
I	exploded.
I	felt	the	waves	of	my	sperm	flood	all	over	her.
It	was	a	perfect	day	for	conception,	as	if	the	entire	universe	wanted	her	to
become	pregnant.
She	fought	and	pushed	me	away,	but	she	was	too	small	to	resist	my	strength.
After	a	while	I	fell	on	her	hot	and	sweaty.
-	Massimo,	what	the	hell	are	you	doing	...	!?	She	shouted.	-	You	know	very	well
that	I	don't	take	pills.
She	was	still	struggling	with	me,	trying	to	throw	off	her,	and	I	couldn't	hide
satisfaction.
"Tablets	may	and	may	not,"	I	said.	-	It's	hard	to	trust	them.	You	have	an	implant
in	you
contraceptive,	see.	I	pointed	my	finger.
The	transmitter	I	told	her	to	implant	was	not	much	different	from	the	implant
contraceptive	that	Anna	had.	That's	why	I	knew	that	he	would	believe	this	one
easily
fable.
"I	told	you	to	put	him	on	the	first	day	you	slept."	I	didn't	want	to	risk	it.
It	will	work	for	three	years,	but	of	course	after	one	year	you	can	remove	it.	-	I
couldn't	stop
smile	at	the	thought	that	maybe	today	my	son	will	start	growing	in	her.



-	Will	you	get	off	me?	She	snorted	furiously,	which	I	decided	to	ignore.
-	Unfortunately,	it	will	be	impossible	for	some	time	yet,	Mała.	Because	it	will	be
hard	for	me
move	you	at	a	distance.	I	brushed	her	hair	back	from	her	forehead.	-	When	I	first
saw	it
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your	face,	I	didn't	want	you.	I	was	rather	terrified	of	this	vision.	Over	time,
however,	when
I	started	to	hang	your	portraits	so	that	they	were	everywhere,	I	began	to	notice
every	detail
your	soul.	You	have	no	idea	how	much	they	overlap	with	the	original.	You	are	so
similar	to
me,	Laura.
If	I	was	capable	of	love,	it	was	the	second	I	fell	in	love	with	a	woman
lying	below	me.	I	looked	at	her	and	felt	almost	physically	how	something	was
changing	in	me.
-	I	looked	at	you	for	so	long	the	first	night	until	it	was	clear.	I	could	smell	you
I	felt	the	warmth	of	your	body;	you	were	alive,	you	existed	and	you	were	next	to
you.	Later	throughout	the	day	no
I	could	leave	you,	irrationally	afraid	that	I	would	come	back	and	you	would	be
gone.
I	had	no	idea	why	I	was	telling	her	all	this,	but	I	felt	an	irresistible	need	to
she	knew	everything	about	me.	There	was	fear	in	my	voice.
On	the	one	hand,	I	wanted	her	to	be	afraid	of	me,	but	on	the	other,	that	she
would	know	all	about	me
truth.
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A	dozen,	maybe	more	days	later	(I	don't	know,	I	stopped	counting)
CHAPTER	1
There	was	silence,	and	when	I	realized	what	I	had	just	said,	I	closed	my	eyes.
Once	again,	my	little	mind	just	wanted	to	think	about	something,	and	told	his
throat	to	spend
sound.
"Repeat,"	he	said	in	a	calm	voice,	lifting	my	chin	up.
I	looked	at	him	and	felt	tears	welling	up	in	my	eyes.
-	I'm	pregnant,	Massimo,	we'll	have	a	baby.



Black	stared	at	me	with	wide	eyes,	and	after	a	while	he	fell	to	the	ground,
kneeling	in	front	of	me.	He	picked	up	my	shirt	and	started	kissing	the	bottom	of
my	belly	gently,
mumbling	something	in	Italian.	I	didn't	know	what	was	going	on,	but	when	I
caught	his	face	in	my	hands,
I	felt	tears	running	down	his	cheeks.	This	strong,	imperious	and	dangerous	man
he	was	kneeling	in	front	of	me	and	crying.	When	I	saw	this,	I	couldn't	stop
myself	and	after
the	moment	I	also	felt	a	stream	of	tears	on	my	face.	We	both	froze	for	a	dozen	or
so
minutes,	giving	each	other	time	to	digest	their	emotions.
Black	got	up	from	his	lap	and	put	a	hot,	long	kiss	on	my	lips.
"I'll	buy	you	a	tank,"	he	said.	-	And	if	I	have	to,	I'll	dig	up	the	bunker.	I	promise
that
I	will	protect	you	even	if	I	have	to	pay	my	head	for	it.
He	said	"you."	This	word	made	me	feel	so	much	that	I	started	crying	again.
-	Hey,	Little,	enough	tears.
I	wiped	my	cheeks	with	my	hand.
"It's	from	happiness,"	I	mumbled	on	my	way	to	the	bathroom.	-	I'll	be	back.
After	a	while	I	got	out	of	it,	he	sat	on	the	bed	in	boxers	only,	then	got	up
and	came	to	me	kissing	my	forehead.
"I'll	take	a	shower	and	you	won't	go	anywhere."
I	lay	down	and	buried	my	face	in	the	pillow,	analyzing	the	situation	that	had	just
happened
He	happened.	I	didn't	expect	Black	to	cry,	much	less	for	joy.	After	a	few
minutes	the	bathroom	door	opened	and	stood	there	naked	and	dripping	with
water.	Deliberately
he	came	to	the	bed	as	if	giving	me	time	to	enjoy	his	sight	and	lay	down	next	to
me.
-	Since	when	do	you	know?	-	He	asked.
-	I	found	out	by	chance	Monday	that	I	had	a	blood	test.
-	Why	didn't	you	tell	me	right	away?
-	I	didn't	want	to	go	before	leaving,	and	I	had	to	digest	it.
-	Olga	knows?
-	Yes,	and	your	brother	too.
Massimo	frowned	and	rolled	over	on	his	back.
-	Why	didn't	you	tell	me	that	you	and	Domenico	are	family?	I	asked.
He	thought	for	a	moment,	biting	his	lips.
-	I	wanted	you	to	have	a	friend,	a	close	person	whom	you	trust.	If	you	knew	it



my	brother,	you	would	be	more	conservative.	Domenico	knew	how	valuable	you
were	to	me	and	not
I	imagined	someone	else	looking	after	you	in	my	absence.
What	he	was	saying	even	made	sense.	So	I	did	not	feel	angry	or	resentful	that
before
I	did	not	know.
-	So	we're	canceling	the	wedding?	I	asked,	turning	to	him.
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Massimo	lay	on	his	side	and	clung	to	me	with	his	naked	body.
-	You	gotta	be	kidding	me.	The	child	must	have	a	full	family.	At	least	three
people	make	it	up.
Do	you	remember?
After	these	words,	he	began	to	kiss	me	gently.
-	What	did	the	doctor	say?	You	asked	him	if	we	could	...
I	laughed	and	stuck	his	tongue	deep	in	his	throat.	He	groaned	and	struck	mine
harder
mouth.
"Hmm	...	I	understand	you	do,"	he	panted,	breaking	away	from	me	for	a
moment.	-	I	will
gentle,	I	promise.
Reaching	his	hand	on	the	bedside	table,	he	turned	off	the	television	remote
control	and	the	room	was	completely	covered
darkness.
He	ripped	the	quilt	off	me	and	tossed	it	off	the	bed,	then	slowly	slipped	his	hands
under	mine
T-shirt	and	pulled	it	over	my	head.	His	hands	roamed	my	body	freely.
After	brushing	his	face	and	neck,	he	took	my	breasts	and	began	kneading	them
rhythmically.	After	a	moment	he	leaned	over
he	grabbed	them	with	his	lips,	bit	them,	and	started	sucking.	A	strange	feeling
swept	over	me:	as	if	it	permeated	me
pure	bliss;	I	have	never	felt	so	much	pleasure	in	it	before.	Massimo	doesn't
he	hurried	with	caresses,	wanted	to	enjoy	every	piece	of	my	body.	His	lips
they	wandered	from	one	nipple	to	another,	then	he	returned	to	my	lips	and
passionately	kissed	them.
I	felt	his	prick	slowly	swelling;	he	rubbed	against	me	with	every	move.	Moments
later	I	was	so	impatient,	horny	and	longing	that	I	took	the	initiative.	I	wanted	to
him	now,	now.	I	raised	slightly,	but	when	Black	sensed	what	I	was	planning,



hard
he	held	my	shoulders.
"Come	to	me,"	I	whispered,	writhing	in	excitement.
I	felt	that	he	was	smiling	triumphantly	at	that	moment,	knowing	how	much	I	had
on	him
fancy.
-	Baby,	I'm	just	starting.
His	lips	glided	slowly	over	my	body,	from	the	neck,	through	the	breasts,
stomach,	up
they	got	to	where	they	should	have	been	for	a	long	time.	He	kissed	and	licked
my	pants	through	my	lace,	teasing
my	thirsty	pussy,	then	hurriedly	took	them	off	and	threw	them	on	the	floor.	I
spread	wide
legs	knowing	what's	about	to	happen.	My	hips	began	to	move	gently	and
rhythmically
on	a	satin	sheet.	When	I	felt	his	breath	between	my	legs,	the	wave	of	desire	was
another
once	spilled	through	me.	Massimo	stuck	his	tongue	in	slowly	and	moaned
loudly.
"You	are	so	wet,	Laura	..."	he	whispered.	"I	don't	know	if	it's	a	pregnancy	or	so
much	fault."
you	missed	me.
"Shut	up,	Massimo,"	I	replied,	pressing	his	head	into	my	wet	slit.	-	Make
I'm	fine
My	imperious	tone	worked	on	him	like	a	canvas	for	a	bull.	He	caught	my	thighs
and	pulling	half	out	of	bed,	he	put	a	pillow	under	my	back	and	sat	on	the	quilt,
which
previously	dumped.	My	breathing	quickened.	I	knew	that	whatever	he	wanted	to
do	would	not	take
it's	too	much	time	for	him.
He	slid	two	fingers	into	me	and	his	thumb	began	to	gently	roll	the	wheels	on	the
clitoris.
I	flexed	my	muscles	despite	my	will	and	began	to	moan	with	pleasure.	Then	he
twisted	his	hand	and	his	finger
gave	way	to	the	language.
-	Help	me	a	little	bit,	Little.
I	knew	what	he	was	asking	for.	I	slid	my	hands	down	and	opened	my	pussy,
giving	him	a	better	one
access	to	the	most	sensitive	places.	When	his	tongue	started	rhythmically	hitting



mine
clitoris,	I	felt	that	I	would	not	last	long	and	would	explode.	His	fingers	inside	me
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they	accelerated	and	their	pressure	grew	stronger.	I	could	no	longer	stop	my
orgasm
which	has	been	rising	in	me	violently	since	it	touched	me.	I	peaked	long,	loudly
shouting,	until	I	finally	fell	without	strength	on	the	pillow.
"Once	again,"	he	whispered,	not	taking	his	lips	from	me.	-	I	was	neglecting	you
lately
honey.
I	thought	he	was	joking,	but	I	don't	think	he	was	joking.
His	fingers	sped	up	again	in	me,	and	the	thumb	he	had	played	with	before
with	his	clitoris,	he	began	to	gently	rub	against	my	back	entrance.	Despite	my
will,	I	pressed	my	buttocks.	No,
he	certainly	wasn't	kidding.
-	Come	on,	relax,	honey.
I	politely	carried	out	his	order.	I	knew	I	would	enjoy	it.	When	his
my	finger	finally	gently	slid	into	me,	I	felt	another	orgasm
approaching.	Massimo
he	knew	perfectly	well	how	to	handle	my	body	so	that	it	did	exactly	what	it
wanted.
He	began	to	beat	his	fingers	quickly	and	rhythmically	at	both	of	my	entrances,
and	his	tongue	and	lips	hard
push	on	the	clitoris.	A	wave	of	orgasm	flooded	me	almost	immediately,	followed
by	another	one
and	another	one.	When	I	reached	the	point	where	pleasure	began	to	hurt,	I	dug
his	nails
on	neck.	I	ran	out	of	breath.	I	fell	back	on	my	pillow,	panting	loudly.
Black	twisted	me	so	that	I	was	all	on	the	bed,	and	raised	my	legs	almost	behind
head,	then	knelt	before	me	with	a	strained	member.
"If	it	hurts,	say,"	he	whispered,	sliding	into	me	with	one	quick	move.
His	fat,	swollen	cock	began	to	slide	inside	me,	tearing	my	center.
When	he	reached	the	end,	he	stopped	his	hips	as	if	waiting	for	my	reaction.
"Fuck	me,	don,"	I	said,	grabbing	his	head.
I	didn't	have	to	ask	or	repeat	twice;	his	body	moved	like	a	rifle
machine.	He	fucked	me	hard	and	fast,	the	way	we	both	liked	the	most.	After	a
while



twisted	me	on	my	stomach	and	laid	me	flat,	then	slipped	a	member	into	me	again
and	he	started	a	crazy	sprint.	I	felt	he	was	close,	but	he	seemed	to	be	unable	to
make	up	his	mind
when	and	how	he	wants	to	come.	At	one	point	he	came	out	again	and	turned	me
over.	sought
remote	control	and	turned	on	the	light	in	the	living	room	so	that	it	gave	a	slight
glow	in	the	bedroom.	He	opened	his	knees	at
the	sides	of	my	thighs	and	without	taking	his	eyes	off	my	face,	he	slipped	slowly
into	my	wet	pussy.
He	leaned	down	and	clung	to	me,	his	mouth	a	few	centimeters	away	from	mine.
I	saw	Black's	eyes	change	and	at	some	point	they	were	overwhelmed	with
enormous	delight.
His	hips	began	to	penetrate	with	all	my	strength,	and	his	back	was	covered	with
cold	sweat.	He	spent	a	long	time
without	taking	my	eyes	off	my	eyes.	It	was	the	sexiest	view	of	my	life.
"I	don't	want	to	leave	you,"	he	said,	panting	heavily.
I	laughed	and	brushed	his	hair	with	my	hand.
-	You	crush	our	daughter.
Massimo	gripped	me	tightly	and	twisted	me	so	that	now	I	was	lying	on	him.
He	slid	his	hand	off	the	bed	and	pulled	the	quilt	over	my	back.
-	Girl?	He	was	surprised,	stroking	my	head.
-	I	prefer	a	girl,	but	if	I	know	my	happiness,	there	will	probably	be	a	boy.	And
then
I	will	die	of	anxiety	about	his	fate	if	he	will	follow	in	my	father's	footsteps.
Black	laughed	and	buried	his	head	in	my	neck.
"He'll	do	whatever	he	wants,	I	can	only	give	him	everything	he	wants."
-	We'll	have	to	discuss	how	to	raise	a	child,	but	it's	not	good
it's	time	for	that.
Massimo	said	nothing,	hugged	me	tightly	and	imperiously
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He	ordered:
-	Sleep.
I	don't	know	how	many	hours	I	slept.	I	opened	my	eyes	and	picked	up	the	phone.
-	Oh	fuck!	Twelfth	again,	it's	so	bad	to	sleep	so	much.
I	turned	aside	for	Black,	but	his	place	was	empty.	Why
doesn't	it	surprise	me?	I	lay	there	for	a	while,	slowly	recovering,	then	got	up	and
went



embrace.	Since	Massimo	was	back,	I	wanted	to	look	better	than	in	recent	days,
but	of	course
like:	oh,	I	did	nothing,	I	wake	up	so	pretty.	I	painted	my	eyes	lightly
and	I	combed	the	brilliantly	cut	hair	yesterday.	I	dug	short	jeans	in	my	wardrobe
shorts,	a	light	sweater	that	fell	on	my	shoulder,	and	a	beige	emu	that	I	put	on	my
legs.	while
I	can	display	the	body,	and	it	is	quite	warm	outside,	but	not	hot,	I	will	dress	like
that
I	Like.
Walking	through	the	corridor,	I	met	Domenic.
-	Oh,	hi!	Have	you	seen	Olga?
-	She	just	got	up.	I	just	ordered	breakfast,	although	I	should	rather	have	lunch.
-	And	Massimo?
-	He	left	early	in	the	morning,	he	should	be	soon.	How	are	you?
I	leaned	against	one	of	the	wooden	doors	and	smiled	playfully.
"Oh,	wonderful	...	perfect	...	perfect	..."
Domenico	raised	a	hand	and	made	a	meaningful	move	with	it.
-	Blah,	blah,	blah.	My	brother	also	had	an	exceptionally	good	mood	today.	But
I'm	asking	if	anything
don't	you	hurt	I	have	booked	you	another	appointment	with	a	gynecologist	and
cardiologist,	as	recommended
your	doctor,	so	you	have	to	be	at	the	clinic	at	3pm.
"Thanks,	Domenico,"	I	said,	walking	toward	the	garden.
The	day	was	warm	and	the	sun	looked	out	from	behind	the	clouds	from	time	to
time.	At	a	huge	table
Olo	was	sitting	and	reading	the	newspaper.	I	walked	past	her	and	kissed	her
head,	sitting	on	the	armchair.
"Hi,	bitch,"	she	said,	looking	through	the	dark	glasses.	-	What	are	you	like	that?
satisfied?	Have	you	got	the	same	cool	drugs	as	mine?	They	cut	me	out	of	my
shoes
I	woke	up	about	half	an	hour	ago.	Maybe	your	doctor	has	more	of	this?
"I	got	something	definitely	better,"	I	said,	raising	my	eyebrows.
Olga	took	off	her	glasses	and	put	down	the	newspaper,	staring	at	something
behind	me.
-	Alright,	cutie.	Massimo	is	back.
I	turned	in	my	chair	and	saw	Black	emerging	from	behind	the	door,	heading
in	our	direction.	I	felt	hot	when	I	saw	him;	he	was	wearing	gray	cloth	pants
and	a	graphite	sweater	with	a	white	shirt	collar	underneath.	He	held	one	hand
in	my	pocket	and	the	other	on	my	head,	talking	on	the	phone.	He	was	delightful,



divine	and	above	all
all	mine.
Olga	watched	him	closely	as	he	stood	in	conversation	at	the	edge	of	the	garden,
looking	at	the	sea.
"But	he	must	be	buzzing,"	she	said,	shaking	her	head.
I	raised	my	cup	of	tea,	still	not	taking	my	eyes	off	him.
-	Are	you	asking	me	if	you	find	me?
-	I	look	at	you	and	I	know.	In	addition,	such	a	guy	is	a	guarantee	of	satisfaction.
I	was	glad	that	her	humor	was	back	and	she	did	not	mention	what	was	happening
yesterday.
I	also	tried	not	to	think	about	it	so	as	not	to	fall	into	paranoia.
Black	finished	talking	and	with	a	straight	face	came	to	the	table.
-	Nice	to	see	you,	Olgo.
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-	Thanks	for	the	invitation,	don.	Nice	that	you	agreed	to	my	presence	in	this
important	for
Laura	on.
Massimo	grimaced	at	these	words,	and	I	aimed	her	under	a	powerful	kick	under
the	table.
"So	why	are	you	kicking	me,	Lari?"	She	was	surprised.	-	But	the	truth	is	this
an	honor	that	your	parents,	for	example,	will	not	receive.
She	caught	her	breath,	wanting	to	continue,	but	she	probably	remembered	that	I
was	not	allowed	to
get	frustrated	and	fell	silent.
-	And	how	are	my	girls?	Asked	Massimo	suddenly,	leaning	toward
me	and	kissing	first	on	my	stomach	and	then	on	my	lips.
This	sight	completely	unnerved	Olo.
-	Did	you	tell	him?	She	asked	in	Polish.	-	I	thought	he	was	just	back.
-	I	said	it	arrived	at	night.
-	And	now	I	know	where	your	perfect	mood	has	been	since	the	morning.	There
is	nothing	like	smoke	after
ashes	for	calming	down.	She	nodded	and	sank	into	reading	again.
Massimo	took	the	chair	at	the	top	of	the	table	and	turned	to	me.
-	What	time	do	we	have	a	doctor's	appointment?
-	How	are	we:	we?
-	I'm	going	with	you.
-	I	don't	know	if	I	want	to.	-	I	winced	at	the	thought	of	his	presence	at	the



gynecologist.
-	My	doctor	is	a	man,	I	would	like	him	to	live	again.	You	know	what	it	looks	like
at	all
research?
At	these	words,	Olo	snorted	from	behind	the	newspaper,	raising	her	hand
apologetically.
-	Since	Domenico	has	chosen	him,	he	is	certainly	the	best	and
professional.	Besides,	if
you	don't	want	to,	I	can	leave	during	the	examination.
"Oh	no,	it's	behind	the	screen,"	said	Olga,	putting	the	press	away.	-	I	think	so
you'll	have	a	great	time.
-	If	you	want	another	kick,	all	you	have	to	do	is	say	-	I	growled	to	her	in	Polish.
-	Can	you	speak	English?	-	Black	got	angry.	-	When	are	you	talking	over
Polish,	I	have	a	feeling	you	are	making	fun	of	me.
Domenico	interrupted	the	thickening	atmosphere	and	pushed	back	his	chair	and
sat	down	at	the	table.
"Olga,	I	need	your	help,"	he	said.	-	Will	you	come	with	me	to	one	place?
I	was	surprised	at	these	words	and	turned	towards	the	young	Italian.
-	Don't	I	know	about	something?
"Unfortunately,	you	know	everything,"	said	Olo,	resigned.	-	Sure	I	will	go,	how
our	lovebirds	will	be	at	the	doctor's.	I	have	nothing	to	do	anyway.
"Brother,"	Domenico	turned	to	Black,	"so	I	can	officially	give	you."
congratulate?
Massim's	eyes	softened	and	a	slight	smile	appeared	on	his	face.
The	young	Italian	approached	him	and	nodded,	said	a	few	sentences	in	Italian,
then
they	hugged	each	other,	patting	their	backs.	This	view	was	new	to	me	and
extremely	touching.
Black	sat	down	and	took	a	sip	of	his	coffee.
"I	have	something	for	you,	Little,"	he	said,	placing	the	black	box	on	the	table.	-	I
have
hope	this	one	will	be	more	lucky.
I	looked	at	him	in	surprise,	picked	up	the	gift,	opened	it	and	shocked
I	leaned	back.	Olo	looked	over	my	shoulder	and	kissed	her	in	appreciation.
-	Bentley,	nice.	And	you	don't	have	more	boxes	like	that?
I	looked	at	the	change	from	him	to	the	key.
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-	First,	I	wanted	you	not	to	have	a	car	and	drive	everywhere	with	the	driver.	But
no
I	can	let	you	paranoid,	and	besides,	I	already	know	more	about	this	case	and	I
don't	think
that	you	are	in	danger	of	something	serious.
-	Listen?	How	do	you	know	more?
-	I	saw	my	police	man	in	the	morning	and	watched	the	highway	recordings.
It	turned	out	that	there	was	only	one	person	in	the	car	that	hit	you.	After	what
happened
recorded	on	tape,	it	could	not	be	identified,	therefore	materials	were	also	made
available	to	us
from	under	the	spa.	There,	it	was	true,	nothing	could	be	seen,	because	the	man
was	in	a	hat	and	a	hood.	But	that's	me
allowed	to	exclude	certain	people	from	the	circle	of	suspects	due	to	the	chaotic
manner
actions.	Secondly,	the	person	who	tried	to	ram	you	had	no	idea	how	to	do	it,
and	if	a	professional	did	it,	you'd	rather	not	be	sitting	here	anymore.	So	either	it
was	a	coincidence	or
action	completely	unrelated	to	the	family.
"It's	a	lucky	thing	to	have	hit	such	a	loser,"	Olga	said,	raising	her	arms	toward
sky.	-	It	doesn't	calm	me	down.	Eventually	I	will	have	to	leave	and	leave	her	here
with	you.	I	have
hope	her	hair	doesn't	fall	off,	or	your	horde	won't	help	you	when	I	get	you.
Massimo	did	not	hide	his	amusement,	and	Domenico,	clearly	confused,	looked
in	the	direction
my	pitbula	in	women's	skin.
-	You	see,	Massimo,	this	temperament	is	probably	their	national	quality.
I	kissed	Olo	and	patted	her	head,	laughing.
The	table	was	full	of	deliciousness	and	all	four	of	us	started	to	eat.	Exceptionally
I	had	a	huge	appetite	today	and	I	didn't	feel	any	stomach	discomfort.
"All	right,	gentlemen,"	I	started	putting	down	my	fork,	"now	tell	me	something."
about	your	brotherhood.	Was	it	fun	pretending	to	be	boss-subordinate?
They	looked	at	each	other	as	if	to	determine	who	to	start.
"It's	not	entirely	fake,"	replied	Domenico.	-	Massimo,	as	the	head	of	the	family,
is
basically	my	boss,	although	first	of	all	my	brother,	because	family	is	the	most
important,	but	also
don,	so	he	also	deserves	another	kind	of	respect,	not	just	as	he	turns	out	to	be
loved	ones.	-



He	leaned	his	elbows	on	the	table	and	leaned	slightly.	-	In	addition,	we	learned
that	we	are
siblings	only	a	few	years	ago,	exactly	after	the	death	of	my	father.
"I	needed	blood	when	I	was	shot,"	Black	said.	-	And	research
they	showed	quite	large	genetic	similarities.	Later,	as	I	recovered,	we	began	to
drill
topic	and	it	turned	out	that	we	are	half	brothers.	Mother	Domenica	is	my	native
sister
we	have	and	we	have	a	father	in	common.
"Wait,	I	don't	understand,"	Olga	interrupted.	-	So	your	father	was	banging	his
sisters?
They	both	frowned,	taking	on	a	similar	expression.
"Very	colloquially	speaking,"	Massimo	drawled,	"yes."	That	is	how	it	was.
A	meaningful	silence	fell	over	the	table.
"Is	anything	else	interesting,	Laura?"	Black	asked	without	taking	his	eyes	off
Olga.
"Since	we're	in	the	family,"	I	said,	"maybe	for	relaxation."
will	we	choose	a	name	for	the	child?
-	Henry!	Cried	Olo.	-	A	beautiful	and	imperious	name,	royal.
Domenico	frowned,	trying	to	pronounce	the	name	with	the	don.
-	No,	that's	not	a	good	idea.	I	shook	my	head.	-	Besides,	I'm	all	the	time
convinced	that	it	will	be	a	girl.
Three	seconds	later,	such	a	discussion	broke	out	that	I	began	to	regret	changing
the	topic.
Olga	screamed,	and	Massimo	defied	her	argument	with	a	calm	and	straight
face.	Yes
I	really	needed	her	least.	Looking	at	them,	I	realized	that	until	Olo	did

Page	18
she	will	be	sure	that	I	am	safe	and	happy,	her	war	with	Black	will	never	happen
it's	over	and	she'll	still	provoke	and	check	him.
I	got	up	from	the	chair	and	kissed	her	on	the	head.
-	I	love	you,	Olo.
Everyone	suddenly	fell	silent.	I	went	to	Massim	and	laid	long,	passionate	on	his
lips
kiss.
"We	love	you,"	I	said.	-	And	now	I'm	going	to	the	doctor	because	I'm	late.	-
After	that



I	took	the	black	box	and	walked	away	from	the	table.
My	fiance	apologized	and	slowly	got	up	from	the	chair.	He	followed	me,	and
after	a	while
he	caught	up	and	put	his	arm	around	him.
"And	you	know	where	the	car	is,	darling,	have	you	decided	to	think	about	it?"
later?
I	nudged	him	with	laughter,	which	led	me	towards	this	part	of	the	garden,
which	I	have	never	been	to	because	she	was	behind	the	house.	Because	there
was	neither	the	sun	nor
sea,	I	didn't	need	to	go	there.
When	we	arrived,	I	saw	a	huge	one-story	building,	as	if
built	into	the	rock.	The	garage	door	opened	and	I	was	surprised	to	find	that	the
garage,
or	rather	a	garage	hall,	it	was	actually	inside	a	mountain	slope.	There	were
several	dozen	inside
different	cars	I	was	flabbergasted.	Who	needs	so	many	cars?
-	Do	you	drive	them	all?
-	I	drove	everyone	at	least	once.	Father	had	such	a	passion.	He	collected	them.
To	my	joy,	I	saw	several	motorcycles	against	the	wall	and	immediately	went	into
them
page.
"Oh,	my	love,"	I	said,	stroking	the	Suzuki	Hayabusa	motorbike.	-
Four-cylinder	engine,	six-speed	transmission	and	this	torque!	I	moaned.	-	Do
you	know,
that	its	name	comes	from	the	Japanese	word,	which	means	the	fastest	animal	in
the	world,	i.e.
peregrine	falcon?	It's	wonderful.
Massimo	stood	next	to	me,	surprised	to	hear	what	I	was	saying.
"Forget	it,"	he	growled,	pulling	my	hand	toward	the	exit.	-	Never,	and	I	speak
now
very	seriously,	Laura,	you'll	never	get	on	a	motorcycle	in	your	life.
With	fury,	I	jerked	my	hand	free	from	his	and	stopped	standing.
"You	won't	tell	me	what	the	hell	to	do!"
Black	turned	and	grabbed	my	face.
-	You	are	pregnant,	you	carry	my	child,	and	when	you	are	born,	you	will	be	the
mother	of	my	child.
He	stressed	the	word	"mine",	staring	at	me.	-	I	won't	risk	losing	you	or	you
so	forgive	me	but	I'll	tell	you	what	to	do.	-	He	pointed	at	machines	under
wall.	-	And	motorcycles	will	disappear	from	home	today.	And	it's	not	about	your



skills	either
prudence	but	the	fact	that	you	have	no	influence	on	what	is	happening	on	the
road.
Actually,	he	was	right.	I	didn't	like	to	admit	it,	but	I	didn't	think	about	it	now
I	will	no	longer	live	only	for	myself.
Looking	into	his	cold,	angry	eyes,	I	stroked	my	stomach.	This	gesture	clearly
made	him
mollified;	he	grabbed	my	hands	and	pressed	them	against	my	forehead.	I	didn't
even	have	to
say	i	understand.	He	knew	how	I	felt	and	thought.
"Don't	be	stubborn,	Laura,	just	to	be."	And	let	me	take	care	of	you.	Come.
A	black	bentley	continental	parked	in	the	garage	in	front	of	one	of	the
gates.	Powerful
the	two-door	car	was	nothing	like	the	cow	Porschak	I	got
previously.
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-	You	said	I	wouldn't	have	a	sports	car.
-	I	changed	my	mind.	I	will	also	install	a	parental	control	into	your	key.
I	stood	confused,	looking	at	him	in	disbelief.
-	You're	joking	right?
Black	grinned	at	his	white	teeth.
-	Of	course,	Bentley	doesn't	have	that	function.	He	raised	his	eyebrows	in
amusement.	-	But	it	is
very	safe	and	fast	car;	after	consultation	I	chose	it	for	you.	Is
easier	to	use	than	a	Porsche	and	more	elegant,	and	inside	it	has	a	lot	of	space,	so
the	tummy
will	fit.	Do	you	like	it?
"I	like	the	hayabusa,"	I	said	and	pouted	my	lower	lip.
Black	gave	me	a	warning	look	and	opened	the	driver's	door.
Surprised	that	she	lets	me	drive,	I	slowly	got	into	the	car.	The	interior	was
beautiful
honey-nut	color,	elegant,	simple	and	sophisticated.	Armchairs	and	part	of	the
door
it	covered	like	quilted	leather,	and	the	whole	board	was	decorated	with	wood.	I
was	surprised	to	find	that
Contrary	to	appearances,	it	is	a	huge	four-person	car.	When	stunned	by	the
details



trim	looking	around	the	interior,	Massimo	got	into	the	car	from	the	passenger
side.
-	May	be?	-	He	asked.
"I'll	survive	it	somehow,"	I	said	ironically.
On	the	way	to	the	clinic,	Black	explained	to	me	the	uncomplicated	operation	of
the	car
and	after	twenty	minutes	I	achieved	the	status	of	an	expert	in	its	service.
At	the	doctor	Massimo	was	calm	and	disciplined.	He	listened	to	the	doctor	and
asked	meaningful
questions,	and	during	the	examination	came	out,	announcing	that	he	wants	to
give	me	maximum	comfort.	As
I	thought	yesterday's	accident	did	not	affect	my	health	or	my	child's	health.
The	cardiologist	also	confirmed	that	I	am	fine	and	my	heart	is	exceptionally
good	for	it
I'll	be	able	to.	He	prescribed	emergency	medication	to	take	if	I	felt	worse.
After	two	hours	we	were	on	our	way	back.	This	time	I	asked	Black	to
he	was	the	leader,	because	after	all	these	visits	were	a	lot	of	stress	for	me	and	I
preferred	not	to
risk.
"Luca,"	he	said	suddenly,	looking	at	the	road.	-	I	wish	our	son's	name	was
my	grandfather.	He	was	a	great	and	wise	Sicilian,	you	would	like	it.	Extremely
gallant
and	an	intelligent	man	who	was	far	ahead	of	his	time	with	thinking.	Thanks
his	father	sent	me	to	study	and	allowed	me	to	study	instead	of	running	with
arms.
Turning	the	name	I	heard	in	my	head,	I	thought	I	actually	had	nothing
against	this.	For	me,	all	that	mattered	was	that	my	child	would	be	healthy	and
grow	up	normally.
-	It's	gonna	be	a	girl,	you'll	see.
Massimo's	lips	folded	into	a	shy	smile,	and	his	hand	went	to	mine
knee.
-	So	Eleonora	Klara,	like	yours	and	my	mother's.
-	Do	I	have	something	to	say?
-	No,	I	will	write	it	on	my	birth	certificate	when	you	recover	from	delivery.
I	looked	at	him	and	punched	his	shoulder.
-	Come	on?	-	he	laughed.	-	It's	a	tradition.	-	And	he	began	to	stroke	the	place
where	he	was	hit.	-
Don	decides	the	family	and	I	decide.
-	And	you	know	what	traditions	we	have	in	Poland?	We	castrate	her	husband



after	the	first	child	to
betrayal	did	not	occur	to	him	since	he	had	a	father.
-	Well,	from	what	you	say,	I	will	use	my	own	for	a	while
of	birth,	since	the	first	will	be	a	girl.
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"Massimo,	you	are	unbearable,"	I	said,	shaking	my	head.
We	were	driving	on	the	highway,	not	going	too	fast.	I	enjoyed	the	wonderful
ones
views	of	fascinating	Mount	Etna,	from	which	a	column	of	smoke	kept	coming
out.	Suddenly	there	was	a	sound
Massima	phone	that	connected	to	the	car	handsfree.	Black	sighed
and	looked	away	at	me.
-	I	have	to	answer	and	talk	to	Maria	for	a	moment.
His	consigliere	occasionally	disturbed	us,	but	I	knew	the	important	function
fully,	and	I	didn't	mind.	I	waved	my	hand,	letting	him	pick	it	up.
I	loved	when	he	spoke	Italian;	it	was	very	sexy	and	amazing	to	me
It	is	spinning.	After	a	few	minutes,	I	started	to	get	bored	and	a	dirty	idea	came	to
my	mind.
I	put	my	hand	on	Massim's	thigh	and	slowly	moved	her	toward	his	crotch.
I	began	to	caress	him	gently	through	my	pants.	Black,	however,	didn't	seem	to
respond	at	all
for	what	I	was	doing,	I	decided	to	go	further.	I	unzipped	his	fly
and	I	was	pleased	to	discover	that	he	was	not	wearing	underwear.	I	grunted	and
licked	my	lips
pulling	his	manhood	through	the	hole	in	his	pants.
Black	glanced	down	first	and	then	at	me,	still	without	interrupting	the
conversation.	this
feigned	indifference	was	like	a	challenge	to	me,	so	I	unbuckled	my	seat	belt	and
fastened	it
him	again	in	the	handle	so	that	the	alarming	squeak	does	not	interrupt	his
conversation.	Massimo
changed	lane	to	the	right	and	slowed	down	even	more.	He	gripped	the	steering
wheel	firmly	with	his	left	hand	and	with	his	right	hand
he	leaned	on	the	passenger	seat,	making	room	for	me.	I	bent,	took	his	member	to
my	mouth
and	I	started	to	suck	hard.	Black	took	a	deep	breath,	as	if	he	sighed,	and	I	broke
off



a	moment	and	I	lifted	it	to	whisper	in	his	ear:
-	I	will	be	quiet,	but	you	must	too.	Do	not	disturb	yourself.
I	kissed	his	cheek	and	then	went	back	to	playing	with	his	penis.	With	every
moment
my	mouth	was	getting	harder	and	harder,	I	heard	my	caresses	making	him
difficult	to	speak.
I	did	it	quickly	and	efficiently,	joining	my	hand.	After	a	while	I	felt	it	land	on	my
head
Massim's	hand,	which	presses	me,	putting	it	even	deeper.	I	wanted	him	to
come;	surely
I	have	never	sucked	anyone	so	well	and	thoroughly	before.	His	hips	were
trembling	and	his	breath	was	trembling
He	accelerated.	I	wasn't	interested	if	anyone	saw	us,	I	was	shot	and	I	really
wanted	him
satisfy.	After	a	while	I	heard	spits	out	ciao	and	presses	the	red	phone
display.	The	car	turned	sharply	and	stopped	on	the	side	of	the	road.	He
unbuckled	his	belt
my	hands	gripped	my	hair	tightly.	He	stuffed	it	in	my	throat,	moaning	and
pushing	loudly
hips	up.
"You're	acting	like	a	whore,"	he	drawled	through	his	teeth.	-	My	bitch.
He	excited	me	when	he	was	vulgar,	I	loved	his	dark	side,	which	in	bed
was	an	advantage.	I	began	to	moan,	greedily	clenching	his	lips	around	his	dick
and	letting	it
he	treated	my	face	like	a	toy.	When	he	felt	more	pressure,	he	began	to	moan
louder
and	at	the	same	time	a	wave	of	cum	flooded	my	throat.	It	flowed	and	I
swallowed	with	taste	each
a	droplet	flowing	from	it.	When	he	finished,	I	licked	it	clean	and	put	it	in
back	into	my	pants	and	zipped	up	the	fly.	I	leaned	on	the	seat,	wiped	my	mouth
with	my	fingers
and	I	licked	like	I	was	eating	something	delicious
-	We	drive?	I	asked,	quite	serious,	turning	my	head	towards	him.
Massimo	sat	with	his	eyes	closed,	his	head	resting	on	the	headrest.	After	a	while
he	turned
to	me,	piercing	with	lusty	eyes.
-	Is	it	a	punishment	or	a	reward?	-	He	asked.
-	Craving.	I	was	bored	and	wanted	to	make	you	a	cane.
He	smiled	and	raised	his	eyebrows	as	if	in	a	slight	disbelief,	then	dynamically
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joined	the	movement.
"You	are	my	ideal,"	he	said,	rushing	the	slalom	between	the	cars.	-	Sometimes
you	lead	me	to	passion,	but	I	can't	imagine	being	with	someone	else	anymore.
-	And	rightly	so,	because	we	still	have	about	half	a	century	together.
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CHAPTER	2
When	we	arrived	at	the	property,	a	car	with	Domenik	and	Olga	inside
parked	next	to	us.	My	friend	jumped	out	suspiciously	pleased
and	clearly	excited	by	something.	Massimo	opened	the	door	for	me	and	we	all
stood	on
driveway.
"You	got	something	dirty,"	Olo	said,	pointing	at	Black's	crotch.
When	I	looked	at	the	place	she	was	looking	at,	I	noticed	a	small	bright	spot.
"We	ate	ice	cream,"	I	explained	with	a	silly	expression.
Olo	laughed	and,	passing	by,	said,	amused.
-	Mhm,	I	think	you.
I	raised	my	eyebrows,	nodding	my	head	in	triumph,	and	followed	her.	We
arrived	after	a	while
to	the	bedroom	and	we	fell	on	the	big	bed.
"I	want	to	freak	out,"	Olo	began	with	disarming	honesty.	-	And	how	I	look	at	it
Domenica,	I	can't	stand	it	anymore.	He	is	so	gallant	and	...	”She	paused,
searching
the	right	word.	-	…Italian.	I	think	he	likes	licking	pussy,	besides	that	his	little
asshole	...
I	like	these…
I	thought	about	what	he	was	saying	for	a	moment	and	thought	that	it	had	never
happened
I	saw	Domenic	in	this	way.
-	Because	I	know	...	He	doesn't	seem	to	like	what	he	likes	...	But	if	there	is	any	in
them
brotherly	resemblance,	you	would	be	pleased.
I	nodded	confidently	and	she	fidgeted	unable	to	find	a	place.
-	You	don't	help	me,	you	know!	She	shouted,	leaping	up	from	her	seat,	and	like	a
little	girl
she	started	jumping	on	the	mattress.	-	It's	not	funny	to	look	at	you	so	satisfied



and	fucked.	I	also	need	a	little	attention,	so	to	speak.
-	Remember	the	vibrator	is	a	woman's	best	friend.
She	stopped	hopping	and	sat	down	on	her	lap.
"Do	you	think	I	came	up	with	a	bag	to	pack	it?"	Whore!	I	thought	your	head	was
here
they	cut	with	an	ax,	and	I	didn't	wonder	if	I	would	need	a	rubber	cock	to	fight
for	your	life.
"And	look	at	the	loss,	neither	the	murder	nor	the	silicone	penis,"	I	said	defiantly.
Olo	sat	intently,	clearly	seeking	a	solution	to	the	situation.	After	a	while	she
suffered
glare,	and	her	face	beamed	with	the	thought	that	came	upon	her.	Curious	about
her	next
dirty	ideas,	until	I	rose	and	leaned	on	the	headboard	of	the	bed.
-	You	know	what,	Lari?
-	Well,	I'm	listening,	genius.
-	We	have	a	bachelorette	party	tonight,	so	maybe	we	would	go	somewhere	...
You	know	...
We	will	play	and	dance.	What	do	you	think?
-	Oh,	and	tomorrow	I	will	be	a	sober,	sleepless,	swollen,	pregnant	bride.	thank
you	for
such	ballets.
Resigned,	she	fell	next	to	me.
-	Eh,	and	I	thought	I	was	smoking	something	in	the	city.
At	that	moment,	the	door	to	the	room	opened	and	Massimo	stood	there.
-	Have	you	changed	your	pants?	Olga	asked	with	an	ironic	smile.	-	Bad
memories,
I	know	it.	Ice	cream	can	mix	up	life.
I	nudged	her	and	stood	up,	coming	over	to	Black,	and	she	lay	looking	at	him
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provocatively.	She	just	waited	until	he	got	into	a	verbal	fight	with	her	again,	but
Massimo	knew
no	longer	makes	no	sense,	and	he	gave	up.	I	kissed	his	cheek	soundlessly,
thanking	for
wisdom	and	self-control.	Without	taking	his	eyes	off	her,	he	said:
-	I	like	you,	Olga,	you	have	a	peculiar	sense	of	humor.	He	fell	silent	and	his	eyes
met
my.	-	Get	together,	we	will	leave	in	an	hour.	Then	he	kissed	my	forehead	and



disappeared
in	the	corridor.
-	Are	we	leaving?	Olo	was	surprised.
-	Don't	look	at	me	like	that,	I'm	as	surprised	as	you	are.
-	Okay,	but	what?	Are	we	rowing	or	swimming?	What	should	I	wear,	with	foam
and	fins?
I	took	out	my	phone	and	dialed	Domenic's	number,	but	I	couldn't	find	out
except	that	we	will	not	eat	dinner	at	home.	He	disposed	of	me	about	a	meeting
and	hung	up.
Cheeky,	I	thought	and	went	back	to	Ola.	Together	we	decided	that	on	the
occasion
ignorance	and	bachelorette	party	we	will	dress	up,	which	is	the	standard	for
Friday	evening.
After	twenty	minutes	in	my	wardrobe	we	were	almost	certain	what	we	wanted
insert.	I	knew	that	Massimo	likes	when	I'm	elegant,	so	I	chose	the	certainty,	i.e.
Chanel.	The	gray	dress	resembled	a	short	tangle	of	material	rather	than
creation.	Gently
and	sensually	flowed	around	my	body,	covering	it	here	and	there	and	revealing	it
at	the	same	time.	did	I
admittedly,	we	realize	that	we	are	sailing	by	boat,	but	that	did	not	bother	me	at
all
put	on	black	lacquered	pins	with	a	tip.	I	added	a	wide	bracelet	to	it	from
Hermes	in	the	color	of	shoes	and	I	considered	myself	stunning,	still	slim	future
mom.
Olga	instead	put	on	her	standard	look	a	sophisticated	prostitute,
putting	on	a	colorful	silk	tunic	from	Dolce	&	Gabbana,	which	barely	covered	her
ass.
You	should	actually	put	shorts	under	it,	but	who	would	think	about	it.	Because	of
the	same
the	size	of	the	foot	was	paradise	in	my	wardrobe.	After	ten	minutes,	she	finally
chose	exorbitantly
high	heels	and	matching	purse.
-	Oh	fuck!	She	said,	looking	at	her	watch.	-	We	have	fifteen	minutes.	-	After	a
moment	of	panic
the	time	has	come	for	reflection.	"Actually,	why	will	he	tell	me	how	much	time
we	have	to	have?"
When	we	are	ready,	we	will	come	down.
I	started	laughing	and	pulled	her	into	the	bathroom.	Makeup	and	hair	actually
took	us



a	little	more	time	than	we	thought,	but	we	managed	very	quickly.	Black,
strongly	traced	eyes	and	red	lipstick	perfectly	matched	my	today's
image	of	a	polite,	elegant	future	wife.
Coming	out	of	the	bathroom,	I	discovered	with	horror	Domenic	standing	in	the
room.	He	was
elegant	and	refined,	even	more	than	usual.	Dressed	in	a	black	suit	and	dark	shirt,
suddenly	he	amazingly	reminded	me	of	his	brother.	Carefully	combed	back	hair
they	uncovered	his	boyish	face	and	highlighted	big	lips.
At	one	point	I	felt	someone	panting	behind	my	back.	Olo	brought	her	lips	closer
my	ear	and	whispered	in	our	mother	tongue:
"Do	you	fucking	see	it?"	I	can't	stand	it	and	kneel	before	him.
The	young	Italian	watched	us	with	undisguised	amusement,	and	when	another
passed	by
one	second	of	our	stillness,	he	said,	grinning:
-	I	wanted	to	check	how	you	are	doing	and	whether	there	is	a	chance	that	we	will
leave	before	the	wedding.
I	took	Olo's	hand,	which	was	barely	standing	from	her	nerves,	and	pretended
unmoved.
towards	the	stairs.	In	the	garden,	we	took	off	our	shoes	and,	taking	them	in	our
hand,	headed	for
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platform.
When	I	saw	Titan's	gray	hull	on	the	horizon,	it	made	me	feel	hot
memory	of	my	first	night	with	Massim.	I	stopped	and	Olga	didn't	notice
absentmindedly,	she	fell	on	my	back.
-	What's	up,	Lari?	She	asked	worriedly,	looking	at	my	face.
"It's	over	there,"	I	said,	pointing	to	the	yacht.	-	It	all	started	there.
I	was	overcome	by	emotion.	My	heart	was	pounding	and	I	was	just	thinking
about	how
the	fastest	to	be	at	Czarny.
-	Lord	first.	Domenico	pointed	at	the	small	steps	towards	the	motorboat	and	gave
me	his	hand.
We	sat	back	comfortably	in	white	armchairs	and	after	a	while	we	rushed	across
the	sea
towards	the	monumental	boat.	Young	Italian	and	Olo	cut	off	each	other,
pretending	to	be
uninterested	and	I	was	thinking	about	that	night.	Without	realizing	it,	I	put	it	in



finger	to	lips,	and	after	a	while	I	felt	a	heat	wave	spreading	across	my	body.	I
wanted	him,	no
I	saw	it,	I	could	not	feel	its	smell	and	touch,	and	yet	at	the	mere	mention	I	was
already	like	that
horny	that	I	had	the	impression	that	I	was	exploding.
"Stop	it,	Lari,"	Olo	said.	-	I	see	what	you	do	with	this	finger.	Not	even
I	have	to	ask	what	you	think.
I	smiled,	shrugged,	and	put	my	hands	on	the	white	skin	of	the	chair.
The	motorboat	was	slowly	approaching	the	side	of	the	yacht,	and	I	was
wondering	why	I	was	stupid
high-heeled	shoes.	If	it	weren't	for	them,	I	could	hop	on	board	and	run	to	Czarny.
Domenico	got	out	first	and	helped	us	to	leave	the	boat.	I	looked	up
and	I	saw	Massim	standing	at	the	top	of	the	stairs.	He	looked	captivating,
dressed	in	gray
single-breasted	suit	and	white	unbuttoned	shirt.	I	wanted	him	so	badly	that	even
if	he	stood
out	there	in	a	clown	costume,	he	would	make	the	same	impression	on
me.	However,	I	decided	to	play
elegant	and	unshakeable,	I	walked	slowly	towards	him	without	taking	my	eyes
off
my	delightful	man.	When	I	approached	him,	he	reached	out	and	without	a	word
led	me	to	the	table.	After	a	while,	Olga	and	Domenico	sat	with	us.
The	waiter	served	the	wine	and	after	a	few	minutes	everyone	sank	into	the
conversation	about	tomorrow
ceremony.	However,	I	was	interested	in	more	prosaic	matters:	I	was	only
thinking	about	sex.
I	tried	to	tame	my	own	mind,	but	to	no	avail.	What	is	happening	with	me?,
I	repeated	in	my	mind,	trying	to	get	into	the	atmosphere	of	the	situation.	After	a
few	minutes	I	was	already
very	annoyed	and	irritable.	I	stared	at	every	person	who	said	something	trying
doing	the	smartest	face	in	the	world,	but	I	didn't	fake	it	well.	By
my	head	was	flying	with	ideas	on	how	to	pull	Black	away	from	the	table.	I
thought	that
I	could	simulate	malaise,	for	example,	but	then	he	would	panic	and	thread	of
sex.
I	also	thought	about	leaving	ostentatiously,	but	then	Olga	would	have	overtaken
him	by	throwing	herself
follow	me	so	that	nothing	would	go	out	of	my	plan.	Well,	there's	risk,	it's	fun,	I
thought.



-	Massimo,	can	we	have	a	word?	I	asked,	getting	up	from	the	table	and	heading
towards	the	stairs	to	the	lower	deck.
Black	slowly	got	up	from	the	chair	and	followed	me.	I	confused	directions	and
as	always
I	got	lost	in	the	tangled	door,	looking	sideways.
"I	think	I	know	what	you're	looking	for,"	he	said,	giving	me	an	icy	look.
He	overtook	me	and	opened	a	door	after	a	few	steps.	When	through	them
I	came	in,	closed	it	and	turned	the	lock.	I	took	a	deep	breath,	remembering
an	analogous	situation	from	a	few	weeks	ago.
-	What	do	you	want,	Laura?	Because	I	don't	think	you	really	want	to	talk.
I	went	into	the	living	room	and	leaned	on	the	table	with	both	hands,	slightly
pulled	up	a	short	dress
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and	gave	him	a	lustful	look.	Massimo	slowly	approached	me	and	very	serious
watched	what	i	was	doing.
"I	want	you	to	fuck	me	now!"	Fast	and	hard,	I	really	need	to	feel	you
in	itself.
Black	came	up	to	me	from	behind	and,	grabbing	his	neck,	put	his	belly	on	the
table.	He	moved
a	hand	around	my	neck,	tightening	it	tightly.
"Open	your	mouth,"	he	said	imperiously	and	put	two	fingers	in	my	mouth.
When	they	got	wet,	he	put	them	under	the	lace	of	my	panties	and	rubbed	the
entrance	several	times
to	pussy.	What	a	relief!	I	thought.	I	needed	his	touch	ever	since	I	saw	Titan.
I	arched,	flexing	my	buttocks,	and	waited	for	him	to	enter	me.
"Give	me	your	hand,"	he	said,	playing	with	his	fingers	inside	me.
I	gave	him	my	hand	and	heard	him	unfasten	his	fly.	After	a	while	I	felt	under	my
fingers
what	I	wanted	the	most.	His	prick	swelled,	as	if	demanding	caress,	and	Black
he	just	waited	when	he	was	ready.
"Enough,"	he	said,	tilting	my	panties	back.
I	felt	it	slide	inside	me,	and	my	whole	body	flexed.	He	grabbed	me	hard
hips	and	began	to	fuck	at	a	frantic	pace.	He	did	it	like	an	automaton,	panting	and
whispering	loudly
Italian.	After	two	minutes,	maybe	three,	the	first	orgasm	came,	after	which	I
came	yet
twice.	When	he	decided	that	I	had	enough	and	my	body	fell	limply,	he	left	me.



"Kneel,"	he	hissed,	taking	the	prick	in	his	hand.
Collecting	slowly	from	the	table,	I	fell	to	my	knees	before	him.	He	put	it	in
without	any	resistance
it	to	my	dry	lips	and	once	again	gave	the	body	a	rush,	ramming	my	tongue.	He
came
intensely,	without	making	any	sound,	and	then,	exhausted,	put	his	hands	on	the
edge
table.
-	Satisfied?	He	asked	as	I	wiped	my	lips	on	the	floor.
With	undisguised	joy,	I	nodded	and	closed	my	eyes.	I	was	wondering	if	so
it	will	always	be,	or	will	keep	turning	me	on	for	the	rest	of	my	life,	and	I	will
always	have	one	for	him
fancy.
When	he	came	to	his	senses,	he	fastened	his	fly	and	sat	down	in	the	armchair
opposite	me.	I	turned
my	head	and	with	a	smile	I	said:
-	You	know	I	got	pregnant	here?
He	was	silent	for	a	moment,	staring	at	me	seriously.
-	I	think	so,	at	least	that's	what	I	wanted.
I	turned,	looking	at	the	ceiling.	Well,	actually	everything	is	always	like	him
he	wishes	it,	so	it	should	not	surprise	me	that	it	also	happened	because	he	wanted
to.
After	a	while	I	got	up	and	smoothed	the	dress.	Black	sat,	never	taking	his	breath
away
me	sight.
-	Are	we	going	I	asked	what	he	had	risen	to	and	walked	toward	the	exit	without
a	word.
The	sun	was	already	setting	towards	the	west,	and	Domenico	and	Olga	did	very
well	without	us.
"I	don't	give	a	fuck,"	I	heard	Ola's	voice.	-	Lari,	look,	dolphins!
The	yacht	sailed	slowly,	and	next	to	it	these	amazing	mammals	jumped	out	of
the	water.
I	took	off	my	shoes	and	walked	to	the	rail.	There	were	a	dozen	or	so,	they	played
and	jumped	one	by	one
second.	Massimo	put	his	arms	around	me,	kissing	my	neck.	I	felt	like	a	little	girl
who	just	showed	a	magic	trick.
-	I	know	the	bachelorette	party	is	striptease	and	drunkenness	with	friends	at	the
club,	but	I	have
hope	that	this	will	compensate	for	these	shortcomings	to	a	small	extent.



I	turned	and	looked	into	his	eyes	in	surprise.
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-	Deficiencies?	Sailing	with	an	almost	100-meter	yacht	with	service,	excellent
food	and	you	next	door.
Is	this	what	you	call	lack?
I	looked	at	him	in	disbelief,	and	when	my	words	didn't	seem	to	work
impressions,	I	put	a	long,	deep	kiss	on	his	lips.
"Besides,	nobody	would	ever	do	me	as	well	as	you	did	ten	minutes	ago."	No
alcohol
neither	a	friend	nor	a	stripper.
With	an	inquiring	look,	he	looked	at	me	as	if	waiting	for	the	rest
peanu	in	his	honor.	However,	I	decided	to	stop	there,	knowing	that	Massim's	ego
it's	still	big	enough.	I	turned	my	face	toward	the	water	with	delight
I	watched	these	amazing	dolphin	races	with	Titan.	After	a	while	my	attention
caught	something	else.
Domenico	and	Olga	were	clearly	interested	in	each	other.	Concerned	a	bit,	I
turned
to	Black:
-	Honey,	explain	to	me	Emi's	relationship	with	Domenik.	They	are	a	couple,
right?
Don	leaned	against	the	railing	and	a	wicked	smile	appeared	on	his	face.
-	A	couple?	He	frowned,	running	his	hand	through	his	hair.	-	I	wouldn't	put	it
that	way	...
No,	it's	not	a	relationship	...	But	if	in	your	country	it	is	called	...	-	he	broke	off
and	laughed	lightly,
then	he	added:	-	But	I	respect	your	culture	and	conservative	habits.
I	grimaced	and	confused	I	was	analyzing	what	he	meant.	I	finally	asked
directly:
-	So	what	connects	them?
-	Like	what?	It's	quite	simple	Little	-	sex.	They	are	connected	only	by	smoking.	-
He	laughed	again	and	put	his	arm	around	me.	-	You	didn't	think	it	was	love,	did
you?
I	was	thinking	about	what	he	was	saying	and	I	was	suddenly	afraid.	I	was	hoping
that's	it
relationship	and	thanks	to	that	Olga	will	safely	survive	the	end	of	her	stay
here.	Unfortunately	for	her	and	mine
Massimo's	misfortune	made	me	different.	I	watched	my	mating	dance



friends	and	how	Domenico	behaved	under	his	influence.	I	knew	Olo	had	it
in	the	blood,	that's	why	he	and	his	whole	body	react	so	intensively	to	what	she
did.	She	wanted	him	and	when
Olga	wanted	something,	she	looked	a	bit	like	a	don.	She	just	had	to	have	it.	I
thought	back	to
our	last	conversation	before	leaving	and	I	knew	how	this	evening	would	end.
"Massimo,"	I	turned	to	Black.	-	Is	there	a	chance	they	won't	go	with	them	to?
bed?
-	If	my	brother	wants	it?	He	stared	at	me.	-	Rather	faint.	But
honey,	they	are	adults,	they	make	informed	decisions,	and	I	think	it	is	not	our
business.
Well,	not	ours,	I	thought.	You	don't	know	what	it	means	when	Olga	wants
someone
get.
My	friend's	voice	snapped	me	out	of	my	thoughts:
-	Lari,	I	want	to	go	swimming.
"I	think	it	fucked	you	up,"	I	said	in	Polish.	"Besides,	what	are	you	doing,
Olo?"	You	want
charge	in	the	same	as	me?
Olga	was	stupid	and	stood	still,	staring	at	me.
-	I	see	what	you	do.	That	you	want	to	fuck	him	is	one	thing,	and	that	you	treat	it
like
a	challenge	is	completely	different.
At	these	words,	Olo	burst	out	laughing	and	hugged	me.
-	Lari,	honey,	I'll	fuck	him	anyway.	And	you	stop	worrying	about	the	whole
world.
I	shook	my	head	and	studied	her	eyes.	I	saw	that	he	knew	what	he	was	doing	and
her
actions	are	well	thought	out.	Well,	I	thought,	it's	not	the	first	time	I	let	her	do	it
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nonsense	that	will	satisfy	her	first	and	then	make	her	cry.	Olga	hated	it
unfulfilled	love,	she	experienced	more	the	loss	of	something	that	she	had	not	yet
fully	achieved
enjoy.
-	Dessert?	Domenico	said,	pointing	to	the	table.
"This	party	is	numb,"	Olo	said,	walking	towards	him.
"Like	with	my	parents,"	I	said,	showing	her	language.



All	four	of	us	sat	down	again,	and	I	almost	threw	myself	into	a	fluffy	dessert
with	raspberries	that	was	served.	After	eating	three	portions,	I	felt	satisfied
gastronomically	and	full.
The	young	Italian	pulled	a	small	bag	from	his	pants	and	tossed	it	on	the	table.
"Laura,	I	don't	suggest	you,	but	it's	a	bachelor	party,	so	...?"
I	looked	at	the	white	powder	plastic	bag	and	turned	my	eyes	to	Massim.
I	knew	very	well	what	it	was,	and	especially	I	remembered	what	happened	last
time
cocaine	appeared	in	our	relationship.	However,	I	realized	that	forbidding	him
this
it	won't	do	anything,	because	it	will	do	whatever	it	wants.
Domenico	got	up	from	the	table	and	after	a	while	returned	with	a	small	mirror,
which	he	scattered
contents	of	the	bag,	then	start	dividing	it	into	short	lines.	I	leaned	toward
Black	and	pulled	his	ear	to	my	lips.
-	Remember,	Massimo,	that	if	you	choose	this	entertainment,	you	will	not	be
able	to	contact	me
love.	And	I'm	saying	this	not	because	I	want	to	blackmail	you,	but	because	drugs
go	with
sperm	will	penetrate	my	body	and	your	child	will	mature	in	it.
After	these	words,	I	straightened	up	again	and	took	a	sip	of	non-alcoholic	wine
that
incidentally,	it	was	excellent	and	tasted	identical	to	the	percentages.
Black	considered	for	a	moment	how	to	react,	and	when	the	young	Italian	gave	it
to	him
split	powder,	just	waved	his	hand,	causing	Domenic	to	be	surprised.	They
exchanged	several
sentences	in	Italian,	and	I	looked	at	Massim's	impassive	gaze.	After	the	last
sentence,	both
they	burst	out	laughing.	I	had	no	idea	what	made	them	laugh,	but	what	was	most
important	was	Massimo
refused.	On	the	other	hand,	Olga	was	not	as	assertive	and	before	she	leaned	over
the	table	she	said:
"Fire!"	Shouted	Napoleon.	-	Then	she	picked	up	two	lines.
She	pulled	away	from	the	mirror	and	rubbed	the	tip	of	her	nose,	nodded
approvingly.	I	knew,
that	this	party	is	no	longer	for	me	and	I	do	not	want	to	watch	what	will	happen
later.
"I'm	tired,"	I	said,	looking	at	Black.	-	We	spend	the	night	on	a	boat,	or



are	we	coming	home?
He	stroked	my	cheek	and	kissed	my	forehead.
-	Come,	I'll	put	you	to	sleep.
Olga	winced	and	reached	out,	beckoning	the	waiter	to	pour	her	champagne.
"You're	boring,	Lari,"	she	said	with	a	frown.
I	turned	toward	her	and,	showing	my	middle	finger,	snapped	back:
-	I'm	pregnant,	Olo.
Massimo	led	me	to	the	cabin	and	closed	the	door.	Although	I	didn't	feel	like	it
a	shiver	pierced	me	at	the	sight	of	this	room,	especially	the	sound	of	the	lock.	He
hung	up
jacket	and	came	over	to	me,	unbuttoning	my	dress.	He	let	it	slip	slowly,	then
he	knelt	and	carefully	removed	my	shoes.	He	reached	into	the	bathroom	hanger
and	after	a	while	covered	me
a	soft	dark	bathrobe.	I	knew	I	didn't	want	to	make	love,	I	also	knew	that	this	one
the	way	he	decided	to	show	me	love	and	respect.
We	both	took	a	shower	and	half	an	hour	later	we	lay	huddled	in	bed.
-	You're	not	bored	with	me?	I	asked,	stroking	his	cage.	-	Probably	before
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I	appeared,	your	life	was	much	more	interesting.
Massimo	was	silent.	I	raised	my	head	to	look	at	him.	Although	it	was	already	in
the	room
completely	dark,	I	felt	him	smiling.
"Well	...	I	wouldn't	call	it	boredom,	and	remember	that	I	did	it	absolutely
deliberately,	Laura.	Have	you	forgotten	you	are	kidnapped?	-	He	kissed	my
crown
and	entangled	his	fingers	in	my	hair,	hugging	me	tightly.	-	If	you	ask	if	I	would
like	to	go	back	to
life	that	I	had	before	you,	the	answer	is	no.
-	One	woman	for	life	...	Are	you	sure	of	that?
Black	rolled	over	and	pressed	me	closer.
-	You	think	it	is	better	to	move	several	different	chicks	at	night	and	wake	up	in
the	morning
alone	in	bed?	Earning	money	has	long	ceased	to	entertain	me,	so	it	is	all	that	is
left
strengthening	the	family.	-	He	sighed.	-	You	see,	I	did	it	all	and	lived	like	I	did
of	the	day	he	started	again,	I	had	no	one	to	pull	it	for.	Every	night	different	butts,
sometimes	parties,



drugs,	then	a	hangover.	This	may	seem	cool,	but	how	long?	And	when	you	get
your	thoughts
whether	to	end	it,	the	question	arises:	why	change	it,	if	you	do	not	know	whether
it	is	worth	it	or	not
do	you	have	for	whom	He	sighed	again.	-	I	changed	after	the	shot.	As	if	I	had	a
goal	other	than
existence	itself.
"I	don't	quite	understand	your	world,"	I	whispered,	kissing	his	ear.
"I	would	be	surprised	if	it	were	otherwise,	Mała,"	he	replied.	-	Unfortunately,
whether	you	like	it	or	not,
everything	will	change	over	time.	You	will	know	more	and	more	about	what	I	do
and	how	we	operate,	but
not	enough	that	this	knowledge	does	not	threaten	you.	-	His	fingers	stroked	my
back.	-	Besides,	no
you'll	be	able	to	talk	to	somebody	about	some	situations,	but	for	sure	I'll	tell	you
about	which	There	is	such	a	thing	as	omerta,	the	informal	law	of	the	Sicilian
mafia	prohibiting
informing	about	activities	and	people	who	carry	out	orders.	Until	we	get	this
hold	on,	the	family	will	be	strong	and	unmoving.
-	And	who	is	Domenico?
Massimo	laughed	and	turned	on	his	back.
"Do	you	really	want	to	talk	about	it	the	night	before	the	wedding?"
-	And	you	see	a	better	time	than	now?	I	grunted	slightly	annoyed.
-	All	right,	honey.	Satisfied,	he	shoved	me	under	his	arm.	-	He's	young
capo	,	or	...	How	would	you	put	it	...?	He	paused,	considering	the	answer.	-	He's
in	charge	of	the	group
people	who	have,	say,	different	tasks	...
-	For	example,	saving	me	...	!?
-	E.g.	They	also	have	less	knightly	responsibilities,	but	you	won't	know	about	it,
if	you	don't	need	it.	Generally,	it	can	be	said	that	he	earns	money	and	watches
over
clubs	or	restaurants.
I	lay	there	thinking	about	how	much	Domenico	deviates	from	the	description	he
gave	me
Black.	For	me	he	was	a	friend,	almost	a	friend	who	supported	me	and	chose	me
Clothes.	I'd	sooner	think	he	was	gay	than	a	dangerous	group	leader.
-	So	basically	Domenico	is	not	good?
Massimo	laughed	and	couldn't	calm	down	for	a	long	moment.
-	What	is?	Bad?	He	finally	said.	-	Honey,	we're	a	Sicilian	mafia



and	we're	all	bad.	-	He	laughed.	-	If	you	mean	if	it's	dangerous,	then
yes,	my	brother	is	a	very	dangerous	and	unpredictable	man.	Can	be
ruthless	and	firm	and	that	is	why	he	performs	this	and	not	another	function.	In
many	situations
I	entrusted	my	life	to	him,	and	now	I	entrust	yours	too.	I	know	he	always	does
his	thing
tasks	with	the	utmost	dedication	and	absolute	diligence.
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-	And	I	thought	he	was	gay.
Black	laughed	again	and	turned	on	the	light.
-	Honey,	you're	going	through	yourself	today.	I	adore	you,	but	if	I	don't	stop
laugh,	I'll	never	sleep.	He	dropped	into	a	pillow	and	put	his	head	in	his	hands.	-
God,	Domenico	gay,
I	think	he	pretended	to	be	good	to	you.	Yes,	he	loves	fashion	and	knows	about	it,
but
most	Italians	love	her.	What	also	came	to	your	mind?
I	winced	and	pouted	my	bottom	lip.
-	In	Poland,	few	men	know	clothes.	It	means	few	heterophacets.	-
I	rolled	over	and	lay	on	his	chest,	staring	into	black	eyes.	-	Massimo,	but	he
doesn't	do	anything
will	Olga	do?
Black	swallowed	and	gave	me	a	calm,	serious	look,	frowning	slightly
eyebrows.
-	Baby,	he's	dangerous	to	people	who	threaten	the	family.	As	for	women,
as	you	have	seen	in	recent	weeks,	it	rather	treats	you	like	a	treasure	that	you
need
protect	than	enemies	that	must	be	destroyed.	He	stared	at	me,	seeking
understanding.
-	In	the	worst	case,	he	pushes	her	so	that	she	won't	move	tomorrow,	that's
all.	Now	shut	up
eyes	and	sleep.	He	kissed	my	forehead	and	turned	out	the	light.
I	don't	know	how	long	I	slept,	but	I	woke	up	full	of	fear.	I	reached	out	and	felt	it
next	door,	realizing	that	Massimo	is	breathing	calmly.	She	was	still	in	the	room
darkness,	so	I	slipped	out	of	bed	and	put	on	a	bathrobe	lying	on	the
ground;	Black	not	even
He	twitched.	I	was	filled	with	fear	and	excitement,	joy	mixed	with	terror.	After	a
while



I	realized	that	I	was	just	nervous	about	today's	celebration,	and	what	I	feel	is
jitters.	I	grabbed	the	door	handle	and	left	the	bedroom.	I	knew	I	wasn't	going	to
sleep,	that's	why	I	wanted	to
go	out	and	look	at	the	sea	instead	of	fidgeting	in	bed.	Barefoot	and	in	my
dressing	gown,	I	headed	toward
stairs,	and	when	I	started	to	walk	on	them,	I	heard	moans	coming	from	the	upper
deck.
Is	the	party	going	on?	I	thought	and	went	towards	the	voices.	At	some	point
I	froze	and	stepped	around	the	corner,	my	back	against	the	wall.
"I	don't	give	a	fuck,"	I	muttered,	shaking	my	head.
I	leaned	out	the	wall	to	make	sure	I	saw	what	I	thought
I	see.	On	the	table	top	where	we	had	dinner	in	the	evening,	Olga	was	lying	on
her	back
Domenico	standing	opposite	her.	They	were	both	naked,	stoned	and
horny.	Despite
that	the	view	seemed	disgusting	to	me,	shocked	I	couldn't	take	my	eyes	off	them.
Admittedly,	Young	was	in	excellent	shape	and	despite	the	disgust	I	felt
I	knew	that	Olga	would	be	happiest	in	the	world	tomorrow.
At	some	point	someone	covered	my	mouth	with	my	hand.
"Quiet,"	whispered	Massimo,	standing	behind	me	and	lowering	his	hand.	-	You
like	what
do	you	see	laura
At	first	I	was	terrified,	but	hearing	his	whisper	I	immediately	calmed	down
and	embarrassed.	Hiding	behind	the	wall,	I	turned	my	face	to	him.
-	I	...	-	I	stammered	-	...	I	just	wanted	to	look	at	the	sea	...	I	could	not	sleep	...
And	here
such	a	situation.	-	I	spread	my	hands.
"And	you	are	standing	now	watching	them	fuck?"	Do	you	enjoy	it,	Laura?
I	opened	my	eyes	wide	and	when	I	tried	to	catch	my	breath	to	say	something,
Massimo	pressed	me	against	the	wall	and	kissed	me	hard,	not	giving	me	enough
word.	His	hands
they	went	under	my	bathrobe	and	began	to	wander	about	my	naked	body.	From
behind	the	wall	came	more	and	more
louder	screams	and	moans,	and	I	didn't	know	if	the	whole	situation	turned	me	on
or	stressed	out.
At	one	point	I	pushed	him	away.
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-	Don,	fuck!	I	hissed,	walking	toward	the	stairs.
Massimo	laughed	after	me	and	after	a	while	I	lay	in	bed	again.
"I	ordered	you	hot	milk,"	he	said,	placing	the	cup	next	to	me.	-	Little	what's	up
going	on?	Do	you	feel	well,	does	something	hurt?
"I'm	nervous	about	the	wedding,"	I	said,	taking	a	sip.	-	And	now	that.	-	I	raised
my	finger
pointing	to	a	higher	deck.	"Not	enough	reason	to	worry?"
Black	looked	at	me	and	winced	as	if	to	say	something,	but	he	was	still	silent.
-	Massimo	...?	I	asked	hesitantly.	-	What	is?
He	still	didn't	say	anything,	just	brushed	his	hair	with	his	fingers	and	started
towards	me,	and	after	a	while
he	slipped	under	the	covers	and	stuck	his	head	between	my	legs,	flipping	the
lace	of	my	panties.	He	clung
tongue	to	my	pussy	and	he	began	to	caress	her,	but	I	was	so	confused	that	I	did
not	pay
attention	to	what	he	did.
-	Nothing	of	that!	I	called	out.	-	First,	tell	me	what's	going	on!
I	threw	off	my	quilt	and	jerked	a	bit,	then	folding	my	arms	over	my	chest
I	gave	him	an	angry	look.	He	didn't	interrupt	what	he	started,	just	looked	into	my
eyes.
At	one	point,	he	took	my	panties	off	me	and	spread	my	legs	wide	apart.	He
grabbed	my	ankles
and	pulled	vigorously	so	that	I	slid	to	the	center	of	the	mattress.	I	gave	up,	I
wasn't
able	to	be	indifferent	to	the	pleasure	he	gives	me	longer.	I	enjoyed	every	move
his	tongue.
"We'll	have	a	wedding,"	he	mumbled,	taking	his	mouth	a	bit	from	me.
At	first,	I	completely	did	not	understand	the	meaning	of	his	words,	but	after	a
few	seconds
I	got	what	he	was	talking	about.	Furious,	I	tried	to	get	up	the	more,	but	he	caught
me
firmly	behind	his	thighs	and	pushed	back	onto	the	mattress,	caressing	his	tongue
even	harder	and	faster.
When	he	added	his	fingers,	sliding	them	into	both	of	my	holes,	I	almost	went
crazy	and	gave	up	completely
what	he	did.	After	I	arrived,	he	moved	up	and	entered	me,	holding	me	down
hard	on	the	wrists.
"Two	hundred	people,"	he	whispered	as	his	hips	began	to	ripple	slowly.	-	Olga
had	you



tell	you	tomorrow	not	to	worry	about	it.	It	will	be	a	more	business	meeting	than
wedding,	but	must	take	place.
I	didn't	care	what	he	said,	because	it	still	didn't	get	to	me.	His
the	penis	moving	inside	me	definitely	didn't	help	me	focus.
"It	will	be	beautiful,"	Black	continued.	-	Olga	chose	most	things	with	Domenik.
He	says	you'll	be	satisfied.
When	he	finished	his	sentence,	he	froze,	watching	me.	It	didn't	want	to
I	talk	to	him,	and	certainly	not	now,	that's	why	I	gripped	his	buttocks	strongly
and	pulled	towards	me.
-	Good	that	you	agree.	He	smiled,	gently	biting	my	lower	lip.	-
Now	let	me	fuck	you	instead	of	talking.
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CHAPTER	3
When	I	woke	up,	the	sun	was	falling	through	the	blinds	into	the	room.	I	reached
for	it
the	phone	and	when	I	saw	the	time,	I	groaned.	It	was	ten	o'clock.	The	wedding
was	to	take	place
at	four	p.m;	I	thought	I	still	have	a	lot	of	time.	As	usual,	Massimo	was	gone
without	a	trace,
So	I	dressed	in	a	bathrobe	lying	on	the	armchair	and	went	to	the	upper	deck.
Olga	was	sitting	at	the	table	bending	of	food,	looking	for	something	on	the
phone.
I	took	the	chair	next	to	her	and	reached	for	a	cup	of	tea.
"I	think	I'm	puking,"	I	said,	taking	a	sip.
-	Feeling	sick	again,	bottle?
-	A	bit,	especially	when	I	eat	at	the	table	where	you	fucked
last	night.
Olo	burst	out	laughing	and	put	the	phone	down	on	the	counter.
-	Don't	take	a	dip	in	the	jacuzzi,	don't	ride	a	scooter,	or	sit	on	the	couch	in	the
main	one
living	room.
"You	are	impossible,"	I	said,	shaking	my	head.
"Yes,"	she	said	triumphantly.	-	And	you	were	right,	they	have	it	in	their
genes.	Never	before
I	was	so	fucked	up.	I	think	it's	the	air	here	that	gives	them	such	a	fart.	And	this
one
big	dick.	Shock!



-	Okay,	Olo,	because	I	really	vomit.
Suddenly	Domenico	appeared	at	the	table.	He	was	definitely	less	officially
dressed	than	he	was
usually,	he	was	wearing	track	pants	and	a	black	T-shirt.	His	hair	was	casually
falling	on	his	face
he	looked	like	he	had	gotten	out	of	bed	three	minutes	ago.	He	poured	himself
coffee	and	put	on	his	glasses
Sunglasses.
-	At	twelve	o'clock	mat	hairdresser,	then	makeup,	and	at	three	o'clock	I	take	you
from	the	property.
The	dress	is	hanging	ready	in	your	room,	Emi	will	be	at	four-thirty	to	dress	you.
And	the	hangover	will	tear	my	head	up	so	let	me	resuscitate	me.
After	these	words,	he	pulled	out	a	plastic	bag	and	poured	white	powder	on	a
plate,
formed	two	lines	and	pulled.	He	leaned	back	in	his	chair	and,	folding	his	arms
behind	his	head,	said:
-	I	feel	better.
I	sat	looking	at	them	and	wondered	how	it	was	possible	that	they	were	like	each
other
indifferent,	as	if	last	night	did	not	take	place.	She	was	busy	with	the	phone	again
and	he	tried	to	recover.
-	Well,	when	did	you	want	to	tell	me	about	the	wedding?
Olga	rolled	her	eyes	and	spread	her	arms	wide,	looking	for	rescue	from	the
young
Italian,	while	he	was	pointing	his	finger	at	her	as	if	defending	against	her.
-	Olga	was	supposed	to	tell	you.	And	that	she	was	delaying	was	not	my	fault
anymore.
-	And	how	long	have	you	known?	I	attacked	him,	turning	my	face	towards	him.
"From	the	day	you	agreed	to	marry	a	don,	but	..."
I	raised	my	hand,	signaling	him	to	be	silent,	and	buried	my	face	in	my	hands.
"Honey,	you'll	be	pleased,	you'll	see,"	Olo	said,	stroking	me
affectionately	on	the	head.	-	A	fairytale	wedding,	flowers,	pigeons,	lanterns.	It
will	be	like	this
You	wanted.
-	Mhm,	and	gangsters,	weapons,	mafia	and	coke.	Nothing,	perfect	ceremony.
At	that	moment	Domenico	raised	his	plate	toasting	and	drew	another	line.
"Don't	worry,"	he	said,	rubbing	his	nose.	-	There	will	be	everyone	in	the	church,
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only	heads	of	family	and	close	associates	will	appear.	In	addition,	at	the
Madonna	church
Della	Rocca	has	little	space,	so	that	hardly	anyone	will	fit,	you	don't	have
anything	to	stress.
Now	eat	something.
I	looked	at	the	table	and	winced	at	the	sight	of	food.	I	was	so	nervous	that
my	stomach	looked	more	like	a	knot	than	a	bottomless	bucket.
-	Where	is	Massimo?	-	I	asked.
-	See	you	in	church,	he	had	some	things	to	do.	And	so	between	us
saying,	I	think	he's	dying	of	fear.	Domenico	raised	his	eyebrows	merrily	and
appeared	on	his	face
an	ironic	smile.	"He	wasn't	sleeping	since	six	o'clock,	I	know,	because	I	haven't
slept	yet,	so	we	talked."
and	returned	ashore.
After	an	hour,	I	stood	in	my	room,	staring	at	the	dress	case.	Today	I	am	leaving
for
husband,	I	thought.	I	took	the	phone	and	dialed	my	mother's	number.	I	felt	like
crying	because
I	knew	everything	was	wrong.	After	a	few	beeps	in	the	receiver	I	heard	her
voice.
She	asked	me	how	I	was	doing	and	how	I	was	doing	at	work	and	instead	of
telling	her	the	truth,	I	was	lying
as	if	from	musical	notes.	In	fact,	I	only	answered	when	she	asked	me	how
is	getting	along	with	Black.	Great	mom!	I	said.	And	then	she	told	what's	going
on	at	home
and	how	is	my	dad	workaholic.	Actually,	this	conversation	did	not	bring
anything	new,	but	still
I	needed	her	badly.	It	was	almost	twelve	when	we	finished.	I	barely	hung	up
Olga	entered	the	bedroom.
-	Don't	joke	that	you	didn't	even	take	a	shower!	She	called,	eyes	wide.
I	held	the	phone	in	my	hands	and	burst	into	tears,	falling	to	my	knees.
-	Olo,	I	don't	want	...!	-	I	sobbed	down	for	good.	-	My	mother	should	be	here,
Dad
he	was	to	lead	me	to	the	altar	and	my	brother	to	be	a	witness.	Fuck,	it's	all
wrong!	-
I	screamed	and	grabbed	her	legs.	-	Let's	run	away,	Olo!	Let's	take	the	car	and	at
least	some	of	them



We	disappear.
Olo	stood	unmoved	and	raised	her	eyebrows	in	surprise,	looking	disapprovingly
as
I	writhe	on	the	floor.
"Don't	fuck	and	get	up,"	she	said	firmly.	-	You	have	a	panic	attack,	breathe.	And
come	on
you	will	take	a	shower,	because	the	whole	crew	will	be	here	soon.
I	did	not	respond	to	her	orders	and	still	sat	in	her	wild	hysteria.
"Lari,"	she	said	gently,	sitting	down	next	to	her.	-	You	love	him	and	he	love	you,
right?	This
the	wedding	is	inevitable.	Besides,	it's	just	paper,	you	have	to	tick	it	off.	If	you
wake	up	tomorrow,	no
there	will	be	no	difference.	We'll	survive	it	together.	I	would	normally	comfort
you	with	a	meganajeb,	but
in	your	condition	this	is	inadvisable.	Comfort	yourself	with	drinking	for	you.
Despite	her	tender	words,	I	was	still	lying	roaring	again	and	again	that	it	was
right	from	here
I	will	run	away	and	no	one	is	needed	for	that.
-	You're	pissing	me	off,	Laura!	She	called,	grabbing	my	leg.	Then	she	grabbed
mine
ankle	and	began	to	drag	across	the	floor	to	the	bathroom.	I	tried	to	pull	away,	but
she	was	from	me
stronger.	She	pulled	me	into	the	shower	and,	despite	my	clothes,	let	the	cold
water	go.
I	jumped	to	my	feet,	eager	for	murder.
-	Since	you	are	standing,	take	a	wash	and	in	the	meantime	I	will	deal	with	this
non-alcoholic	shit,
maybe	your	mind	can	be	fooled.	She	waved	her	hand	and	left	the	bathroom.
When	I	finished	taking	a	shower,	I	wiped	myself,	wrapped	my	head	around	a
towel	and	put	it	on
dressing-gown.	I	felt	better	now,	all	fears	suddenly	disappeared.	When	I	entered
the	bedroom,	until
I	was	stunned.	My	room	turned	into	a	real	hair	and	beauty	salon.	Two
stands	next	to	each	other,	and	in	front	of	them	mirrors,	lights,	kilograms	of
cosmetics,	hundreds	of	brushes,	several
hair	dryers,	curlers,	and	about	ten	people	who	stood	at	attention	when	I	entered.
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"Come,	sit	down	and	have	a	drink,"	Olo	said,	indicating	a	seat	next	to	her.
It	was	well	past	four	o'clock	when	I	got	up	from	the	chair.	Never	before	so	badly
I	got	tired	of	sitting.	My	fairly	short	hairstyle	turned	into	an	impressive	bun,
intricately
pinched	up	with	a	kilo	of	artificial	hair.	To	make	the	difference	not	so	dramatic,
he	rested
at	the	bottom	of	the	head,	reminiscent	of	a	shapely	ball,	and	the	rest	of	the	hair,
smoothly	combed	back,	revealed
face.	The	hairstyle	was	elegant,	modest	and	stylish.	Perfect	for	the
occasion.	Domenico	brought	me	back
great	make-up	artists,	I	thought.	They	did	a	good	job.	My	eyes	were	tight
underlined,	with	a	predominance	of	brown,	and	delicately	marked	lips	in	powder
pink	color.
I	looked	fresh	and	radiant,	thick	artificial	eyelashes	complemented	the
whole.	My	face	was
perfectly	shaped	with	a	centimeter	layer	of	foundations,	camouflage	and	blush,
making	it
I	didn't	completely	remind	myself,	or	at	least	I	looked	differently	than	I	did	every
day.
However,	I	was	delighted	and	I	couldn't	look	at	myself.	Never	again
I	looked	as	amazing	as	at	the	moment.	Even	stylization	at	the	Venetian	festival
the	film	could	not	compare	with	that.
While	I	was	enjoying	myself	in	the	mirror,	Emi	suddenly	entered	the	room,	and
Olga	burst	into	the	room
she	froze,	pretending	to	be	looking	for	something	on	the	phone.
She	greeted	us	with	a	kiss	on	the	cheek	and	unpacked	the	dress.
"All	right,	girls,	we're	getting	started,"	she	said,	grabbing	the	hanger.
During	the	fight	with	the	zipper,	I	discovered	that	either	the	dress	had	shrunk	or	I
had	put	on	weight.
Together,	however,	we	fastened	what	we	were	to	fasten,	and	Emi	could	take	care
of	the	veil.
A	few	minutes	before	3pm	we	were	ready,	and	I	felt	my	heart	racing,
ahead	of	breath.
Olga	stood	next	to	me	and	squeezed	my	hand.	I	saw	that	she	wanted	to	cry,	but
consciousness
beautiful	makeup	did	not	allow	her	to	tear	frills.
-	I	packed	your	things	for	your	wedding	night.	The	bag	stands	near	the	bathroom
door.	You	have	in	her
cosmetics	and	underwear.



"Put	me	that	pink	pouch	from	the	drawer	next	to	the	bed	there,	please."
Olo	came	over	and	pulled	out	what	I	had	asked	for.
-	Fuck	you	a	vibrator	on	your	wedding	night?	She	burned	amused.	-	Are	you	in
trouble?
I	turned	to	her,	raising	my	eyebrows.
-	Just	none.	I	plan	small	attractions	for	the	wedding.
-	You're	fucked	up	and	perverted.	And	that's	why	we've	been	friends	for	years.	I
forgot
take	lipsticks	from	your	room.	I'll	be	back.
A	few	seconds	after	her	disappearance,	I	heard	a	scream	from	below.
-	You	can't	fucking	bring	it	bad	luck!
I	turned	and	saw	my	delightful	person	standing	a	few	meters	away	from	me
fiance.	When	he	looked	at	me	he	froze	and	I	tried	to	remain	calm.	We	stood
stunned,	looking	at	each	other.	After	a	moment,	Massimo	started	walking	and
walked	over	to
me.
-	I	fucking	have	traditions	and	superstitions!	He	said,	revealing	my	veil.	-	No
I	could	bear	it,	I	had	to	see	you.
Massimo	occasionally	swore	and	rather	only	in	bed	or	when	he	really	got
something
mad.
"I'm	scared,"	I	whispered,	looking	into	his	eyes.
He	grabbed	my	face	in	my	hands	and	kissed	my	lips	gently,	then	stepped	away
from	me
me	and	looked	calmly.
"I'm	with	you,	baby,"	he	said	softly.	"You	are	so	beautiful	...	You	look	like."
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Angel	...	"He	closed	his	eyes	and	leaned	his	forehead	against	mine.	"I	want	to
have	you	all	to	myself	as	soon	as	possible."
I	love	you,	Laura.
I	loved	how	he	said	it.	I	was	overcome	with	indescribable	joy.	This	hard,
inhuman
the	ruthless	man	showed	me	tenderness.	I	wanted	this	moment	to	last	forever
they	didn't	have	to	go	anywhere,	to	see	anyone,	so	that	we	would	be	only	us.
From	below	came	the	voices	of	Domenic	and	Olga,	but	none	of	them	dared	to
enter	us
interrupt.	Black	opened	his	eyes	and	gently	kissed	my	lips	again.



-	It's	time,	Little,	I'll	be	waiting	for	you,	hurry	up.
He	started	toward	the	stairs	and	disappeared	after	a	moment.	When	he	left,	I
looked	at	him
enchanted.	He	was	wearing	a	wonderful	navy	blue	tuxedo,	a	white	shirt,	and	a
bow	tie	in	identical
suit	like	a	jacket.	Delicate	flowers	the	color	of	my	dress	were	pinned	to	her	lapel.
It	looked	like	a	model	alive	taken	from	the	Armani	show.
I	heard	the	footsteps	of	Olga	climbing	the	stairs,	who	after	a	while	stood	next	to
him,
adjusting	my	veil.
-	This	whore	dress	is	some	fucking	devil.	-	Ridiculously	skewing	at
sideways,	she	tried	to	correct	her.	-	Nothing	can	walk	on	it,	and	the	stairs	are
quite
unenforceable.	You're	ready?
I	nodded	and	took	her	hand	tightly.
The	Madonna	Della	Rocca	church	was	located	at	almost	the	highest	point	of
Taormina.
It	was	an	impressive	building	from	the	12th	century,	restored	in	1640,	which	was
picturesque
towering	above	the	city.	A	few	dozen	meters	below	was	a	historic	castle.	Down
below
the	sapphire	sea	glimmered.
I	got	out	of	the	car	and	saw	a	white	carpet	leading	to	the	entrance,	and	next	to	it
intricate	floral	decorations;	the	whole	was	disturbed	only	by	men	in	black	suits
guarding	the	entrance.
The	church	was	one	of	the	city's	attractions,	which	crowds	of	tourists	visited
perseverance	enough	to
climb	the	hundreds	of	stairs	that	lead	to	the	top.
-	I	have	to	go	inside,	I	will	wait	for	you	there.	I	love	you,	"Olo	whispered
strongly
she	hugged	me.
I	stood	confused	at	the	beginning	of	my	carpet	path	and	couldn't	catch	my
breath.
Domenico	came	to	me	and	put	my	hand	under	his	arm.
"I	know	I	shouldn't	be	here,	but	it's	a	great	honor	for	me,	Laura."
I	was	nervously	changing	my	legs	and	nodding	as	if	I	had	orphan	disease.
-	What	are	we	waiting	for?	I	said	impatiently.
Suddenly	there	was	music	around	us	and	an	unusually	beautiful	female	voice
began



sing	Ave	Maria	.
-	For	this.	He	raised	his	eyebrows	and	smiled	slightly.	-	Come.
He	pulled	me	slightly	towards	the	entrance	and	we	started	walking,	and	my
exorbitantly	long
tren	followed	me.	Dozens	stood	on	the	security	guarded	stairs
random	onlookers	who	responded	with	applause.	I	was	nervous
and	calm	at	the	same	time,	happy	and	panicked.	The	closer	it	was	to	the
entrance,	the	harder	it	pounded
heart.	Finally,	we	crossed	the	threshold,	and	the	song	rang	louder,	breaking
through
into	every	part	of	my	body.	People	standing	in	the	church	froze,	but	I	just	looked
one	way.	Beside	the	altar,	facing	me	with	a	radiant	smile,	stood	mine
dazzling	future	husband.	Domenico	led	me	to	him	and	took	a	seat	next	to	Olga.
When	I	approached,	Massimo	took	my	hand,	kissed	it	gently	and	pressed	it
firmly,
when	I	took	him	by	the	arm.	The	priest	began	and	I	tried	to	focus	on	anything
else
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than	don.	He	was	mine	and	we	were	to	seal	it	forever	in	a	few	minutes.
The	ceremony	took	place	very	quickly	and	was	conducted	in	English	for	ease.
Actually,	I	don't	remember	everything	because	I	was	so	nervous	that	I	was	the
worst
I	prayed	for	it	to	end.
After	all,	we	went	to	the	chapel	to	sign	the	documents	and	only	walking	looked
around
in	the	interior.	The	guests	barely	fit	on	the	benches,	and	the	dominant	blackness
rather	suggested	a	funeral
than	a	wedding.	If	anyone	ever	made	me	imagine	a	mafia	wedding	ceremony,
I	would	have	exactly	that	picture	in	my	head.	Men	with	faces	evidently	cheating
on	them
character	looked	at	us	dispassionately,	whispering	something	to	each	other,	and
their	bored,	pimped
the	partners	rolled	their	eyes	impatiently,	glancing	at	their	cells	every	second.
All	the	formalities	took	us	more	time	than	I	expected,	so	that	when
we	left,	I	was	surprised	to	find	out	that	nobody	was	there.
I	stood	in	front	of	the	entrance,	looking	into	the	sea	and	city,	and	tourists
crowded	on



the	stairs	were	trying	to	take	pictures	of	me.	Protection	effectively	prevented
them.	I	don't	care
however,	he	didn't	care.
I	rotated	a	platinum	ring	in	my	fingers	that	matched	the	ring	perfectly
engagement.
-	Uncomfortable,	Mrs.	Torricelli?	Massimo	asked,	embracing	me	around	my
waist.
I	smiled	and	looked	at	him.
-	I	can	not	believe	it.
Black	leaned	over	and	kissed	me	long,	deeply	and	very	passionately.	This	view
aroused	enthusiasm	in	onlookers;	after	a	while	they	began	to	whistle	and	clap,
but	they	were	completely	occupied	with	it
We	ignored.	When	we	finished,	he	took	my	arm	and	led	me	along	the	rug	to
parked	car.	I	waved	to	the	onlookers	and	we	disappeared,	allowing	them	to
explore
church.
I	slipped	inside	hard,	taking	my	place.	Because	of	very	much
narrow	streets	we	didn't	have	a	limousine,	only	a	white,	two-seater	Mercedes
SLS	AMG,
whose	silhouette	was	more	ostentatious	than	all	the	world's	limousines	put
together.
Massimo	sat	behind	the	wheel	and	started	the	engine.
"It's	the	most	difficult	one	now,"	he	said,	moving	off.	-	Laura,	I	want	you	this
one
she	was	polite	once	and	did	not	challenge	any	of	my	decisions	or	what	I	would
do	or	say.
Can	you	do	it	for	me	one	evening?
I	looked	at	him	in	surprise,	having	no	idea	what	he	meant.
-	Are	you	suggesting	I	can't	behave?	I	asked	annoyed.
"I	suggest	you	can't	behave	in	such	company,	and	I	didn't	have	time	to."
teach	you	Honey,	it's	about	the	interests	and	perception	of	the	family,	not	about
us.	Many	of	the	dones	are
orthodox	mafiosi,	they	live	in	a	slightly	different	reality	when	it	comes	to	the
role	of	women.	You	can	completely
unknowingly	offend	them	or	show	me	disrespect,	and	in	this	way	raise	my
authority	-
he	said	reassuringly,	grabbing	my	knee.	-	Plus,	most	of	them	don't	know	it
English,	but	they	are	terribly	perceptive,	so	watch	what	you	do.
"We've	been	married	for	twenty	minutes,	and	you're	already	training	me!"	I



snapped
outraged.
Massimo	sighed	and	slammed	his	hands	on	the	steering	wheel	angrily.
-	I'm	talking	about	it!	He	shouted.	-	I	word	and	you	ten.
I	sat	insulted,	staring	at	the	window	and	wondering	what	he	was	saying.	Already
I	was	fed	up	with	the	party	that	hadn't	started	yet.
-	I	agree	to	the	role	of	the	bracelet,	but	on	one	condition.
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-	Bracelets?	He	grimaced	in	surprise.
-	Yes,	Massimo,	bracelets.	It's	such,	you	know,	an	insignificant	accessory	that
you	wear	without	a	purpose.
Basically,	it	has	no	function	except	that	it	looks	good	and	adorns	the	wrist.	I	will
be	like	that
trinket,	if	later	for	one	day	you	give	me	power.
Black	leaned	on	the	chair	headrest	and	stared	dispassionately.
"If	you	weren't	pregnant,	I'd	stop	and	hit	your	buttocks	a	few	times."
And	then	I	would	do	what	I	once	did	with	your	little	asshole.	He	turned	and
threw	me
angry	look.	-	But	because	of	your	current	state,	I	must	limit	myself	to
negotiations
so	I	will	give	you	an	hour	of	power.
-	Day.	-	I	didn't	give	up.
-	Don't	push	it,	Little.	An	hour	and	night.	I'm	afraid	of	what	you'll	come	up	with
in	the	day.
I	thought	for	a	moment,	devising	a	devilish	plan	in	my	head.
"Good,	Massimo,	an	hour	at	night,	but	you	have	no	right	to	object."
He	knew	that	I	would	use	these	sixty	minutes	to	the	maximum,	and	it	was	clear
that	after
I	don't	want	to	give	it	to	me,	but	it	was	too	late.
"Well,	bracelet,"	he	growled,	"be	polite	today	and	listen	to	her	husband."
After	a	few	minutes	of	driving,	we	stopped	at	a	historic	hotel,	to	which	we	enter
they	blocked	two	SUVs	and	a	dozen	big	men	dressed	in	black	suits.
-	What's	going	on	here?	I	asked,	looking	from	side	to	side.
Massimo	laughed	and	frowned.
-	Our	wedding.
Dazed,	I	felt	my	stomach	rise	to	my	throat:	several	dozen
of	armed	people,	cars	that	look	like	small	tanks	and	all	this	is	me.	I	rested



my	head	against	the	seat	and	closed	my	eyes,	trying	to	even	my	breathing.
"Relax,"	Massimo	said,	grabbing	my	wrist	to	measure	my	heart	rate,
and	glancing	at	his	watch.	-	Your	heart	is	crazy,	Baby,	what's	going	on?	Do	you
want	medicine?
I	shook	my	head	and	turned	my	face	to	him.
-	Don,	what	is	all	this	for?
Black,	still	with	a	serious	face,	stared	at	his	watch,	counting	my	heartbeats.
-	Here	are	the	heads	of	virtually	all	Sicilian	families,	plus	my	contractors
from	the	continent	and	America.	I	assure	you	that	many	people	would	like	to
come	here	and	take	pictures,
let	alone	the	police.	I	thought	you	were	used	to	protection?
I	tried	to	calm	down	after	what	he	said,	but	the	number	of	people	with	guns
frightened	me
me	and	almost	paralyzed	me.	I	had	a	race	of	black	thoughts	in	my	head
with	a	possible	assassination	of	my	life	or	Massima.
"I'm	used	to	it,	but	why	so	many	of	them?"
-	Imagine	that	everyone	comes	with	the	protection	that	accompanies	us	every
day.
And,	of	course,	dozens	of	them	are	made.	He	patted	my	hand.	-	You	are	safe	if
you	go
you	fear	it.	Certainly	not	here	and	not	when	I	am	next	to	you.
He	pressed	my	hand	to	his	mouth,	scrutinizing	my	eyes.
-	Ready?
I	wasn't	ready	or	I	didn't	feel	like	getting	out	of	the	car,	I	was	afraid	and	I	wanted
to
to	cry.	But	I	knew	that	it	would	not	pass	me	and	I	can	not	escape	it,	so	after	a
while
I	nodded	my	head	in	agreement.
Black	came	out	and	opened	the	door,	then	helped	me	out	of	the	car.	We	moved
towards	the	entrance,	and	I	wanted	to	sink	to	the	ground,	or	at	least	lower	the
veil	to	fall
hide	behind	him	and	become	invisible.
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When	we	entered	the	room,	there	was	loud	applause	and	cheers.	Massimo
stopped
and	with	a	straight	face	he	greeted	the	guests	with	his	hand.	He	stood	there
lightly



legs	apart,	one	hand	embracing	me	around	the	waist	and	the	other	with	my	pants
in	my	pocket.
The	service	man	handed	him	the	microphone	and	after	a	while	Massimo	started
a	wonderful	Italian
speech.	It	didn't	bother	me	that	I	didn't	understand	a	word,	because	Black,	full
effortless	nonchalance	made	my	knees	soften.	After	a	few	minutes	he	finished
and	passing	the	microphone,	he	led	me	to	the	end	of	the	room	towards	the	table,
where	I	was	relieved
Olga.
As	soon	as	I	sat	in	my	seat,	Domenico	came	to	me	and	leaned	forward
whispered:
-	Your	non-alcoholic	wine	is	on	the	right,	the	waiter	knows	you	are	the	only
drinker
so	you	can	be	calm.
"I	will	be	calm,	Domenico,	when	I	go	to	bed	and	this	crib	will	end."
Olga	moved	closer	to	me	and	began	undisguised	amusement	in	Polish:
"Do	you	fucking	see	what	I	see,	Lari?"	It's	a	rally	of	mafios	and	prostitutes.	No
I've	even	traced	one	normal	guy.	The	guy	on	the	right	is	probably	two	hundred
years	old,	and	the	ass
which	she's	up	to	her	knees	is	probably	younger	than	us.	-	Olo	grimaced	funny.	-
Even	if
it	is	gross	to	me.	And	this	black	two	tables	away	...
I	loved	Olo,	how	she	was	and	how	easily	she	could	calm	me	down	and	make	me
laugh.
Without	paying	attention	to	anyone,	I	laughed.	And	at	that	Massimo	slowly
turned	his	head
in	my	direction	and	gave	me	a	fixed	look	of	reprimand.	I	smiled
to	him	as	cleverly	as	possible,	and	then	turned	back	to	Olga.
"But	there	is	such	an	ass	at	the	end,"	she	chattered,	"which	looks	like	a	Victoria's
angel."
Secret.	And	you	know,	I	like	it.
With	a	strange	anxiety	I	glanced	at	the	table	she	was	talking	about.	At	the	end	of
the	room
in	a	wonderful	black	lace	dress	sat	a	woman	who	tried	to	take	Massima	away
from	me,
Anna.
-	What	is	this	bitch	doing	here?	I	snapped,	clenching	my	fists.	-	Remember,	Olo,
I	told	you
about	how	Massimo	disappeared	when	we	were	on	Lido?	Olga	nodded.	-	Here	it



is
just	the	fuck	they	almost	killed	him	by.
When	I	let	it	out,	I	felt	a	wave	of	rage	grow	in	my	body.
I	got	up	from	the	chair	and,	lifting	the	intricate	construction	of	the	dress,	started
toward	her.	No
I	wanted	this	bitch	to	be	here	and	not	interested	in	where	she	came	from.	If	I	had
now	a	gun,	I'd	just	shoot	her.	All	days	of	suffering,	every	tear	and	doubt
in	Black's	feelings	were	her	merit.
I	could	feel	the	eyes	of	all	the	guests,	but	I	didn't	care	because	it	was	my	day
and	my	wedding.	As	I	approached	the	table,	eager	for	revenge,	I	felt	like
someone
he	grabs	my	hand	firmly	and	continues,	passing	it.	I	turned	my	head	and	saw
mine
my	husband	who	led	me	to	the	dance	floor.
"Waltz,"	he	whispered	and	nodded	to	the	orchestra	before	applause.
I	didn't	want	to	dance	now,	because	I	was	murdered,	but	Massimo	grabbed	me
like	that
I	didn't	have	a	chance	to	escape.	When	the	first	bars	of	music	sounded,	my	feet
after
they	just	started	dancing.
-	What	are	you	doing?	Black	hissed,	gracefully	swimming	with	me	in	his	arms.
Once	again,	I	put	a	smile	on	my	face	and	improved	my	position.
-	What	am	I	doing?	I	snapped.	"You	better	tell	me	what	this	bitch	is	doing	here?"
The	atmosphere	between	us	was	so	dense	and	so	full	of	aggression	that	it	could
almost	be
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cut	with	a	knife.	Instead	of	a	waltz	we	should	have	been	dancing	pasodoble	or
tango.
-	Laura,	it's	business.	A	truce	between	our	families	is	necessary	for	you	to	be
safe	and	the	family	functioned	smoothly.	I	am	not	happy	to	see	her	either
I	remind	you	that	you	promised	me	something	in	the	car.	-	He	finished	his
sentence	and	bent	me	so	that
I	almost	tapped	my	head	on	the	ground.	A	storm	of	applause	rose,	and	Massimo
in	the	meantime,	for	nothing
heedlessly,	he	gently	brushed	my	lips	around	my	neck	and,	spinning	around,
pulled	me	toward
a.



"I'm	pregnant	and	pissed	off,"	I	drawled.	-	Don't	expect	me	to	be	here
able	to	hold	on	to	emotions.
-	If	you	need	relaxation,	I	will	gladly	give	it	to	you.
"I	need	a	weapon	to	kill	this	carcass."
Massim's	face	beamed	with	a	smile.	He	finished	the	dance	wonderfully	long,
deep	kiss.
"I	knew	you	had	a	Sicilian	temper,"	he	said	proudly.	-	Our	son
will	be	a	great	don.
-	It's	gonna	be	a	girl!	-	I	wandered	for	the	first	time.
After	a	few	bows,	we	headed	towards	our	place,	completely	ignoring	Anna's
eyes.
I	sat	down	next	to	Olga	and	ate	a	glass	of	wine	at	once,	as	if	he	would	help	me
despite	the	lack	of	it
alcohol.
"If	you	want,	I	can	kill	her	one,"	she	said,	playing	with	her	fork.	-	Or	at	least
poke	out	an	eye.
I	laughed	and	stuck	the	knife	in	the	meat	that	the	waiter	gave	me.
-	Cool,	Olo,	I	can	handle	it	myself,	but	not	today.	I	promised	something	to	Black.
I	put	a	piece	of	food	in	my	mouth	and	felt	sick.	I	swallowed
trying	to	control	his	growing	nausea.
-	What's	up,	Lari?	Olo	worried,	grabbing	my	hand.
"I	will	puke,"	I	informed	matter-of-factly	and	got	up.
Massimo	jumped	up	when	I	left,	but	Olga	seated	him	in	a	chair	and	followed	me.
I	hate	being	pregnant,	I	thought,	wiping	my	mouth	and	draining	water.	I	have
enough
vomiting	and	nausea,	besides,	I	thought	it	only	happened	in	the	morning.	I
grabbed	the	door	handle
and	I	left	the	cabin.
Olga	stood	leaning	against	the	wall	and	looked	at	me	amused.
-	Was	there	good	meat?	She	mocked	when	I	washed	my	hands.
-	Wow,	this	is	not	funny.	I	looked	up	and	looked	at	my	reflection;
I	was	pale	and	slightly	blurred.	-	Do	you	have	any	cosmetics?
-	In	my	purse.	Wait,	I	will	bring	it	soon	-	she	said	and	left.
A	large	white	armchair	stood	in	the	corner	of	the	beautiful	marble	bathroom.	I
sat	on	it,	waiting	for
Olo.	After	a	moment	the	door	opened	and	when	I	looked	up	I	saw	Anna.
"But	you	have	stupidity,"	I	growled,	looking	at	her.	She	stood	in	front	of	the
mirror,	completely	me
ignoring.	"You	scare	me	first,	then	you	try	to	kill	my	husband,	and	now	you



force."
invitation	to	our	wedding.	Stop	humiliating	yourself.
I	got	up	from	my	seat	and	headed	toward	her.	She	stood	still,	hammering
an	impassive	look	at	my	reflection.
I	was	calm	and	composed	as	Massimo	wished.	I	kept	the	leftovers
class,	though	deep	down	I	felt	like	banging	her	head	on	the	sink.
-	Do	you	think	you	won?	She	asked.
I	laughed	and	at	the	same	moment	Olga	stood	in	the	doorway.

Page	39
-	I	didn't	win	because	there	was	nobody	with	whom	or	what.	And	you,	I	hope,
have	already	eaten,	so
goodbye.
Olo	opened	the	door	and	gestured	toward	her.
"I'll	see	you	again,"	she	said,	closing	her	purse	and	walking	toward	the	hall.
"Hopefully	at	your	funeral	sooner,	slut!"	I	called,	lifting	myself	up
beard.
She	turned	and	gave	me	an	icy	look,	then	disappeared	into	the	corridor.
When	she	left,	I	sank	into	a	chair	and	buried	my	face	in	my	hands.	Olo	came	to
me
and	patting	me	on	the	back	she	said:
-	Oh,	I	see	you	get	their	gangster	habits.	It's	"the	earliest	on	yours
funeral	”was	good.
-	You	have	to	be	afraid	of	her,	Olo.	I	know	she's	gonna	fuck	something,	you'll
see	-
I	sighed.	-	You	mention	my	words.
At	the	same	moment,	the	bathroom	door	swung	open	and	burst	inside
Domenico	with	the	bodyguard.	We	looked	at	them	with	undisguised	surprise.
-	And	you,	Sicilian,	the	door	is	broken?	Ola	asked,	raising	an	eyebrow.
The	faces	of	both	men	showed	that	they	were	overtaken,	and	apparently	adept	at
what
their	breathing	was	quick.	They	looked	around	nervously	and	found	nothing
interesting,	they	nodded	apologetically	and	left.
I	embraced	my	hands	and	bowed	my	head.
-	Or	maybe,	apart	from	the	transmitters,	I	also	have	a	camera	somewhere
mounted?
I	shook	my	head,	unable	to	believe	the	control	umbrella	he	had	stretched	over
me



Massimo.	I	was	wondering	if	they	came	here	to	save	me	or	her,	and	how	the	hell
did	they	know	that
the	situation	may	require	intervention.	After	a	while,	unable	to	find	a	logical
explanation,
I	stood	next	to	my	friend	and	started	to	improve	my	makeup.	I	wanted	to	look
radiant	again
and	fresh.
I	returned	to	the	room	and	sat	down	next	to	my	husband.
-	Is	everything	okay,	Mała?
"I	don't	think	the	child	tastes	wine	without	alcohol,"	I	said	without	a	relationship.
-	If	you're	feeling	better,	I'd	like	to	introduce	you	to	several	people.	Come.
We	jiggled	between	the	tables,	welcoming	more	sad	men.	We	called	it	that
with	Olga	guys	whose	faces	showed	that	they	were	from	the	mafia.	They	were
betrayed	by	scars,	scars,
and	sometimes	just	a	blank,	cold	look.	In	addition,	it	was	not	difficult	to
recognize	them,	because	almost
one	or	two	people	stood	behind	each	other.	I	was	grateful	and	I	was	sweet	over
measure,	exactly	as	Black	wanted.	However,	they	ostentatiously	showed	how
they	give	me	a	fuck.
I	didn't	like	this	kind	of	ignorance,	I	knew	I	was	smarter	than
seventy	percent	of	them.	I	could	easily	beat	them	with	knowledge	and
familiarity.	With	increasing
I	looked	with	greater	admiration	at	Massim,	who	stood	out	clearly	from	them
even	though
he	was	much	younger	than	most	of	them,	towering	over	them	with	strength	and
intellect.	It	was	obvious	that	him
they	respect,	listen	and	expect	his	attention.
At	some	point	I	felt	someone	grab	my	waist	and	turn	me	around,	kissing	hard
on	the	lips.	I	pushed	the	man	who	dared	to	touch	me	and	swung	to	aim
his	cheek.	When	he	pulled	away,	my	hand	hung	up	and	my	heart	stopped	for	a
moment.
-	Hello,	sister-in-law!	Oh,	you're	really	pretty.	-	A	man	stood	before	me
delusions	reminiscent	of	Massima.	I	backed	up	and	leaned	on	Black's	cage.
-	What	the	fuck	is	going	on	here?	I	groaned	in	horror.
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However,	my	husband's	clone	did	not	disappear.	To	my	despair	he	had	an	almost
identical	face,



physique,	even	their	hair	was	similarly	cut.	Completely	confused,	I	wasn't
able	to	utter	words.
"Laura,	meet	me,	this	is	my	brother	Adriano,"	Massimo	said.
The	man	stretched	out	his	hand	to	me,	and	I	stepped	back,	pressing	my	back
even	harder
in	husband.
-	A	twin.	Oh	fuck	...	I	whispered.
Adriano	burst	out	laughing	and	took	my	hand,	kissing	gently.
-	You	can't	hide.
I	turned	towards	Black	and	watched	his	face	in	horror,
comparing	her	with	Adrian's	face.	They	were	almost	indistinguishable.	And
when	that	one	spoke	up,
even	the	sound	of	their	voices	sounded	identical.
"I	feel	weak,"	I	said,	shivering	slightly.
Don	spoke	two	sentences	to	his	brother	in	Italian	and	led	me	towards	the	door
at	the	end	of	the	room.	We	went	through	it	to	a	room	with	a	balcony	that
it	was	a	bit	like	an	office.	There	were	bookshelves,	an	old	oak	desk	and	a	large
sofa.
I	fell	on	the	soft	pillows	and	he	knelt	in	front	of	me.
"It's	scary,"	I	snapped.	-	This	is	fucking	horrifying,	Massimo.	When
were	you	going	to	tell	me	you	have	a	twin	brother?
Black	winced	and	brushed	his	hair	with	his	hand.
-	I	didn't	think	he	was	coming.	He	has	not	been	to	Sicily	for	a	long	time,	he	lives
in	England.
-	You	did	not	answer	my	question.	I	married	you	and	I	am	your	wife,	to
damn	it!	I	shouted,	getting	up	from	my	seat.	-	I	will	give	you	a	child,	and	you
even	in	such	a	one
can't	afford	honesty?
There	was	a	sound	of	the	door	closing	in	the	room.
-	Baby?	-	I	heard	a	familiar	voice.	-	My	brother	will	be	a	father.	Bravo!
Smiling	calmly,	Adriano	walked	towards	us	from	the	door.	I	felt	weak	again
his	sight	-	he	looked	like	Black	and	moved	like	Black,	gliding	firmly	and
imperiously
in	our	direction.	He	came	to	his	brother	who	had	managed	to	get	up	from	his
knees	and	kissed	his	head.
"So,	Massimo,	everything	you	wanted	happened,"	he	said,	pouring	himself
amber	liquid	standing	on	the	table	by	the	sofa.	-	You	got	her	and	begot	a	child.
Father	rolls	in	his	grave.
Black	turned	to	him	and	spat	out	words	that	he	didn't



I	understood.
"Little	brother,	as	far	as	I	know,	Laura	doesn't	know	Italian,"	Adriano	said.	-	So
let's	make	her	comfortable	and	speak	English.
Massimo	was	seething	with	anger,	his	jaw	tightening	rhythmically.
-	See,	dear	sister-in-law,	marriage	is	not	well	seen	in	our	culture
with	someone	outside	Sicily.	Father	had	other	plans	for	his	favorite.
-	Enough!	Shouted	Black,	facing	his	brother.	-	Respect	my	wife	and	this	day.
Adriano	raised	his	hands	in	surrender	and	stepped	back	towards	the	door	and
gave	me
angel	smile.
"I'm	sorry,	don,"	he	replied	ironically,	bowing	his	head	ostentatiously.	-	Up	to
see	you	Lauro.	-	He	said	goodbye	and	left.
When	he	disappeared,	I	went	out	onto	the	terrace	and	put	my	hands	on	the
railing.	After	a	while	he	grew	up	next	to	me
enraged	Massimo.
-	When	we	were	little,	Adriano	told	himself	that	my	father	was	favoring	me.	He
started	with	me
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compete	for	him.	The	difference	between	us	was	that	I	didn't	want	to	be
head	of	the	family	and	he	does.	It	was	a	priority	for	him.	However,	after	my
father's	death
I	have	been	chosen	as	a	don,	and	he	cannot	forgive	me.	Mario,	my	consigliere	,
was	also
with	my	father's	right	hand	and	he	decided	that	I	should	lead	the	family.	That's
when	Adriano	left
an	island,	announcing	that	he	would	never	come	back	here	again.	He	was	away
for	many	years,	which	is	why	I	considered	him
pointlessly	telling	you	about	him.
"So	what's	he	doing	here?"	-	I	was	surprised.
-	That's	what	I	want	to	know.
I	decided	that	there	was	no	point	in	living	on	it	today	or	continuing	this
conversation	any	longer.
"Let's	go	to	the	guests,"	I	said,	grabbing	his	hand.
Black	raised	my	hand	and	kissed	me	gently,	leading	me	toward	the	exit.
When	I	sat	down	at	the	table,	Massimo	leaned	forward,	brushing	my	ear	with	his
lips.
-	I	need	to	meet	some	people	now.	I	leave	you	with	Olga	if	something	happened



cannon,	let	Domenic	know.
After	these	words	he	moved	away,	and	several	men,	rising	from	the	tables,
followed	him.
I	was	anxious	again.	I	thought	of	Adrian,	Massim,	child,	Anna	who	was	shining
among	guests.	A	friend's	voice	snapped	me	out	of	the	senseless	race	of	thoughts.
"I	wanted	to	buzz,	so	I	took	Domenica	upstairs,"	Olo	said,	sitting	down
next	to.	-	And	we	took	two,	maybe	three	lines	of	coke,	but	Italians	probably	mix
it	with	something,	because
when	I	came	back,	I	had	a	deception	of	the	century.	I	thought	I	saw	Massim,	and
in	a	moment	I	came	by
on	him.	It	wouldn't	be	surprising,	but	he	was	wearing	a	suit,	and	a	few	seconds
earlier	-
navy	tuxedo.	She	leaned	back	in	her	chair	and	took	a	sip	of	wine.	-	I	don't	want
to	anymore
more	drugs.
"It	wasn't	a	hitch,"	I	murmured	grimly.	-	There	are	two	of	them.
Olo	winced	and	leaned	toward	me	as	if	she	hadn't	heard.
-	What	is?
"They	are	twins,"	I	explained,	staring	at	Adrian	approaching	us.
-	The	one	who	goes	is	not	Massimo,	but	his	brother.
Olga	did	not	hide	her	shock	and	stared	at	the	handsome	Italian	with	her	mouth
open.
"But	driving	..."	she	said.
-	Laura,	who	is	your	lovely	companion	with	a	silly	face?	He	asked,	sitting	down
to	us	and	reaching	out	to	Olga.	-	If	all	Polish	women	are	as	beautiful	as	you,	I
guess
I	chose	the	wrong	country	to	emigrate.
"You	fucking	make	balls	of	me,"	Olo	muttered	in	Polish,	shaking	her	hand.
Finished	with	the	whole	situation,	I	leaned	back	in	my	chair,	watching	Adriano
stroking	her	hand
with	clear	satisfaction.
-	Unfortunately	not.	And	I	hope	you	don't	think	about	what	I	think	you	are
thinking.
"But	driving,"	Olo	repeated,	stroking	his	face.	-	They're	fucking	identical.
Adriano	was	amused	by	her	reaction,	and	although	he	didn't	understand	a	word,
he	knew	perfectly	well
what	are	we	talking	about.
-	Laura,	this	is	a	more	serious	matter	...	He	is	real	...
-	Fuck,	of	course	it	is.	I	tell	you,	they're	twins.



Confused	Olga	pulled	away	from	him	and	straightened,	observing	him
researchingly.
-	Can	I	freak	him?	She	asked	with	disarming	honesty,	still	smiling.
I	didn't	believe	what	I	heard,	although	I	wasn't	surprised	at	all	that	she	wanted
him
fly.	I	got	up	and	grabbed	the	edge	of	the	dress,	lifting	it	up.	I	had
enough.
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-	I'm	going	crazy	in	a	moment,	I	swear.	I	have	to	reset	myself	-	I	said,	walking
towards
output.
I	went	through	the	door	and	turned	right,	then	I	looked	around	and	saw	the	little
one
gate.	Turning	toward	her,	I	passed	her	and	entered	the	garden	with	a	stunning
view
sea.	It	was	evening	and	the	sun	shone	on	Sicily	with	a	barely	visible	glow.	I	sat
on
bench,	craving	for	loneliness,	and	I	was	wondering	how	many	things	I	don't
know	yet	and	how	much
they	will	surprise	or	hurt	me	when	it	is	revealed.	I	wanted	to	call	my	mother,	and
above	all
I	dreamed	about	being	here	with	me.	She	would	protect	me	from	all	these	people
and	the	whole	world.	Tears	came	to	my	eyes,	thinking	about	how	my	parents
would	survive	information	about	mine
getting	married,	she	was	killing	me.	I	sat	there,	looking	straight	ahead	with
unseeing	eyes,	until
it	got	completely	dark	and	small	lanterns	lit	up	in	the	garden.	I	remembered	the
evening
into	which	I	was	kidnapped.	God,	I	thought,	it	was	not	so	long	ago,	and	so	much
for
this	time	has	changed.
"You'll	catch	a	cold,"	Domenico	said,	covering	me	with	his	jacket	and	sitting
next	to	me.	-
What's	happening?
I	sighed,	turning	my	head	towards	him.
-	Why	didn't	you	tell	me	he	had	a	brother?	And	this	twin	in	addition.
But	Domenico	just	shrugged	and	pulled	a	white	package	out	of	his	pocket.



He	dumped	a	little	of	its	contents	onto	his	hand	and	pulled	one	first,	and	then	the
other	through	the	hole.
-	I	told	you	before	-	there	are	things	that	you	have	to	talk	about	and	I	...
Let	me	not	interfere.	He	stood	up	and	licked	the	top	of	his	hand	with	the	leftover
drugs.	-	Massimo
he	told	me	to	look	for	you	and	bring	you	to	him.
I	looked	in	disgust	at	what	he	was	doing,	not	hiding	my	feelings	for	what	he	was
doing
I	see.
"You're	moving	my	friend,"	I	said,	getting	up.	-	And	I	won't	interfere	either,
but	I	will	not	let	her	get	into	an	alley	from	which	there	is	no	way	out.
Domenico	stood	with	his	head	down	and	rummaged	in	the	ground	with	his	shoe.
"I	didn't	plan	what	happened,"	he	muttered.	-	But	I	can't	help	it
like	it.
I	snorted	and	patted	him	on	the	back.
-	Not	just	you,	but	I'm	not	talking	about	sex,	it's	cocaine.	Be	careful	with	it
because	it	is	easy
is	tempted.
Domenico	led	me	through	the	corridors,	all	the	way	to	the	top	where	it	wasn't
party.	He	stood	in	front	of	the	double-sided	door	and	pushed	both	sides.	Heavy
the	wooden	gates	opened	and	a	large,	almost	round	table	and	sitting	appeared
at	its	peak	Massimo.	The	fun	inside	did	not	stop	when	I	crossed	the	threshold,
only
Black	looked	up	and	gave	me	a	cold,	dead	look.	I	looked	around.	several
men	were	seized	by	a	pair	of	half-naked	young	women,	and	the	rest	drew	white
powder	from	the	table.
I	passed	everyone	slowly,	proudly	and	classily,	walking	towards	my	husband.	A
train	followed	me
making	me	even	more	haughty	than	I	was	in	reality.	I	went	around	everyone
and	I	stood	behind	Massim	with	my	hands	on	his	shoulders.	My	man
straightened	up
and	grabbed	my	finger	on	which	the	wedding	ring	rested.
"Signora	Torricelli,"	one	of	the	guests	said	to	me.	-	Will	you	join	me?
He	pointed	at	the	table,	almost	divided	as	stripes	on	the	road.	I	thought	for	a
moment
over	the	answer,	choosing	the	only	right	one.
-	Don	Massimo	prohibits	me	from	this	kind	of	entertainment,	and	I	respect	my
husband's	opinion.
The	hand	that	Black	held	my	hand	closed.	I	knew	the	answer	to	which
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I	gave	it	was	correct.
-	But	I	hope	you	have	fun,	gentlemen.	I	nodded	and	smiled
charming.
The	security	man	set	a	chair	for	me	and	sat	down	next	to	the	don,	watching
dispassionately
environment.	But	these	were	appearances,	because	inside	I	was	shaking	at	the
sight	of	everything	that	was	happening
in	the	room.	Oblivious	old	men	grasping	women,	drugging	and	discussing	things
about	which	they	are	talking	about
I	had	no	idea.	Why	the	hell	did	he	want	me	to	be	here?	This	thought	stubbornly
tormented	me.	Maybe
in	this	way	he	wanted	to	show	them	my	loyalty	to	him	or	to	familiarize	me	with
it
the	world?	It	had	nothing	to	do	with	what	I	saw	in	Godfather	;	there	they	applied
rules,	some	code	or	just	a	class.	And	none	of	these	things	were	here.
After	a	few	minutes,	the	waiter	brought	me	wine,	Massimo	waved	him	in	and
asked	for	something
so	that	I	did	not	hear,	then	he	nodded,	letting	me	drink.	At	the	moment,	really
I	felt	like	a	bracelet,	unnecessary	and	only	to	decorate.
"I'd	like	to	leave,"	I	whispered	to	Massim	in	his	ear.	-	I'm	tired,	this	one
the	view	makes	me	want	to	vomit.
I	took	my	lips	away	from	his	head	and	brought	another	forced	smile	to	my	face.
Black	swallowed	and	signaled	the	consigliere	behind	him	.	He	pulled	out	the
phone	and	after
Domenico	returned	to	the	hall.	When	I	got	up	with	the	intention	of	saying
goodbye,	I	heard
familiar	voice:
-	Late	but	sincere	wishes.	Happy	birthday	my	love.
I	turned	and	saw	Monika	and	Karol,	who	were	greeting	each	other	and	walked
in	my	direction.	I	kissed	them	both,	sincerely	enjoying	their	arrival.
-	Don	didn't	tell	me	you	would	be.
Monika	looked	at	me	and	hugged	me	once	more.
"You	look	flourishing,	Laura,	pregnancy	serves	you,"	she	said	in	her	native
language,
winking	at	me.
I	had	no	idea	how	he	knew,	but	I	enjoyed	the	fact	that	Massimo	was	not	before
everyone



he	kept	it	secret.	She	grabbed	my	hand	and	pulled	me	toward	the	exit.
"This	is	not	a	place	for	you,"	she	said,	leading	me	out	of	the	room.
When	we	were	standing	in	the	corridor,	Domenico	came	to	us	and	handed	me
the	room	key.
-	Your	apartment	is	at	the	end.	He	pointed	his	finger	at	the	door	in	the	distance.	-
Bag
with	things	is	in	the	living	room	next	to	the	table	where	I	ordered	to	put	your
wine,	and	if	you	want	to	eat
say	something	specific	and	I'll	order	it.
I	patted	his	back	and	kissed	his	cheek	gratefully,	then	grabbed	him
Monika's	hand,	I	headed	towards	the	room.
-	Please,	Olga,	where	I	am!	I	shouted	at	him	as	he	disappeared.
When	we	entered	the	room,	I	took	off	my	shoes	and	kicked	them	against	the
wall.	Monika	took	to
hand	a	bottle	of	wine,	opened	it	and	poured	it	into	glasses.
"It's	non-alcoholic,"	I	said,	shrugging	my	shoulders.
She	looked	at	me	in	surprise	and	took	a	sip.
-	Not	bad,	but	I	prefer	interest.	I	will	call	and	bring	them	something	for	me.
Twenty	minutes	later	Olo,	already	lightly	joined,	joined	us	and	we	started	in
three
discuss	the	vanities	of	this	world.	Karol's	wife	told	us	about	how	it	is	through	so
much
years	to	live	in	this	world	that	is	allowed	and	absolutely	should	not	be
done.	What	are	the	habits	during
events	like	this	and	how	much	my	thinking	about	a	woman's	significance	must
change
in	the	family.	Of	course,	Olga	was	arguing	with	all	this	more	than	she	should
have,	but	she	finally	did
she	gave	up	accepting	the	situation.	It's	been	over	two	hours	and	we	were	still
sitting	on
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rug	in	conversation.
At	one	point,	the	door	of	the	room	opened	and	Massimo	stood	there.	He	was
without
jacket	and	shirt	unbuttoned	at	the	neck.	Illuminated	only	by	the	pale	glow	of	the
candles	that
we	set	in	the	room,	it	looked	magical.



-	May	I	apologize	for	a	moment?	He	asked,	pointing	down	the	hall.
Both	slightly	confused	rose	and	wincing	behind	him,	lowered
room.
Black	closed	behind	them	when	they	left	and	slowly	came	up	to	me	and	sat
down
opposite.	He	reached	out	and	touched	my	lips	with	his	fingers,	then	slid	them	to
my	cheek
and	slid	until	they	touched	the	lace	of	my	dress.	I	watched	his	face	as	his	hand
wandered	over
my	body.
-	Adriana,	what	the	hell	are	you	doing?	I	said	furiously,	stepping	away	from
him	until	my	back	touched	the	wall.
-	How	did	you	know	it	was	me?
-	Your	brother	has	a	different	expression	on	his	face	when	he	touches	me.
"Oh,	yes,	I	forgot	that	he	is	passionate	about	lace	innocence."	But	at	the
beginning	it's	not	bad	for	me
went.
I	heard	the	sound	of	the	door	closing	and	when	I	looked	toward	the	entrance	I
knew	that
my	husband	entered	the	room.	He	turned	on	the	light,	and	when	he	saw	the
whole	situation,	he	turned	to	stone.	After	a	while	its
his	eyes	burned	with	anger.	He	looked	alternately	at	me	and	Adrian,	his	fists
clenched.
I	got	up	and	stood,	folding	my	arms.
"Gentlemen,	I	have	a	request	for	you,"	I	choked	out	as	calmly	as	I	could.	-	stop	it
play	with	me	under	the	title,	do	I	recognize	a	twin,	because	I	see	a	clear
difference	between
you	only	when	you	stand	next	to	each	other.	I	can't	help	it,	I'm	not	as	smart	as	I
am
should.
Angry,	I	headed	for	the	door	and	was	about	to	grab	the	door	handle	when
Massim's	hands
they	grabbed	my	waist	and	held	me	in	place.
"Stay,"	he	said,	releasing	me	after	a	moment.	-	Adriana,	I	want	to	talk	to	you
in	the	morning	and	now	let	me	take	care	of	my	wife.
The	handsome	maple	headed	toward	the	exit,	but	before	he	left	the	room,	he
kissed	my	forehead.
I	stared	at	Massima,	thinking	about	what	to	do	and	distinguish	them.
Black	walked	over	to	the	table	and	poured	into	the	glass	liquid	from	the	carafe



standing	on	the	table,	took	a	sip
and	took	off	his	jacket.
-	I	think	that	over	time	you	will	start	to	see	the	difference	not	only	when	we	are
together.
-	Fuck,	Massimo,	and	if	I	make	a	mistake?	Your	brother	obviously	counts	on	it
and	checks	to	what	extent
I	know	you
He	took	another	sip	and	stared	at	me.
"It's	very	his	style,"	he	nodded,	"but	I	don't	think	he	goes	any	further	than	him."
slow.	I	will	comfort	you	that	not	only	you	have	a	problem	with	it.	The	only
person	who	can	easily	get	us
she	distinguished	her	ex-mother.	Yes,	when	we	stand	next	to	each	other,	it	is
simpler,	but	with	time
you'll	notice	that	we	are	different.
-	I'm	afraid	I'd	only	be	100%	sure	naked.	I	know	every	scar	on
your	body.
Saying	this,	I	approached	him.	I	stroked	his	chest	and	slid	my	hands	up	to	the	fly
waiting	for	a	reaction,	but	I	miscalculated.	Irritated,	I	gripped	his	crotch	harder,
but
he	just	bit	his	lip	and	still	stood	with	a	stony	face,	staring	at	me	deadly.	From	one
on	the	other	hand,	his	reaction	was	extremely	annoying,	but	on	the	other	I	knew
it	was	appearances,	and	he
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provokes	me	to	take	up	the	challenge.
Okay,	if	so,	I	thought.	I	took	the	glass	from	his	hand	and	set	it	down	on	the	table.
Resting	my	hand	on	his	torso,	I	gently	pushed	him	back	until	he	leaned	back
against	the	wall.
I	knelt	in	front	of	him	and	without	taking	my	eyes	off	his	eyes,	I	began	to	unzip
the	fly.
"Was	I	polite	today,	don	Massimo?"
"Yes,"	he	replied,	his	expression	beginning	to	change	from	freezing	to	burning
Desire.
"So	I	deserve	my	reward?"
With	a	slight	amusement	he	nodded,	stroking	my	cheeks.
I	pulled	up	the	cuff	of	his	shirt	and	looked	at	my	watch.	It	was	half	past	two.
"So	it's	time	to	start,	you'll	be	free	at	half	past	three,"	I	whispered	in	one	move
taking	off	pants	unbuttoned	before.



The	smile	disappeared	from	his	face,	and	he	was	replaced	by	curiosity	and	a
kind	of	horror,
which	he	tried	to	mask.
-	We	have	to	get	up	early	tomorrow,	we	are	leaving.	You're	sure	you	want	to
enforce	now
contract?
I	laughed	ominously	and	took	off	my	boxer	shorts,	and	his	beautiful	cock	hung
straight	in	front	of	me
my	lips.	I	licked	my	nose	and	nudged	him.
"I've	never	been	more	certain	in	my	life."	I	would	only	like	to	establish	some
rules	before	we	start	...	-	I	broke	off,	kissing	his	growing	manhood.	-	I	can	for	an
hour
do	everything	i	want?	If	it	doesn't	threaten	my	or	your	life,	yes?
He	stood	slightly	bemused	at	what	I	was	doing	and	watched	me	from	behind
half-closed	eyes.
"Should	I	be	afraid,	Laura?"
-	You	can	if	you	want	to.	So	yes	or	no?
-	Do	whatever	you	fancy,	but	remember	that	this	hour	will	end	after
sixty	minutes,	and	the	consequences	of	the	act	will	remain.
I	smiled	at	these	words	and	began	to	suck	his	hard	hard,	brutally
dick.	I	had	no	intention	of	giving	him	a	cane,	so	when	after	a	few	minutes	I	felt
he	was	in	favor
okay,	i	stopped	sucking	him.
I	got	up	from	my	knees	and	stood	in	front	of	me.	I	caught	his	face	in	both	hands
and	stuck	his	tongue	right	in	his	throat,	biting	his	lips	every	now	and
then.	Black's	hands
they	went	to	my	buttocks,	but	with	one	blow	I	threw	them	so	inertly	again
pendent.
"Don't	touch	me,"	I	growled,	returning	to	the	kiss.	-	Unless	I	tell	you	to.
I	knew	that	for	him	the	greatest	punishment	would	be	powerlessness	and
adjustment	to
a	situation	where	it	doesn't	affect	anything.	I	slowly	untied	his	bow	tie	and
unbuttoned	my	shirt,	after
and	I	slid	her	off	my	shoulders	so	that	she	fell	to	the	floor.	He	stood	before	me
naked	and	abandoned
hands	and	eyes	burning	with	lust.	I	grabbed	his	hand	and	led	him	toward
antique	armchair.
"Move	it	and	place	it	in	front	of	the	table,"	I	said,	pointing	with	my	finger	to	the
place



in	which	he	was	to	be	found.	-	Then	sit	down.
When	he	set	up	his	stands,	I	went	to	the	bag	Olo	had	packed	for	me,
and	pulled	out	a	pink	sachet	from	it.	I	returned	to	Massim	and	set	mine	on	the
table
a	rubber	friend.
"Unbutton	my	dress,"	I	ordered,	with	my	back	to	him.	-	How	much	I	am
you	want	it	I	asked	as	he	slid	the	material	off	me,	revealing	the	lace	underwear.
"Very	much,"	he	whispered.
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When	my	creation	was	already	on	the	floor,	I	turned	around	and	took	it	off
quickly
first	one	and	then	the	other	stocking.	I	knelt	in	front	of	him	and	started	sucking
him	again
member.	I	felt	it	swell	more	and	more	with	each	movement,	and	its	taste
becomes
intense	and	clear.	I	took	it	out	of	my	mouth	and	reached	for	the	thin	material	that
I	removed	from	my	own
legs.	I	wrapped	it	around	his	wrist	and	then	the	other,	tying	a	strong	knot	at	the
end.
Then	I	got	up	and	sat	on	the	table	looking	at	him.	He	was	seemingly	calm	but
I	knew	it	was	all	cooked	inside.
-	Watch	time	-	I	commanded,	pointing	at	my	watch	and	throwing	a	pillow	from
the	couch	on	the	table,
which	stood	next	to	it.
I	took	off	my	panties	and	spread	my	legs	out	in	front	of	him.	I	took	Pink
and	pressed	the	button,	and	the	rubber	friend	started	vibrating	and	turning.	I	put
my	feet	on	the	counter
and	put	my	back	on	a	wooden	surface,	resting	my	head	on	the	pillow.	Thanks	to
that
I	could	see	his	expression	perfectly.	Massimo	was	burning,	his	jaws	rhythmically
moving
clenching.
"When	you	untie	me,	I'll	take	revenge,"	he	hissed.
I	completely	ignored	his	threat	and	put	my	trident	in,	without	missing	any
from	holes.	I	knew	my	body	and	knew	that	it	would	not	take	me	too	long	to
satisfy	myself.
I	put	him	in	firmly	and	brutally,	moaning	and	curling	under	his	touch.	Black	no



he	took	his	eyes	off	me,	almost	a	few	words	every	now	and	then	in	Italian.
The	first	orgasm	came	after	a	dozen	or	so	seconds,	followed	by	another	and	next
one.	Loud
I	screamed,	pushing	my	feet	away	from	the	counter,	until	I	felt	the	tension	leave
my	body.
I	lay	motionless	for	a	moment,	then	took	it	out	and	sat	down,	hanging	my	legs.
Looking	into	Massim's	eyes,	I	vulgarly	licked	the	remnants	of	my	juice	left	on
vibrator	and	put	it	on	the	table.
-	Untie	me.
I	went	down	and,	leaning	a	bit,	looked	at	the	hour.
"In	thirty-two	minutes,	honey."
-	Right	now,	Laura!
I	looked	at	him	with	a	mocking	smile	and	snorted,	ignoring	his	anger.
Massimo	jerked	his	hand	until	one	of	the	armrests	to	which	he	was	attached
loudly
she	creaked,	suggesting	that	she	would	break	in	a	moment.
His	violent	reaction	scared	me,	so	I	did	what	he	ordered.	When	both	his
his	hands	were	free,	he	vigorously	lifted	himself	up	and	grabbed	my	neck,
putting	me	back	on
countertop.
"Don't	tease	me	again,"	he	said	and	stepped	deeply	into	my	wet	center.
He	slid	me	to	the	edge	and	spread	my	legs	wide	apart,	then	grabbed	my	hips
and	he	started	to	fuck.	I	saw	how	angry	he	was	and	excited	me.	I	raised	my	hand
and	hit
him	in	the	face	and	then	another	orgasm	flooded	my	body.	I	arched	my	hands
in	wood.
-	Harder!	I	shouted,	coming	up.
After	a	few	seconds	I	felt	his	body	sweat	and	he	peaks	with	me
shouting	loudly.	He	fell	between	my	breasts;	his	lips	gently	rubbed	his	nipples
and	hard	penis
still	pulsating	inside.
I	tried	to	calmly	gasp	to	calm	my	breath.
"If	you	think	it's	over,	you're	wrong,"	he	whispered	and	bit	my	wart	hard.
I	groaned	in	pain	and	pushed	his	head	away.	He	grabbed	my	wrists	and	pressed
them	against	the	table.
He	hung	over	me,	piercing	his	eyes	full	of	insanity.	I	wasn't	scared,	I	liked	him
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to	provoke	because	I	knew	he	wouldn't	hurt	me.
-	I'm	done,	so	don't	count	on	me	coming	again.	-	I	smiled
ironically.	But	when	I	said	that	sentence	and	saw	the	reaction	of	his	eyes,	I	knew
that
I	have	made	a	mistake.
He	pulled	me	off	the	table	in	one	move,	turned	me	over,	and	put	my	belly	on	wet
sweat
wood.	He	grabbed	both	my	wrists	and	held	it	with	one	hand	on	my	back	so	that	I
could	not
to	move.
A	sticky	white	liquid	slowly	ran	down	my	thighs	and	lazily	rubbed	my	clitoris.
She	was	swollen	and	very	sensitive;	his	every	touch	was	so	intense	that	after	a
while
I	wanted	to	do	more.	I	relaxed	my	body	and	stopped	freezing,	but	he	didn't
release	his	grip.
He	bent	down	and	picked	up	the	stocking	he	had	previously	tied	up.	He	wrapped
her	around	my	arms	and	when
he	finished,	knelt	behind	me	and	parting	my	buttocks,	licking	my	other	hole.
"I	don't	want	to,"	I	whispered	with	my	face	on	the	table,	trying	to	free	myself,
though	of	course
it	was	only	a	game	encouraging	him	to	take	me	anal.
"Trust	me,	Baby,"	he	said	without	interrupting.
When	he	got	up,	he	picked	up	Pink	and	pressed	the	button,	and	I	heard	a	friend
vibration	sound.	He	put	it	slowly	into	my	wet	pussy,	playing	with	it	from	time	to
time,
and	at	the	same	time	fingered	my	ass,	preparing	it	for	his	fat	cock.	With
everyone
for	a	moment	I	was	more	and	more	eager	to	finally	put	him	in	me.
When	his	thumb	finally	entered	my	back	door,	I	groaned	and	set	my	feet	apart
his	legs,	giving	him	the	silent	permission	to	do	what	he	wanted	to	do.	Massimo
knew	my	body	perfectly
and	his	reactions,	he	knew	how	much	he	could	afford	me	and	when	I	wanted
something	and	when
no.	He	took	out	his	finger	and	gave	me	a	gentle	but	firm	motion.
I	cursed	loudly,	surprised	by	the	intensity	of	the	experience	he	was	giving
me.	Never
I	haven't	done	anything	like	this	yet.	It	wasn't	painful,	it	was	amazing	and	deep
exciting,	mentally	and	physically.	After	a	few	moments	of	sensitive	movements,
Massim's	hips	gained



momentum	and	I	regretted	not	seeing	his	face.
"I	love	your	little	tight	asshole,"	he	panted.	-	And	I	love	when	you	behave
with	me	like	a	whore.
I	was	excited	when	he	was	vulgar.	He	only	did	it	in	bed,	only	then	did	he	allow
himself
unleashing	emotions.	When	I	felt	that	I	was	coming,	my	whole	body	started	to
tense,
and	the	gnash	of	teeth	only	confirmed	the	condition	I	was	heading	for.	Black
swift	movement
he	pulled	the	vibrator	out	of	me,	and	his	hand	began	to	vigorously	spin	the
wheels	on	the	clitoris.
I	climbed	so	hard	that	after	a	while	I	felt	weak	and	was	afraid	that	I	would	lose
consciousness.
-	Where	are	we	going?	I	asked	half-dead,	cuddled	under	his	arm	in	a	huge	one
a	bed	full	of	pillows.
Black	played	with	my	hair,	kissing	my	head	from	time	to	time.
-	How	is	it	that	once	you	have	short	hair	and	once	long?	I	do	not	understand	why
women	do
they	do	it.
I	grabbed	his	hand	and	looked	up	to	see	him.
-	Don't	change	the	subject,	Massimo.
He	laughed	and	kissed	my	nose,	twisting	so	that	he	now	covered	me	with	his
whole	body.
-	I	can	fuck	with	you	all	the	time,	you	turn	me	on	so	badly,	Little.
Annoyed	by	the	lack	of	response,	I	tried	to	throw	him	off,	but	he	was	too	heavy.
Resigned,	I	stopped	jerking	and	sighed	loudly,	pumping	my	lower	lip.
"For	now,	I	feel	absolutely	satisfied,"	I	said.	-	After	what	you	did	to	me
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table,	and	then	in	the	bathroom	and	on	the	terrace,	I	have	enough	until	the	end	of
pregnancy.
Laughing,	he	set	me	free,	putting	me	back	on	my	back.	I	loved	when	he	was
joyful
I	rarely	saw	him	behave	like	that,	and	with	third	parties	I	never	could
allowed.	On	the	other	hand,	I	loved	his	restraint	and	nonchalance,	he	impressed
me
inner	peace	and	how	he	could	control	himself.	Two	souls	lived	in	it,	one	which
I	knew	her	-	a	warm	angel,	guardian	and	protector.	And	the	other,	which	people



were	afraid	of	-	cold,
a	ruthless	mafioso,	for	whom	human	death	was	nothing	terrifying.	lying
nestled	in	him,	I	remembered	what	had	been	going	on	for	those	three
months.	Now	from	perspective
time	this	whole	story	seemed	to	me	an	incredibly	exciting	adventure,	with	more
threads
I	will	discover	who	knows	or	not	for	the	next	fifty	years.	I	already	forgot	how	I
felt
imprisoned	by	him	and	how	dreaded	this	extremely	appealing	man.
A	typical	Stockholm	syndrome,	I	thought.
Almost	unconscious	and	half	asleep	I	felt	someone	lift	my	body	and	cover	it
with	a	blanket.
I	was	so	sleepy	that	I	couldn't	open	my	eyes.	I	groaned	softly	and	the	warm	lips
kissed
my	forehead.
"Sleep,	honey,	it's	me,"	I	heard	a	familiar	accent	and	fell	asleep.
When	I	opened	my	eyes,	Black	was	still	lying	next	to	him,	his	legs	and	arms
wrapped	around	me,	blocking	me
movements.	A	strange	low	sound	vibrated	around	us,	like	an	engine	or	dryer.	I
woke	up
slowly	and	when	I	fully	recovered,	I	jumped	out	of	bed	with	horror.	My	reaction
woke	up	Massima,	who	jumped	out	of	bed	as	violently	as	I	did.
-	We	fly!	I	shouted,	feeling	my	heart	run	to	a	gallop.
Black	came	over	and	put	his	arms	around	me.	He	stroked	his	back	and	hair	and
pressed	him	together.
-	Baby,	I'm	here,	but	if	you	want,	I'll	give	you	medicine	and	sleep	the	whole	trip.
I	considered	his	words	in	my	head	and	after	a	moment	decided	that	it	would	be
the	most	logical.
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CHAPTER	4
The	next	two	weeks	were	the	most	wonderful	time	I	ever	had.	The	Caribbean
they	seemed	to	me	the	most	beautiful	place	on	earth	-	we	swam	with	dolphins,
ate
wonderful	food,	we	visited	the	entire	archipelago	on	a	catamaran,	and	above	all
we	were
inseparable.	At	first	I	was	afraid	of	being	around	him	all	the	time	because	it
hadn't	happened	before



that	we	would	devote	our	attention	to	ourselves	for	so	long.	I	usually	run	away
from	relationships
to	be	with	my	partner	non-stop	twenty-four	hours	a	day	because	she	teased	me	at
some	point
the	moment	he	was	present	and	I	felt	trapped,	but	this	time	it	was	different.	I
craved	everyone
seconds	with	Massim,	and	every	minute	made	me	want	more.
When	our	honeymoon	came	to	an	end,	I	felt	sad	but	upon	hearing	that
that	Olga	has	been	in	Sicily	since	our	wedding	day,	I	was	happy	and	calmed
down.	This	information
she	was	also	quite	surprising	to	me	because	I	began	to	wonder	what	she	had
been	doing	there	for	so	long
without	me.
Paulo	picked	us	up	at	the	airport	and	drove	us	to	the	mansion.	Entering	the
driveway,	from
I	was	surprised	to	find	that	I	missed	this	place	more	than	I	expected.
We	got	out	of	the	car	and	Massimo	asked	the	security	guard	about	something
and	led	me	towards	the	garden.
We	crossed	the	threshold	and	froze.	Domenico	was	sitting	on	one	of	the
armchairs	and	on	his	lap
lovingly	kissing	Olga.	They	didn't	even	notice	our	presence,	they	were	so	upset
with	each	other	-	him
he	stroked	her	back	and	nuzzled	her	nose,	and	she	pretended	to	be	ashamed.	I
didn't	really	understand
what	I	see,	so	I	decided	to	get	their	attention	to	find	out	as	soon	as	possible,
what	is	going	on.	I	grasped	Black's	hand	tighter	and	we	headed	toward
them.	Clicking	mine
heels	sobered	them	up	and	after	a	few	steps	they	noticed	our	presence.
-	Lari!	Olga	shouted,	leaping	from	her	chair.
She	took	my	arms	and	hugged	me	tightly.	When	I	broke	away	from	her,	I	caught
her
in	her	hands	and	I	began	to	look	curiously.
-	What's	going	on,	Olek?	I	almost	asked	in	a	whisper	in	my	native	language.	-
What	are	you	doing?
She	shrugged	and	pursed	her	lips,	still	silent.	Massimo	approached	her	and
kissed	her
greeting	her	on	the	cheek	and	walked	toward	her	brother.	I	still	looked	at	her,
searching
answers	to	my	questions.



"I	fell	in	love	like	a	dick,	Lari,"	said	my	friend,	sitting	down	on	the	grass.	-
I	can't	help	it,	Domenico	turns	me	on.
I	put	my	purse	on	the	stone	floor	and	dropped	beside	it.	In	Sicily	it	ended
summer	and	although	it	was	still	warm,	we	could	forget	about	the	heat.	There
was	still	grass
moist	and	earth	warm,	but	it	was	no	longer	hot.	I	stroked	the	green	carpet,
wondering
over	what	to	tell	her	when	Black's	shadow	covered	the	sky	above	me.
"Don't	sit	on	the	grass,"	he	said,	tucking	the	pillow	under	me	and	throwing
another
Olga.	"I	have	to	work	a	few	hours	now	and	take	Domenic."
I	looked	at	him	from	behind	dark	glasses	and	couldn't	believe	how	fast	he	could
to	change.	Now	my	wonderful	haughty	husband	stood	before	me,	mafioso,	cold
and	imperious.
And	if	only	I	had	a	chance	to	be	alone	with	him,	he	would	become	warm	and
tender.	Towered	yet
above	me	for	a	moment,	as	if	giving	me	a	chance	to	look	at	myself,	and	then
kissed	me
on	the	forehead	and	disappeared,	taking	with	him	a	young	Italian,	who	only
waved	us	and	followed
him.
-	Why	are	we	sitting	on	the	grass?	I	grimaced	in	surprise.
-	I	don't	know	that	now.	Come	to	the	table,	eat	something	and	I'll	tell	you	what
happened	-
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you	will	die.
I	was	finishing	my	third	croissant	when	my	friend	looked	at	me	appreciatively.
"I	can	see	that	the	time	for	puking	is	over,"	she	said.
-	Okay,	don't	fuck,	just	start.	I	kept	my	eyes	drunk	without	taking	my	eyes	off
her
milk	from	a	cup.
Olga	rested	her	head	on	her	hands	and	looked	at	me	between	her	fingers.	That
look	didn't	bode
nothing	good.
-	When	we	left	the	room,	I	came	across	Massim.	I	think	he	was	pissed	off	like
him
I	said	that	he	just	asked	us	out	of	your	apartment.	He	guessed	it



his	brother's	next	service.	His	skull	hardly	exploded,	so	he	hurried	to	you.	I
I	didn't	want	to	get	involved	anymore	and	went	looking	for	Domenic,	but	before
I	found	him,
I	got	stuck	in	one	of	the	apartments	where	they	had	the	best	cocaine	in	the
world.	-	Including
she	hit	her	head	on	the	table	top	and	froze	still.	-	Lari,	I'm	sorry.	-	She	raised	up
at	me	the	eyes	of	the	contrite	culprit	and	without	saying	anything,	she	looked
into	my	eyes	with	yes
pathetic	that	my	heart	almost	stopped.
I	froze	in	anticipation	that	he	would	continue,	but	she	was	only	watching.	I
resisted
for	a	seat	and	took	another	sip	of	milk.
-	Remember,	Olo,	not	many	things	can	surprise	me	in	your	performance,	yes
to	the	point.	Speak.
My	friend	rested	her	forehead	against	the	table	again	and	sighed	heavily.
"You'll	kill	me	for	what	I	did,	but	you'll	find	out	anyway,	so	I'll	tell	you."	I	was
sitting
myself	and	I	drugged	with	two	undoubtedly	mafia	types	who	picked	me	up	from
the	corridor.	They	were
probably	from	the	Netherlands.	Then	Adriano	entered	the	room.	I	knew	it	was
him	because	they	had	with	Massim
different	suits	and	only	after	that	I	was	able	to	recognize	them.	He	threw
something	at	people	sitting	with
me	and	the	others	left,	closing	the	door	behind	them.	Then	he	got	up,	came	to	me
and	grabbed	for
barges,	seating	on	the	table.	Laura,	he	was	as	strong	as	a	horse!	Olga	shouted,
banging	her	forehead	again
for	wood.	-	When	he	put	me	on	this	countertop,	I	felt	very	hot,	I	knew	how
if	he	wants	something	from	me,	I	won't	resist	it.
-	Olo,	do	you	really	want	to	keep	telling	me	about	it?	I	asked,	rubbing	my	eyes.
She	froze,	thought	about	what	she	heard	for	a	moment,	and	then	began
rhythmically	banging	your	head	on	the	table.
-	He	got	me	out,	Lari,	but	I	was	stoned	and	screwed	up.	Don't	look	at	me	like
that	-	she	moaned,
when	I	gave	her	a	disapproving	look.	-	You	married	his	clone	three	by	two
months	of	acquaintance	and	you	did	it	soberly.
I	shook	my	head	and	set	down	my	cup.
-	And	what	does	this	have	to	do	with	the	sudden	explosion	of	love	with
Domenik?



-	The	next	day,	when	you	left,	I	woke	up,	and	above	all	I	sobered	up.
I	wanted	to	leave	that	room,	but	I	couldn't	get	out	of	it.	That	bastard	Adriano
first	he	stuffed	me	with	some	shit	and	then	he	fucked	me	like	a	rag.	Because
gentlemen
with	whom	I	played	then,	as	it	turned	out,	they	were	his	people,	drugs	were	also
his,	and	that
I	found	myself	there,	it	wasn't	an	accident.	And	when	I	was	mad,	Adriano	came
into	the	room
and	he	wanted	a	replay	of	the	night.	I	was	so	pissed	off	that	I	fucked	him	such	a
bomb	in	his	face	that
he	didn't	lose	many	teeth.	And	it	was	my	mistake,	because	he	is	not	like	your
Massimo	and	gives	back.
At	that	moment	I	got	up	from	the	chair	because	I	felt	that	if	I	didn't	move,	it
would
I	explode.
-	Olga,	what	the	fuck	happened?	I	snapped,	grabbing	her	shoulders	and	shaking
her.
Then	she	opened	her	sweater	and	saw	huge	bruises	on	her	shoulders.	I	started
nervously
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undress	her	and	watch	her.
-	I	fuck	you!	What	is	this,	Olo?
-	stop	it.	She	pulled	on	her	sweater	again.	-	It	doesn't	hurt	anymore,	normally	I
wouldn't
she	said,	but	you'll	find	out	anyway,	so	there	is	no	point	in	getting	dark.	I	was	a
bit	skeptical	of	livestock,	but
I	did	not	owe	him	and	he	got	a	skull	twice,	once	with	a	lamp	and	once	with	a
bottle.	And	now
answer	to	your	question:	Domenico,	who	tried	to	find	me	all	night,	ended	mine
nightmare,	falling	into	the	apartment.	There	was	a	fight	between	them,	which	the
clone	lost.
Astonishing	what?	-	She	smiled	with	satisfaction.	-	Domenico	has	been	training
martial	arts	since
nine	years	old,	Adriano	should	enjoy	being	alive.	When	he	finished	smashing
him,	knightly
he	took	me	in	my	arms,	carried	me	out	and	took	me	to	the	doctor.	He	took	care
of	me.	And	suddenly	it	turned	out



that	he's	not	just	a	dick	on	two	legs.	-	She	shrugged	and	looked	at	her	fingers.
which	she	played	with.
I	couldn't	believe	this	story	or	what	my	husband's	brother	was	capable	of.
One	thought	immediately	crossed	my	mind:	did	Massimo	know	what	was	going
on?
Sicily,	and	if	so,	why	didn't	he	inform	me.	I	got	up	from	the	table	and	went
toward
home,	digesting	the	bitterness	of	hate	for	Adrian.	I	wanted	to	kill	him	and
wondered	if
Black	will	let	me.	I	felt	my	temples	pulsing,	and	even	though	I	knew	it	was
forbidden
I	went	crazy	because	of	the	child,	I	couldn't	stop	my	anger.
"Wait	for	me	here,"	I	said	as	I	passed	Olga.
I	went	into	the	lobby	and	walked	down	the	hall,	knowing	that	Black	was
in	the	library.	Whenever	he	worked	or	met	with	someone	important,	he	did	it
there.
It	was	the	best	protected	and	soundproofed	room	in	the	house.	I	went	inside
with	a	bang,	opening	the	door.	I	was	about	to	take	a	breath	to	start	screaming
when	I	stopped
rooted	to	the	spot.	Massimo	and	Adriano	stood	by	the	great	fireplace.	Blinded
with	anger,	I	had	no	idea
which	is	which,	but	I	knew	that	one	of	them	would	have	a	problem	right	away.	I
headed	into	them
page,	past	heavy	book	shelves.
-	Massimo!	I	shouted,	watching	both	of	them	closely.
-	Yes,	Little?	Asked	the	man	standing	closer	to	the	wall.
These	words	were	enough	for	me,	I	already	knew	which	of	them	was	the	object
of	my	hatred.
Without	thinking,	I	approached	Adrian	and	punched	him	in	the	face	with	all	my
strength,	then
I	swung	to	do	it	again.
"I	deserve	it,	wal,"	he	said,	wiping	his	lips.
I	was	so	surprised	by	his	reaction	that	I	dropped	my	hands	in	surrender.	No
I	understood	the	whole	situation	or	what	was	happening	right	now.
-	You're	just	fucking	fucking	rubbish!	I	screamed.
I	felt	Massim's	hands	embrace	me	and	I	hug	his	powerful	body.
I	wanted	to	shout,	but	he	turned	me	over	and	stopped	the	scream	with	a
kiss.	When	I	felt	him
warmly,	I	gave	up,	and	only	the	sound	escaped	me	from	the	calming	rhythm	of



his	tongue
lockable	doors.
-	Don't	worry,	Little	One,	I'm	in	control	of	the	situation.
These	words	upset	me	again.
-	And	when	this	livestock	was	torturing	my	friend,	did	you	reign	too?	What	does
he	even	do	about	it?
home?	-	I	was	mad	for	good.	-	She	is	here,	I	am	here,	your	child	is	here	-	in	me.
Where	the	fuck	did	he	go?
"Listen,	Laura,	my	brother	has	a	problem	with	himself,"	he	said	calmly
Massimo,	sitting	down	on	the	couch.	-	And	after	drugs	it	is	unpredictable,	that's
why	ours
I	told	him	to	watch	him.	But	my	people	do	not	interfere	with	the	family	sex	life,
so
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at	some	point	they	withdrew.	No	one	could	know	it	would	end	this	way.
"Well,	Domenico	somehow	could,"	I	said,	standing	in	front	of	him	with	my
hands	folded	on
breasts.
-	Adriano	is	harmless	while	it	is	clean.	I	talked	to	Olga	after	all	this	situation,
I	asked	her	forgiveness	and	although	I	know	that	it	will	change	nothing,	I	will
continue	to	ask.	I	know	that	when
he	looks	at	me,	sees	him.	Adriano	does	not	live	in	the	estate,	I	called	him	and
settled
in	an	apartment	in	Palermo.	I	don't	want	you	to	feel	threatened,	honey.	He	will
leave	today
from	the	island,	the	plane	has	reserved	for	seventeen.
He	stood	up	and	put	his	arms	around	me,	kissing	my	forehead.	I	looked	up	and
sent	her
him	a	look	full	of	suffering	and	sadness.
-	How	could	you	not	tell	me	what's	going	on	with	my	friend?
Black	sighed	deeply	and	pressed	my	head	to	his	chest.
"That	wouldn't	change	anything	and	only	ruin	our	vacation,"	he	replied.	-	I	knew
that
you	upset,	and	being	so	far	away	from	her,	I	was	afraid	of	your	panic.	I	decided
it	would	be	so
better.	Besides,	she	had	the	same	opinion	as	me.
I	quietly	agreed,	realizing	that	the	impotence	that	would	overwhelm	me



would	be	too	much	of	a	burden.
I	came	back	to	Olga.
"Olo,"	I	said,	sitting	next	to	her	on	a	white	couch.	-	How	are	you	feeling?
My	friend	turned	her	head	towards	me	and	looked	questioningly.
-	Well,	why	should	I	feel	bad?
-	Fuck,	I	don't	know	how	someone	feels	after	rape.
Olo	burst	out	laughing	and	turned	on	her	stomach.
-	What	for?	After	what	rape,	Lari?	He	didn't	rape	me,	but	...	yes
I	will	say	...	he	went	limp	with	drugs.	It	wasn't	a	rape	tablet,	it	was	MDMA,	so	I
did	everything
I	remember.	But	I	must	admit,	I	just	felt	like	him.	Well,	maybe	bigger,
definitely	more	than	in	reality,	but	I	would	not	call	good,	proper	smoking
once.
I	was	so	confused	that	I	could	not	keep	up	with	the	whole	situation	and	it
probably	was	after	me
can	be	seen.
-	Laura,	look.	Massimo	looks	almost	identical,	can	you	imagine	not
do	you	want	to	go	to	bed	with	him?	We	assume	a	purely	physical	aspect.	Is	a	hot
good,	admit	it
has	a	divine	body	and	a	wonderful	prick.	With	his	brother,	it's	the	same	and	sure
if	he	wasn't
motherfucked	motherfucker	and	you	wouldn't	be	his	twin	brother,	I	would	get	on
with	him.
Understand?
I	sat	looking	at	the	trees	in	front	of	me;	they	were	so	nice	and	even,	perfect.
Everything	around	me	seemed	seemingly	so	perfect	and	harmonious.	Home,
cars,	garden,
my	life	alongside	a	beautiful	guy.	And	I	still	had	a	problem	-	I	didn't	know
myself
what	I	mean.
-	And	Domenico?
She	moaned	and	lay	down	on	her	back,	kicking	her	legs	like	a	little	girl.
"Oh,	he	is	my	prince	on	a	white	horse,	and	when	he	dismounts,	he	fucking	fucks
me."
a	real	barbarian.	Seriously,	I	fell	in	love.	She	shrugged.	-	I	didn't	think	so
I	will	say	it	someday,	but	how	he	looked	after	me,	how	gallant	he	was	towards
me,	ah	...	Well
and	I	am	impressed	with	his	knowledge.	Do	you	know	he	finished	art
history?	Have	you	ever	seen	his	paintings?



He	paints	so	that	I	wonder	if	it's	not	printed.	Something	wonderful.	And	now
imagine
myself:	for	the	past	two	weeks	I	have	fallen	asleep	and	woke	up	next	to	him	in
the	evenings
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we	were	on	a	boat	or	walking	on	the	beach,	then	we	came	back	and	I	watched
him	paint.
Laura!	She	knelt	and	hugged	me.	-	You	funded	the	adventure	of	a	lifetime	by
accident
also	funding	her.	I	know	what	I	am	saying	is	irrational	and	I	do	not	stick,	but	I	do
I	think	I	love.
I	looked	at	her,	unable	to	believe	what	I	heard.	I	knew	Olga	very	well
and	I	knew	that	sometimes	she	doesn't	think	about	her.	But	what	she	said	was	not
so	much	in	her
style	that	seemed	like	bullshit,	especially	after	two	weeks.
"Honey,	I'm	so	happy,"	I	said,	not	quite	convinced.	-	But	very	much
please,	don't	get	so	excited	about	all	this.	You	have	never	loved	and	believe	me,
there	is	nothing
worse	than	disappointment.	And	it's	better	not	to	settle	in	and	positively	surprise,
than	later
suffer	because	it	won't	be	what	you	want.
She	broke	away	from	me	and	a	grimace	of	discontent	appeared	on	her	face.
"Fuck	you,	anyway,"	I	said,	shrugging.	-	It	will	be	what	it	will	be,
and	now	come,	because	somehow	it	got	cold.
As	I	passed	the	corridors,	I	saw	Domenic	flashing	between	the	rooms.	On	my
the	view	froze	and	stepped	back	so	that	he	stood	back	in	the	corridor.	Olga
kissed	him	on	the	cheek
and	she	went	on	while	I	stopped	and	stared	at	his	chestnut	for	a	moment
eyes.
"Thank	you,	Domenico,"	I	whispered,	snuggling	into	him.
He	hugged	me	tightly	and	patted	me	on	the	back.
-	It's	nothing,	Laura.	Massimo	wants	to	see	you,	come	on.
Before	Domenico	pulled	me	inside,	I	shouted	to	Ola	that	he	was	right	at	her	side
I	will	come.
Black	sat	at	a	large	wooden	desk,	leaning	over	the	computer.	When
the	door	closed	behind	me,	he	raised	his	cold	eyes	and	leaned	on	the	chair
headrest.



"I'm	having	a	little	trouble,	honey,"	he	began	dispassionately.	-	As	it	turned	out,	I
haven't	been	for	too	long
it	was	and	things	got	piled	up.	A	difficult	meeting	awaits	me,	in	which	I	do	not
want	you	to
She	participated.	I	also	know	that	you	missed	Olga	and	thought	you	should	go
somewhere
together	and	spend	two	or	three	days	together.	A	few	dozen	kilometers	away	is
the	hotel	that	I	am
co-owner,	I	booked	an	apartment	for	you	there.	They	have	a	spa,	a	modern
clinic,
excellent	cuisine,	and	above	all	peace	and	quiet.	You	will	leave	today	and	I	will
join
as	fast	as	possible.	Then	we	will	go	to	Paris.	I	think	that	in	three	days	we	should
to	see	each	other.
I	stood	staring	at	him,	thinking	about	where	my	loving	husband	had	gone
I've	had	for	the	last	two	weeks.
-	Do	I	have	something	to	say?	I	asked,	resting	my	hands	on	the	desk	top.
Massimo	turned	the	pen	in	his	hands,	looking	at	me	flatly.
-	Of	course.	You	can	choose	bodyguards	who	will	go	with	you.
"I	have	that	choice	in	my	ass,"	I	grunted	and	headed	for	the	door.
Before	I	could	reach	them,	I	felt	a	warm	breath	on	my	neck	and	strong	hands	on
my	hips.
Black	turned	me	towards	him	and	leaned	so	hard	against	the	wooden	wing	that
the	door	handle	stuck	in	me
in	the	spine.	His	hand	slowly	brushed	my	most	sensitive	part	through	my	pants
and	mouth
hurriedly	wandered	around	mine.
"Before	you	leave,	Laura,"	he	whispered,	pulling	away	for	a	moment,	"I'll	take
you	on	this."
desk,	I	will	do	it	quickly	and	brutally,	the	way	you	like	it	best.	-	He	raised	me	at
that	moment
and	seated	on	the	counter.	-	After	our	wedding	night	somehow	pulls	me	to	the
wood.
He	did	it	hard,	but	not	too	quickly.
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Massimo	loved	sex,	every	part	of	his	body	also.	He	was	insatiable	and	perfect
lover.	What	I	liked	most	about	him	was	that	he	not	only	took,	but	also



gave.	Whole	me
he	offered	a	woman	the	feeling	that	she	was	the	best	in	the	world	in	bed,	that	she
was	driving	him	to
crazy,	and	her	every	move	is	perfect,	just	like	all	hers.	I	don't	know	how	true	this
was
and	how	much	I	thought	it	was,	but	with	him	I	felt	like	a	porn	superstar.	I	did	not
have
inhibitions	and	borders,	he	could	do	anything	he	wanted	with	me,	and	I	would
I	wanted	more.	It's	amazing	how	different	men	can	be	and	how	differently	they
affect	women.
I	have	never	been	particularly	easy	and	willing,	my	mother	raised	me	so	that	I
did	not	stick
into	an	epoch	or	current	customs.	I	could	do	anything	with	my	man,	but	never
with	anyone
I	wasn't	that	open.	His	nonchalance	and	the	ability	to	keep	me	at	bay
drove	every	part	of	me	crazy,	and	my	impertinent	tone	of	objection
meant	that	I	carried	out	even	the	strangest	orders	eagerly.	I	loved	him	outside
that	I	loved	madly,	adored	him	as	a	human	being.
"Pack,	Olo,"	I	said,	entering	her	room,	unfortunately	without	knocking.
What	I	saw	embedded	me,	though	I	will	not	say	that	I	would	not	see	it	again.
Naked	Olga	stood	leaning	against	the	wall,	and	Domenico	with	his	pants	down
hung	her	standing	up.
When	I	entered,	he	was	ashamed	to	hide	his	head	in	her	hair	and	wait	calmly	for
it
I	get	out.	Ola,	on	the	other	hand,	turned	her	face	slowly	towards	me	and	laughed:
"As	soon	as	Domenico	finishes	packing	me,	I'll	get	on	with	it,	and	now	stop
staring."
and	fuck	off.
I	waved	her	lightly	with	a	strange	expression	and	headed	for	the	door,	but	before
I	closed	them	behind	me,	shouted,	already	in	the	corridor:
-	You	have	a	nice	asshole,	Domenica!
I	sat	in	the	middle	of	my	wardrobe	and	sighed	heavily	and	looked	at
the	unpacked	suitcases	we	just	brought	from	the	Caribbean.	Not	for	good	yet
I	came	back	and	he	tells	me	to	go	somewhere	again.	I	lay	down	on	the	soft
carpet,	folding	my	hands
behind	the	head.	I	thought	about	how	I	miss	the	bullshit	I've	lost.	Lying	in	bed
on	weekends	with	breakfast	television	on.	Bored	in	a	tracksuit,	under	a	blanket
with	a	book
in	hand	and	headphones	on.	I	could	not	comb	my	hair	for	two	days,	be	a	troll



and	just	live	there.	With	Massima	this	was	impossible	for	several	reasons.	First
I	did	not	want	everyone	to	see	me	in	the	form	of	an	unwashed	ogre	with	a	nest
on	my	head.	Pose
he	was	still	kidnapping	me	somewhere,	so	I	couldn't	be	sure	where	I	would	wake
up	tomorrow	or	who
he	will	watch	me.	And	being	with	such	a	man	was	an	obligation,	so	I	didn't	want
too	much
stand	out	from	it	visually.	I	sighed	again	and	headed	for	the	first	bank
suitcases.
After	an	hour	I	was	ready,	packed,	bathed	and	dressed	in	sexy	brown
leggings.	The	pregnancy	was	still	not	visible,	and	its	only	symptom	was	growing
intimidating
breast	pace.	Their	height	perfectly	complemented	my	whole	figure	-	I	was	still
slender
and	athletic	body,	and	new	tits	that	I	loved.	I	pressed	my	legs
in	beloved	Givenchy	beige	boots,	I	chose	a	Prada	purse	and	a	light	thick	sweater
for	them
falling	on	the	shoulder.
As	I	was	dragging	the	suitcase	toward	the	stairs,	Olga,	crumpled,	emerged	from
behind.
-	You	just	arrived,	where	the	fuck	are	you	going	again?	She	was	surprised,
sinking	into	one
from	degrees.	-	My	ass	hurts	and	I'm	sweaty.
-	I	am	captivated	by	your	confession.	Have	you	packed	up,	Olo?
-	I	was	too	busy.	And	where	are	we	going,	if	you	can	ask,	because	I	don't	know
what	to	take.
-	For	a	few	days	to	the	hotel	at	the	foot	of	Mount	Etna,	only	you	and	me.	We	will
go	to	the	spa	and	eat
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and	practice	yoga.	We	can	also	take	a	trip	to	the	gallery,	since	Domenic's
painting
you	are	so	spiritual,	we	will	see	the	volcano	erupt.	What	other	attractions	do	you
expect?
Olga	was	sitting	on	the	stairs	with	a	contorted	face	asking.
-	What	the	fuck	are	you	staring	at?	-	I	asked	annoyed	-	Black	told	me	to
leave.	What
I	have	to	say	no?



-	Domenico	also	got	some	electric,	okay,	pour	them,	I'm	in	ten	minutes
at	your	place	and	let's	go.
When	we	left	the	driveway,	Bentley	was	already	parked	and	ready	to	go.	Right
behind
before	the	black	SUW	stopped,	from	which	Paulo	and	two	bodyguards	got	off.	I
waved	to
him	with	his	hand	and	we	got	into	the	car.	I	liked	Paul;	he	was	probably	the	most
discreet	here
and	the	smartest	bodyguard,	I	felt	safe	with	him.	I	started	the	engine	and	pressed
it
on	the	navigation	programming	button,	setting	the	address,	and	after	fifteen
minutes	we	have	already	fled
highway.
Massimo	was	actually	right	to	say	that	the	hotel	is	not	particularly	far
away.	After
less	than	an	hour	we	arrived.	We	made	ourselves	comfortable	and	went	to	dinner,
then	Olga
she	drank	a	bottle	of	champagne,	and	I	got	my	non-alcoholic	shit	and	around
three	in	a	few	hours
talking,	we	fell	asleep.	The	next	day,	we	started	with	a	trip	to	Mount	Etna,	which
delighted	me
and	reminded	me	of	the	childhood	stories	that	Black	told	me.	I	wished	he	was
here
me,	but	I	enjoyed	the	presence	of	a	friend.
We	returned	in	the	afternoon	hungry	and	tired.	We	sat	in	a	restaurant	and	ordered
lunch.
"I	dream	of	a	massage,"	Olga	said,	stretching	herself	in	the	chair.	-	Long,	strong
and	made	by	a	muscular	naked	guy.
I	chewed	on	a	piece	of	bread	toe,	looking	at	her	curiously.
"I	think	there	will	be	no	trouble	fulfilling	this	whim,"	I	said,	swallowing
piece.	"I	just	don't	know	if	we	can	make	him	naked."
My	phone	on	the	table	vibrated.	I	picked	it	up	and	saw	the	message	on
screen,	I	felt	warm.	I	smiled	brightly.
-	Let	me	guess?	Olga	ironically.	-	Massimo	wrote	that	he	loves	you,	loves	the
child
and	spews	a	rainbow.
-	Almost.	He	wrote	that	he	misses.	More	precisely:	"I	miss	Mała".
-	The	peasant	wrote	very	succinctly.
-	Hey,	he	wrote	a	text.	It's	probably	the	third	text	I	got	from	him,	so	you	know	...



I	sat	looking	at	the	message	without	punctuation,	and	mine
something	like	a	heart	attack	of	joy	was	building	up.	I	think	if	a	normal	woman	a
guy
he	hung	a	banner	in	the	city	center	with	a	declaration	of	love,	she	would	feel
something	similar	to
feelings	that	grew	inside	me.
-	You	know	what,	Olo,	I	have	an	idea.	-	I	put	down	the	phone	with	a	secret
movement.	-	I	will
surprise	him	and	I'll	go	home	for	a	while	in	the	evening.	I	will	snatch	him	with	a
trick	from	the	meeting,
I	will	blow	him	and	come	back.
-	Eee	there,	security	will	follow	you	and	fuck	you	out	of	your	surprise,	genius.
-	Well,	you	can	help	me,	talk	to	Paul	and	I'll	slip	away.	The	car	is	in	the	garage
and	they	are	standing	in	front	of	the	building.	Also,	when	we	go	to	sleep,	they
also	go	because	it's	not
prison.	They	have	a	room	next	door,	so	we	are	deceiving	them	a	little	because	I
lie	down	because	I	feel	bad.	And	you
you	will	stay	and	cover	me.
Olga	sat	grimaced	and	looked	at	me	like	a	moron.
-	To	sum	up,	I	should	go	to	Paul	and	tell	him	that	you	fell	asleep	because	you
feel	bad	and	that	I
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I	go	to	bed	too,	and	we	want	to	go	shopping	tomorrow	morning,	so	I	advise	them
to	take	a	nap	too?
-	Well,	something	like	that.	-	I	clapped	my	hands.
The	evil	plan	that	was	behind	me	surprisingly	stimulated	and	even	soothing	to
me
seemingly	a	spa	visit	could	not	change	that.	I	chose	the	most	fragrant	treatments
from	the	offer
possible,	enjoying	the	thought	of	how	my	husband	would	be	surprised	and
overwhelmed	by	my	lust	for	mine
the	view,	especially	the	smell.	We	finished	bodily	pleasures	quite	late	and	finally
the	time	came
to	the	theater.
I	only	dressed	in	lacy	red	lingerie,	and	put	on	tops	long
tied	sweater.	I	looked	ordinary,	but	the	belt	around	mine	was	enough
his	hips	loosened	and	the	view	became	less	normal.



-	It	can	be	like	that?	-	When	I	left,	I	consulted	the	expert,	opening	my	halves
a	sweater	like	an	exhibitionist	at	a	girls'	school.
-	I	think	it's	a	shitty	idea,	but	you	look	like	a	pure	bitch,	so	I	guess	you
That's	right,	"Olga	said,	lying	on	the	couch	and	switching	channels	on	the	TV.	-
Call	me
you'll	come	back	because	I	won't	fall	asleep	waiting	for	you.
Our	whole	plan	was	extremely	easy	and	after	twenty	minutes	I	was	speeding
towards	the	house.	Before	leaving,	I	used	the	phone	installed	on	the	phone	for
the	first	time
application	tracking	Black's	whereabouts.	He	was	actually	at	home;	although	it
wasn't
a	Batman-	like	device	that,	by	scanning	the	walls,	shows	me	exactly	where	it	is,
but	I	had	a	feeling	in	which	room	I	would	find	him.	Every	time	he	had	official
meetings,	he	received	his	guests	in	the	library,	in	which	I	also	saw	him	for	the
first	time
after	he	kidnapped	me.	I	loved	this	room,	it	was	a	harbinger	of	something	new
for	me,
unknown	and	exciting.
I	pressed	the	button	on	the	remote	control	and	the	entrance	gate	opened.	She
didn't	surprise	anyone
the	presence	of	my	car,	because	not	everyone	knew	that	I	was	leaving,	so	no
problem
I	parked	in	front	of	the	garage	and	quietly	crept	in.
The	house	was	in	darkness,	sounds	of	conversation	were	coming	from	the
garden,	but	I	was
I	knew	where	to	go.	I	rushed	through	the	corridors,	feeling	my	heart	beating	with
excitement,
and	I	was	making	a	plan	in	my	head.	I	knew	that	the	room	would	not	be	alone,
so	I	could	not	after
just	break	in,	parting	the	sweater,	and	give	it	to	him	on	the	desk	or	on	the	sofa,
because	it	could
confuse	his	interlocutors.	All	I	wanted	was	to	look	inside	and	make	sure
it's	exactly	where	I	think.	Later	I	decided	to	send	him	a	message	or	call	-
I	still	couldn't	figure	it	out	-	to	get	him	out	of	the	library.	And	when	it	comes	out,
I'll	be	there	for
waiting	for	him,	half-naked,	horny	and	very	unexpected.	I	was	already	imagining
myself	casting
at	him,	wrapping	his	thighs	around	his	hips	as	he	carries	me	towards	my	old
room	and	fucks	me



on	a	soft	carpet	in	the	wardrobe.
I	took	hold	of	the	door	handle	and	pressed	it	gently	as	I	managed
low	clearance	in	the	door.	Only	the	fireplace	was	lit	in	the	room	and	no	sound
was	heard
conversations.	I	opened	the	door	a	little	wider	and	then	a	wave	of	anger	and
despair	flooded	me.	On	my
my	husband	fucked	his	ex-lover	Anna,	he	fucked	her	exactly	like	me	yesterday
on	your	oak	desk.	I	stood	there,	unable	to	catch	my	breath,	and	my	heart	almost
froze.	No
I	know	how	much	time	has	passed,	whether	minutes	or	seconds,	but	when	I	felt
my	stomach	prick,
I	rallied.	The	moment	I	wanted	to	leave	the	door	and	run	to	the	end	of	the	world,
Anna
she	looked	at	me,	smiled	wryly,	and	pulled	Black	into	her.	I	ran	away.
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CHAPTER	5
I	ran	through	the	corridors,	wanting	to	be	away	from	this	house	as	soon	as
possible.	I	got
into	the	car	and	with	eyes	full	of	tears,	I	started	the	engine,	then	rushed
forward.	When
I	felt	safe,	stopped	and	took	my	heart	medicine	out	of	my	purse;	never	before
I	needed	them	like	I	do	now.	I	was	breathing	quickly,	waiting	for	them	to
work.	God	what	now
what	will	I	do?	I	wondered.	I	will	have	a	child	with	him	and	he	lied	to	me
and	he	cheated.	He	tricked	him	into	leaving	to	be	able	to	calmly	play	with	this
whore.	whacked
hands	in	the	steering	wheel.	Damn,	I	should	have	come	back,	get	in	there	and
kill	them	both.	But	the	only	one
what	I	wanted	at	this	moment	was	my	own	death,	and	if	it	wasn't	for	my	life
maturing	in	me,
I	would	do	this.	The	thought	of	the	child,	however,	gave	me	strength,	I	knew	I
had	to	be	brave	to
him.	I	fired	a	Bentley	and	joined	the	movement.
I	realized	that	I	had	to	leave	immediately,	I	just	didn't	know	how
do.	I	was	totally,	absolutely	incapacitated,	I	allowed	this	man	to
total	control.	He	knew	what	I	was	doing	and	where	I	was,	he	followed	my	every
move.	I	took	out	my	phone



and	I	chose	Olga's	number.
-	Why	so	fast?	Said	the	bored	voice	in	the	receiver.
-	Listen	to	me,	just	don't	ask	me	anything.	We	have	to	leave	the	island	today,
take	it
computer	and	look	for	the	nearest	plane	to	Warsaw	with	or	without	change,	no
matter.
Pack	just	enough	stuff	so	you	can	just	go	out	and	get	a	tracksuit	for	me.	I	will	be
after	you
less	than	an	hour,	slip	away	so	that	security	does	not	notice	that	we	are	gone.	Do
you	understand,	Olo?
There	was	silence	in	the	receiver,	and	I	didn't	know	what	was	going	on.
-	Olga,	do	you	understand	what	I'm	saying	to	you?
-	I	understand.
I	hung	up	and	pressed	the	gas	on.	Tears	still	ran	down	my	cheeks,
but	they	were	soothing,	so	I	was	glad	they	were.	I've	never	hated	in	my	life
man	as	much	as	Massima	right	now.	I	wanted	to	hurt	him,	I	wanted	him	to	suffer
like	me,	so	that	despair	-	like	me	now	-	tear	him	in	half.	After	all	conversations
about	loyalty,	after	confessions	of	love	and	swearing	before	God,	he	simply
decided
drop	from	the	cross	when	I	left	for	a	moment.	I	didn't	care	why	he	did	it,	no
it	didn't	matter	anymore.	My	Sicilian	dream	was	too	beautiful	to	last	forever,	but
I	didn't	think	it	would	end	so	quickly,	turning	into	a	nightmare.
I	drove	up	to	the	hotel	without	entering	its	front,	stood	in	the	side	parking	lot.
Earlier	I	called	Olga,	who	hid	in	the	dark,	giving	me	a	signal	where	she	was,
glowing
a	cigarette.
-	Laura,	what's	going	on?	She	asked	worriedly,	closing	the	door.
-	What	time	do	we	have	the	plane?
-	In	two	hours	from	the	airport	in	Catania,	we	are	flying	to	Rome.	We	have
another	one	in	Warsaw
until	six	in	the	morning.	Can	you	tell	me	what	the	hell	happened?
-	You	were	right,	this	surprise	was	not	a	good	idea.
She	sat	sideways,	staring	at	me	in	silence.
"He	betrayed	me,"	I	whispered	and	burst	into	tears	again.
-	Pull	over,	I	will	drive.
I	had	no	strength	to	argue	with	her,	so	I	did	what	she	ordered.
"I	don't	give	a	fuckin	'fuck,"	she	drawled,	fastening	her	seat	belt.	-	What	a
bastard.
See,	I	told	you,	it's	better	not	to	go.	And	what	now?	After	all,	he	will	find	you



faster	than
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soon	as	possible.
"I	thought	about	it	while	driving,"	I	said	dispassionately,	staring	at	the
windshield.
-	In	Poland	I	will	withdraw	money	in	the	bank	as	his	wife,	I	have	the	same	right
to	accounts	as	he.
I	will	take	out	enough	to	make	me	eat	for	a	while,	we	will	return	to	Warsaw	and
get	this	fucking	one	out
implant.	We'll	try	our	best	to	find	out	tomorrow	day	that	I	left	before	I	could
track	me	down,	I'll	throw	him	out	now.	And	then	I'll	go	somewhere	where	he
won't	find	me.	And	then	it
don't	ask	me,	Olo,	because	I'm	afraid	to	think.
Olga	knocked	on	the	steering	wheel.	He	was	clearly	digesting	my	words.
-	We	will	do	it:	first	of	all,	we	must	get	rid	of	phones	in	Poland,	because	of	them
right	away
will	track	us	down.	We'll	take	my	car,	because	as	the	last	example	of	your	stay
showed
in	Poland,	GPS	is	in	yours.	You	can't	go	to	your	parents	or	anywhere
Massimo	may	know,	i.e.	you	generally	have	to	disappear.	I	have	an	idea,	we	will
go	on
Hungary.
-	How	are	we?	Olga,	I've	already	pulled	you	in.
"Well,	so	you	won't	turn	back	time	anyway,	and	you	don't	think	I	will	leave	you
now."
same.	So	don't	fuck	and	listen.	My	ex-guy	István	lives	in	Budapest.	Do	you
remember,
Did	I	ever	tell	you	about	him?
"That	was	about	five	years	ago?"	Did	I	miss	something?
-	Oh,	fuck,	five	not	five,	but	fell	in	love	with	a	peasant,	he	calls	at	least	once
during	the	week,	it	is	fucking	for	me	to	come,	so	this	is	the	opportunity.	Besides,
no	to	the	poor
he	hit,	his	car	factory	gives	him	so	much	hay	that	our	stay	won't	make	any
difference	to	him.
We	are	friends,	he	will	be	happy	that	he	can	help,	I	will	call	him	as	soon	as	we
get
new	phones.



"Fuck,	Hungary	is	pretty	close,"	I	groaned.	-	Let's	go	to	the	Canary	Islands,	I
have	there
a	friend,	she	works	in	a	hotel	in	Lanzarote.
Olga	tapped	her	head.
-	Let's	go	You,	we	can't	use	IDs,	we	have	to	go
by	car,	only	this	way	will	not	be	able	to	follow	us.	And	you	wanted	to	run	alone,
you	moron.	-
She	shook	her	head.	She	was	right,	I	wasn't	thinking	rationally	now.	I	couldn't
believe	what	happened
happened	and	I	couldn't	imagine	what	would	happen	next.
-	Lari,	just	remember	that	if	you	want	to	take	a	lot	of	cash	from	the	bank,
probably	above
twenty	thousand	euros,	you	have	to	advise.	So,	so	to	speak,	promise	to	be	in	the
bank,
that	you	want	to	withdraw	a	large	sum.	They	must	prepare	it.	Call	the	helpline
and	tell	them
where	do	you	want	to	take	the	money	and	how	much.
I	obediently	picked	up	the	phone	and	started	looking	for	a	number	on	the
internet.	I	felt
at	the	moment	like	a	small	child.	And	Olo	was	like	the	best	mother	to	me,	she
thought	for	me
and	she	remembered	everything	because	I	had	no	strength	to	think.
When	we	arrived	at	the	airport,	I	changed	into	a	tracksuit	that	Ola	took	from
me.	Until	it	did
I	feel	sick	at	the	sight	of	red	lace.	I	put	the	bentley	in	one	of	the	parking	lots
and	leaving	the	keys	inside,	I	headed	for	the	terminal.
The	flight	was	spent	copying	the	contact	list	from	the	phones	onto	the	card.	We
knew
that	we	can't	copy	it	and	if	we	don't	write	it	using	the	traditional	method,	we	will
lose	it
irrevocably.
Before	nine	o'clock	in	the	morning	we	left	the	Okęcie	airport	and	got	in	a	taxi
and	we	went	to	my	apartment	in	Mokotów.	One	of	the	keys	to	it	was
at	security,	because	after	our	departure	Domenico	hired	a	woman	to	clean	the
apartment.
In	a	taxi	I	said	that	I	had	to	change	from	this	pink	tracksuit.	I	was	going

Page	59



withdraw	a	huge	amount	of	money	and	I	didn't	want	to	look	tired,	betrayed,
pregnant
idiot.	Then	I	remembered	that	I	didn't	really	have	anything	suitable	for	the
occasion.	-
Let's	go	to	the	doctor	-	I	said	to	Olga.	-	When	we	come	back,	we	will	get	to	the
gallery
and	buy	some	suitable	clothes,	and	then	we	will	go	to	the	bank	...	-	I	broke	off	in
half
words,	looking	at	Olga.	-	Or	you	know	what,	no,	but	first	we	will	enter	the
house.	You	will	pack	up
and	I	will	come	back	for	you	when	I	have	everything	done.
She	nodded	her	agreement,	and	after	a	while	we	rode	the	elevator	with	my
suitcases.
I	put	it	back	in	its	place	and	I	headed	towards	the	hospital	in	Wilanów.
It	would	be	nice	to	call	and	see	if	Dr.	Ome	is	in	the	clinic,	I	thought.
I	took	out	my	phone	and	dialed	the	number.
"Hello,	Laura,	how	are	you?"	I	heard	two	signals.
-	Hi	Paweł,	it's	almost	delicious,	but	I	have	a	question,	are	you	in	the	hospital?
-	Yes,	for	another	hour,	what	happened?
"I	would	like	to	see	you,	can	I	be	in	fifteen	minutes?"
-	I'm	waiting,	see	you	soon.
This	time	I	didn't	have	much	trouble	registering,	because	nothing	distracted	the
young
ladies	behind	the	reception	counter.	They	directed	me	to	the	ward	and	after	a
while	I	entered	the	office.
-	What's	happening?	-	Paweł	asked,	sitting	behind	the	desk.
-	I'm	pregnant.
-	Congratulations,	but	this	is	not	my	specialty.
-	I	know,	but	what	I'm	asking	you	is.	And	I	don't	know	how	much	pregnancy
affects	yours
actions.	-	I	rolled	up	my	sleeve	in	my	tracksuit.	-	I	have	an	implant	here	and	I
need	it	as	soon	as	possible
get	rid	of	it.	I	am	asking	you	as	a	doctor	and	a	friend,	do	not	ask.
Paweł	looked	at	the	small	tube,	touched	the	place	where	it	was,	and	sitting	on	the
desk,
He	said:
-	You	didn't	ask	when	I	was	partying	in	your	hotels,	so	I'm	not	going
to.	Przesiądź
on	the	treatment	chair,	the	implant	is	shallow,	you	won't	even	feel	it	being	pulled



out.
A	dozen	or	so	minutes	later	I	was	driving	towards	the	gallery,	feeling	strangely
free.	Despite
that	I	lost	everything	because	of	getting	rid	of	this	transcendental	leash,	I	felt
peace	and	hope	inside.	When	I	entered	the	multi-level	garage,	mine	rang
telephone,	and	"Massimo"	appeared	on	the	display	of	the	car.	My	heart	stopped
and	the	stomach	twisted	into	a	knot.	I	did	not	know	what	to	do;	it	was	late,	so
protection	probably
she	noticed	our	lack.	On	the	one	hand,	I	dreamed	of	hearing	his	voice,	and	on	the
other
I	want	to	kill	him.	I	pressed	the	red	receiver	and	got	out	of	the	car.
After	entering,	I	first	went	to	the	mobile	operator's	salon,	I	bought	two
telephones	and	starters.	I	paid	in	cash	because	I	knew	that	after	card	transactions
I	could
easily	track	the	devices	I	bought.	And	then	I	went	upstairs	to	the	living	room
Versace.
The	saleswomen	looked	at	me	indulgently	when	I	walked	in	dressed	in	pale	pink
Victoria's	Secret	tracksuit.	I	dug	through	the	hangers,	feeling	it	vibrate	constantly
in	my	bag
phone,	and	I	found	a	lovely	set,	a	skirt	with	a	cream	shirt.	For	this	I	chose	black
leather	jacket	and	black	pumps.	I	tried	on	the	whole	thing	and	decided	that	I
would	look
rich	enough.	I	went	to	the	cash	register	and	put	my	clothes	on	the	counter.	Lady
looked
surprised	when	I	took	out	my	credit	card	and	gave	it	to	her.	I	could	easily	take
my	clothes	off
pay	from	the	account,	Massimo	certainly	already	knew	that	I	was	in	Poland,
although	at	the	moment	nothing
he	couldn't	do	with	that	knowledge.	A	large	amount	of	money	displayed	at	the
checkout	did	not	affect	me
impressions	-	I	treated	these	purchases	as	his	penance,	due	reparation,	despite
that
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I	knew	he	wouldn't	feel	her	anyway.	The	woman	who	accepted	the	payment	did
a	face	I'd	like	to	have	on	my	phone	to	improve	my	mood.	Something	like	a	shit
cat	connection
and	amazement	of	the	white	father	when	a	black	child	is	born	to	him.



"Thanks,"	I	said	nonchalantly,	taking	the	receipt,	and	left.
I	went	to	the	bathroom	and	changed	clothes.	I	took	the	lip	gloss	from	the	bright
Prada	purse	and	after
I	was	ready	in	a	few	minutes.	I	looked	in	the	mirror	-	I	didn't	look	anything	like
tears
a	few	hours	ago	a	wounded	woman.	I	got	into	BMW.	Black	still	didn't	give	up
winning,	the	display	had	thirty-seven	missed	calls.	When	I	threw	in
gear,	rang	again.	I	finally	answered.
-	I	fuck	you,	Laura!	He	shouted	enraged.	-	Where	are	you,	what	are	you	doing?
He	never	used	such	words	to	me,	much	less	shouting.
I	said	nothing.	I	had	nothing	to	say	to	him,	and	I	really	didn't	know	what	I	had
tell	him	properly.
"Goodbye,	Massimo,"	I	finally	choked	out	when	I	felt	a	wave	of	tears	flood	my
way
eyes.
-	My	plane	takes	off	in	twenty	minutes,	I	know	you're	in	Poland,	I'll	find	you.
I	wanted	to	hang	up,	but	I	didn't	have	the	strength	to	do	it.
-	Don't	do	this	to	me,	Little.
In	his	voice	I	heard	resignation,	pain	and	despair.	I	had	to	push	myself	away
compassion	and	love.	The	still-present	image	of	yesterday	evening	and	Anna
helped	me	with	this
spread	out	in	front	of	him	on	the	desk.	I	took	a	deep	breath	and	squeezed	the
steering	wheel	tighter.
-	If	you	wanted	to	fuck	her,	you	had	to	not	bring	me	to	your	life.	betrayed
me	and	I,	like	you,	do	not	forgive	betrayal.	You	will	never	see	me	again,	neither
me	nor	yours
child.	And	don't	look	for	us,	you're	not	worth	it	to	be	in	our	lives.	Goodbye,	dear.
That	said,	I	pressed	the	red	receiver	and	turned	off	the	phone,	then
I	got	out	of	the	car	and	threw	him	in	the	bin	next	to	one	of	the	entrances.
"End,"	I	whispered	to	myself,	wiping	my	eyes.
When	I	entered	the	bank,	I	felt	like	a	thief.	Suddenly	they	all	reminded	me
scenes	from	gangster	movies	that	I	watched.	I	only	lacked	weapons,	balaclavas
and	text:
"Hands	up.	It's	a	robbery.	"	Although	I	had	the	full	right	to	the	money	I	wanted
to	take	out,
I	was	convinced	that	I	was	robbing	Czarny.	However,	I	had	absolutely	none
way	out	-	if	it	wasn't	for	the	fact	that	I	was	expecting	a	child,	I	wouldn't	go	so
desperate
step.	I	went	to	one	of	the	windows	and	told	you	what	amount	of	money	I	want	to



take,
and	that	I	notified	this	payment	at	night	on	the	hotline.	The	woman	sitting
opposite	did
strange	face,	after	which	she	asked	me	for	a	moment	of	patience	and	disappeared
behind	the	door.
I	sat	on	the	couch	that	was	standing	nearby	and	waited	for	the	sequel.
"Good	morning,"	a	man	greeted	politely,	standing	in	front	of	me.	-	My	name	is
Łukasz	Taba	and	I	am	the	director	of	the	bank,	I	invite	you.
With	a	calm	and	elegant	step,	I	followed	him	and	sat	in	an	armchair	in	his	office.
-	You	want	to	take	a	lot	of	cash,	please	provide	your	account	number	and
documents.
After	several	dozen	minutes	the	whole	amount	lay	before	me.	I	packed	it	into
bought	one
before	the	bag,	I	said	goodbye	to	the	polite	gentleman	and	headed	towards	the
exit.	threw
a	bag	for	the	passenger	seat	and	I	locked	the	door.	I	couldn't	believe	how	much
money	was	lying
next	to	me.	Damn,	I	thought,	do	I	need	that	much?	Did	I	not	overdo	it?	Because
of	mine
dozens	of	thoughts	went	through	his	head,	including	not	to	come	back	and	give
it	all	away
good	gentleman.	I	looked	at	my	watch	and	I	felt	a	shiver	-	I	imagined	that
Massimo	is	coming	to	where	I	am	and	therefore	I	have	to	leave	it	as	soon	as
possible
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he	couldn't	find	me.
"Domenico	wrote	to	me,"	Olga	said,	opening	the	door	for	me.	-	Sent	me
Facebook	message.
-	I	don't	want	to	hear	it,	I	talked	to	Massim,	I	told	him	everything
what	I	was	going	to	say	Please,	this	is	your	new	phone.	-	I	handed	her	the	box.	-
And	very
Please,	let's	finish	the	Sicilian	topic,	okay?	I'm	sick	of	them.	And	for	the	near
future
remember	that	unfortunately	you	can't	log	in	to	portals,	e-mail	or	anything	they
could	do	to	us
found.	Oh,	they're	flying	here,	they're	halfway	there,	so	we	have	to	fall,	come	on.
-	Laura,	fuck,	but	he	wrote	that	Black	did	not	betray	you.



-	What	the	hell	was	he	supposed	to	write	?!	I	screamed,	annoyed	by	the
conversation.	-	He's	the	one
now	he	will	tell	us	everything	we	want	to	hear,	just	to	stop	me.	If	you	want	to,
stay,	I	guarantee	you	that	they	will	be	in	this	house	in	three	hours.	Only	I'm	not
going	to	listen
this	crap	because	I	know	what	I	saw.
Olga	gritted	her	teeth	and	picked	up	her	suitcases.
-	The	car	is	fueled	and	ready	to	go,	come	on.
I	changed	into	a	tracksuit	and	then	loaded	things	into	her	touareg
and	we	set	off.
"Lari,	someone	is	following	us,"	Olga	said,	glancing	at	the	mirror.
I	glanced	back	discreetly	and	saw	a	black	passat	with	dark	windows.
-	Is	it	going	so	long?
-	From	home.	I	thought	it	was	an	accident.	But	it	goes	exactly	where	we	are.
"We	need	to	change,"	I	said,	looking	around	for	a	convenient	place.	-	I	know,
go	right	here,	there	will	be	a	shopping	center	soon,	enter	the	multi-storey	car
park.
-	Fuck,	Lari,	but	you	said	they	just	flew	out.
-	I	think	they	are	Karol's	people	-	remember	you	met	his	wife	Monika?	The	car	is
on
Polish	metal	sheets,	so	it	can't	be	anyone	else,	I	hope.
We	entered	the	first	level	of	the	car	park	and	stood	in	the	nearest	free	place,
we	switched	without	getting	out	of	the	car.	Over	the	past	few	months,	skill
I	have	used	the	sport	car	so	many	times	that	I	began	to	appreciate	the
compulsion
dad	to	improve	his	driving	style.	At	that	moment	I	was	very	grateful	to	him	for
all
the	courses	he	sent	me	and	my	brother	to.
-	Okay,	Olo,	fasten	your	seat	belt	and	hang	on,	if	you're	right,	it	can	be	hard.
I	started	off	and	turned	sharply	toward	the	exit	of	the	parking	lot.	Passat
with	a	squeal	he	snatched	after	me,	but	one	of	the	cars	leaving	the	gallery
blocked	him.
I	joined	the	traffic	smoothly	and	rushed	towards	the	main	street.	Once	again,
breaking
absolutely	all	traffic	rules,	I	rushed	through	Mokotow.	I	knew	not
I	have	enough	power	to	escape	them	with	speed,	but	I	knew	well	the	place	where
I	was	moving	-
and	that	was	my	advantage.	I	saw	in	the	mirror	that	the	black	car	is	on	our	heels,
luckily	traffic



was	big,	so	I	had	nowhere	to	hide.
-	Are	you	not	afraid?	Olga	asked,	clutching	the	door	tightly.
-	I'm	not	thinking	about	that	right	now.	Besides,	even	if	they	catch	us,	they	won't
hurt	us.	So	I	treat
it's	more	like	a	race	than	an	escape.
While	driving,	I	was	looking	for	one	of	the	streets.	I	didn't	remember	her	name,
but	I	knew	she	was	there
a	place	where	we	can	hide.
-	Is!	I	shouted,	turning	almost	right	in	place.
Touareg	almost	broke	in	half	with	such	a	maneuver,	but	he	managed	and	after	a
while
we	were	already	entering	the	gate	of	an	old	tenement	house	where	my	gay
hairdresser	used	to	live.	Gate
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led	to	a	well	where	we	could	park	perfectly	and	wait	the	chase.	I	stopped
and	turned	off	the	engine.
"We	have	to	wait	a	moment,"	I	said,	shrugging.	-	They'll	drive	over,	but
later	they	will	come	back	and	look	in	the	smaller	streets	so	that	light	up.
We	got	off	and	Olga	lit	a	cigarette.
-	Did	you	call	István?	-	I	asked.
-	I	called	when	you	got	dressed,	he	went	crazy	with	joy.	He	is	already	preparing
us	the	bedroom
in	his	apartment	with	a	view	of	the	Danube.	You	must	know	that	he	is	not	the
youngest	-
she	added,	glancing	at	me.	-	Actually,	it's	my	father's	age,	but	he	doesn't	look.
I	shook	my	head	in	disbelief.
-	Are	you	perverted,	do	you	know	that?
-	Oh	there,	I	can't	help	it,	I	like	older	men.	Besides,	when	you	see	him,
You	understand.	It's	beautiful,	Hungarians	are	generally	cool.	He	has	black	long
hair,	wide	eyebrows,
huge	arms	and	perfectly	drawn	lips.	He	knows	how	to	cook,	knows	cars	and
drives
motorcycle.	Such	a	sexy	daddy.	And	his	whole	back	is	covered	with	tattoos,	and
the	prick	...	-	she	whistled
with	appreciation.
I	tapped	my	forehead,	looking	at	her	with	disapproval.
-	What	do	you	got,	Olo,	in	that	head?	I	snapped,	getting	into	the	car.	-	Smoke



yourself	and	I
I	will	call	my	mother.	I	need	to	give	her	a	new	kit,	why	do	I	have	a	new	number.
I	wasn't	ready	to	cheat	my	parent	again,	so	I	decided	to	take	care	of	it
something	else,	postponing	execution.
It	took	me	over	an	hour	to	copy	the	number	book	from	the	card	to	the	new
phone.
At	that	time,	Olga	entertained	me	with	a	recital	of	pop	hits	that	flew	on	the
radio.	Was
cheerful	and	laid	back	like	never,	quite	the	opposite	of	me.	She	seemed	to
behave	as	if
nothing	happened,	and	the	fact	that	we	are	fleeing	the	country	from	the	Sicilian
mafia,	completely	not
He	celebrated.
-	Okay,	it's	been	so	long	that	they	have	doubted	the	bank.	I	will	lead	you	to	leave
the	city,
and	then	we	will	exchange.
This	time	no	one	was	following	us,	so	as	soon	as	we	left	Warsaw,	I	sat	down
in	the	passenger	seat.	After	another	several	dozen	minutes	of	driving	I	felt	ready,
to	call	my	mother.	When	she	answered,	I	heard	her	official	tone	in	the	receiver.
"Hi,	Mother,"	I	said	as	happily	as	I	could.
-	Honey,	what	is	this	number?
-	I	ended	my	contract	and	changed	my	phone	and	number.	They	were	still	calling
me	some	people	who	know	how	they	got	the	old	number,	so	I	changed.	You
know	how	they	can
be	stupid,	and	they	want	to	push	a	credit	card	in,	and	that's	a	new	offer,	or	you
don't	know	what.
-	How	are	you?	How	is	Sicily?	In	Poland	we	have	a	nasty	autumn,	cold	and
raining.
I	know,	I	see,	I	said	without	sound.
Our	conversation	was	generally	nothing,	but	I	had	to	warn	her	that	Black	might
try	to	find	me.
"You	know	what,	Mom,	I	left	him,"	I	said	suddenly,	changing	the	subject.	-	He
cheated
me	and	generally	it	wasn't	a	guy	for	me.	I	moved	to	work	in	another	hotel	to
not	have	contact	with	him.	I	feel	much	better	now,	I	have	more	free	time	and	I
feel	great.
There	was	silence	on	the	phone	and	I	knew	I	had	to	talk	about	the	subject.
-	You	know,	it's	the	same	chain,	only	the	hotel	is	on	the	other	side	of	the	island,
management	is	like	that



he	decided,	and	I	think	it	was	the	optimal	solution	-	I	was	babbling	as	much	as
possible.	-	A	bigger	hotel
and	better	money.	I'm	learning	Italian,	I	think	to	bring	Olga	to	me.	-	I	winked
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knowingly	to	my	friend,	and	she	laughed	soundlessly.	-	At	all
everything	is	great,	I	got	a	new	apartment,	it	is	nicer	than	the	previous	one,	only
for
big	for	me	...
"Well,	honey	..."	she	began,	slightly	disbelieving.	-	If	you're	happy	and	you
know	what
you	do,	I	will	support	every	decision	you	make.	You've	never	been	able	to	heat	a
place	anywhere	for	too	long,	so
I'm	not	surprised	by	your	wandering.	Remember	that	if	something	happens	to
you,	you	always	have	a	place	to	come	back.
-	I	know,	mummy,	thank	you.	Don't	just	give	my	new	number	to	anyone,	for
example
I	do	not	know	what.	I	don't	want	anyone	to	harass	me	again.
-	Are	you	sure	it's	only	about	salesmen?
-	For	salesmen,	ex-guys	and	everybody	I	don't	want	to	talk	to.	Mommy,	I	have
meeting,	I	have	to	run	away,	I	love	you.
-	And	I	call	you	more	often.
I	put	down	the	phone	and	knotted	my	legs	in	the	seat.	It	was	raining	outside	and
it	was	ten
degrees.	There	is	probably	sunshine	and	twenty	in	Sicily,	I	thought,	looking	into
the	distance.
-	Do	you	think	Klara	swallowed	the	putty?	Your	mother	is	not	as	stupid	as	you
think	you	know
about	that?
-	Olka,	fuck,	what	should	I	tell	her?	Hi	mom,	you	know	what,	I	will	be	honest
with	you,
they	kidnapped	me	a	few	months	ago	because	I	dreamed	of	one	guy	and	then	I
fell	in	love
in	my	abductor,	but	it's	easy	because	I'm	not	the	only	case	of	the	syndrome	in	the
world
Stockholm.	He's	the	mafia	boss	and	he	kills	people,	but	that's	nothing,	you	know,
because	I	did	with	him
a	child	and	I	married	him	secretly	from	everyone,	and	we	lived	like	that



luckily,	spending	his	fortune	on	drugs	and	arms	trade	until	I	am
he	betrayed,	and	now	I	run	from	him	to	Hungary.
At	the	sound	of	these	words,	Olo	burst	out	laughing	so	much	that	she	had	to
slow	down	because	she	didn't
she	could	drive.	After	a	long	moment	she	calmed	down	the	giggle	and	wiped	her
tearful	eyes,	said:
-	This	story	is	so	incredible,	it's	stupid.	I	can	already	see	your	mother	knocking
in	the	head	when	he	hears	it.	You	should	tell	her	the	truth,	she	would	have	fun	as
good	as	me.
It	irritated	me	and	at	the	same	time	calmed	me	down	and	let	me	forget	how
much
I'm	unhappy.
"I	have	to	refuel,"	Olga	said,	off	the	road.
"I'll	give	you	the	money,"	I	said,	reaching	into	the	bag	of	money.
We	were	already	outside	Poland,	which	is	why	the	euro	that	I	had	with	me
became	very	much
useful.
Olga	looked	into	the	black	bag	and	grimaced.
-	This	is	what	a	million	looks	like?	I	thought	there	would	be	more.
I	closed	the	slider	and	looked	at	her	with	disapproval.
-	How	much	was	I	supposed	to	take?	Do	you	think	this	is	not	enough?	I	want	to
go	to	work	after	having	a	baby,
and	this	is	to	be	our	policy	-	his	and	mine	-	until	delivery.	I	do	not	intend	to	live
on	the	cost
Massima,	at	least	not	at	the	level	of	Sicily,	pretending	to	be	a	bourgeoisie.
-	Because	you're	stupid,	Lari.	Fuck,	you	totally	don't	think	in	terms	of
benefits.	Look,
made	you	a	child,	essentially	without	your	consent	and	knowledge.	She	shook
her	head	as	if	not
agreeing	with	what	he	says.	-	Well,	you	knew,	I	mean,	you	didn't	know,	but	dick
with	this.	He	made	you	a	child,	right?	He	deprived	the	guy,	made	you	marry	him,
and	finally	cheated.
I	would	take	everything	from	this	dick,	you	know,	as	a	punishment,	for	example,
not	out	of	greed.
-	Go,	Olo,	refuel	now,	you	know,	because	you	are	fucking	silly.	We	can't	use
cards	because
Massimo	will	track	us,	or	at	least	find	out	which	way	we	are	going.	So	there	is
nothing
to	break	up	shit	into	atoms,	there	will	be	no	more	money	and	no	more.
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The	further	road	passed	quite	quickly	and	we	were	after	more	than	ten	hours
at	location.	István	lived	in	a	wonderful,	historic	house	almost	in	the	center
Budapest,	on	the	west	side	of	the	city.
-	Olgo,	how	nice	to	see	you!	He	called,	running	down	to	the	car.	-	How	old	is
Hungary
they	didn't	see	that	pretty	face.
"Without	exaggeration,	István,	five	years	is	not	so	much,"	said	Olo,	smiling,
patting
his	ass	when	he	clung	to	her.	-	All	right,	that's	enough	for	these	tendencies.	She
pushed	him	away
slightly.	-	This	is	my	sister	Laura.
He	bent	and	kissed	my	hand	gallantly.
-	It	is	thanks	to	your	troubles	that	my	love	came	back.	Thank	you,	Laura,	and	I
hope	that
everything	is	sorting	out,	but	not	very	quickly.
Olga	was	absolutely	right	in	saying	that	István	does	not	look	like	his	age.	He	was
amazing
sensual	guy,	slightly	reminiscent	of	a	Turk	crossed	with	a	Russian.	In	his	eyes	he
had
chill	and	nonchalance	in	the	interior.	It	was	felt	that	he	was	a	strong	man	who
loves	everything
happens	as	he	wants.	He	was	extremely	good	at	it,	but	I	couldn't	do	it
explain.	He	had	something	that	made	me	trust	him	from	the	first	second.
"You	have	a	peculiar	approach	to	the	situation,	but	I	understand	it,"	I	said	with	a
smile.
The	Hungarian	once	again	glanced	at	Olo	and	shouted	something,	and	the	young
man	ran	down	the	stairs
beautiful	man.
"This	is	Atilla,	my	son,"	he	said.	-	Ola,	do	you	probably	remember	him?
We	both	stood	enchanted,	looking	at	the	young	Hungarian	standing	in	front
us.	It	was	obvious	that	he	liked	to	exercise;	its	pouring	out	from	under	a	small	T-
shirt
the	musculature	made	it	difficult	to	focus	on	anything	in	his	presence.	It	had
breakfast
complexion,	green	eyes	and	smooth	white	teeth,	and	when	he	smiled,	his	cheeks
were	getting	cheeks
dimples.	He	was	so	sweet	and	lovely	that	it	was	impossible	to	take	his	eyes	off



him.
"Olo,	I'm	having	a	heart	attack,"	I	said	in	Polish	with	an	idiotic	smile.
My	friend	stood	as	if	hypnotized,	unable	to	say	a	word.
-	Hi,	I'm	Atilla.	-	He	smiled.	-	I'll	take	your	suitcases	because	they	look	like
heavy.
-	I	wonder	if	he	can	take	me?	Olga	burned	out	when	she	came	to	her	senses.
In	the	meantime,	the	young	Hungarian	quickly	carried	huge	suitcases	and
disappeared	on	the	doorstep.
And	we	stood	still	drooling	at	the	memory	of	his	muscular	body.
"I	remind	you	that	you	are	pregnant	and	you	suffer	from	betrayal,"	Olga	said
with	a	goofy	expression.
-	And	you	are	apparently	madly	in	love	with	Domenic?	I	replied	without
hesitation.	-
Besides,	he	is	probably	a	lot	younger	than	us.
-	Yes,	the	last	time	I	saw	him,	he	was	a	child,	he	was	about	fifteen
years,	which	is	now	around	twenty.	She	nodded	quickly,	having	recalculated
quickly.	-	Already
as	a	teenager	he	was	nice,	but	what	ran	up	the	stairs	is	a	slight	exaggeration.	As	I
have
live	with	him	under	one	roof	...	-	she	moaned.
István,	after	taking	the	last	bag,	came	to	us	and	took	the	car	keys
and	led	them	to	a	garage	hidden	under	the	tenement	house.	We,	however,
accompanied	by	Atilli
we	headed	to	the	main	entrance.
The	house	was	beautiful.	The	antique	stairs	kind	of	welcome	at	the	entrance,
leading	to	the	living	room,
which	was	five	degrees	higher.	The	spacious	room	occupied	the	entire	first
building	floor.	It	was	arranged	very	classically:	wooden	furniture,	wooden
floors,
brick	fireplace.	Everything	was	decorated	in	warm,	subdued	colors,	which	gave
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impression	of	a	cozy	cave.	There	were	a	lot	of	skins	in	the	form	of	fur	rugs
everywhere
a	lot	of	male	additions	and	not	a	single	plant.	It	was	obvious	that	there	was	no
woman's	hand	in	this	interior,
and	the	masters	of	this	house	are	men.
-	It's	late,	do	you	want	a	drink?	Atilla	asked,	opening	the	carafe	and	pouring	into



a	glass
a	little	liquid.
He	took	a	sip,	his	green	eyes	fixed	on	me	questioningly.	This	view	is	deceptive
it	reminded	me	of	the	way	Massimo	drank	-	the	same	kind	of	wild	look,	way
licking	lips.
"I	can't,	I'm	pregnant,"	I	said	knowing	that	the	child	would	scare	him	away
immediately.
-	Great,	and	what	month?	-	Asked	sincerely	interested.	-	I'll	order	you	a	tea
and	something	to	eat.	What	do	you	fancy?	There	is	a	housekeeper	at	home,	his
name	is	Bori,	if	one	of	them
phone,	you	choose	zero,	connect	to	it.	He	cooks	great	and	has	been	with	us	for
fifteen	years,	yes
that	I	know	what	I'm	saying.
I	wasn't	hungry,	just	extremely	tired.	They	were	very	long	twenty
four	hours.
-	I'm	sorry,	my	dear,	but	I'm	falling	from	my	feet	and	if	I	can,	I	would	like	to	lie
down.
Atilla	put	down	his	glass	and	took	my	hand,	leading	me	upstairs.	I	was	a	bit
surprised	by	his	directness,	but	I	didn't	mind	his	touch,	so	especially	not
objected.	He	led	me	up	the	stairs	to	the	second	floor	and	opened	the	door	to	one
of	the	rooms.
"This	will	be	your	bedroom,"	he	said,	turning	on	the	light.	-	I'll	take	care	of	you,
everything's	gonna	be	okay	Laura.
When	he	finished	the	sentence,	he	placed	a	gentle	kiss	on	my	cheek	and	ripping
his	face	away
from	mine,	he	thumbed	his	cheek.	A	shiver	went	through	me	and	I	felt
uncomfortable
like	I	was	cheating	on	Black.	I	stepped	away	from	him,	backing	toward	the
room.
"Thank	you,	good	night,"	I	whispered,	closing	the	door.
The	next	day	I	woke	up	and	instinctively	reached	out	with	my	hand	to	the	other
side	of	the	bed.
"Massimo	..."	I	whispered	and	tears	came	to	my	eyes.	Mom	once	told	me
that	you	must	not	cry	during	pregnancy,	because	the	child	will	be	tearful,	but
right	now	in	the	ass
I	was	superstitious.	I	lay	in	tears,	turning	from	side	to	side.	I	only	suffered
when	fatigue	is	over.	I	was	slowly	realizing	what	had	happened,	and	my	despair
grew
almost	tangible	shape.	My	stomach	tightened	in	a	knot,	and	all	its	contents



approached
throat.	I	didn't	want	to	live,	I	didn't	want	to	live	without	him,	not	see	him,	feel	no
touch	or	smell
his	skin.	I	loved	him	so	much	that	this	love	hurt	me.	I	covered	my	head	with	a
duvet	and	howled
like	a	wild	wounded	animal.	I	dreamed	about	disappearing.
"Crying	is	a	good	friend,"	I	heard	a	voice	and	felt	someone	embrace	me
in	waist.	-	Olga	told	me	what	happened.	Remember,	sometimes	it's	easier	to
puke	on	a	stranger
a	man	than	a	friend.
I	pulled	the	quilt	away	and	looked	at	Atlilla,	who	was	sitting	in	the	pants	from
the	tracksuit,
holding	a	cup	with	tea.	He	was	charming,	concerned	and	honestly	concerned
about	the	whole	situation.
-	I	heard	a	strange	sound	as	I	walked	to	myself,	so	I	came	by.	If	you	want,	I'll
leave.
But	if	you	prefer	me	to	stay,	I'll	just	sit	with	you.
I	looked	at	him	thoughtfully	and	he	was	smiling	at	me,	taking	a	sip	every	now
and	then
from	the	cup.
-	Laura,	my	mother	always	told	me:	"This	is	not	the	next	one."	Well,	you	are
pregnant,	which	complicates	things	a	little,	but	remember	that	everything	in	life
happens	for	something.
And	however	cruel	it	may	seem	to	you,	I	think	deep	down	you	know
I'm	right
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I	wiped	my	eyes	and	nose,	then	leaned	against	the	headboard	of	the	bed	next	to
him,	pulled	it	out
hand	and	grabbed	the	cup	from	which	he	drank.
-	You	know	you	like	exactly	the	same	tea	with	milk	as	I	do?	-	I	said,
tasting	liquid.
-	Absolutely,	I	just	drank	what	Ola	prepared	for	you.	It's	almost	there
fourteen,	you	slept	for	over	twelve	hours,	your	father	was	worried	and	he
arranged	to	visit	you
colleague.	He's	a	gynecologist,	I'll	take	you	when	you	get	over	it.
-	Thank	you,	Atilla,	one	day	a	woman	will	be	very	happy	with	you.
The	young	Hungarian	turned	and	leaned	on	his	elbow,	staring	at	me.



"Oh,	I	really	doubt	it,"	he	said,	amused.	-	I	am	100%	declared
gay.
I	stared	and	probably	made	the	stupidest	face	in	the	world,	because	Atilla
he	burst	into	uncontrollable	laughter.
-	God,	what	a	waste!	I	moaned,	putting	my	mouth	together	in	a	horseshoe.
-	Truth?	He	smiled	defiantly.	-	Even	once	I	tried	to	be	bi,	but	it's	not	for
me,	vaginas	don't	interest	me	at	all.	Of	course	you	are	beautiful	and	you	wear
nicer	shoes,
but	I	prefer	men.	Big,	muscular	...
"Okay,	I	understand,	that's	enough,"	I	cut	off.
Atilla	got	up	and	swung	his	hips	next	to	my	face.
-	But	you	can	look.	Here	you	are.	And	he	added:	"Get	ready,	Laura,	for	one	and
a	half."
we	leave	hours.
I	washed,	dressed	and	went	downstairs.	Olga	was	surrounded	by	the	kitchen
counter
István's	arms.	They	didn't	even	notice	when	I	entered.	She	coquettishly	looked	at
him
in	the	eyes,	turning	his	head	from	one	side	to	the	other,	and	he	bit	his	lips	and
remained	silent.
"Good	morning,"	I	said,	putting	the	empty	mug	in	the	sink.
My	presence	did	not	shock	them	at	all.	They	greeted	politely,	without	taking
their	break	from
yourself	sight.
-	Olo,	what	are	you	doing?	I	asked	in	Polish,	picking	up	a	sweet	croissant.
At	the	sound	of	our	native	language,	István	smiled	and	went	towards	the	living
room.
-	Like	what?	I'm	talking.
-	Telepathically?	Without	words?
-	Lari,	what	the	fuck	do	you	mean?	She	was	annoyed,	sitting	down	on	the
counter.
-	You	have	recently	been	in	love	and	what	have	you	overcome?
-	Recently,	our	lives	looked	completely	different.	I	have	no	chance
be	with	Domenik	when	you're	not	with	Massim.	That's	what,	I	have	to	cry	for
the	rest	of	my	life
guy	and	live	in	celibacy,	feeding	on	memories?
I	hung	my	head	and	took	a	deep	breath.
"I'm	sorry,"	I	whispered,	again	not	controlling	my	tears.
"You're	welcome,	honey,"	she	said,	hugging	me.	-	It's	not	your	fault



this	mafiosa.	He	fucked	up	all	of	us.	Only	you	can	see	-	she	continued,	wiping
me
tears	-	I'm	not	going	to	suffer	like	the	rest	of	the	world	like	you.	On	the	contrary,
I	plan	as	soon	as	possible
forget	and	advise	you	the	same.
At	that	moment	Atilla	came	into	the	room	and	we	were	both	speechless.
He	was	dressed	in	sweatshirt	boyfriends	in	gray	melange	and	a	beige	T-shirt
with	a	huge	neckline.	He	had	black	air	maxes	on	his	legs	and	he	held	in	his	hand
shoe-colored	leather	jacket.
He	put	on	his	glasses	and	smiled	brightly	at	the	row	of	white	teeth.
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-	Ready?
"I	guess	you're	kidding	me,	I'll	come	out	like	that,"	Olo	shouted,	running
upstairs.	-	Give	me
five	minutes.
However,	I	wasn't	going	to	change,	I	felt	good	in	tall	bright	emus,
narrow	jeans	and	a	loose,	coarsely	woven	sweater.	I	put	a	smoky	sweetheart	on
my	nose
aviators	and	I	looked	at	my	watch.
Suddenly	I	felt	a	prick	in	my	stomach.	I	put	my	arm	around	him,	my	other	hand
leaning	against	the	counter.
-	What's	going	on,	Laura?	Atilla	worried,	grabbing	my	elbow.
"Nothing,	I	think	..."	I	mumbled.	-	Every	time	I	think	about	Massim,	I	feel	this
one
stupid	pain,	as	if	a	child	missed	him.	I	looked	up	at	him.	-	That's	ridiculous,	I
know.
-	Do	I	know	...	You	know,	I	pulled	out	a	wisdom	tooth	some	time	ago	and	even
though	it	hurts
healed	quickly,	a	few	months	later	I	felt	pain	in	this	place,	although	the	tooth	was
gone
It	was.	The	dentist	said	it	was	a	ghost	pain.	So	you	know	everything	is	possible.
I	crouched	near	the	kitchen	island	and	laughed.
-	Well,	it's	the	same	situation.
-	I	am!	Olga	called,	running	up	the	stairs.
Autumn	in	Hungary	was	definitely	more	beautiful	and	warmer	than	in
Poland.	Although
November	was	approaching,	it	was	almost	twenty	degrees	outside.	We	traveled



the	picturesque
streets	of	Budapest,	enjoying	the	richness	of	architecture	that	surrounds
us.	Atilla	was	driving
carefully	but	surely;	his	blue	Audi	A5	glided	gracefully	across	the	crowded
streets	of	the	capital.
After	thirty	minutes	we	were	there.	The	young	Hungarian	got	out	and	led	us	to
private	office	of	his	father's	friend.	When	we	got	inside,	the	receptionist	thankful
,	listened	to	Atilla's	request,	answered	in	Hungarian	and	after	a	while	I	entered
the	office
my	new	gynecologist.
-	And	how	is	everything	okay?	Olga	asked,	leaping	from	her	chair	when	I	left
doctor.
-	Not	really.	They	did	my	research,	the	results	will	be	tomorrow.	I	have	to	lie
down,	don't	overwork,	no
irritate.	Fuck,	I'm	going	crazy,	still	lying	down.
-	Come,	beautiful,	I	will	buy	you	a	langosza,	a	specialty	of	Hungarian	cuisine,
and	take	me	home.
We	will	all	lie	down,	it	will	be	fun,	”said	the	young	man,	putting	his	arm	around
me.
Olo	grabbed	my	hand.
-	It's	difficult,	we'll	lie	down,	we're	pregnant	in	the	end.	-	She	laughed	and	kissed
me	on	the	forehead	and	we	went	to	the	car.
After	eating	a	horribly	greasy	but	delicious	pie	with	cheese	and	garlic
we	returned	to	the	house,	where	I	obediently	changed	my	tracksuit	and	jumped
into	bed.	After	a	short	one
István	came	into	my	room,	closing	the	door	behind	him.
"I	spoke	to	my	friend,"	he	began,	sitting	in	the	armchair	by	the	bed.	-	I	have
hope	you	don't	mind	me	that	I'm	interested	in	your	health.	I	know	that	pregnancy
is	at	risk,
that's	why	I	will	try	to	make	you	feel	as	comfortable	as	possible	here.	Don't
worry	about	anything,	yet
today	they	will	install	Polish	television,	you	have	a	computer	with	internet
access	on	the	table	near	the	bed.	If
you	need	something	else:	books,	newspapers,	say	everything	will	be	delivered	to
you.
I	looked	at	him	gratefully.
-	Why	are	you	doing	all	this,	István?	You	don't	know	me	at	all.	Besides,	it's
without
of	sense,	I	came	here	escaping	from	the	Sicilian	mafia,	I'm	pregnant	and	preach



only
troubles.
-	It's	quite	simple.	I	love	your	friend	and	she	loves	you.
He	patted	my	shoulder,	then	left,	passing	Olga	at	the	door.
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-	Visit!	Cried	my	friend	cheerfully,	placing	a	cup	next	to	me
with	cocoa.	-	You	didn't	tell	me	what	the	doctor	was	saying.
-	With	joyful	news,	this	child	already	looks	like	a	child	and	weighs	as	much	as	a
teaspoon	of	sugar.
He	knows	when	I'm	happy	or	I'm	happy,	because	apparently	he	is	also	happy
then
secreted	hormones.	Unfortunately,	the	pissed	off	is	the	same,	so	that	I	should	live
on
a	downy	cloud	and	everything	in	the	ass.	What	else?	He	has	a	head,	arms,	legs,
small
four	centimeter	man.	A	doctor	will	come	every	day	and	give	me	an	ultrasound.
I	should	normally	be	in	the	hospital,	but	because	István	is	his	friend,	I	don't	have
to.	And	exactly
do	you	know	he	loves	you?	He	just	confessed	it	to	me	just	like	that.
Olo	put	her	head	next	to	my	feet	and	buried	her	face	in	her	hands.
-	Jesus,	I	know,	and	what	the	fuck	is	Lari?	How	I	love	Domenica.	István	turns
me	on
yes,	it's	wonderful,	good,	caring,	and	this	cock,	you	know	...?	-	She	turned	in
dreamy
eyes.	-	But	the	chemistry	is	no	longer	between	us,	as	it	used	to	be.	I	remember
meeting	him.	He	was
July,	I	went	to	Balaton	for	two	weeks.	You	were	with	Paweł	who	he	had
a	restaurant,	and	you	haven't	seen	the	world	outside.	So	I	rented	an	apartment	in
Siófok
and	I	enjoyed	the	wonderful	Hungarian	summer.	And	one	day	I	decided	to	go	to
disco.	I	wandered	from	pub	to	pub,	but	I	didn't	like	anything,	so	I	bought	a	bottle
rose	wine,	a	packet	of	pipes	and	fucked	like	a	guardian	in	Corpus	Christi	I	sat	on
the	sidewalk
and	I	was	staring	at	people.	I	probably	looked	like	a	prostitute	-	and	that's	why
he	saw	me	-
or	I	was	just	sober	and	still	looked	like	a	million	bucks.	Either	way	he	passed
with	colleagues	and	turned	around	and	I	didn't	know	why	I	stared	at	his



eyes.	And	yes
we	stared	at	each	other	like	morons,	and	István	almost	killed	himself	for	the	guy
standing	in	front	of	him.
I	continued	to	heat	the	curb	when	it	disappeared	into	the	crowd.	After	a	few
minutes	he	did	not	grow	out	of	it
ahead	of	me	-	at	first	my	eyes	appeared	good	expensive	motorcycle	boots,	then
torn
jeans	with	a	big	bulge,	because	you	know	his	dick	has	to	fit	somewhere	...	And
later
I	saw	a	muscular	body	and	a	deadly	stare	fixed	on	me.	He	took	a	cigarette	out	of
my	mouth
I	smoked	and	sat	down	next	to	it,	leaning	against	the	wall.	He	burned	it	without	a
word,	took	a	sip	of	wine,	after
what	he	got	up	and	left.	I	was	flabbergasted.	What	was	that	supposed	to	be?	I
thought,	but	I	got	over	it	and	stuck
without	moving.	Five	minutes	later	he	sat	down	next	to	me	and	bet	on
a	bottle	of	wine	on	the	sidewalk,	pulled	out	a	penknife,	opened	it	and	said,	"If
you	have	to	remember
Hungary	after	the	taste	of	wine,	then	start	drinking	better,	and	I	will	make	sure
that	you	not	only	taste	the	wine
she	could	remember.	"	Well,	I	was	captivated	by	his	beast.	We	talked	that	night
until	dawn,	all	the	time
sitting	on	the	sidewalk,	we	ate	breakfast	in	the	morning	and	then	went	to	the
beach	and	believe	it	or	not,
there	was	still	nothing	between	us.	The	next	day	we	met	at	a	dinner	in	the	pub
he	chose,	and	again	we	talked	like	a	huff,	finally	I	said	goodbye	and	left.	I
thanked	him	for
wonderful	two	evenings	and	I	ran	away.
-	What?	I	asked,	amazed	at	the	story.	-	I	don't	understand	why	you	ran	away?
"He	was	perfect,	perfect,	and	I	was	young,"	said	Olo	sadly.	-	I	didn't	trust	you
myself,	I	couldn't	control	my	feelings	and	I	was	afraid	I	would	fall	in	love	with
him.	But	take	it	easy,	Lari,
István	did	not	give	up.	She	raised	her	hand	as	if	anticipating	accidents.	-	I	left	the
pub
and	I	walked	along	the	crowded	pavement	towards	the	apartment.	I	had	about
ten	minutes	from	there
on	foot	and	when	I	was	almost	at	the	door	I	felt	someone	vigorously	turning	me
around,
leans	against	the	neighboring	gate	and	kisses	wonderfully.	When	he	finished,	he



said:	"You	forgot	yourself
bid	farewell".	After	which	he	turned	and	wanted	to	leave,	so	what	was	I
supposed	to	do	...?	I	ran	after
him,	I	fell	into	his	arms	and	we	spent	the	next	week	and	a	half.	And	later
we	came	to	him	to	Budapest	and	it	turned	out	that	he	was	quite	a	wealthy	guest,
for	that
divorced,	and	has	a	son.	It	overwhelmed	me	so	that	I	escaped	shortly	after
arrival.
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He	said	he	understood	but	could	not	forget	or	accept	it.	So	he	called
I	have	visited	Warsaw	several	times	...
I	stared	at	her,	captivated	by	her	tenderness,	especially	passion
story.
-	Why	didn't	you	ever	tell	me	about	it,	Olo?	That's	so	sweet.	-	I	sent	her	ironic
smile,	and	she	returned	the	blow	with	a	pillow	to	my	face.
-	That's	why,	bitch.	Because	you	are	laughing	at	me.	Such	fuck	about	feelings	is
not
in	my	style,	I	can	show	you	in	detail	a	week	and	a	half	with	his	dick	in	his
mouth.
You	will	be	excited,	I	guarantee.
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CHAPTER	6
I	was	in	bed,	hours,	days	and	weeks	passed.	Olga	and	Atilla	lay	with	me,
sometimes	István	joined.	We	played	games,	read	books,	watched	TV,	bored
in	general	and	we	got	used	to	each	other.	We	were	a	bit	like	siblings.	My	results
my	research	got	better	every	day,	I	was	calm.	I	can't	say	happy	because
there	was	no	day	for	me	not	to	think	about	Massim,	but	I	could	live.	I	also	called
my	mother,	too
each	time	with	a	different	card.	Thank	god	my	phone	had	the	ability	to	lock	the
display,
so	mom	thought	the	number	was	always	the	same	And	that	she	wasn't	in	the
habit	of	calling	herself,
she	was	just	waiting	for	the	call,	even	when	she	dialed	my	number,	I	didn't
answer,	but	called	back
after	a	while.
And	so	it	was	autumn	in	absolute	conspiracy.	December	has	come.	It	wasn't	so



fun
because	I	stopped	fitting	in	my	clothes;	I	had	a	tiny	tummy,	but	a	lot
more	visible	than	just	a	few	weeks	ago.	Olga	fought	with	herself,	and	István
fought	with	her
with	reluctance,	until	one	day	there	was	a	conversation	that	I	had	been	expecting
for	many	days.
"Lari,	it's	time	to	go	back	to	Poland	or	move	out,"	Olo	said,	sitting	down	next	to
her
at	the	kitchen	counter	when	I	was	having	breakfast.	-	It's	all	right	with	the	baby,
you
you	feel	great,	no	one	is	chasing	us,	nobody	is	looking	for	us,	and	it's	been	over	a
month	and	a	half.	Let's	go	back.
I	was	glad	he	said	that.	We	both	missed	the	country,	I	missed	my	parents	and
friends,
Ola	the	same.	It	was	wonderful	in	Hungary,	but	I	felt	like	a	guest	here	and	I
couldn't	imagine
stay	forever.
"Are	you	right,	Olo,	have	you	already	told	István?"
-	Yes,	we	talked	all	night,	understand	the	decision.	And	probably	thanks	to	these
few	weeks	he	reconciled
that	there	is	no	future	ahead	of	us.
Atilla	went	down	to	the	kitchen	and,	as	always,	hugged	me	tightly,	kissing	my
head.
-	How	is	my	favorite	mummy?	He	asked.
The	fact	that	he	was	gay	helped	me	a	lot	closer	to	him.	Although	he	was	one
of	the	most	beautiful	guys	I've	ever	seen	in	my	life,	I	treated	him	like	a	brother.
"I	feel	good	enough	to	be	leaving	soon,"	I	said,	cuddling	up	to	him
shoulder.
He	jumped	away	as	he	was	sunburned,	went	around	the	island	from	the	other
side	and	leaned	on	with	both	hands
on	the	counter,	he	shouted:
"You	can't	just	leave	and	leave	me	alone	here!"	Laura,	too
she	should	not	change	doctor	again.	And	if	in	Poland	it	gets	worse,	who	will	take
care	of	her?	No
I	agree,	you're	not	going	anywhere.
When	he	finished	tearing,	he	banged	his	hand	on	the	table	and	stared	at	me
furiously.	I	was
surprised	by	his	reaction.	Suddenly,	from	a	wonderful	boy	he	turned	into	a
totalitarian	male	who



I	don't	want	to	give	back	what	belongs	to	him.
-	Atilla,	don't	act	like	dung!	Olo	snorted,	getting	up	from	her	seat.	-	Don't	bother
at
us,	because	it	pisses	me	off	when	you	act	like	a	jerk.	We	don't	leave	you,	only
we	are	coming	back	to	the	country,	do	you	understand?	There	are	planes	and
cars,	and	we	don't	live	in	Canada.
You	can	see	us	every	week	if	you	want,	and	we	have	mother	in	Warsaw
awesome	boys.
I	stood	up	and	walked	over	to	him,	cradling	my	head	against	his	muscular	body.
"Come	on,	Godzilla,	don't	be	mad,"	I	said.	-	Come	with	us	if	you	want,	but	us
we	have	to	come	back.
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I	patted	him	on	the	back	and	went	upstairs.	As	expected,	I	didn't	wait
long,	and	my	foster	gay	brother	rushed	after	me.	He	stormed	into	the	room	and
closed	the	door.
He	came	to	me,	put	his	hand	around	my	neck	and	pressed	me	against	the	wall.	I
felt	in	my	stomach
familiar	tingling;	only	Massimo	treated	me	that	way.	Unexpectedly	his	language
he	brutally	broke	into	my	mouth,	and	my	whole	body	clung	to	me.	I	closed	my
eyes	and	for	a	moment
it	seemed	to	me	that	I	went	back	in	time.	Our	languages	danced	with	each	other
in	perfect	lazy
rhythm	while	huge	hands	tenderly	embraced	my	face.	Soft	lips	enveloped	mine
the	lips	were	warm,	passionate	and	wild.
-	Atilla,	what	are	you	doing?	I	whispered	in	a	daze,	turning	my	head	to	the	side.	-
You	said	...
-	Did	you	really	believe	I	was	gay?	He	asked,	running	his	tongue	over	my	neck.
-	Laura,	I	am	100%	heretic.	I've	been	wanting	you	almost	since	you	got	into	it
at	home,	I	love	how	you	smell	and	look	when	you	wake	up.	I	love	how	you	lift	it
one	leg	and	leaning	it	against	the	other	when	you	brush	your	teeth,	when	you
read	a	book	and	you	bite	your	lips	when
you	are	thinking	of	something	-	he	sighed.	-	God,	how	many	times	I	wanted	to
have	you	then.
I	was	so	shocked	that	at	first	I	did	not	understand	what	he	was	saying	to	me.
And	the	matter	was	not	made	easy	by	his	licking	tongue.
"But	I'm	pregnant	and	I'm	the	wife	of	a	100%	mafioso."	Is	this	getting	to	you?
-	I	pushed	him	away.	-	Young,	I	treat	you	like	a	brother,	and	you	put	away	all	this



crib	that	you	are	like
aunt	to	fuck	me?	Jesus,	that's	gross.	I	opened	the	door	furiously.	-	Get	the	fuck
out!	-
When	he	didn't	respond,	I	screamed,	"Get	the	fuck	out,	Atilla!"
Olga,	as	befits	a	pitbula,	appeared	after	a	few	seconds	and	stood	on	the
threshold.
-	What's	happening?	Why	are	you	teasing	you
-	I'm	screaming.	Pack	up,	we're	leaving.
Olo	looked	at	both	of	us	with	undisguised	anxiety,	not	getting	an	answer,
she	turned	and	went	to	her	room.
After	two	hours	we	were	ready	to	go.	Olga	said	goodbye	most	of	the	time
with	István,	who	was	obviously	uncomfortable	with	our	trip.	I	have	no	idea	how
to	him
thanked	for	this	stay	of	several	weeks,	but	his	face	was	quite	satisfied	when
they	left	his	bedroom.
I	kissed	him	and	he	hugged	me	like	a	father	and	he	didn't	let	me	out	of	his	arms
for	a	long	time.	I	liked
him,	I	felt	calm	with	him	and	I	knew	that	unlike	his	son,	there	are	no	bad	ones
intentions.
"Thank	you,"	I	said,	breaking	away	from	him.
-	Call	me	when	you	get	there.
After	our	quarrel,	Atilla	left	the	house	and	did	not	return	until	he	left.	I	was	sorry
but
on	the	other	hand,	I	was	pissed	off	at	him,	so	the	balance	of	feelings	evened	out
so	that	the	end
In	the	end	his	absence	did	not	concern	me	much.
The	road	to	Poland	turned	out	to	be	long,	far	too	long,	and	because	of	our	trip
was	quite	sudden,	we	didn't	know	where	to	go.	It	dawned	on	us	only	halfway.
-	Lari,	do	you	know	what	I	came	up	with?	Olo	asked.
-	I	think	it's	the	same	as	me.	That	we	can't	go	back	to	your	apartment?
-	Eee	there,	I	came	across	it	a	few	days	ago,	I'm	not	talking	about	it.
I	looked	at	her	questioningly.
-	You	see,	I	thought	about	it	for	some	time	and	our	escape	makes	absolutely	no
sense,	he
he'll	find	you	anyway,	whether	you	like	it	or	not.	Besides,	honey,	there	are	legal
ways	to
settling	your	affairs,	and	screwing	up	your	life	just	because	Massimo	is
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motherfucker,	there's	no	point.	You	took	a	breath,	revived,	calmed	down.	I'm	not
saying	you	to	him
she	called	right	away,	but	let's	oil	if	they	find	us.	We'll	be	in	Poland,	not	in	Sicily,
he	shit	here
maybe	he	would	be	just	a	pimped	Italian,	not	a	don	who	everyone	bow	down	to.
I	sat	listening	intently	to	every	word	she	said.	I	was	slowly	realizing	that	he	had
right,	and	I	acted	like	a	selfish	idiot.	I	ran	away	and	got	God	into	this
guilty	Olga,	who	had	had	enough	of	this	whole	situation.
"You're	right,	actually,"	I	admitted.	-	But	I	don't	want	to	come	back	to	our
apartment.
For	now,	we	will	stay	in	my	former	hotel	in	the	center	and	look	for	something
peaceful.
We	have	money,	it	will	be	just	a	matter	of	choosing	a	district.	I	would	like	to	live
the	most
in	Wilanów,	but	not	in	Miasteczko,	only	further.	There	is	calm,	low-rise
buildings,	close	to
center,	clinic	next	door.	Paweł	Ome	will	arrange	a	doctor	for	me	and	make	sure
that	I	do	not	give	birth
she	died	of	pain.
-	I	see	you	planned	everything?
-	Absolutely.	It	occurred	to	me	just	now.	I	shrugged	my	shoulders.
When	we	got	to	Warsaw,	it	was	evening.	In	the	meantime	I	called	to
Natalia,	a	colleague	with	whom	I	worked,	and	asked	her	to	reserve	a	room	for
her
name.	I	didn't	want	to	run	away	anymore,	but	I	didn't	want	to	make	my
husband's	case	easier,
checking	in	as	a	hotel.	The	closer	we	got	to	our	destination,	the	more	we	were
tired	and	as	it	was
I	was	driving	from	the	border,	squeezed	in	gas,	wanting	to	get	there	as	soon	as
possible.
I	was	speeding	through	the	beltway;	it	was	the	middle	of	the	night	and	almost	no
traffic.	Then	in	the	back
mirror,	and	later	in	the	windshield,	I	saw	flashing	blue	lights.
-	Fuck	my	ass,	police.
Olga	turned	her	head	to	the	glass,	completely	unimpressed	by	the	situation.
-	How	much	did	you	go?
-	I	don't	know,	but	a	lot.



-	Cool,	they'll	have	a	good	time.
Unfortunately,	after	fifteen	minutes	and	confessions	about	pregnancy,	a	long
journey
and	malaise,	gentlemen	policemen	gave	me	a	ticket	and	penalty	points.	I	didn't
care
too	much,	but	they	had	to	identify	me,	and	that	meant	Massimo	would	know
where	I	was.
Maybe	I	was	paranoid,	but	I	had	to	consider	the	possibility	that	Massimo	has
access	to
police	bases.	When	we	finally	got	to	the	hotel,	I	paid	a	week	in	advance	and
went	to	sleep.
After	three	days	I	found	an	apartment,	although	not	where	I	wanted,	but	it	was
like	that
beautiful	that	I	couldn't	resist.	That	his	owner	would	not	sign	the	contract,
I	paid	for	six	months	in	advance	and	gave	him	a	deposit.	He	was	very	happy.
The	apartment,	unfortunately,	was	in	close	proximity	to	the	place	where	he	lived
Martin,	my	ex,	but	I	knew	that	even	if	we	met,	he	would	miss	me	wide.
We	moved	in	and	took	a	breather	-	finally	after	so	many	weeks	we	were	at	home.
The	apartment	turned	out	to	be	wonderful,	too	big	for	two	of	us,	but	it	was	a
detail.	Great	living	room
with	an	open	kitchen	it	occupied	half	the	area,	further	were	three	bedrooms	and	a
wardrobe,	two
bathrooms	and	a	guest	toilet.	We	didn't	intend	to	do	parties	or	rallies	here,	but	it's
always	better
have	more	than	less.
It	was	Tuesday.	We	sat	on	the	big	sofa	in	the	living	room,	staring	at	the
television.
"I	have	to	jump	to	my	parents,"	Olga	said.	-	For	one	day,	max	for	two.
I	will	also	come	to	yours	and	make	a	good	gift	for	them.	I	am	leaving	tomorrow
morning,	mother	today
she	called	and	torments	me,	so	let	him	have	it.
"Come	on,	sure,"	I	said.	-	I	will	do	the	same	as	for	several	weeks,	i.e.	lay,
making	up	for	movie	gaps.
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Olo	left	the	next	day	in	the	morning,	and	after	a	few	hours	I	felt	at	home
lonely.	I	started	the	computer	and	checked	the	cinema	listings	quickly.	They
played	so	many	movies



which	I	wanted	to	see	that	I	bought	tickets	for	two	screenings	immediately,	one
after	the	other.	In	total
I	sat	in	the	cinema	for	almost	five	hours,	assuming	that	it	made	a	difference	if	I
was	in	arrears
at	home	or	in	a	cinema	chair.
When	my	marathon	was	over,	I	grabbed	a	taxi	and	returned	to	Wilanów.
Turning	the	key	in	the	door,	I	heard	the	TV.	Olga	is	back	already?	I	thought
surprised.	I	closed	them	and	headed	to	where	the	sounds	were	coming
from.	There	was	in	the	apartment
quite	dark,	only	the	glow	from	the	TV	lit	up	the	darkness.	I	looked	at	the	screen
and	my	heart
stopped:	I	was	daydreaming	for	the	same	nightmare.	The	picture	on	the	TV	was
divided	into
half	-	on	one	side	of	the	monitoring	recording	was	the	scene	of	Massim's
betrayal,	and	on	the	other	side	some
meeting	in	the	garden.	I	sat	on	the	couch	and	felt	that	I	was	getting	sick.	In	some
someone	paused	and	the	movie	stopped.	I	took	a	deep	breath,	knowing	he	was
here
is.	I	closed	my	eyes.
-	Massimo?
-	If	you	look	closely	at	what	is	on	the	left,	you	will	see	on	the	buttock
my	brother's	a	mole	I	don't	have,	”he	said.	-	If	you	look	at	the	right	side
screen,	you'll	see	that	at	the	same	time	I	was	sitting	with	people	from	Milan	in
the	garden.
Hearing	his	voice,	I	almost	cried	-	he	was	here,	I	could	smell	him,	but
completely
I	didn't	listen	to	what	he	was	saying.
-	Laura,	fuck	you,	get	up	and	look,	then	explain	to	me	what	the	hell	was	going
on	with	you
all	these	weeks!	He	screamed	when	I	didn't	react.	-	You	want	to	leave	me,	then
tell	me	that	in	the	face,	don't	run	and	hide	from	me.	You	treated	me	like
worst	enemy,	not	her	husband.	And	if	that	wasn't	enough,	you	thought	I	was	an
idiot	who
he	would	cheat	on	you	with	someone	he	honestly	hates.
At	that	moment	the	light	in	the	living	room	came	on	and	the	don	got	up	from	his
chair	and	stood	in	front	of	me.
I	looked	up	and	looked	him	in	the	eye.	He	was	the	most	beautiful	guy	on	earth.
Dressed	in	black	pants	and	turtleneck	of	the	same	color,	he	looked	stunning.	He
stood	and	pierced



me	with	icy	eyes;	I	have	not	felt	this	Arctic	ice	on	me	for	a	long	time.	I	forced
myself
to	take	his	eyes	off	him,	because	his	sight	hurt.	I	looked	at	the
television.	Massimo
pressed	play	again.	Everything	he	said	made	sense	and	the	whole	situation
suddenly	became	clear.
He	rewound	several	minutes	back	and	clearly	saw	him	getting	up	from	the	table,
and	after	a	few
at	times	he	appears	in	the	library	where	his	brother	fucks	Anna.	I	felt	bad.	So
monstrously
As	at	the	moment,	I	have	never	felt	in	my	life.	I	just	fucked	up	humanly
I	was	wrong	and	fucked	up.	I	wanted	to	open	my	mouth	to	say	anything	but	not
I	knew	what	would	be	appropriate	in	this	situation.
"Adriano	is	gone,"	Massimo	said	after	a	moment.	-	And	to	my	joy	he	took	with
him
Anna,	whom	he	made	probably	the	happiest	woman	on	earth.	Thanks	to	this,	the
truce	was	officially
sealed	and	I	am	sure	you	will	be	safe.	-	He	sat	in	the	armchair	next	to	him.	-
Pack
today,	we're	flying	out	to	Sicily	today.
-	I	won't	leave	Olga.
-	He	is	with	Domenik	on	his	way	from	his	parents.	They	should	be	in	an	hour,
pack	up.
-	I	have	nothing	to	take.
"Then	get	dressed	and	walk,"	he	said	firmly,	rising	from	his	chair.
He	was	angry,	or	rather	pissed	off	to	the	limit.	He	was	not	so	indifferent	and
freezing
never	to	me.	I	didn't	want	to	fuel	his	anger,	so	I	did	what	he	ordered.
We	drove	to	the	airport	fifteen	minutes,	fifteen	long,	silent	minutes.	When
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I	got	on	the	plane,	Massimo	handed	me	a	tablet	and	a	glass	of	water.
"Please,	take	a	sip,"	he	said	as	calmly	as	he	could.
-	I	don't	want	to,	I	can	do	it.
"You've	already	exposed	my	child	enough,	so	don't	check	where	the	border	is."
I	swallowed	the	medicine	and	politely	went	towards	the	cabin	with	the	bed.	I
grabbed	a	wool	blanket
I	covered	myself	and	closed	my	eyes.	I	was	calm	and	happy;	knowing	that	I	am



not
he	cheated	on,	she	gave	me	relief,	which	I	have	not	felt	since	our	honeymoon.	I
knew,
that	we	need	to	talk,	but	since	he	needed	time,	I	intended	to	give	him	as	much	as
he	could
you	need.	Most	importantly,	he	was	mine	again.
When	I	opened	my	eyes	it	was	already	morning	and	I	was	lying	in	my	bed	in
Sicily.
I	smiled	and	reached	my	other	side	in	search	of	my	husband,	but	not	as	usual
It	was.	I	put	on	my	bathrobe	and	shuffled	into	Olga's	room.	I	was	about	to	grab
the	door	handle	when	I	was	alone
I	reminded	you	that	she	may	not	be	alone.	I	looked	inside	as	quietly	as
possible.	She	was
in	bed	obscured	by	laptop.
"Hi,"	I	said,	closing	the	door	and	sliding	into	her	under	the	covers.	-	Massimo	is
so	pissed	off	that	he	doesn't	speak	to	me,	he	only	gives	instructions.	It	pisses	me.
-	Are	you	surprised?	He	did	nothing	and	was	accused	of	treason,	and	you	took
him	away
what	he	loves	the	most	in	the	world.	Forgive	me,	my	dear,	and	I	will	tell	you
only,	but	I	think
he	is	right.	I	would	probably	kill	you	in	his	place,	really.	-	She	closed	the
computer	door.	-
I	told	you	he	didn't	do	it,	but	you	didn't	want	to	listen	to	me.	Maybe	it'll	teach
you	how	to	explain
situation,	not	running	away	from	it.
"I	will	do	this	penance	with	humility,"	I	said,	covering	my	face	with	a	pillow.	-
And	how
Domenico?
Olga	smiled	and	closed	her	eyes.	She	murmured	something	under	her	breath	for
a	moment,	until	she	composed	it
matters	in	her	head,	she	began	to	say:
-	He	came	for	me	yesterday	when	I	was	at	my	parents'	house.	Imagine	my
surprise
when	I	took	the	dog	for	a	walk,	I	go	out	in	front	of	the	cage,	and	here	he	is.	It
stands,	you	know	Italian
serious,	Massima	black	ferrari	based	on	it.	God,	how	beautiful	he	was	...	I	threw
myself	at	him
and	then	the	dog	ran	away.
I	laughed.



-	I	do	not	believe!	How	is	that
-	Unfortunately,	the	fucking	mongrel	jerked	and	fucked	up,	and	I	followed	him
because	he	is	a	beloved	dog
mother.	A	malicious	chuck	was	running	happily	around	the	estate,	and	I	was	like
a	moron	after	him.
-	And	Domenico?
-	And	Domenico	stood	watching	the	whole	situation.	You	know,	it	had	its
advantages,	because	I	focused
on	the	damn	dog,	instead	of	wanting	to	suck	him	under	the	block.	Laura,	I'm
alive
for	almost	two	months	without	sex.	How	much	can	you	...
-	What	about	István?	When	we	were	in	Budapest,	you	and	he	...	nothing	...?
Olo	shook	her	head,	pride	in	her	expression.
"He	was	fine,	I	slept	with	him,	hugged	him,	but	nothing	else."	And	continuing
I	caught	this	battered	animal,	walked	it	upstairs,	said	goodbye	to	my	parents	and
fifteen
minutes	later	I	glided	gracefully	towards	him.	He	opened	the	car	door	for	me	and
leaned	back	before	getting	in
me	on	the	side	of	the	car	and	kissed	me.	But,	Lari,	how	he	did	it,	I	tell	you	...	as
if	he	wanted	me
eat.	He	licked	with	me	like	we	did	in	high	school,	he	fucked	me	with	his	tongue
...
-	Okay,	I	understand!	I	hissed,	contorting	my	lips.
-	And	then	he	fucked	me	on	the	way.	Not	a	language	anymore.	Only	the	poor
woman	didn't	take	it
considering	that	in	this	space	vehicle	it	will	be	impossible	so	that	we	had	to	get
off.
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It's	good	that	we	were	so	horny	at	each	other,	we	didn't	care	if	it	was	zero
degrees	outside.
You	know,	it's	new	to	him	and	I	must	admit	that	for	my	bare	ass	too.	It	happened
to	me	occasionally
I	would	expose	her	naked	to	such	conditions,	but	I	did	it	only	in	exceptional
situations.	However,	we	did	not	manage	one	time	and	stood	three	times	on	the
roadside
in	the	woods,	so	we	missed	the	plane.	I	mean,	I	know	he	is	private,	but	he	also
has



hours	when	it	can	fly	away.	Well,	I'll	have	a	cold	anyway,	I	can	feel	it.
-	So	we	all	flew	together?	-	I	was	curious,	because	ten	minutes	after
when	I	swallowed	the	tablet,	I	didn't	remember	anything.
-	Yes,	me,	you,	Domenico,	Massimo	and	security.
-	And	what	did	Black	say	during	the	flight?	I	asked,	glancing	at	her	from	behind
the	pillow.
-	Nothing,	because	he	wasn't	sitting	with	us.	The	whole	journey	stared	at	you	as
you	slept.	He	looked	like	that
as	if	he	were	praying	to	you.	I	fell	into	it	for	a	moment,	I	saw	it,	but	he	didn't
want	to	come	with	me
talk.	Later	he	took	you	out	of	the	plane	and	put	you	in	the	car	and	put	you	to	bed
at	home,
changed	into	pajamas	and	stared	again,	sitting	on	the	armchair.	I	know	because	I
wanted	him	in	all	this
help	but	he	would	not	let	me.	Then	Domenico	took	me	to	the	bedroom	and	it
was	morning.
"These	will	be	hard	days,"	I	sighed.	-	Okay,	I	have	to	go	to	the	tests,	I'll	call	you
doctor	and	make	an	appointment.	I'll	be	back.
I	went	for	the	phone	and	dialed	the	clinic	number.	As	always,	Torricelli's	magic
name
meant	that	all	doors	would	open	before	me.	I	had	more	choice	than	that
average	mortal.	I	dressed	in	a	loose	gray	tunic,	beloved	black
boots	from	Givenchy	and	a	leather	jacket	in	the	color	of	shoes.	It	wasn't	winter
in	Sicily,	but	the	fact	was
such	that	there	was	nothing	to	count	on	in	the	heat.	When	I	returned	to	Olo's
room,	I	was	surprised	to	find	that
she	was	ready.
-	I	suggest	breakfast	on	the	beach.	What	do	you	think?	She	said	cheerfully.	-
We'll	go	to	such	a	place
a	small	restaurant	in	Giardini	Naxos,	we	went	there	with	Domenik	for	walks
when	you	were
with	Massim	in	the	Caribbean.	They	have	a	delicious	omelette	with	ham	and
cheeses	that	they	make	themselves.
-	Wonderful.	I	have	an	appointment	in	two	hours,	so	we'll	be	fine,	come	on.
We	went	through	a	completely	empty	house	and	when	we	left	the	driveway,	I	left
Olo,
and	I	went	around	the	building	myself	and	went	to	the	garage	to	get	a	Bentley.	I
opened	the	inbox	in	which
car	keys	were	always	hanging,	and	I	was	surprised	to	find	that	although	the	cars



are	stationary,	they	are	gone
in	the	middle	of	even	one	pair.
-	What	the	fuck	is	this?	I	said	as	I	left.
I	saw	a	bodyguard	sitting	in	the	garden,	so	I	turned	towards	him,
to	find	out	what's	going	on.
-	Hi,	I'd	like	to	go	to	the	doctor	and	I	don't	know	where	the	keys	are?
-	Unfortunately,	you	can't	leave	the	property.	This	is	a	don's	decision.	The	doctor
will	come	to
you.	If	you	still	need	something,	tell	me	and	it	will	be	delivered	to	your	home.
-	I	think	you're	kidding	me!	I	screamed.	-	Where	is	Massimo	and	where	is	mine
bodyguard	Paulo?
-	Don	left	and	took	Maria	and	Domenica	with	him,	they	will	be	back	tomorrow.	I
am	yours	today
disposal.
"Fuck	mother,"	I	said	through	my	teeth,	looking	at	my	gorilla.	There	is	nothing
like	coming	back
to	home!
I	passed	Olga,	who	was	stuck	on	the	threshold	of	the	villa	all	the	time.
-	Crap	for	crampons,	not	sleds.	We	are	grounded,	we	are	not	allowed	to	leave	the
keys
there	is	no	car,	the	gate	is	closed,	there	are	no	boats	at	the	bridge,	and	the	wall
around	the	residence	is	behind
tall.
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-	You	screw	up	later,	Lari,	now	come	on,	we'll	order	breakfast.	-	She	touched
arms	and	motherly	embraced	me	half.	-	This	omelette	was	not	that	good	there.
After	a	few	hours	and	a	visit	from	a	doctor	who	said	that	everything	was	fine	and
took	me
blood,	we	started	to	get	bored.	So	I	came	up	with	the	brilliant	idea	to	order	a
hairdresser's	house
and	beauticians.	Within	an	hour,	the	entire	crew	and	equipment	were	already	on
the	property.
As	everyone	knows,	there	is	nothing	better	for	sharp	pissed	off	than	manicures,
pedicure	and	hairdresser.	We	did	nails,	then	cut	and	refresh	the	color.	For
I'm	sure	I	reached	into	the	treasure	house	of	uncle	Google's	knowledge,	if	I	dye
my	hair	during	pregnancy,	then
the	child	will	not	be	born	redhead.	Such	superstitions	were	sold	to	me	by	my



grandmother	when	I	was	younger.
However,	it	turned	out	that	it	does	not	matter,	you	only	have	to	warn	the
hairdresser,	because	he	uses
other	products.	After	almost	four	hours,	we	reminded	people	again,	me
I	smelled	of	vanilla,	and	Olga	smelled	of	cherries.	We	didn't	know	why	we	left
so	much
today,	since	our	gentlemen	are	coming	back	tomorrow,	but	every	reason	was
good.
After	all,	we	ate	dinner,	exceptionally	in	the	home	dining	room,	because	the
weather	outside
was	not	conducive	to	meals.	In	December	there	are	only	a	few	rainy	days	in
Sicily	and	today
it	was	such	a	day.	Olo	emptied	the	bottle	of	wine	and	simply	collapsed,	then
went	to	sleep.
I	was	not	tired	at	all.	I	turned	on	the	TV	and	went	to	the	wardrobe,
I	stood	on	the	side	where	Massim's	clothes	were	hanging,	and	desperately
searched
among	them	his	smell.	I	was	digging	shelf	after	shelf,	but	every	thing	smelled
only
purity.	Finally,	I	came	across	a	leather	jacket	with	an	intense	smell	of	Black.
I	removed	it	from	the	hanger	and	sat	on	the	rug,	hugging	me.	I	felt	like	crying
when
I	thought	about	how	he	was	raging	with	anxiety	and	despair.	I	remembered	him
I	treated	when	he	called,	and	tears	came	to	my	eyes.
"I'm	sorry,"	I	whispered,	and	a	tear	rolled	down	my	cheeks.
"I	know	the	word,"	I	heard	a	voice	from	behind.
I	looked	up	and	saw	Massim	towering	over	me.	He	stood	wearing	black
his	suit,	his	eyes	dead	with	cold	eyes	watching	me	closely.
-	I'm	mad	at	you,	Baby.	Nobody	has	ever	led	me	to	this
fury.	I	would	like	you	to	know	that	because	of	you	I	had	to	get	rid	of	the	best
people	who
they	didn't	look	after	you.	Flying	around	Europe	in	search	of	you,	I	also	lost
confidence
a	lucrative	business,	which	upset	my	authority	with	other	families.	-	He	came	to
the	closet
and	he	hung	up	his	jacket.	-	I'm	tired,	so	let	me	wash	and	go	to	sleep.
I	don't	think	he	has	ever	been	so	indifferent	to	me;	I	felt	that	I	was	losing	him,
that	he	was	moving	away
from	me.	When	I	heard	the	sound	of	water	hitting	the	floor,	I	decided	to	take	a



chance.
I	undressed	and	entered	the	bathroom.	Black	stood	naked,	and	hot	water	poured
over	his	divine
muscles.	He	looked	exactly	like	when	I	saw	him	for	the	first	time	in	all	his	glory.
He	leaned	his	elbows	on	the	wall,	letting	his	body	be	surrounded	by	a	hot	stream
from	the	rain	shower.
I	came	up	behind	him	and	clung	to	him,	and	my	hands	instinctively	went	to	his
manhood.	Before	they	reached	their	destination,	he	grabbed	them	and	turned
toward	me,	holding	his	wrists.
"No,"	he	said	in	a	calm,	confident	tone.
I	leaned	against	the	glass,	unable	to	believe	that	he	was	pushing	me	away.
-	I	want	to	go	back	to	Poland	-	I	said	offended,	turning	towards	the	exit
from	the	cabin.	-	Let	me	know	how	it	goes.
My	provocation	worked	on	him	like	a	canvas	for	a	bull.	He	took	my	hand
and	pressed	energetically	against	the	wall.	He	scanned	my	body	coldly	at	the
same	time
stroking	the	slender	hands	along	his	path.
"You	have	a	tummy,"	he	smiled,	kneeling	in	front	of	me.	-	My	son	is	growing.
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"This	daughter,	Massimo,	is	indeed	quite	big."	It's	about	nine	centimeters.
He	leaned	his	forehead	against	my	womb	and	froze,	doing	nothing	to	him
on	the	back	of	hot	water.	He	wrapped	his	arms	around	my	body	and	grabbed	my
buttocks,	hammering	firmly
in	your	fingers.
"Only	God	knows	what	suffering	you've	caused	me,	Laura."
-	Massimo,	please,	let's	talk.
-	Not	now.	Now	there	will	be	a	punishment	for	escape.
-	Unfortunately,	it	can't	be	too	severe.	-	Black	froze,	sticking	in	me	narrowly
eyes.	"Pregnancy	was	at	stake,"	I	whispered,	stroking	his	hair.	-	That's	why	we
can't	...
Not	letting	me	finish,	he	jumped	to	his	feet.	His	jaws	clenched
at	an	alarming	rate,	and	the	cage	waved	in	a	rhythm	like	a	gallop.	I	had	the
impression
that	the	water	running	down	it	will	soon	evaporate	under	the	heat	of	rage,	which
shook	his	body.	He	pulled	away	from	me,	clenched	his	fists	and	let	out	a
terrifying	roar,	after
which	he	turned	and	walked	toward	the	door.



I	slapped	my	head	for	stupidity	and	a	way	to	reveal	my	troubles	to	him
health.	I	struggled	myself,	hiding	my	face	in	my	hands	until	I	heard	him	scream
something	in	Italian.	I	grabbed	the	towel	and	almost	ran	to	the	wardrobe	from
which	Massimo
came	out	dressed	rather	modestly	-	in	gray	tracksuit	pants	and	sports	shoes.	He
threw	the	phone
which	he	held	in	his	hand	and	looked	at	me	as	if	he	was	going	to	kill	me.	I
wanted	to	stop	him	but
he	just	raised	his	hands	high	and	passed	me	without	a	word,	going	downstairs.	I
grabbed	his	shirt
lace	figs,	which	I	took	off	earlier,	and	ran	after	him.
He	couldn't	see	me,	he	was	walking	down	the	hall,	banging	his	fists	on	the	walls
and	screaming
Italian.	He	disappeared,	going	downstairs,	and	I	froze	in	front	of	the	door	leading
to	the	basement,
with	which	he	slammed.	I've	never	been	there	before,	somehow	I	didn't	want	to
check	it	out
rooms	downstairs.	The	truth	was	that	my	imagination	sent	me	various	images:
locked	in	the	corpses	of	a	refrigerator	or	torture	chamber,	where	a	bound	naked
sits	in	a	chair
man.	Generally,	thinking	about	going	down	there	made	my	heart	speed	up	like
crazy,	but	not	on
enough	to	stop	me.	I	decided	to	go	down.
I	grabbed	the	door	handle	and	quietly	slipped	through	the	door.	I	went	down
lightly
steps	backlit,	and	from	the	distance	I	could	hear	the	sounds	of	groans	and
bumps.	God	help	me,
I	thought,	spreading	a	vision	of	the	gruesome	things	happening	somewhere	next
to	me.
Then	the	stairs	ended,	and	after	catching	three	deep	breaths	I	leaned	out	from
behind
walls	to	assess	the	situation.	What	was	my	surprise	when	instead	of	piercing	my
knees
and	breaking	the	wheel	I	saw	a	training	room.	A	punching	bag	was	hanging	from
the	ceiling,	next	to	it	was	a	coo,
chin-up	bars,	wrestling	mannequin,	and	dozens	of	other	things	that	are	not
I	had	no	idea	what	they	were	for.	Looking	around	the	interior,	I	found	the	room
at	some	point	it	turns,	forming	the	shape	of	the	letter	L.	I	quietly	approached
another	wall



and	I	leaned	behind	her	to	see	what	was	going	on.
Something	like	a	cage	appeared	in	my	eyes,	and	inside	it	Massimo	and	one	of
ours
bodyguards.	They	put	their	fists	together,	or	rather	Black	beat	him
unbelievably.	Although	the	difference
the	weight	between	them	was	considerable,	the	don	had	no	trouble	tearing	him
apart
shreds.	When	his	opponent	raised	his	hands	in	surrender,	another	entered	the
cage
man,	and	Massimo	was	starting	over.
I	had	no	idea	that	he	could	fight,	I	was	convinced	he	had	people	from	it.	As	you
can	see,
I	was	not	wrong.	His	body	was	in	fact	incredibly	stretched,	he	was	in	excellent
condition,
but	I	never	thought	he	owed	it	to	the	fight.	He	made	very	high	kicks
and	effectively	used	the	cage	to	defeat	the	opponent.	I	will	not	say	-	this	view
was	quite
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sexy,	and	even	the	fact	that	Massimo	was	extremely	furious	made	no	difference
to	me.
After	finishing	the	next	sparring	partner,	he	made	that	animal	roar	again
and	fell	inside	the	cage,	leaning	against	her	side.	One	of	the	people	handed	him	a
bottle	of	water	and	everyone
the	three	headed	toward	the	exit,	i.e.	they	had	to	pass	by.	I	didn't	care	about
seeing	me
I	didn't	even	try	to	hide;	I	was	his	wife	after	all.	When	they	passed	me	standing
in	Black's	shirt,	each	of	them	nodded	gently	at	me,	and	they	left.	I	took
I	took	a	deep	breath	and	headed	towards	exhausted	Massim,	who	at	the	sound	of
my	footsteps
he	just	raised	his	eyes.	He	was	not	particularly	surprised	at	my	view.	He	didn't
really	care	about	me.
Teached	by	an	example	of	a	shower	situation,	I	decided	to	approach	my	smarter
husband.	I	opened	the	door	from	the	mesh	and,	passing	through	it,	slowly
unbuttoned	my	shirt.	When
I	was	only	a	meter	away	from	him,	I	opened	her	lap,	showing	him	my	abundant
breasts
and	favorite	red	lace	panties.	His	eyes	darkened	and	he	automatically	bit	his



lip.	He	finished	his
the	rest	of	the	water	from	the	bottle,	and	then	carelessly	threw	it	into	the	corner
of	the	cage.	Saying	nothing
I	straddled	him	so	that	his	head	was	at	the	height	of	my	womb,
and	ostentatiously	I	took	off	my	panties,	throwing	them	on	his	sweaty	belly.
He	smelled	wonderful;	evaporating	sweat	combined	with	the	smell	of	shower	gel
was	the	sexiest	blend	of	fragrances	in	the	world.	I	took	on	her	with	nothing
greatest	aroma.	I	knew	that	I	had	to	make	the	first	move,	or	rather	the	whole	one
a	series	of	moves	because	Massimo	didn't	move.
I	crouched	and	grabbed	the	elastic	of	his	tracksuits,	hooking	my	fingers	on
them.	I	looked	at	my	face
Black,	like	I	was	looking	for	approval	in	her.	Unfortunately,	he	was	unmoved.
"Please	..."	I	whispered	softly	with	glassy	eyes.
His	hips	rose,	allowing	me	to	pull	my	pants	off	him.	When	I	quit
wet	tracksuits	on	the	mat,	slightly	opened	thighs	Massim	revealed	a	wonderful
monumental
erection.
It	wouldn't	be	surprising	if	it	wasn't	for	the	fact	that	he	was	fighting	with	three
men
some	twenty	minutes,	thirty	minutes	earlier,	he	was	hungry	for	murder.
I	straddled	him	again,	reached	out,	and	slid	Black	into	his	mouth
two	fingers	of	the	right	hand.	When	I	thought	they	were	wet	enough,	I	took	them
out	and	lowered	my	hand	to
smear	his	pussy	with	saliva.	Before	my	hand	reached	my	goal,	Massimo	grabbed
my	arm
my	wrist	greedily	clung	to	my	clitoris.	I	groaned	with	pleasure
and	I	put	my	hips	toward	him,	holding	on	to	the	netting	behind	him.	He	licked
me,	deeply	penetrating	me
tongue	and	hands	tightening	on	my	ass.	I	didn't	want	to	peak,	I	didn't	need	to
orgasm,	all	I	wanted	was	closeness.	It	seemed	to	me	that	when	I	felt	it	inside	me,
together
with	a	feeling	of	fulfillment,	forgiveness	will	come.
I	grabbed	his	hair	and	pulled	his	head	away	from	me,	leaning	against	his
chest.	Slowly
I	lowered	myself,	and	when	our	eyes	were	at	the	same	height,	I	felt	like	the	first
centimeters	of	his	swollen	manhood	enter	me.	Black	opened	his	mouth	and	took
it	loud
inhale	without	taking	your	eyes	off	me.	He	was	all	on	fire,	I	felt	it,	his	lust	was
almost	there



palpable.	I	slid	down	his	stomach,	pushing	the	whole	situation.
I	knew	he	didn't	like	it	when	I	was	in	power,	but	since	he	didn't	let	me	finish
what	he	had	done
I	said,	he	should	have	realized	he	didn't	know	what	to	do.
I	wrapped	his	bare	hips	around	his	thighs	and	pulled	him	into	his	sweat-wet
body.
I	had	only	one	desire	at	the	moment:	to	feel	it	in	me.	I	grasped	his	bottom	with
my	teeth
lip	and	then	I	started	sucking.	Massimo	gently	took	my	buttocks	and	began	to
exercise	them
slight	movements,	and	sooner	faster	and	stronger.	He	was	researching	me	with
his	eyes	all	the	time,
as	if	seeking	confirmation	of	what	he	was	doing	in	my	eyes.
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"I'm	sorry,"	I	said,	almost	in	a	whisper,	leaning	on	my	lap	on	the	mat
and	catching	the	net	behind	his	head.
My	hips	accelerated	despite	my	will,	giving	my	body	faster	and	faster
momentum.	In	his
panicking	crept	through	my	eyes.	He	embraced	my	back	and	knocked	him	down
with	one	move
mat,	immobilizing	under	him.	He	hung	above	my	elbows,	his	nose	poking	mine
lips.
"I'm	sorry,"	he	said	quietly,	penetrating	me	again.
He	moved	so	gently	that	I	almost	forgot	how	brutal	and	tenacious	he	can	be.
His	rhythmically	wavy	body	put	me	in	a	state	of	complete	ecstasy.	I	knew	that
like	that
I	didn't	feel	like	balancing	or	strangeness,	he	just	wanted	to	feel	me.	In	a	certain
one
he	stopped	in	mid-motion,	his	forehead	resting	on	my	forehead,	and	closed	his
eyelids	tightly.
"I	love	you	so	much	..."	he	whispered.	-	Escaping,	you	took	my	heart	and	took	it
from
myself	for	all	these	weeks.
When	I	heard	that,	further	words	stuck	in	my	throat	and	tears	came	to	my
eyes.	My
the	wonderful,	strong	husband	now	stripped	himself	before	me,	punishing	me
with	honesty.	His	lower	lip



she	wiped	every	drop	running	down	my	cheek.
"I'll	die	without	you,"	he	said,	and	his	prick	began	to	move	inside	me	again.
I	did	not	want	to	assert,	otherwise	I	did	not	feel	like	it	at	all,	what	words
I	heard.	I	just	wanted	him	to	be	saturated	with	what	I	had	deprived	him	of	for
several	weeks
ago.
"Not	here,"	he	panted,	lifting	me	off	the	mat	and	picking	me	up.
Naked,	he	crossed	the	first	room	and,	passing	the	second,	grabbed	one	of	the
towels
lying	on	the	shelf.	He	put	me	down	for	a	moment,	and	when	he	wrapped	his	hips
around	him,	he	took	me	again
on	his	hand	and	started	up	the	stairs.	He	carried	me	down	the	corridors	without	a
word,	turning	every	now	and	then
in	some	door.	Finally	he	reached	the	library	and	set	me	on	the	rug	next	to	the
barely	smoldering	one
fireplace.
-	The	first	night	you	wanted	to	run	and	knocked	you	down	right	there,
I	thought	I	couldn't	make	it.	He	dropped	the	towel	and	slowly	began	to	slip
inside	me.	-	When	is	yours?
the	bathrobe	parted,	all	I	dreamed	about	was	to	get	inside	you.	-	His	big	dick
he	sank	to	the	end	and	I	groaned,	throwing	my	head	back.	-	I	wanted	you	to	do	it
then
the	point	that	when	I	killed	a	man,	I	was	seeing	how	I	fuck	you.	-	Black's	body
it	was	moving	faster	and	faster	and	my	tension	began	to	increase.	-	Later	when
you	lost
consciousness	and	I	was	changing	you	...
"Liar,"	I	interrupted	him,	panting	loudly.	I	remembered	saying	he	had	changed
clothes
me	Maria.
"...	I	dipped	my	fingers	in	you,	you	were	so	wet."	And	although	unconscious,
you	groaned
out	of	pleasure	when	you	felt	them	within	you.
"Pervert,"	I	whispered.
He	silenced	me	with	a	kiss,	his	tongue	passionately	fucking	inside	my	mouth.	He
took
just	for	a	moment	and	looked	at	me.	He	grabbed	my	face	and	came	with	a	loud
groan
flooding	so	much	hot	sperm	that	I	had	the	impression	that	his	cock	had	grown	a
few	more



centimeters.	He	finished,	then	fell	on	me,	cuddling	my	head	in	the	bend	of	my
neck.
After	a	few	minutes	of	lying	down,	I	felt	his	heart	gradually	return	to	normal
rhythm.
"Grab	a	towel,	honey,"	he	commanded,	slightly	rising.	-	And	wrap	it	around	my
waist	when
I	get	up.
I	obeyed	his	command.	I	didn't	expect	to	meet	anyone
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on	the	way,	but	it's	better	that	nobody	but	me	look	at	his	buttocks.
Massim	and	I	went	through	the	whole	house	until	we	reached	the	top,	landing
again	under
shower.	He	took	off	the	towel	and	took	off	the	shirt	I	was	wearing	all	the	time.
He	turned	on	the	rain	shower	and	we	both	stood	under	warm	water.
Twenty	minutes	later	we	were	in	bed,	but	the	standard	difference	was
the	position,	or	"under	my	arm,"	was	replaced	by	a	new	one,	titled	"Massimo
reptiles	to	the	belly."
She	looked	so	that	my	head	was	on	my	thighs,	my	chin	was	resting	on	the	pubic
mound,	and	his	hand
stroked	the	visible	bulge	of	my	body.
-	What	are	you	talking	about?	I	asked,	changing	the	channels	on	the	TV.
-	I	tell	my	son	how	many	unusual	things	await	him	here,	who	he	will	be
he	had	to	be	careful	who	he	can	get	rid	of.
-	It's	going	to	be	a	girl,	Massimo.	Besides,	be	careful,	you	all	should	only
and	only	on	me.	Massimo	looked	from	his	stomach	to	me.	-	I'd	like	to	if
let	you	finish	what	I	told	you.	He	opened	his	mouth	to	say	something,	but	I
raised	my	hand
letting	him	be	silent.	-	Just	don't	interrupt	me.	You	know	that	because	of	my	sick
this	pregnancy	heart	is	not	easy	for	my	body.	I	don't	like	the	events	of	this	damn
night	either
helped	and	a	doctor	in	Hungary	stated	...
-	Where?	There	was	astonishment	on	his	face.	-	You've	been	hiding	all	the	time
ahead	of	me	in	Hungary?
-	What,	you	thought	I	would	be	sitting	in	Warsaw	in	our	apartment	and	waiting
for
you	will	come?	Does	not	matter!	I	was	in	trouble	for	several	weeks	and	I	lay
there	because	it	was



recommendation,	I	didn't	go	anywhere,	did	nothing,	just	lay	there.	But	that	sex	at
that	time
I	wasn't	interested	at	all,	I	didn't	ask	the	doctor	if	I	could	grow	him.
"I'm	mad	at	you,"	he	growled,	standing	and	laying	next	to	him.
I	couldn't	take	it	anymore.
-	Massimo,	what	should	I	be?	I	sat	on	the	bed	and	grabbed	the	pillow.	-	You	have
resentment	that	I	ran	away,	okay,	okay,	but	I	feel	that	in	a	similar	situation	with
me	there	would	be	something
at	least	one	corpse.	Besides,	it's	rather	me	who	can	blame	me	that	this
extermination	has	been	found	again
in	our	house.	Oh,	and	your	pathological	brother	who	can't	keep	his	hands	on
a.	So	don't	piss	me	off,	Massimo,	and	accept	my	humility	and	show	your	own!
He	turned	his	head	towards	me	and	looked	at	me	in	a	confused	moment.	Can	be
seen
it	was	that	he	was	not	used	to	being	opposed	by	him.	When	i	finished	my
oration,	I	felt	a	slight	prick	in	my	stomach	and	grabbed	my	side,	wincing
slightly.
-	What's	up,	honey?	Massimo	jumped	to	his	feet	and	touched	my	hand
belly.	-	I'm	calling	for	a	doctor.
I	stared	at	him	with	wide	eyes	as	he	ran	around	the	room	in	search
phone.	He	was	completely	naked,	with	tousled	and	still	slightly	wet	hair.	This
view	was	intoxicating
me,	giving	me	a	lot	of	joy	and	satisfaction,	and	at	the	same	time	made	me	realize
how	crazy	he	was
from	anxiety	when	I	disappeared.
-	Your	phone	smashed	against	the	wall	more	than	an	hour	ago	from	what	I
remember	and	beyond
I'm	fine,	Massimo.	I	have	some	colic	and	that's	all,	I	probably	ate	something.	-
Black	froze
in	a	half	step	and	studied	me.	"Massimo,	you	have	paranoia,"	I	continued,	"and
now."
you	go	down	to	heart	attack.	In	a	few	months	you	will	have	a	delivery	and	if	you
don't	change	your	attitude,	I'm	afraid
that	you	will	not	live	to	see	this	beautiful	moment	and	our	child	will	be	a	half-
orphan	on	his	birth	day.	-
I	raised	my	eyebrows	with	amusement	and	reached	for	the	water	bottle	next	to
the	bed.
He	pulled	it	out	of	my	hand,	not	allowing	me	to	take	a	sip.
"This	water	is	open	on	the	third	day,	don't	drink	it,"	he	said,	throwing	it	almost



full
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bottle.	-	I'll	order	you	milk.
He	reached	for	the	phone	beside	the	bed,	spoke	a	few	words	and	when
finished,	froze	with	his	eyes	fixed	on	me.	I	was	flabbergasted.	His	paranoia	was
getting	worse
dangerous	and	I	knew	it	would	become	a	nuisance.
-	Massimo,	I'm	just	pregnant,	I'm	not	sick	or	dying.
Black	fell	to	his	knees	and	buried	his	head	in	my	stomach.
-	I'm	going	out	of	my	mind	at	the	thought	that	something	might	happen	to	you	or
the	child.	I	would	like,
that	it	was	born	and	that	I	could	...
"...	go	crazy	for	the	rest,"	I	finished	for	him.	-	Honey,	stop	constantly
worry,	enjoy	being	exclusive	to	me,	because	in	a	few	months	I'll	be	busy
running	after	a	beautiful	little	being.
He	raised	his	head	and	looked	at	me.	Something	brand	new	was	lurking	in	his
eyes.
-	Are	you	suggesting	that	you	won't	have	time	for	me?	He	asked	indignantly.
-	Honey,	think,	I	will	be	the	mother	of	a	small	child,	it	requires	attention	all	the
time,	it	is
completely	dependent	on	me,	so	answering	the	question:	yes,	I	will	have	less	for
you
time.	It's	natural.
"He'll	have	a	nanny,"	he	said	offended,	rising	from	his	knees	and	walking	toward
the	door	to
who	was	knocking	on.	-	If	I	want	to	fuck	you,	no	man,	not	even	our	child,
won't	stop	me.
I	drank	milk	and	realized	what	time	it	was	because	my	eyes	were	closing.
Massimo	was	sitting	in	bed	with	a	computer	on	his	lap,	at	work.	I	braided	his	leg
my	own	and	cuddling	my	head	in	a	free	place	by	his	shoulder,	I	fell	asleep.
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CHAPTER	7
I	woke	up	in	the	morning	and,	as	always,	reached	with	my	hand	to	the	other	side
of	the	bed.	Amazingly	-	he	was
over	there.	Startled,	I	turned	and	saw	that	she	was	sitting	in	exactly	the	same
position



with	a	computer	on	my	lap.	He	slept.	God,	how	bad	his	neck	will	hurt,	I	thought,
trying
take	his	laptop	from	him.	He	opened	his	eyes	and	smiled	at	me.
"Hi,	honey,"	I	said	in	an	undertone.	-	How	much	does	your	back	hurt?
-	Not	enough	not	to	lick	my	pretty	wife's	pussy	in	a	moment.
He	put	the	computer	down	on	the	floor	and	tried	to	slide	under	the	covers,	but
only	hissed	and	fell
on	the	pillow.
"Turn	around,	I'll	give	you	a	massage,"	I	said,	stepping	out	from	under	the
covers.
After	a	while	I	was	sitting	on	his	bare	buttocks,	kneading	my	muscular	back.
-	Something	I	feel	that	night	training	gave	you	a	hard	time.
-	Sometimes	I	have	to	relax,	and	the	cage	is	probably	the	best	place	to	do
it.	Otherwise
MMA	is	the	most	effective	form	of	combat	because	it	combines	elements	of
many	styles.	-	He	turned	it
head	to	the	side.	-	Harder!
I	increased	the	intensity	of	the	pressure,	and	he	moaned	with	satisfaction.
"I	like	this	cage,"	I	said,	leaning	into	his	ear.	-	I	can	see	for	her
quite	a	few	uses.
Massimo	smiled	involuntarily	and	twisted	vigorously,	grabbing	my	waist.	After
what	he	did	to	an	evolution	that	I	didn't	even	notice	so	that	after	a	while	I	lay
there
crushed	by	his	weight.
-	You	see	my	dear,	this	is	also	MMA	and	you	probably	like	it	because	it	has
actually	quite	a	few	uses	in	bed.	I	may	surprise	you,	but	the	biggest	European
galas	of	it
sport	takes	place	in	Poland.	He	kissed	my	nose	and	headed	for	the	bathroom.	-
After	a	dozen	or	so
minutes	out	he	came	out	wrapped	in	a	towel,	picked	up	a	new	phone	and
disappeared	on	the	terrace.
"Don't	think	I	don't	know	what's	going	on	in	my	country,"	I	said	defiantly.	-	I
heard
about	these	galas,	they	are	constantly	on	TV,	but	I've	never	seen	it	live.
Once	Olga	met	with	one	who	trained	it,	and	came	up	with	that	it	would	be	cool
it	was	if	I	went	on	dates	with	her.	So	she	found	my	boyfriend	-	his	name	was
Damian,	and	definitely	was	a	hot	good.	The	huge	bald	MMA	fighter	looked	like
gladiator.	Blue	eyes,	a	big	broken	nose,	and	an	incredibly	voluptuous	mouth	that
he	used	to	do



miracles.	We	had	a	great	time;	in	general	he	was	a	great	man,	good	and
surprisingly
wise.	Surprisingly,	because	the	stereotype	about	these	people	was	suggested	by	a
troglodyte	without	school,
while	he	was	much	smarter	than	me	and	better	educated.
Unfortunately,	after	several	weeks	of	acquaintance,	it	turned	out	that	he	got	a
contract	in	Spain
and	left.	He	even	offered	me	to	go	with	him,	but	for	me	then	counted	the	most
get	a	job.	He	called	later	for	some	time,	wrote	e-mails,	but	I	didn't	respond	to
them	because	I	think
that	distance	relationships	have	no	future.
Black's	voice	pulled	me	out	of	my	thoughts.
-	What	are	you	thinking	about?	-	He	asked.
I	decided	to	spare	him	the	history	of	my	ex-lover	and	lied:
-	That	I'd	like	to	see	it.
Massimo	had	already	left	the	terrace	and	squinting	slightly,	said:
-	It	is	great,	because	in	a	few	days	there	is	another	gala.	It	takes	place	in	Gdansk,
so
if	you	want	to	see	her,	we	can	go	and	by	the	way	visit	your	brother.
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At	the	sound	of	these	words,	my	eyes	lit	up,	and	a	wide	smile	appeared	on	my
face.
I	missed	Jakub;	even	though	our	last	meeting	at	the	wedding	wasn't	very
successful	anyway
I	was	jumping	for	joy	to	see	him	again.	Black	stood	watching	me	with
amusement	when
I	jumped	up	and	bouncing	off	the	mattress,	jumped	on	him,	showered	his	face
with	kisses.
"Pregnant	women	shouldn't	jump,"	he	remarked	matter-of-factly,	carrying	me
naked	toward
wardrobes.	-	Let's	have	breakfast.
He	laid	me	on	a	thick	rug	and	reached	for	the	tracksuits	on	the	shelf.
"Fly	me	here,	please,"	I	said,	throwing	my	arms	behind	my	head	and	wide
spreading	legs	bent	at	the	knees.
Massimo	froze	and	slowly	turned	toward	me	as	if	he	wasn't	sure
what	he	heard.	He	put	his	pants	back	in	place	and	approached	me,	standing	so
close



that	we	almost	touched	our	toes.	He	fixed	his	black	eyes	on	my	pussy	and	his
lower	lip
he	bit	nervously.	Without	a	word,	he	grabbed	his	manhood,	then	started	gently
but
firmly	move	her	hand	up	and	down	on	it	until	after	a	while	it	became	quite
hard.	No
I	will	hide	that	I	helped	him	a	little	by	putting	my	fingers	in	my	mouth	and	then,
towards
his	satisfaction	playing	with	the	clitoris.	Finally	he	fell	to	my	knees	and	greedily
stuck	to	the	nipple,	biting	him	and	sucking	in	turns.
"Harder,"	I	murmured,	putting	my	fingers	in	his	hair.
His	tongue	made	sensual	circles	around	my	nipple,	and	his	fingers	teased,
swollen
clitoris.	I	couldn't	wait	for	it	to	come	inside	me,	I	missed	him	so	much
cock,	and	especially	the	feeling	that	he	blasts	me	from	the	inside.	I	extended	my
hips	to	give	him
signal	that	I	can	not	wait,	but	he	ignored	him,	and	his	mouth	went	up	to
my.	He	grabbed	my	head	tightly	and	burst	into	his	mouth,	biting	and	fucking
with	such	force
that	I	couldn't	catch	my	breath.
"It's	the	only	power	you	can	count	on,	Little,"	he	said,	pulling	his	lips	away	from
me.
I	knew	he	meant	a	child,	and	I	knew	he	was	right,	but	my	whole	body
she	demanded	a	good	fuck.	However,	I	humbly	accepted	his	care	and	gentle	sex,
he	offered	me	this	morning.
I	went	downstairs,	where	Domenico	was	licking	chocolate	off	Olga's	foot.	Black
right	after
how	he	got	me	to	orgasm,	the	phone	rang	again,	so	I	got	dressed	and	went	down
on
breakfast.
-	Are	you	having	fun?	I	asked,	standing	in	the	door	frame	and	glancing	at	their
sweet	shit
behavior.
They	didn't	even	pay	attention	to	me	and	they	continued	to	mess	up	the	next
orgy.
-	Peace,	slopes!	I	shouted,	sitting	down	at	the	table	with	laughter.	-	Besides,	you
know	what,
Domenico,	I	would	never	have	thought	you	were	such	a	stallion.	For	the	first
two	months



you	chose	my	shoes	and	clothes.
The	young	Italian	licked	Olga's	leg	clean	and	wiped	his	face	on	a	napkin,	then
sent	me
surprised	look.
"That's	not	entirely	true,"	he	said,	shrugging.	-	I	don't	know	how	much
it	will	disappoint	you,	but	most	of	what	you	got	was	chosen	by	Massimo.	I	mean
not	stylizations,
but	only	clothes	or	shoes.	He	knows	exactly	what	he	likes.	Besides	from	what
I	know,	he	listens	to	you	when	you	say	something	has	caught	your	attention,	like
these	Givenchy	boots.	So
I	am	sorry	to	inform	you	that	I	have	not	done	so	much.
-	Oh,	don't	fuck	anymore.	Olga	said	nonchalantly,	grabbing	his	shirt.	-	Me	too
you	dress	for	painting.
"No,	honey,	I'm	undressing	you	for	painting,"	he	told	her	straight	on	the	lips
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and	passionately	clung	to	her.
-	I	am	about	to	puke,	I	swear.	-	I	raised	my	hands	in	surrender.	-	I	warn	you.
I	am	pregnant	and	I	feel	sick	so	that	I	piss	you	off.	And	that	you	don't	blame	me.
At	that	moment	Massimo	entered	the	dining	room,	and	when	he	sat	down	at	the
table,	his	cell	phone	was	on
she	called	again.	Black	cursed	and	took	her	away	from	us	to	another	room.
Domenico	listened	to	him	with	a	slightly	frown,	then	sighed	and	returned	to
drinking	coffee.
-	What's	happening?	I	asked	the	young	Italian.	-	The	phone	keeps	ringing.
"Business,"	he	said	without	looking	at	me.
-	Why	are	you	lying?	I	set	the	mug	down	on	the	table	with	more	power	than	I
intended.
Massimo	glanced	at	me	at	the	sound	of	the	glass	hitting	the	wood	and	narrowed
his	eyes	slightly.
-	Because	I	can't	tell	the	truth,	don't	bother	me.	-	He	covered	himself	with	a
newspaper	and	I	looked
on	Olga.
"I	don't	give	a	fuck,"	I	said	in	Polish.	-	I	have	enough	of	them	sometimes,	really.
"Oh,	you	know	..."	Olo	began,	nibbling	at	the	pancake.	-	You	really	want	to
know	what's	up
going	on?	Lari,	why	do	we	need	this	knowledge?	I	think	that	while	we	live	here
in	idyllic	idyll,	I	am



happy.
"It's	done,"	Massimo	said	with	a	smile,	sitting	down	at	the	table	and	reaching	for
his	coffee.	-
We're	going	to	Poland	in	a	week.	We	will	watch	the	gala,	I	will	push	a	few	things
with	Karol,	and	you,	honey,
you'll	meet	Jakub.
Hearing	this,	Olga	straightened	slightly	and	rolled	her	eyes,	which	did	not	escape
her	attention
Domenica.
-	Olga,	aren't	you	happy?	He	asked,	sipping	his	coffee.
"Crazy,"	she	mumbled,	staring	at	me.
Jakub,	my	beloved	brother,	was	a	collector.	Aware	of	his	own	beauty	and
attractiveness
he	used	it	to	the	maximum,	smoking	everything	he	encountered	on	his	way,
especially
my	friends.	Unfortunately,	unfortunately,	Oli	did	not	give	up.	We	had	some	then
seventeen	years,	when	he	decided	to	fuck	her.	I	prefer	to	think	that	it	was	once
but	common	sense
he	suggested	that	probably	more	than	one.	I	think	that	if	it	wasn't	for	their
distance,	they	would	still	be	dating
buzzing;	thank	God,	nearly	four	hundred	kilometers	were	effective	in	stopping
them.
Of	course,	before	this	Sicilian	madness	began.
I	saw	the	atmosphere	thicken,	and	Domenico	was	suspiciously	watching	us	both,
so
I	decided	to	change	the	subject.
-	What	are	we	going	to	do	today?	Are	you	going	to	disappear	again,	locking	us
in	this	prison?
Can	we	count	on	honoring	us	with	your	presence?	-	I	asked	ironically,
artificially	grinning	at	Black.
"If	you	were	polite	and	did	not	run,	you	would	still	have	the	gate	open."
and	parked	Bentley	in	the	driveway.	Don	turned	to	me	and	put	his	elbow	on	the
table.	-
Were	you	nice,	Laura?
I	wondered	for	a	moment	what	to	say	here,	and	not	being	able	to	find	a	retort,
I	decided	to	risk:
-	Of	course	I	was.	-	I	gave	him	the	sweetest	smile	in	the	world.	-	Me	and	yours
daughter.	I	caressed	my	stomach,	knowing	it	would	melt	any	ice	it	had.
Massim's	eyes	didn't	break	away	from	mine	for	a	second,	which	completely	beat



me
off	guard.
"That's	perfect,	so	Santa	will	come	to	you,"	his	eyes	replied
they	glowed	like	a	little	boy	at	the	sight	of	a	sack	of	sweets.	-	Get	ready	before
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noon	we	have	to	leave.
-	Oh	yes!	Olga	exclaimed.	-	Santa,	today	is	the	sixth	of	December.	-	She	kissed
Domenica	and	rushed	through	the	corridor.
I	sat	for	a	moment,	sipping	tea,	then	got	up	and	started
towards	the	bedroom.
I	went	into	the	wardrobe	and,	having	no	idea	what	we	were	going	to	do,
drowned	in	the	sea
hangers.	Strange,	because	despite	the	passage	of	time	I	did	not	realize	how
quickly
runs.	I	came	here	in	August,	meanwhile	it	was	December	and	the	year	was
already	heading	towards
end.
I	thought	about	my	parents	and	that	I	always	spent	Christmas	with	them.	It's
about	them
I	cared	for	presents	and	like	a	little	girl	I	couldn't	wait	for	the	first	star.
A	telephone	ringing	on	the	bedside	table	pulled	me	out	of	my	thoughts.	I	lost	my
search
and	I	ran	into	the	bedroom.	Massimo	was	sitting	on	the	bed,	holding	my	iPhone
in	his	hand.
I	reached	out	for	him,	but	he	just	muted	the	bell	and	put	it	back	next	to	the	lamp.
"It's	your	mother,"	he	said	with	a	smile.	"And	I	know	what	he's	calling	for,"	he
added.
I	was	flabbergasted.	I	stood	staring	at	him	with	a	contorted	expression	and
awaiting	explanation.
"Give	me	the	phone,	please,"	I	demanded,	coming	closer.
Black	caught	me	half	and	knocked	me	down	on	the	bed,	kissing	tenderly.	I	knew
I	could	come	to	her
always	call	back,	and	at	the	moment	the	most	important	for	me	was	the	man	who
was	lying	on	me.
"Calling	thank	you,"	he	muttered	between	kisses.	-	For	the	purse,	and	dad	for	the
telescope.
I	stepped	back,	looking	at	him	questioningly.



-	Listen?
Black	kissed	my	whole	face	and	his	lips	gently	embraced	my	cheeks,	eyes,
nose,	ears.
"I	like	making	presents,"	I	said.	-	And	especially	family.
-	I	didn't	want	you	to	be	sad	just	because	you	missed	the	traditional	one	this	year
star	with	loved	ones.	Your	brother	got	tickets	for	a	Manchester	United	match.
His	tongue	slipped	into	my	mouth	again,	without	meeting	my	response
parties,	backed	out.	Black	tilted	his	head	to	see	me.	I	lay	surprised,	digesting
what
just	said.	The	fact	that	recent	weeks	have	made	me	forget	about	it	coming
time	for	presents,	but	how	the	hell	did	he	know	it	was	so	important.
"Massimo,"	I	started	scrambling	from	under	him,	which	he	sighed	and	turned	to
me,
putting	your	hands	under	your	head.	-	And	how	do	you	know,	firstly	how	we
celebrate	Christmas,	and	secondly	what?
wanted	to	get	my	family?
He	rolled	his	eyes,	closed	them	theatrically	and	fell	silent	for	a	long	moment.
-	I	was	hoping	you	would	be	happy	and	thank	you.
-	I	am	very	happy	and	thank	you.	And	now	please	answer.
-	My	people	have	checked	your	accounts,	I	know	what	you	spend	money	on	and
what	you	don't	do.	-
Finishing	his	sentence,	he	winced	as	if	he	knew	what	was	about	to	happen.
-	What	the	fuck	did	you	do?	-	I	was	furious	in	a	second.
-	Jesus,	I	knew.
-	Massimo,	damn	it,	is	there	any	part	of	my	life	that	you	don't	get	in?
-	Laura,	it's	just	money,	please.
-	No,	Massimo!	It's	money,	more	precisely	my	money.	-	A	stream	flowed	from
me
anger.	-	Why	do	you	have	to	control	me	to	such	an	extent?	Couldn't	you	ask	I
snapped.
"There	would	be	no	surprise,"	he	replied,	looking	dead	at	the	ceiling.
Once	again	my	phone	started	ringing.	I	reached	for	him	and	saw	him
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my	mother's	number	display.	Before	I	answered,	Black	managed	to	say:
-	Purse	from	the	latest	Fendi	collection,	beige,	you	have	one,	only	yellow.	-	He
touched
my	arms	and	I	answered.



"Oh,	hi,	mommy,"	I	started	cheerfully,	without	taking	my	eyes	off	Massim.
-	Honey,	a	gift	from	Santa	is	wonderful,	but	for	God's	sake	I	know	how	much
this	one	costs
bag.	Are	you	completely	crazy?
Well,	now	I	will	have	to	explain	myself	densely,	I	thought,	wonderful.
And	I	imagined	that	he	would	copy	Black	into	the	liver.
-	Mummy,	I	earn	in	euros	now,	and	the	discounts	are	definitely	bigger	than	in
Poland.
At	this	point	I	should	have	taken	the	run	up	and	hit	my	head	against	the
wall.	What	discounts,
fucking,	it's	early	December.	Despaired	by	my	own	stupidity	and	how	I	just	shot
in	my	knee,	I	fell	on	the	bed	and	waited.
-	Discounts	now?	-	I	heard	in	the	receiver.	Bravo,	bravo,	Laura,	I	slapped	myself
in	my	mind.	With	these	nerves	the	phone	slipped	out	of	my	hand	and	before	I
reached	out	my	hand	to	him
grab,	he	was	already	on	the	face	of	Black,	who	with	a	sweet	smile	began	a
conversation	with	mine
mom.	As	if	someone	kicked	me	in	the	head.	The	room	began	to	swirl,	and	my
fear	passed
in	hysterical	panic.	My	mother	thought	I	parted	with	him	because	he	had	cheated
on	me,	and	now	he	is	breaking	free
handset	to	me	and	as	if	nothing	festive	chirping	to	her.
-	God,	Jesus,	fuck	...	-	I	mumbled	until	the	phone	was	in	my	ear	again.
-	Laura	Biel,	how	do	you	express	yourself	?!
I	almost	straightened	at	these	words.
"I	broke	it	off	somehow,"	I	said,	waiting	for	a	blow	or	a	cut	off	my	head
machete,	blunt	and	rusty.
-	This	Massimo	is	a	very	cultural	man,	I	think	he	cares	about	you.
That	second,	even	though	I	was	lying	down,	my	jaw	dropped	to	rest	on	the	floor.
Or	better	-	at	the	west	wing	of	the	property,	rolling	onto	the	bridge.
-	Listen?	I	asked	incredulously.
-	He	briefly	explained	the	confusion	to	me,	that's	all.	You	had	to	learn	languages
you	would	understand	our	conversation.
Then	my	father's	voice,	barely	audible	in	the	receiver,	came	to	my	rescue.
"Christ,	I	have	to	do	everything	myself,"	my	mother	sighed.	-	Honey,	I	have	to
go
Dad	can't	fold	this	telescope	and	will	break	it	in	a	moment.	I	love	you	baby	once
again
thank	you	for	the	wonderful	surprise.	We	love	you.	Bye!



-	I	you	too.	Bye!	I	said,	pushing	the	red	receiver.
Putting	down	the	phone,	I	looked	expectantly	at	my	husband,	who	apparently
he	was	grinning	at	me.
-	What	did	you	tell	her?
-	That	I	gave	you	a	raise	so	that	you	could	come	back	to	my	hotel.	-	His	arms	are
tight	against	me
oplotły.	"I	also	mentioned	to	her	the	confusion	that	resulted	from	your	suspicion
of	treason,	but
don't	worry,	I	lied,	taking	some	of	your	intelligence.	She	laughed	saying	it	was
all	you.	-
He	turned	me	over	so	that	we	were	lying	sideways	and	he	was	crushing	my	hips
with	his	foot.	-	And	it's	yours
by	the	way	I	didn't	know	you	were	jealous,	it's	new	to	me.	Anyway	your	mother
knows
that	we're	still	together.
"Thank	you,"	I	whispered,	kissing	him	tenderly.	-	Thank	you	for	kidnapping	me.
Black	threw	his	leg	to	the	end	and	after	a	while	he	hovered	above	me.
"I'll	take	you	in	a	moment,"	he	whispered,	pulling	off	my	tracksuits.	-	And	you
know	why?
I	twisted	under	it,	getting	rid	of	subsequent	layers	of	clothing.
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-	why?	I	asked,	taking	off	his	pants.
-	Because	I	can.	His	tongue	pressed	into	my	mouth	brutally	and	his	hands
gripped	it	firmly
head.
I	admired	his	muscles.	I	glanced	down	and	looked	at	myself,	parting
the	lap	of	his	shirt	I	was	wearing.	I	sighed	at	the	sight	of	a	small	ball	from	my
own
skin,	as	if	stuck	to	the	bottom	of	the	abdomen.	I	looked	like	I	swallowed	a	small
balloon.	I'm	crazy
from	happiness	knowing	that	I	am	carrying	his	child,	but	I	hate	how	my	body
changes.
I	raised	my	eyes	and	met	Black's	concerned	eyes.	After	a	moment	he	knelt	down
beside	me.
-	What's	happening?	He	asked,	seating	me	on	his	lap.
I	cuddled	my	head	in	his	chest,	taking	in	the	wonderful	heavy	smell	of	his	water
toilet.



"I'm	getting	fat,"	I	said	miserably.	"Another	month	or	two	and	nothing's	wrong."
I	fit,.
"You're	getting	stupid,	my	dear,"	he	said,	laughing	and	kissing	my	head.	-	As	for
me,	you	can	be	even	fatter	than	me,	because	it	means	that	my	son	is	growing,	he
is	big	and	strong.	And	now
stop	worrying	about	nonsense	and	get	dressed,	because	in	less	than	an	hour	we
must	be	there.
-	Where	are	we	going?
-	Somewhere	you	haven't	been	before.	Dress	comfortably.
My	husband	squeezed	sexy	worn	jeans,	black	long	sleeve	shirt	and	high
unlaced	military	boots.	Wow,	I	thought,	looking	at	him,	they	haven't	played	it
yet.
He	ran	his	hand	through	his	hair	and	disappeared	into	the	exit,	kissing	me
tenderly	before.	I	got	up	and	I
after	which	I	went	to	my	part	of	the	wardrobe.	Comfort	probably	meant
something	different	to	me	than	to
him,	but	since	I	already	knew	that	this	was	not	an	official	exit,	I	could	relax.
I	reached	for	the	hanger	and	removed	the	black	Kenzo	tiger	sweater.	He	wasn't
there
hot	but	not	cold	either,	so	I	decided	to	show	my	slim	legs	and	chose	graphite
One	Teaspoon	shorts.	It	was	completed	by	Burberry	thighs	and	long	socks.
I	repacked	in	a	black	Chanel	Boy	bag	and	went	downstairs.
Before	leaving	for	the	driveway,	I	met	Olga,	who	stubbornly	explained
something	to	Domenic,
and	when	Black	joined	us,	all	four	of	us	headed	towards	the	parked	cars.
Of	course,	each	of	them	had	their	own.	Massimo	opened	the	door	for	me	to	the
BMW	i8,	the	next	one
a	space	vehicle	that	was	supposed	to	pretend	to	be	a	car	and	Domenico	led	Olga
to	Bentley.
-	How	many	cars	do	you	have	in	total?	I	asked	when	he	closed	the	door	and
started	the	engine.
-	I	don't	know	now,	I	sold	a	few,	but	a	few	have	arrived,	so	there	are	some.	And	I
do	not	have,
we	only	have.	I	don't	remember	the	intercries,	so	mine	is	yours,	my	love.	-	He
kissed
my	hand	and	he	moved.
We	have,	I	thought.	Hmm	...	It	is	a	pity	that	only	one	of	us	can	all
ride	myself.	I	get	either	a	tank	with	a	cockpit	like	a	plane	and	a	million	buttons,
or	it	calls



on	wheels.
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CHAPTER	8
We	turned	off	the	highway	and	went	down	"dreamed"	for	a	low	suspension
asphalt	road.	Everything	in	the	car	was	telepoping	and	knocking,	so	that	I	had
the	impression	that	it	was	for
will	crumble	for	a	moment.	I	looked	around,	we	were	exactly	in	the	middle	of
nowhere.
The	stone	desert	and	scanty	vegetation	suggested	that	the	surprise	would	not	be
too
exclusive.	If	this	ride	had	taken	place	a	few	months	ago,	I	would	have	thought
they	wanted	us
shoot	and	bury	somewhere,	because	nobody	would	find	us	in	a	million
percent.	Suddenly	the	road	turned
a	stone	wall	with	a	huge	gate	in	the	middle	appeared	to	my	side.	Massimo	pulled
out
the	phone,	he	said	a	few	words	to	him,	and	the	metal	gate	began	to	open	slowly.
We	were	traveling	on	a	straight	asphalt	road;	the	palms	growing	on	both	sides
formed	a	tunnel.	No
I	had	no	idea	where	we	were,	but	I	knew	that	even	if	I	asked,	I	wouldn't	know
the	answer,	because	that's	the	surprise.	In	the	end	the	car	stopped	under	a
beautiful	one
a	two-story	building	made	of	identical	stone	as	the	property	in	which
lived.	Most	of	the	buildings	on	the	island	looked	like	this	-	as	if	they	were	built
lightly
soiled	stones.
When	we	got	off,	an	older	man	appeared	on	the	threshold,	lovingly	welcoming
both	of	them
our	masters.	I	don't	know	how	old	he	could	be,	but	he	was	certainly	sixty.	He
kissed	Massim
patting	his	face	lightly	and	said	a	few	words.	Black	stretched	out	his	hand
towards	me
my	hand.
-	Don	Mattea,	meet	my	wife	Laura.
The	older	man	kissed	me	twice	and	smiled	good-naturedly.
"I'm	glad	you're	already	here,"	he	said	in	broken	English.	-	That	boy	a	long	time
waited	for	you.



Suddenly	there	were	loud	gunshots	around	me,	and	I	snuggled	into	my	shoulder
Massimo.	I	looked	sideways	nervously,	looking	for	the	source	of	noise,	but	there
was	only	one	around
amazing	nature.
"Don't	be	afraid,	dear,"	Massimo	said,	putting	his	arm	around	me.	-	Nobody
today
will	not	die.	Come,	I'll	teach	you	how	to	shoot.
He	led	me	through	a	beautiful	house,	and	I	tried	to	understand	what	was	just	for
me
He	said.	Shoot?	I'm	pregnant	and	he	wants	me	to	shoot?	He	doesn't	let	me	alone
lift	even	a	heavier	bag,	and	now	suddenly	I	have	to	shoot.	We've	gone	through
all	of	them
rooms,	overlooking	the	back	of	the	house.	I	was	stunned.
"Oh	fuck,	like	in	movies,"	Olga	said,	standing	next	to	me	and	grabbing	my	hand.
Massimo	and	Domenico	burst	out	laughing	at	the	sight.
-	And	where	are	our	brave	and	persistent	Slavs?
"They	stayed	at	home,"	I	said,	turning	to	them.	-	What	are	we	doing	here?
-	We	want	to	teach	you	how	to	use	a	weapon.	-	Black	put	his	arm	around	me
and	hugged	tightly.	"I	think	you	need	it,	and	even	if	you	never	need	it,	it	is."
it's	a	great	way	to	relax,	you'll	see.
At	that	moment	another	shot	was	fired	and	I	jumped	up	in	horror
and	I	buried	my	head	in	Black's	cage.
"I	don't	want	to,"	I	whispered.	-	I'm	afraid.
Massimo	took	my	face	gently	in	his	hands	and	kissed	him	gently.
-	Honey,	it	usually	scares	us	what	we	do	not	know,	but	calmly.	I	consulted	it
with	your	doctor	and	shooting	is	just	as	dangerous	to	you	as	playing
chess.	Come.
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After	a	dozen	or	so	minutes	and	a	few	deep	breaths	I	stood	with	headphones	on,
watching	Black	pick	up	his	weapon.	Don	Matteo	stood	next	to	me,	holding	my
arm
as	if	he	was	afraid	that	I	would	need	support.
Massimo	stood	on	his	legs	wide	apart	and	loaded	cartridges	into	the	Glock	pistol
9	mm	caliber.	He	was	not	wearing	headphones,	instead	of	protective	glasses
Porshe	aviators.	He	looked	manly,	wonderful,	captivating	and	so	sexy	that	I	was
ready
kneel	before	him	and	make	him	a	cane.	Suddenly	his	today's	outfit	gained	a



whole	new	sense
and	it	came	together	when	he	was	holding	a	gun.	I	was	not	scared	of	this	sight
anymore,	it	just	turned	me	on
and	took	away	the	ability	to	think	logically.	Dangerous,	imperious,	brutal	and
mine;	in	the	lower	abdomen
butterflies	danced	and	blood	rumbled	in	my	head,	I	was	horny.	God,	how	simple
it	is
I	thought,	he	doesn't	have	to	do	anything,	and	I	look	at	him	and	my	legs	are
made	of	cotton	wool.
He	nodded	to	the	elderly	man	next	to	me,	took	a	deep	breath,	and	fired
seventeen	bullets	at	such	a	speed	that	single	shots	merged	into	one	bang.	put
down
weapon,	he	pressed	the	button	calling	the	shooting	target.	When	she	came	across
to	him,
he	smiled,	revealing	a	series	of	white	teeth,	and	proudly	raised	his	eyebrows.
"All	in	the	head,"	said	the	little	boy's	face.	-	Practice	does	its	job.
This	joke	seemed	so	gruesome	that	it	stung	me	in	the	breastbone.
-	But	there	are	ten	in	the	middle	of	the	cage?	So	you	didn't	get	the	maximum
amount
points	-	I	said,	grabbing	the	card.	Black	smiled	and	tilted	my	headphones	back.
-	But	I	certainly	killed	my	opponent.	Saying	that,	he	kissed	my	cheek.	-
Now	you,	Little	one,	come	on.	I	will	be	very	unprofessional	and	stand	behind
you,	but	I	want	you	to	feel
safe.	-	He	led	me	to	the	position	and	briefly	explained	the	operation	of	the
weapon	itself,
where	to	press	to	release	the	magazine,	how	to	reload	and	how	to	switch	to
continuous	fire
without	having	to	reload	it	after	each	shot.	Once	I	loaded	the	gun	and	carried	it
out
all	necessary	activities,	Black	positioned	himself	behind	me	so	that	my	body
leaned	against	him.
-	Look	at	the	target,	the	bow	tie	and	rear	sight	must	be	in	line.	Then	take	a	breath
and	exhaling,	slowly	but	surely	pull	the	trigger.	Don't	tug	him,	just
make	one	smooth	move.	You	can	do	it	my	love.
It's	like	playing	chess,	like	playing	chess,	I	kept	repeating	in	my	head,	trying	to
convince
the	brain	that	there	is	nothing	to	be	afraid	of.	I	felt	Massimo	lightly	denying
himself	on	one	leg
and	holds	my	hips.



I	took	a	breath	and	exhaled	as	he	asked.	It	was	a	split	second
recoil	and	bang,	or	vice	versa,	I	do	not	know.	The	force	of	the	fired	projectile
threw	my	hands	up
which	I	did	not	expect	at	all.	Terrified	by	the	power	I	received	in	my	hands,	I
began
shake	and	tears	came	to	my	eyes.
Black	took	the	weapon	and,	gently	pulling	it	out	of	my	hands,	put	it	on	the
counter	in	front	of	me.
I	turned	to	him	and	fell	into	hysteria.
-	Like	chess,	yes?	I	screamed.	-	I	have	such	chess	in	my	ass.
Massimo	embraced	me	tenderly,	stroking	my	hair,	and	I	felt	his	chest	tremble
from
suppressed	laughter.	I	raised	my	eyes	and	looked	at	his	amusement	mixed	with
concern.
-	Honey,	are	you	all	right,	why	these	tears?
I	blew	out	my	bottom	lip	and,	slightly	embarrassed,	put	my	head	under	his
armpit.
-	I	got	scared.
-	But	what?	I	am	here.
-	Massimo,	it's	a	great	responsibility	to	hold	a	gun	in	your	hands.	Awareness	that
you	can	kill	a	living	being	out	of	it,	it	completely	changes	the	sense	of	this
activity.	Her	strength,	power,	power	...
I	was	terrified	by	the	respect	that	shooting	requires.
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Black	stood,	nodding,	his	eyes	seemed	to	betray	pride.
"I	am	impressed	with	your	wisdom,	Little	One,"	he	whispered,	kissing	me
gently.	-	And	now
we	return	to	the	lesson.
Subsequent	shots	were	easier,	and	after	firing	several	magazines	almost	not
they	impressed	me.	I	felt	I	had	reached	the	expert	level.
After	some	time	don	Matteo	disappeared,	bringing	us	another	"toy".
-	You'll	love	it.	Massimo	grabbed	the	rifle	that	the	man	put	in	front	of	him.
-	It's	an	M4,	assault	rifle,	nice,	relatively	light	and	pleasant	to	shoot,	because
there	is	none
such	a	recoil	as	glock.	And	that's	because	you	lean	it	on	your	shoulder.
"A	pleasant	weapon,"	I	repeated	with	a	slight	disbelief.	-	Let's	try.
In	fact,	this	type	of	weapon	was	much	easier	to	fire,	even	though	it	was	heavier.



After	more	than	an	hour	of	effort	related	to	shooting,	I	was	exhausted.	Don
Matteo
invited	us	to	the	terrace	adjacent	to	the	shooting	range,	where	a	stunning	lunch
was	served.	Fruit
sea,	pasta,	meat,	antipasti	and	a	whole	range	of	desserts.	Crazy.	I	was	throwing
more	in	myself
delicious,	like	I	haven't	seen	food	for	at	least	a	week.
Black	sipped	wine	from	a	glass	and	from	time	to	time	munching	on	olive	oil,
hugging	me.
"I	love	it	when	you	have	such	an	appetite,"	he	whispered	directly	into	my	ear.	-	It
means	that
my	son	is	growing.
"Daughter	...	ka	..."	I	stammered	between	the	bites.	-	It's	gonna	be	a	girl.	And	if
you	want
end	this	dispute,	I	think	that	with	the	next	ultrasound	we	can	find	out	who	is
right.
His	eyes	lit	up,	and	his	hand	went	under	my	sweatshirt	over	my	stomach.
-	I	don't	want	to	know	before	delivery.	I	want	a	surprise.	Besides,	I	know	that
boy.
-	Girl.
"The	funniest	thing	will	be,	as	it	turns	out,	they	are	twins,"	Olga	said,	pouring
all	wine.	-	This	will	be	driving.	Laura,	her	gangster	husband	and	two	screaming
brats.	Domenico.	-	She	looked	at	the	young	Italian.	-	Then	we'll	move	out.
-	Thank	God,	pregnancy	is	not	numerous,	one	heart	beats	in	me.	I	shrugged	my
shoulders
and	I	went	back	to	eating.
After	the	meal,	I	lay	down	on	a	swing	and	stretched	lazily	beside	me
Olga.	The	three	men	were	discussing	something	at	the	table,	and	I	thanked	God
for	what	for
just	a	dozen	or	so	weeks	ago	I	cursed	him.
-	Do	you	believe	in	destiny,	Olo?
-	You	know	I	was	thinking	the	same.	See	how	amazing	it	was	six	months	ago
our	life	was	so	peaceful,	arranged	in	its	chaos	and	ordinary.	And	now	we	are
lying
heated	in	the	rays	of	the	December	sun	in	Sicily.	Our	men	are	mafiosi,	pimps
and	murderers.	She	jumped	up	and	sat	down,	almost	falling	off	the	couch.	-	Fuck
what	it	is
everything	shit,	because	look,	they	are	bad	people,	and	we	love	them	for	what
they	are,	so	we



we	are	also	bad.
I	grimaced	at	the	words,	but	basically	there	was	a	lot	of	truth	in	them.
-	But	we	don't	love	them	for	what	they	do	bad	but	good.	How	can
love	someone	for	killing	someone?	Besides,	everyone	is	doing	something	wrong,
only	the	scale	is	different.	Take
for	example	me.	Do	you	remember	how	in	the	fifth	grade	I	kicked	in	the	face	of
Rafał,	this	blonde,	because
peck	you	with	a	pin?	It	wasn't	good	either,	and	you	still	love	me.
-	I	fuck	you.	Olga	rolled	her	eyes.
At	the	sound	of	the	reclining	chairs,	we	both	turned	toward	the	table.	Domenico
and	Massimo
they	put	something	on	their	heads,	enjoying	it	as	little	children.
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"Fuck,	I'm	getting	scared	every	time	I	see	his	smile,"	she	snapped
Olga,	pulling	me	towards	them.
"Dear	ladies,	welcome	to	the	movie,"	said	Don	Matteo,	indicating	the	entrance	to
the	house.
We	both	confused,	looking	from	him	to	our	men.
-	What	do	you	have	on	your	mind?	Olga	asked,	knocking	Domenic	on	the	small
box	in	the	middle
forehead.
-	It's	a	camera,	I'll	have	another	on	the	barrel.	We	will	show	you	why	you	can
feel	with	us
safe.
They	high	five	and	went	towards	what	looked	like	a	stone	maze.
-	Dear	ladies.	-	Matteo	showed	us	the	way.
We	sat	in	the	armchairs,	and	he	drew	the	curtains	so	that	the	room	became
completely	dark.	Then	he	turned	on	the	huge	monitors	and	we	saw	the	image
from	the	cameras
Massima	and	Domenica.
"I	can	explain	what	will	happen	to	you	now."	The	gentlemen	will	train	the
assault	of	this	kind
special	services	are	also	being	prepared.	It	checks	the	reaction	speed,	situation
assessment,
reflexes	and	of	course	shooting	technique.	They	were	always	better	than	many
commandos	who
passed	through	my	hands,	but	they	were	gone	a	long	time,	so	we'll	see.



I	was	completely	stunned.	A	man	who	was	dealing	with	special	services
and	commandos,	he	trained	the	mafia.
At	one	point,	movement	appeared	on	the	screen,	Domenico	and	Massimo	were
passing	by
through	another	door,	killing	more	dummies	imitating	thugs.
"What	hypocrisy,"	Olga	said	in	Polish.	-	Kill	colleagues.
However,	it	could	not	be	hidden	that	their	training	was	sexy,	and	their	focus	and
peace	were	painted
on	Black's	face	they	excited	me	in	a	strange	way.	They	sneaked	through	the
rooms
shooting	and	hiding	each	other.	They	looked	a	bit	like	little	boys	playing	war,
that's	all
only	they	had	real	rifles.	After	a	few	minutes	it	was	all	over.	They	were	fooling
around,	something
they	shouted	and	frowning	at	the	cameras,	waving	their	weapons	like	American
rappers
music	videos.
"Debile,"	Olo	said,	rising	from	her	seat.
After	saying	goodbye	to	don	Matteo,	we	got	into	the	cars	and	headed	home.
The	cosmic	BMW	silently	glided	along	the	highway,	and	the	loudest	sound	was
heard	in	the	speakers
male	melody	of	the	world	-	Laura	Pausini's	Strani	Amori	.	Black	felt	the	text
with	amusement	and	sang	in	Italian	for	me.	Today	he	behaved	and	looked	young
a	boy,	an	ordinary	thirty-year-old	who	likes	to	fool	around,	have	fun	and	has	a
lot	of	passion.
He	was	nothing	like	the	imperious,	tenacious,	totalitarian	asshole	who	gets	crazy
on	the	point	of	my	security	and	can't	deal	with	opposition.
We	passed	our	exit	and	saw	bentley	turn	where	we	should	be.
I	looked	questioningly	at	Black	without	making	any	sound;	I	didn't	have	to.	And
yes
he	knew	what	I	wanted	to	ask	about.	He	only	smiled	without	taking	his	eyes
from	the	street,	and	harder
pressed	the	accelerator.
He	pulled	down	a	few	dozen	kilometers	when	the	signs	showed	the	way	to
Messina.	weaved
long	down	the	narrow	streets,	and	finally	rode	up	to	the	monumental	wall
intricately
stacked	stones.
He	took	the	remote	control	from	his	pocket	and	opened	the	large	wooden	gate.	I



pierced	him	again
a	questioning	look,	but	he	only	raised	his	eyebrows,	grinning	at	me,	and	started
up
driveway.
He	parked	next	to	the	beautiful	two-story	house	and	got	out	of	the	BMW.
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-	I	invite	you.	He	opened	the	door	and	shook	his	hand	so	I	could	roll	out	of	the
cosmic	cart.
I	was	still	silent,	awaiting	clarification.	He	didn't	say	anything.	He	just	turned	the
key
and	led	me	inside.	Damn	...	I	ran	out	of	breath.	In	a	giant	living	room,	reaching
out
probably	on	the	first	floor,	there	was	the	most	beautiful	Christmas	tree	I've	ever
seen,	dressed	in	baubles
and	lights	in	gold	and	red.	A	fire	crackled	in	the	fireplace,	and	white	lay	next	to
it
hairy	skin	of	an	animal.	Next	were	the	sofas,	armchairs	in	brown	and	beige,
wooden
bench	and	large	TV	set.	And	then	a	dining	room	with	a	huge	oak	table,
wonderful
candlesticks	and	chairs	covered	with	burgundy	cloth.	The	whole	is	kept	in	warm
colors
and	very	subtly	finished.
-	What	is	this,	Massimo?	I	turned	and	fixed	my	eyes	on	the	size	of	plates	for
second	course.
-	It's	my	present	to	you.
-	This	Christmas	tree?
-	No,	Mała,	this	house.	I	bought	it	so	that	it	would	only	be	associated	with	me
and	my	child
she	had	only	good	memories	here.	I	want	you	to	have	your	place	on	earth	and
never	again
she	ran	away	from	me	but	to	me.	And	if	you	ever	feel	the	need	to	hide
somewhere,	then
the	place	will	be	waiting	for	you.	He	came	to	me	and	took	my	surprised	face	in
his	hands.	-
If	you	want	to	move	out	of	the	property,	we	can	live	here.	With	a	smaller	one
staff,	but	the	three	of	you:	you,	me	and	our	son	...



-	Daughter!
-	...	I	will	provide	you	with	maximum	privacy	and	security.	All	the	best,
sweetheart.
His	lips	adhered	to	mine,	and	his	teeth	gently	nipped	his	lower	lip.	He	grabbed
me	for
buttocks	and	lifted,	seating	around	the	waist.	I	wrapped	my	thighs	around	my
waist	and	returned	him
kiss.	He	caressed	my	lips,	his	hands	wandering	all	over	his	body	as	he	carried
me	toward
a	big	table	in	the	dining	room.	He	laid	on	the	counter	and	grabbing	the	back	of
his	shirt	in	one	move
he	pulled	her	over	his	head.	The	wide	smile	didn't	disappear	from	my	face	when
he	pulled	off	my	shorts.
-	And	the	shoes?	-	I	asked,	when	along	with	the	lace	underwear	the	shorts	went
on
the	floor.
-	Shoes	stay.
He	gestured	for	me	to	raise	my	arms,	and	after	a	while	I	was	only	lying	in	front
of	him
in	mid-thigh	long	socks	and	black	officers.	He	took	my	big	hands	in	his
hips	and	lifting	them	slightly,	moved	deeper	into	the	table,	a	bit	surprising	me.	I
thought	that
rather,	it	will	slide	and	enter	me.	His	lustful,	slightly	narrowed	eyes	pierced	me
through.	I	spread	my	legs	wide,	resting	my	feet	on	the	table,	and	threw	my	hands
behind	my	head.	Black
until	he	groaned.
"I	love	it,"	he	whispered,	unbuttoning	his	jeans,	eyes	fixed	on	mine
wet	pussy.
-	I	know.
He	stood	before	me,	stroking	and	squeezing	the	outside	of	my	thighs.
"This	house	has	another	great	advantage,"	he	said	and	walked	toward	the	wall,
after
moment	by	pressing	the	button	on	the	panel	hanging	next	to	the	fireplace.	At	the
same	time	around
Silence	's	sounds	were	performed	by	Delerium.	"Sound	system,"	he	whispered,
putting	it	on
tongue	in	my	wet	pussy.
I	couldn't	wait	for	that	moment	from	the	moment	I	saw	him	give	away	the	first
one



shot.	I	wriggled	under	the	greedy	touch	of	his	lips	and	tongue	penetrating	me.
He	brutally	attacked	the	hot,	swollen	clitoris.	He	gently	put	two	fingers	in	my
pussy
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and	lazily	started	to	move	them	back	and	forth.	I	knew	it	was	a	while	and	I
would	be	at
edge	of	pleasure.	I've	actually	been	on	it	since	he	took	off	his	pants,	but	I	didn't
want	to	end	up	after
several	seconds.
"I	know	you	want	to	come,"	he	said,	putting	another	finger	into	my	back	door.
I	couldn't	take	it	anymore.	I	came	in	a	second	and	my	body	lifted	up	like	that
struck	by	lightning.	Black	did	not	stop,	on	the	contrary,	accelerated	his
movements.
-	Again,	Little.	-	Another	finger	gently	slid	into	my	ass.
-	Oh	my	God!	I	shouted	surprised	by	the	intensity	of	the	experience.
His	tongue	rubbed	nervously	against	the	pulsating	clitoris,	wandering	madly
after	her
pace.	The	next	orgasm	came	after	a	few	seconds,	and	then	another	and
another.	They	broke	off
and	they	came	in	waves,	giving	me	extremely	exhausting	pleasure.	Before	your
eyes	like	a	movie
Massimo	flew	by	-	standing	with	arms,	focused	and	strong,	amused	and	carefree.
I	opened	my	eyes	and	looked	at	him.	His	gaze	on	me	was	animal
and	filled	with	desire	that	led	me	to	the	top.	I	grabbed	his	head
and	when	the	last	orgasm	pierced	my	body,	I	felt	my	muscle	cramps	paralyze.
I	fell	on	the	table	with	a	bang,	and	he	slowly	backed	away	from	me.
"Good	girl,"	he	hissed,	biting	his	lower	lip,	then	grabbed	me
ankles	and	slid	to	the	edge	of	the	countertop.
There	was	rhythmic	music	around	us,	and	I	loved	him
more	than	ever.
Without	taking	his	eyes	off	me,	he	grasped	his	swollen	manhood	and	pointed	it
in	the	right	direction,	he	slowly	entered	me,	watching	my	reaction.
"Harder,"	I	whispered	almost	soundlessly.
-	Don't	provoke	me,	Little.	You	know	I	can	not.
I	so	missed	the	aggressive	Massim.	That	was	the	only	thing
I	hated	being	pregnant	-	that	for	some	time	he	couldn't	just	fuck	me	like	he	did
I	liked	the	most.	He	was	not	completely	satisfied,	but	more	important	than	good



Fucking	was	for	the	good	of	the	child.
He	groaned	and	bowed	his	head	as	he	entered	me.	After	a	moment,	his	hips
began
move	carefully	and	steadily.	He	loved	me,	being	a	paradoxical	embodiment
tenderness	and	tenderness.	He	reacted	to	my	every	sigh,	every	move	of	my
head.	He	caressed	his	fingers
right	hand	my	nipples,	occasionally	squeezing	them	firmly,	and	the	left	thumb
whirled	circles	around
swollen	clitoris.	The	combination	of	pain	and	bursting	filling	gave	me	an
absolute	feeling
weightlessness.
"Hit	me,"	I	asked	as	the	song	started	again.	His
hips	froze.	-	Hit	me,	don!	I	shouted	when	he	didn't	respond.
His	eyes	flared	with	fury,	and	a	hand	went	down	to	my	throat	and	fingers
tightened	on	him.
A	cry	full	of	lust	escaped	my	lips	and	my	head	tilted	back.	I	felt	like	wanting	to
fuck
me	hard	and	brutal,	but	I	knew	he	wouldn't	do	it.	He	analyzed	the	situation	for	a
moment,	until
finally	he	pulled	me	off	the	table,	placing	me	next	to	the	wall	and	leaning	on	it.
-	Like	a	rag?	He	hissed,	putting	it	in	me	again	when	I	leaned	on	my	forehead
for	a	stone	ahead	of	me.
-	Please.	-	I	felt	pleasure	awake	in	my	body	when	he	caught	me
one	hand	for	the	hair	and	the	other	for	the	neck.
It	didn't	matter	that	his	movement	in	me	was	slow	and	gentle,	everything	he	did
outside
the	one	that	made	me	red	hot.	He	choked	so	skillfully	that	I	barely	stopped
myself
growing	excitement.	Every	now	and	then	he	would	take	his	hand	away	from	his
neck	to	painfully	scold	my	swollen	ones
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rubbed	warts.	His	teeth	bit	my	ears,	neck,	shoulder,	not	giving	me	a	chance	to
revenge.
When	he	felt	that	he	was	close,	he	released	me	and	turned	me	over.
"Sit	down,"	he	said,	pointing	to	the	low	footstool.	He	gripped	my	face	hard	in	his
hands
and	his	lips	parted	with	his	thumbs.	-	Until	the	very	end,	Mała.	-	After	these



words,	brutally	and	without
warnings	began	to	cut	my	lips,	after	a	while	flooding	them	with	a	powerful	wave
of	sperm.	I	was	choking
grabbing	his	hands	desperately,	but	he	didn't	stop	until	he	finished.	His
movement	stopped,	but	he	did
he	was	still	leaning	his	prick	on	my	tongue.
"Swallow,"	he	ordered,	looking	me	into	the	eyes	icily.
I	carried	out	his	order,	and	then	he	released	me	and	pushed	me	onto	the	couch.
-	I	love	you!	I	called	with	a	smile	as	he	turned	to	the	wall	to	silence
music.
"You	know	that	most	whores	are	not	as	perverted	as	you	are?"	He	asked	as	he
lay	down	next	to	him
and	covering	us	with	a	soft	blanket.
"So	weak	sluts	of	them."	I	shrugged	my	shoulders	and	started	licking	him	gently
nipples.	-	Tomorrow	I	have	a	doctor's	appointment,	I	hope	he	will	let	us	behave
normally
in	bed.
Massimo	pressed	me	under	his	arm,	his	arm	around	me.
-	Me	too,	because	I	have	no	idea	how	long	I	can	endure	your	provocation.
-	Well,	I	can't	help	it,	I	like	it	a	bit.
Black	turned	sideways	to	see	my	eyes.
-	A	little?	Woman,	I	almost	strangled	you.	He	sighed	loudly	and	lay	down	again
back.	-	Sometimes	I'm	afraid	of	what	you	release	in	me,	Little.
-	Imagine	how	I	am	afraid	of	what	I	am	becoming	with	you.
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CHAPTER	9
-	Good	morning.	His	warm	voice	enveloped	me	before	I	could	open	my	eyes.
I	murmured	and	stuck	my	nose	into	his	chest,	trying	to	absorb	the	scent	barely
already	noticeable	toilet	water.
"My	neck	hurts,"	I	said,	still	not	opening	my	eyelids.
-	Probably	because	we	spent	the	night	on	the	couch.
I	opened	my	eyes	panicked	and	only	seeing	a	giant	fake	tree,
I	remembered	last	night.
-	I	don't	know	about	you,	but	we	dress	Christmas	trees	with	us	on	Christmas
Eve,	or	maybe	every	day
sooner	when	the	children	are	born.	But	that	from	December	6	stood?	-	I	yawned.
-	If	you	look	forward	to	seeing	her,	I	will	order	her	to	be	dressed	all	year



round.	Besides	what
was	I	supposed	to	make	a	big	red	ribbon	around	the	house?
-	First	of	all,	you	didn't	have	to	buy	it.
-	Oh	my	love.	-	He	rolled	over	and	put	his	arm	in	my	arm,
pressing	your	arm.	-	It's	an	investment,	and	I	don't	know	if	the	Taormina	estate	is
best	for	a	child.	I	would	like	to	have	you	for	myself,	and	there	are	still	people
hanging	around.
-	But	Olga	is	also	there.	I	rolled	over	and	lifted	myself	slightly,	resting	on	my
elbow.	-
What	am	I	supposed	to	do	here	alone?
Black	sat	down	and	leaned	on	the	sofa,	turning	his	face	towards	me.
-	You	will	have	a	child	and	me,	is	it	not	enough?	There	was	sadness	in	his
eyes.	First
I	once	saw	what	Massimo	looks	like	when	he	is	really	sorry.	I	grabbed	his	face
in	my	hands	and	I	rested	my	forehead	against	his.
-	Honey,	but	you're	still	gone.	I	rubbed	my	temples	nervously,	searching
solutions.	-	Let's	do	it:	when	a	child	is	born,	we	will	live	in	a	mansion
and	we	will	see.	If	it	turns	out	that	you	are	right,	we	will	move	here,	and	if	not	-
it	will	stay	as	it	is.
And	then	this	place	will	become	only	my	refuge,	and	a	place	of	debauchery
when	I	am
she	could	fuck	and	drink.
I	jumped	out	from	under	the	blanket	and	danced	a	wild	dance	of	addicted	joy	on
the	carpet
alcoholic	sex.	Massimo	watched	me	with	amusement,	then	grabbed	his	arms
and	suffered	through	the	house.
-	So	let's	mark	each	place	here	so	that	you	only	associate	with	debauchery,
which	I	provide	to	you.
When	we	drove	up	to	the	driveway	of	the	residence	in	Taormina,	I	jumped	out	of
the	car
and	ran	to	the	dining	room.	Food,	food,	like	a	mantra,	I	said	one	word	in	my
head.	Our
the	new	house	was	wonderful,	but	unfortunately	no	one	came	up	with	a	fridge.
-	Pancakes!	I	called,	running	into	the	room	where	at	the	big	table
Olga	was	sitting.
She	looked	at	me	from	the	computer	and,	pleased	with	my	sight,	closed	it,
putting	it	away
on	the	floor.
"I	remember	good	times	when	you	were	puking	at	the	thought	of	eating."	And



now?
Please,	the	ass	is	growing.
"Not	an	ass,	but	a	stomach,"	I	grunted,	putting	too	much	on	myself.	-
In	addition,	my	ass	is	so	small	that	if	I	grow	up	a	bit,	I	will	be	happy.
Olga	poured	me	a	cup	of	tea	and	added	milk,	then	poured	two	teaspoons
sugar	into	the	cup.
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"I	got	a	Rolex,"	she	said,	waving	her	hand	in	front	of	me.	-	Rose	gold,	mass
mother	of	pearl	and	diamonds.	And	what	did	you	get?
"Home,"	I	muttered	between	the	bites.
Ola's	eyes	widened	and	she	swallowed	loudly,	as	if	someone	had	put	her	to	her
neck
microphone.
-	What	did	you	get…?	She	stammered	incredulously.
-	Home,	are	you	fucking	deaf?
-	Awesome,	I	got	a	watch	and	you	got	a	home.	-	And	where	is	justice	here?
-	Get	pregnant	with	a	mafioso,	marry	him,	then	tolerate	a	bossy
asshole	waving	a	gun,	you	will	get	a	lock,	I	guarantee.
We	both	laughed,	high	five.
-	What	amuses	you	so	much?	-	asked	Massimo,	entering	the	room	and	sitting
down
at	the	table.
He	was	dressed	in	a	black	suit	and	black	shirt,	which	heralded	either	a	funeral	or
a	job.
-	Where	are	you	going?	I	looked	at	the	don,	putting	down	my	fork.	-	I	have	a
visit	at	1pm
at	the	doctor.
"And	I'm	going	to	her,"	he	replied,	laying	eggs.
-	In	a	gravedigger	costume?	Olga	burned	out.
Black	looked	at	her	deadly,	then	took	the	coffee	pot	and	poured	the	liquid
into	the	cup.
-	Domenico	is	probably	jerking	off	in	the	bedroom.	Maybe	you	can	check	if	he
doesn't	need	one
a	helping	hand?	He	asked	without	even	looking	at	her.
Olga	snorted	and	leaned	back	in	her	seat,	her	arms	folded	together.
"He	has	come	so	many	times	in	the	last	two	hours	that	I	sincerely	doubt	that	he
can."



walk,	but	it's	nice	that	you	care	about	your	brother,	Massimo.	-	She	finished	and
sent	him	one	of
your	favorite	artificial	smiles	lined	with	venom.
"Okay,	let's	focus	on	me,"	I	said,	parting	the	clouds	of	the	heavy	atmosphere.	-
Who	goes	with	me	to	the	doctor?
-	I!	They	both	exclaimed	almost	in	chorus.	Then	they	looked	at	each	other	with
their	eyes
he	should	have	incinerated	them.
"Great,	let's	all	go,"	I	said.
Olga	took	a	sip	of	coffee	and	got	up	from	the	chair.
"Something	you,	I	was	joking,	I	just	wanted	to	piss	Black	off	in	the	morning,	I
missed	you."	-
She	kissed	my	forehead	and	left.
"You	are	like	children,"	I	growled,	adding	another	portion	of	Nutella	pancakes.
At	the	doctor,	we	both	sat	with	Black	as	if	on	high	heels.	Although,	judging	by
the	word
face,	Dr.	Ventura	was	definitely	more	nervous.	There	is	no	wonder,	since
this	time,	Black	decided	to	honor	his	office	without	leaving	for	a	moment.	He
wanted	to	have
certainty	that	the	doctor	will	not	tell	me	the	sex	of	the	child.	When	it	came	to	the
examination,	and	the	doctor	strained
condom	on	ultrasound,	almost	out	of	anger	he	lost	consciousness,	after	killing
the	doctor.
I	was	amused	and	upset	at	the	same	time,	because	it	would	probably	be	my	third
doctor.
Massimo,	however,	bravely	survived	the	entire	visit,	trying	not	to	take	his	eyes
off	the	monitor,
possibly	just	looking	at	my	face.
-	Dear	ladies	and	gentlemen,	Ventura	began,	sitting	on	the	armchair	with
ultrasound	pictures	and	results
research.	-	I	called	Mrs.	Laura's	Hungarian	doctor	because	I	didn't	have	a	clear
picture
situation.	He	sent	me	all	the	missing	documentation	and	his	observations.	I	have
to	admit	that
he	took	care	of	you	exemplarily,	although	there	were	a	few	reasons	for
concern.	He	paused	and	took	a	sip
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water.	-	Now	the	results	are	perfect,	you	are	in	great	shape	and	your	child	is
growing
properly,	it's	big	and	healthy.	Your	heart	copes	well	with	the	associated	load
with	pregnancy.	We	have	absolutely	no	reason	to	worry.
-	Doctor	Ventura.	Massimo	narrowed	his	eyes,	folding	his	fingers	across	his
stomach.
-	Yes,	don	Massimo?	Screamed	the	terrified	doctor.
-	Why	was	my	child's	life	at	risk?
"Well	..."	The	doctor	grabbed	the	documents	in	front	of	him	and	began	to	browse
nervously.
-	From	the	examinations	and	observations	of	the	doctor	in	Hungary	and	from	the
information	I	have,	it	appears	that
your	spouse	has	been	under	a	lot	of	stress.	It	probably	lasted	longer	than	a	day	or
two
and	the	heart	could	not	stand	it.	The	body	began	to	rebel	and,	to	put	it	mildly,
rejected
the	fetus	as	a	threat	and	something	that	takes	life	energy.
"But	nothing	is	happening	now?"	I	asked,	stroking	Massim's	palm	and	looking
at	the	same	time	as	a	doctor.
-	Yes,	everything	is	in	perfect	order.
-	And	sex?	-	Black	pierced	Ventura	again	with	the	eyes	of	the	murderer.
I	think	that	even	if	I	should	fast	until	the	end	of	pregnancy,	the	doctor	does	not
he	would	dare	to	tell	him	that.
-	If	you	ask	if	there	are	contraindications,	then	no,	there	are	not.
-	And	any	intensity,	so	to	speak,	allowed?	I	asked	with	my	eyes
in	the	floor.
I	looked	up	and	saw	the	doctor	watching,	looking	at	me,	at
Massimo.
God,	I	thought,	if	we	fuck	the	subject	like	a	mother	with	a	bully,	then
I	will	never	know	in	my	life	and	I	will	be	denied	half	of	it	for	almost	half	a	year.
I	took	a	deep	breath.
-	Doctor,	I	will	ask	straight:	we	like	rough	sex,	can	we	have	sex?
Ventura's	face	reddened,	and	he	seemed	to	be	looking	for	answers	in	the	papers,
which	he	covered	himself	with.	Although	he	was	a	gynecologist	and	he	had	this
kind	of	conversation	several	times
per	day,	he	rarely	spoke	confidently	to	the	head	of	the	mafia	family	about	how
much	he	wanted
fuck	your	wife.
-	You	can	have	any	sex	you	want.



Massimo	gracefully	rose	from	his	chair	and	pulled	me	with	him	towards	the
door,	yes
quickly	that	I	didn't	even	manage	to	say	goodbye.	We	almost	ran	to	the	street,
where	he	grabbed	me
and	pressed	to	the	first	wall	he	encountered.
"I	want	to	fuck	you	...	now!"	He	panted	straight	into	my	mouth,	closing	it
eagerly
kiss.	"I	will	fuck	you	so	that	you	can	feel	how	much	I	missed	you."	Come.	-	And
pulling
by	my	hand,	he	ran	towards	the	car,	then	threw	me	inside	and	almost	himself
he	teleported	so	that	by	the	time	I	could	fasten	my	seat	belt	he	was	already
speeding	down	the	narrow	streets	towards
highway.
After	several	minutes,	our	exit	passed,	going	to	Messina.	I	knew	where	I	was
going
kidnaps,	and	I	was	happy	to	fuck	in	the	absolute	privacy	of	a	new	home.	Without
service,	protection	or	a	perverted	friend	-	only	me	and	him.
"I	have	one	more	surprise	for	you,"	he	said,	opening	the	great	gate
pilot.
He	looked	at	me	coldly,	waiting	for	the	opportunity	to	enter.	On	his	lips
a	winky	pale	smile	wandered,	and	his	hands	clenched	tightly	on	the	steering
wheel.	When	finally
the	gate	opened	just	enough	for	BMW	to	drive	through,	squealing	along	the	tires
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the	driveway,	stopping	at	the	door.
He	jumped	out	of	the	car,	gallantly	opened	my	door	and	pulled	me	out	like	a
sack,
grabbing	his	arms.
When	we	reached	the	front	door,	he	put	the	key	in	the	lock	and	turned	it,	no
letting	me	go	for	a	second.	Then	he	kicked	them	closed	and	headed	upstairs	wide
an	impressive	staircase	that	immediately	hit	the	eyes	after	entering	the	house.
"We'll	wash	you	first,"	he	said,	putting	the	floor	in	a	beautiful,	atmospheric
setting
bathroom.	-	I	can't	stand	the	smell	of	another	man	on	your	body.
I	burst	out	laughing.	I	didn't	think	a	rubber	condom	or	ultrasound	head
have	any	smell	whatsoever.
-	Massimo,	it's	just	a	doctor.



-	This	guy,	raise	your	hands.	He	hastily	took	off	the	cashmere	sweater	I	had
wearing	a	bra,	skirt	and	panties.	Everything	landed	on	the	floor.	-	Mine!	He
muttered
sweeping	my	naked	body	wildly.
"Only	yours,"	I	nodded	as	he	put	me	under	warm	water.
-	You	have	three	minutes.	He	turned	and	left	the	bathroom.
I	was	surprised;	I	expected	banging	in	the	shower	or	at	least
playing	with	soap,	and	here	such	disappointment.	I	squeezed	out	a	little	gel	and
started
soap	the	body.
"Three	minutes	have	passed,"	he	said	after	a	moment,	standing	in	the	doorway.
Fuck,	I	thought	these	three	minutes	were	a	metaphor.	I	rinsed	off	quickly.
-	Ready!	I	spread	my	arms	wide,	showing	bare,	washed	skin.
Massimo	came	over,	taking	off	his	shirt	on	the	way,	and	inhaled	the	scent	that
evaporated	from
me.
"Definitely	better,"	he	said,	happily	embracing	me	around	my	waist	and	taking
on
hands.
He	took	me	to	the	bedroom,	where	despite	the	middle	of	the	day,	there	was	a
pleasant	dusk.
In	the	Mediterranean	countries	I	liked	the	most	in	every	window
blackout	electric	blinds	are	installed.	I	liked	the	dark;	Martin	always	told	me	that
it's	a	vampire,	a	depressive	trait	he	hated.
In	the	room	stood	a	gigantic	bed	supported	by	four	columns,	above	which
a	black	canopy	stretched	out.	Before	him	stood	a	small	bench	upholstered	with
graphite	quilted
satin,	identical	in	length	to	the	mattress,	on	the	sides	wooden,	bedside	cabinets
with	handmade
decorated	fronts,	and	in	the	corner	a	chest	of	drawers	with	candles.	Everything
dark,	heavy	and	very	stylish.
He	laid	me	on	a	soft	mattress,	knocking	dozens	lying	on	it	to	the	floor
pillows.
"Surprise,"	he	said,	reaching	into	one	of	the	columns	and	pulling	a	chain	from
behind	it
with	a	soft	wrist	strap.
Like	a	movie,	there	were	scenes	from	a	dozen	or	so	weeks	ago	that	chained	me
to	bed	and	told	to	watch	the	performance	performed	by	Weronika	sucking	him.
-	Nothing	of	that.	I	jumped	out	of	bed,	confusing	him	completely.



"Don't	tease	me,	Little,"	he	hissed,	grabbing	my	ankle.
"You	owe	me	thirty-two	minutes,	now	I	want	to	pick	them	up."
He	let	go	of	my	leg,	looking	at	me	curiously.
-	What,	maybe	you	don't	remember	anymore?	I	narrowed	my	eyes	backing
away.	-	On	our	wedding	night
I	got	an	hour,	I	used	a	little	more	than	half.	You	promised	I	would	have
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sixty	minutes,	so	now	you	lie	down.	-	I	pointed	to	the	place	where	I	would	have
a	moment
I	was	stuck	before.
Black's	eyes	burned	with	desire,	and	his	jaws	clenched	rhythmically	as	he	bit
lower	lip.	He	lay	down	on	his	back	in	the	middle	of	the	mattress	and	raised	his
arms	from	side	to	side
towards	the	poles.	I	was	surprised	and	surprised	by	his	submission,	but	I
preferred	to	forge	iron	while	I	was	there
hot,	and	without	waiting	for	him	to	change	his	mind,	I	tightened	the	bonds	on	his
wrists.
"There	are	so	small	snaps	on	the	sides	of	the	fasteners,"	he	instructed	me,
looking	at
right	hand.	"You	have	to	press	it	with	two	fingers	for	it	to	open."	Try	it.
I	did	what	he	asked	politely,	knowing	that	he	wanted	to	teach	me	something	in	a
dozen	or	so
minutes	may	be	useful	to	me.	In	fact,	the	mechanism	was	quite	simple,	but	that's
it
complicated	that	it	was	impossible	to	free	oneself	from	bondage.
"Smart,"	I	said,	fastening	my	headband	back.
-	Thank	you,	I	came	up	with	it	myself.
-	So	you	know	a	way	to	break	free?
Massimo	froze,	a	shadow	of	anxiety	running	over	his	face.
-	You	can't	free	it.	I	never	assumed	I	would	be	immobilized.
For	a	few	seconds	I	wondered	if	he	was	telling	the	truth,	but	looking	at	his
lightly
scared	eyes,	I	knew	he	wasn't	lying.	It	pleased	me	and	scared	me	at	the	same
time.
I	knew	well	what	he	wanted	to	do,	I	also	knew	that	Black	would	not	agree	to	it
in	life,
and	when	I	release	him	-	which	was	inevitable	-	I	would	revenge	myself



severely.
-	Is	there	something	I	can't	do?	I	asked,	slowly	taking	off	his	pants	and	in	spirit
praying	that	he	would	not	come	up	with	what	I	was	going	to	do.
Massimo	thought	for	a	moment	and	when	he	had	no	thought,	he	shook	her
negative.
-	Perfect.	-	His	boxers	together	with	pants	landed	on	the	floor,	and	I
I	leaned	over	him.
I	grabbed	his	manhood	with	my	hand,	sliding	my	hand	slowly	down	and	up	over
it.
Black	moaned	and	leaned	his	head	against	the	pillows,	closing	his	eyes.	I	liked
when	he	was	relaxed	and	at
with	what	I	wanted	to	do,	he	needed	a	lot	of	slack.	I	felt	his	cock	harden
in	your	hand	and	your	breathing	accelerates.
Without	taking	his	eyes	off	his	eyes,	I	ended	a	lazy	circle	around	my	tongue
slits	on	its	tip.	He	sucked	in	a	loud	breath,	not	letting	it	out	while	my	tongue
touched	it
his	cock.	He	was	red-hot,	I	could	taste	how	bad	he	wanted	me	to	be.
I	wasn't	going	to	hurry,	however.	According	to	the	contract,	I	had	a	full	half	hour
and	I	was	going	to	use	them	every	minute.	I	put	my	head	round	my	lips	and
slowly	slid	down
after	it,	so	that	you	feel	each	sliding	centimeter.	Black's	hips	rose	up	as	if
he	wanted	to	accelerate	to	the	very	end,	but	I	immobilized	them	with	my	hands.
As	I	continued	my	slow	caress,	Massimo	muttered	something
incomprehensibly.	When
finally	his	penis	came	in	completely,	leaning	against	my	throat,	tore	free	from	his
mouth
a	prolonged	moan,	and	the	chains	rubbed	against	wooden	beams.	I	raised	my
head	again	and	repeated
unhurried	torture.	Don	fidgeted	and	provoked	me	to	speed	up,	but	that	was	all
slowed	my	movements.	I	stood	up,	leaning	on	my	arms,	and	bit	his	nipple,
listening	to	the	hiss	that	came	from	his	mouth	with	satisfaction.	I	kissed	his	cage
and	caressed
his	arms,	occasionally	rubbing	his	crotch	against	the	swollen	cock.	I	knew	how
much	I	would	like	to
he	is	tired,	despite	his	closed	eyes	I	was	perfectly	aware	of	how	at	the	moment
his	pupils	look.	I	ran	my	tongue	along	his	neck	until	his	lips	were	tight.
I	slowly	put	my	index	finger	in	his	mouth,	parting	it	slightly.
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-	Massimo?	I	asked	in	a	whisper.	-	How	much	do	you	trust	me?
Black	opened	his	eyes	and	gave	me	a	lustful	look.
-	Unlimited.	Take	him	in	your	mouth.
I	just	laughed	mockingly	and	ran	his	tongue	over	his	dry	lips.	He	tried
catch	him	with	my	teeth,	but	I	was	faster.
-	Do	you	want	me	to	blow	you?	-	I	gripped	his	member	firmly	with	my	right
hand	and	with	my	left	hand
I	grabbed	my	jaw.	-	Ask!	I	commanded	through	clenched	teeth.
"Don't	push	it,	Little,"	he	growled	straight	into	my	mouth,	still	trying	to	catch	it.
"All	right,	don,	it	will	be	the	best	chick	in	your	life."
Releasing	the	penis	from	my	hand,	I	began	to	slowly	lower,	until	I	found	my
head	right
over	his	hard	as	steel	cock,	then	I	embraced	him	with	my	mouth	and	began	to
suck	hard.	surely
I've	never	done	cane	at	this	speed	before.	Black	moaned,	mumbled	and	tugged	at
his	bonds.
"Relax,	honey,"	I	said,	licking	my	index	finger	and	slipping	it
between	his	buttocks.
Massim's	body	stiffened	and	he	stopped	breathing.
My	hand	didn't	even	manage	to	get	close	to	an	inch	when	Black's	powerful
hands
they	grabbed	me,	turning	me	on	my	back.	Startled,	I	lay	under	him,	looking	at
him	furious
black	eyes.	He	hung	above	me	without	a	word,	piercing	me	with	his	eyes.	Loud
he	was	panting	and	sweat	rising	from	his	forehead.
-	You	didn't	like	it,	honey?	I	asked	sweetly,	making	a	silly	face.
Don	was	still	silent,	panting	above	me,	his	hands	tightening	on	mine
wrists.
I	closed	my	eyes,	not	wanting	to	look	at	his	violent	reaction	anymore,	and	then
I	felt	my	bonds	tied	up.	After	which	the	mattress	bent	and	when	I	opened	my
eyes	I	discovered
that	I'm	alone.	The	sound	of	water	flowing	from	the	shower	was	coming	from
the	bathroom.	Horny	half
shares	went	to	wash,	I	thought.	Did	I	bend	so	much?	I	didn't	want	to	do	him
harm,	and	only	prove	something	in	a	rather	unconventional	way.	I	read	once
about	male	anatomy	and	I	learned	that	some	experiments	can	be	for	men	as	well
pleasant	for	women,	and	even	more	so.	Well,	maybe	not	for	the	most	masculine



guy	on
land,	but	most	probably	would	have	enjoyed	it.
-	The	last	time	you	had	control	over	me	-	I	heard	a	voice	that	snapped	me	out
of	meditation.
Massimo	stood	on	the	threshold,	dripping	water,	his	cage	still	waving	in	alarm
pace.
-	How	did	you	break	free?	I	asked,	changing	the	uncomfortable	subject.	-	And
why	did	you	wash	yourself?
during…
He	smiled	slyly	and	approached	me,	standing	so	close	that	his	cock	triumphantly
stuck	a	few	centimeters	from	my	face.
"You	don't	think	I	can	tell	you	this	now,	when	I'm	going	to	fuck	you	so	hard
that."
you	will	want	to	run	away	and	they	will	hear	your	scream	in	Warsaw.	-	He
grabbed	my	head	and	stuck	it	in	me
to	the	mouth	of	a	hard	penis.	"Suck	hard,"	he	said,	setting	his	hips	crazy.	-	And
not
I	was	washing	myself,	just	trying	to	cool	with	cold	water.
He	crushed	me	with	his	thickness,	putting	him	so	deeply	that	I	sometimes	had
the	impression	that	it	reaches	the	stomach.	He	slowed	for	a	moment,	tenderly
stroking	my	face	with	his	thumbs,	but
he	accelerated	at	once,	treating	me	like	a	private	whore.
Suddenly	his	cell	phone	on	the	bedside	table	rang.	Black	glanced	at
display	and	rejected	the	call,	but	after	a	while	the	humming	sounded
again.	Massimo
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he	growled	a	few	words	in	Italian	and	grabbed	the	phone	in	his	hand	without
interrupting	his	hips.
"It's	Mario,	I	have	to	pick	it	up	and	you	suck	harder,"	he	panted,	undoing	one
hand,	yes
that	I	could	get	the	base	of	his	penis.
He	knew	it	excited	me.	He	knew	I	loved	to	disturb	him
in	business	talks.	I	gripped	it	firmly,	taking	it	even	deeper	into	my	mouth.
"Jesus	..."	he	whispered,	taking	a	deep	breath,	and	put	the	phone	to	his	ear.
He	tried	not	to	speak,	only	listened,	occasionally	calming	the	panting.	His	knees
they	trembled	and	cold	sweat	poured	over	the	body.	With	his	free	hand	he	leaned
on	the	wooden	structure	of	the	bed;



I	knew	it	was	close.	After	several	dozen	tiring	seconds	of	conversation,	or	rather
monologue	Maria,	he	spoke	two	sentences	through	clenched	teeth	and	threw	the
phone	on	the	cabinet.
He	grabbed	me	and	twisted	me,	unbuttoned	his	hand	and	moved	me	once
more.	He	reached	for	the	armbands
and	zakul	again,	but	this	time	I	was	lying	on	my	stomach.
"You're	lucky,	Little,	I	don't	have	the	time	I	expected,"	he	said,	lifting
my	hips	so	that	my	buttocks	were	firmly	protruded	and	my	face	immersed	in	the
pillow.	-	We	have	to
to	hurry	up.
He	finished	setting	me	up	and	reached	into	the	drawer	of	the	bedside	table.	He
pulled	something	out	of	her
and	with	his	knee	he	parted	my	bent	legs.
"Relax	now,"	he	whispered,	leaning	over	me	and	biting	his	neck	slightly.
Then	he	slid	down	and	his	tongue	sank	into	my	thirsty	pussy.	I	groaned
out	of	pleasure,	I	pulled	my	hips	up	harder.	After	a	while	I	found	myself	on	the
verge	of	pleasure,	then
he	paused	and	knelt	right	behind	me.	He	gently	caressed	my	buttock	and	slipped
his	other	hand	into	my	hair
and	jerked	vigorously	for	them.	I	tilted	my	head	back	and	I	felt	him	hit	me	hard
in	the	ass.	I	cried;	his	grip	on	my	hair	strengthened	and	my	hand	struck	again.
I	felt	my	skin	burn	and	my	pulse	throbs.
-	Relax,	I	said.
His	hard	member	broke	into	me	brutally	and	strongly,	and	I	felt	that	I	was	flying
away.
It	wasn't	until	that	moment	that	I	realized	how	much	I	missed	my	imperious
lover.
He	let	go	of	my	head	and	gripped	my	hips	tightly,	rubbing	with	more	and	more
momentum.
-	Yes!	I	shouted	in	a	dazed	sensation.
Massimo	was	breathing	loudly,	his	fingers	sticking	into	my	body.	Suddenly	one
hand
she	released	her	grip	and	reached	for	something	lying	next	to	his	leg.	There	was
a	quiet	sound	all	around
vibration.	I	wanted	to	see	what	it	was,	but	I	couldn't	turn	back	to	him,	I	managed
just	turn	your	head	to	the	side.
"Open	your	mouth,"	he	said	without	interrupting.
I	parted	my	lips	and	he	put	something	rubber	in	them	and	just	a	little	thicker	than
his	finger.



After	a	few	seconds	he	took	out	and	gently	began	to	rub	my	back	entrance.	I
guessed	what	it	was
so	I	relaxed,	though	it	wasn't	easy	with	the	brutal	pushes	of	his	hips.
I	felt	a	small	vibrator,	which	was	just	in	my	mouth,	slipped	in
in	my	ass.	When	the	pleasure	spilled	over	my	body,	I	shouted	loudly.	His
rhythmic	movement
and	vibrating	within	me	inevitably	brought	me	closer	to	my	goal:	a	powerful
orgasm	that	I	didn't
I	was	looking	forward	to	it.
Holding	the	cork	inside	me,	he	hit	my	buttock	again	and	started
szczytować.	When	I	felt	him	explode	inside	me,	I	joined	him,	thanking	him
in	the	spirit	that	the	house	is	empty.	Only	the	loud	screams	and	hips	clasped	the
silence
hitting	the	buttocks.	We	climbed	together	long	and	hard	until	at	some	point
I	felt	my	body	sagging	and	losing	strength.	I	spread	my	knees	wide	and	fell	limp
on	the	mattress,	feeling	that	Massimo	is	following	in	my	footsteps,	but	rests	on
my	elbows	so	that	I	don't
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crush.
In	one	swift	move	he	unbuttoned	my	wrists	and	slid	to	the	side,	covering	me
at	the	waist	with	a	leg.	He	brushed	the	wet	hair	away	from	my	sweaty	face	and
kissed	me	gently.
"Can	you	get	it	out	of	me	now?"	I	mumbled,	feeling	that	they	were	still	vibrating
buttocks.
Massimo	laughed	and	reached	for	the	magic	plug.	I	moaned	when	I	felt	that
leaves	my	body	and	falls	silent.
-	Are	you	okay?	He	asked	with	concern.
I	couldn't	think	or	speak,	but	I	knew	that	I	and	the	child	were	feeling	great.
-	Perfect.
-	I	love	to	fuck	you,	baby.
-	I	missed	you	so	much,	Donia.
After	taking	a	shower,	I	jumped	into	bed	wrapped	in	a	soft	bathrobe.	Massimo
he	came	into	the	room	wrapped	in	a	towel	and	handed	me	a	glass	of	cold	cocoa.
"I	would	have	received	champagne	two	months	ago,"	I	sighed	in	disappointment,
taking	a	drink.
Black	shrugged	apologetically	and	pulled	off	the	towel,	wiping	his	hair	with	it.
Dear	God,	how	beautiful	he	is,	I	thought,	almost	choking	on	the	cacao	liquid.



It's	unfair,	scary	and	scary	that	a	man	can	be	so	perfect.	They	are	already	gone
almost	four	months,	and	I	still	haven't	been	saturated	with	his	sight.
"We	must	go	back,"	he	said	dryly.	-	I	should	be	in	Palermo	today.
I	sat	down,	taking	a	sip,	and	screwed	up	my	mouth.
-	Don't	look	like	that,	honey,	I	have	to	work,	there	is	a	little	trouble	in	one	of	the
hotels.	But
I	have	an	idea	-	he	added,	sitting	down	next	to	it.	-	In	a	few	days	there	is	a	gala
we	are	going	to,	maybe	so
you	will	fly	to	Poland	sooner,	see	your	parents	and	I	will	come	as	soon	as
possible
possible?
At	the	sound	of	the	word	"parents"	I	was	happy	and	then	I	looked	at	my	growing
belly.
My	mother	will	definitely	not	miss	getting	fat	-	and	that's	a	lot.
-	You	will	take	Olga	with	you,	because	Domenico	must	come	with	us.	The	plane
is	yours
available,	you	can	fly	out	whenever	you	feel	like	it.
I	sat	confused,	sad	and	cheerful	at	the	same	time.
-	What's	going	on,	Massimo?
He	turned	and	looked	at	me,	standing	up.	His	eyes	were	calm	and	expressionless.
-	Nothing,	Little.	He	ran	his	thumb	over	my	lower	lip.	-	I	have	to	work,	get
dressed
a.
We	returned	to	the	mansion,	and	Black	after	tender	farewell	disappeared	in	the
library.	I	stood
in	front	of	the	door	leaning	against	the	wall	and	I	stared	at	the	door
handle.	Hundreds	of	thoughts	swirled	in	my	head,	and	to
tears	welled	up	in	her	eyes.	What	is	happening	to	me,	I	thought,	I	haven't	seen
him	in	a	minute,	but	already
miss.	I	gently	grabbed	the	door	handle,	pressing	it	slowly	and	opening	the	door.
In	the	window	room	stood	a	don	facing	Domenic,	who	was	showing	him
something	small	in	your	hands.	My	eyes	went	to	the	subject	and	I	froze.	Oh	god
this
there	was	a	box	with	a	ring,	could	Young	plan	to	propose	to	Olga?	Or	maybe
there	is	something
what	are	they	not	telling	me	about?	Stunned	by	the	acquired	knowledge,	or
rather	the	lack	of	it,	I	decided	not	to
disturb	them	and	go	to	each	other.
I	sat	on	the	terrace	and	wrapped	my	blanket	at	the	sunset.	I	wasn't	there	at	all



it	was	chilly,	it	was	several	degrees	above	zero	outside,	but	I	liked	to	cover
myself.	I	do	not	want	to
go	to	cold	Poland,	I	thought.	Not	without	him	and	not	when	I	have	to	face	my
mother.
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On	the	one	hand,	I	wanted	to	see	my	parents,	but	on	the	other,	they	didn't	need
that	confrontation.
While	sipping	tea,	I	was	planning	a	plan	in	my	head.	The	most	important	thing	is
clothing,	so	that	it	is	not
you	can	see	the	belly.	I	can	handle	fairy	tales	with	too	much	pasta	and	pizza	with
weight	gain.
Praise	God,	I	don't	puke	anymore,	I	thought,	because	simulating	permanent
poisoning
would	arouse	suspicion	of	my	bright	parent.	Suddenly	I	panicked:	what	will	I
wear	!?
I	don't	have	anything	like	that	-	I	don't	have	to	hide	my	pregnancy	here.	Tired	of
thoughts
I	put	my	head	between	my	bent	knees.
"I	will	never	get	pregnant,"	I	heard	the	voice	of	Olga	approaching.	-	What	would
I	do	without
Alcohol?
Terrified	with	this	thought,	she	sat	on	the	armchair	next	to	her,	putting	her	legs
on	the	table.
"I	think	I	need	a	drink,"	she	said.
"I	don't	think	so,"	I	said,	putting	down	my	cup.	-	We're	leaving.
-	Fuck	again?	Where	and	for	what?	We	just	arrived	-	she	howled	miserably,
looking	up	to	the	sky.
-	To	Poland	beloved,	to	our	homeland.	I	think	we'll	leave	in	the	morning.	What
do	you	think?
She	thought	for	a	moment,	looking	sideways,	as	if	she	was	looking	for
something.
-	I'm	going	to	fuck.	She	nodded	firmly.
-	Do	you	have	with	whom?	I	asked	mischievously,	knowing	that	Domenico	was
with	Maria
and	Massim.
-	I	do	not	have?	I	took	a	nap	an	hour	and	the	young	man	disappeared	at	that	time,
I	would	look	for	him



and	to	work.
I	got	up	and	folded	the	blanket,	putting	it	back	on	the	armchair.
-	I'm	afraid	you	don't	have	one.	I	shrugged,	pumping	my	lower	lip.	-
Interests!	Tonight	you	are	doomed	to	me,	come	on.
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CHAPTER	10
Olo	went	to	pack	the	bags,	and	I,	despite	the	persistent	attempt	to	force	myself	to
do	this,
I	could	not	make	it.	Losing	the	war	against	my	laziness	for	the	third	time	today,
I	decided	to	take	a	shower.	Not	that	I	felt	dirty,	but	I	just	felt	like	a	character
under	warm	water.
I	went	to	the	huge	bathroom	and	unscrewed	all	the	jets	in	a	few	seconds
filling	the	whole	room	with	steam.	I	picked	up	the	phone	and	connected	it	to	the
speaker
standing	on	the	dressing	table.	After	a	moment	Silence	Delerium	rang	out.	I
slipped	under	water
and	I	closed	my	eyes,	the	calming	noise	relaxed	me,	and	the	music	around	me
relaxed.
I	leaned	my	hands	on	the	wall,	letting	a	warm	stream	flow	down	my	body,
silencing	the	influx
thoughts.
"I	missed	you,"	I	heard	a	voice	right	behind	my	ear.
I	was	scared	even	though	I	knew	who	was	behind	me.	However,	this	was	not	a
fear	of
what	will	happen	but	a	reaction	to	the	unexpected	sound.
"I	think	our	farewell	wasn't	affectionate	enough,"	he	said,	grabbing
me	by	the	hips.
Still	standing	with	my	back	to	him,	I	grabbed	the	transverse	tubes	that	I	turned
on	with	my	hands
the	corresponding	button	turned	into	water	jets.	He	clenched	his	hands	on	mine,
wandering	around
lips	and	teeth	on	the	shoulders,	neck,	until	they	reached	the	mouth.	His	tongue,
having	broken	in,
gently	intertwined	with	mine.	He	was	naked,	wet	and,	when	he	stood	behind	me,
very	ready.	He	bent	a	bit
knees	and	with	one	skillful	move	he	hit	me	on	his	big	sticking	cock.
I	moaned,	leaning	the	back	of	my	head	against	his	muscular	chest.	Black's	hands



went	to	mine
hypersensitive	breasts,	kneading	them	steadily,	hips	lazing	around.	I	felt	it
growing	in
me	desire;	my	body	was	spinning	and	relaxing	to	the	rhythm	of	his	movements.
"You	don't	think	I	came	here	to	rub	you."	-	Massim's	teeth	painfully
bit	my	ear.
"I	hope	so,	don	Torricelli."
He	grabbed	me	brutally,	taking	me	out	of	the	shower,	and	set	me	in	front	of	a
large	sink
with	a	mirror.	Then	he	leaned	my	naked	body	against	the	cold	counter	next	to
her	and	jerked	my	hair	so	that
I	saw	him	in	a	huge	surface.
"Look	at	me,"	he	growled,	stepping	inside	me	again.
With	his	free	hand	he	gripped	my	hips	tightly	and	started	to	fuck	at	a	crazy
pace.	overwhelmed
I	closed	my	eyelids	with	ecstasy.	I	am	drifting	away.
-	Open	your	eyes!	He	screamed.
I	looked	at	him	and	saw	insanity;	even	though	I	saw	him	controlling	himself,
it	excited	me.	I	grabbed	the	top	of	the	sink	to	immobilize	the	body	and	gently
parted
lips	licking	them.
"Stronger,	I	will	whisper,"	I	whispered.
A	mesh	of	swollen	veins	appeared	on	Black's	body,	and	the	muscles	tightened	so
that
could	do	for	a	dummy	in	an	anatomy	lesson.	Biting	his	lips,	he	didn't	take	his
own	eyes	from	me
black,	piercing	eyes.
-	As	you	wish.	-	The	pace	he	gave	his	moves	was	deadly	for	me.	After
for	a	moment	I	felt	pleasure	pouring	down	my	abdomen.	"Not	yet,	Little,"	he
drawled
through	the	teeth.
Unfortunately,	his	ban	sounded	like	an	order	to	me.	I	began	to	look	at	him

Page	105
look	with	a	loud	moan	turning	into	a	scream.	He	didn't	slow	down	even	for	a
moment
seconds	I	came	a	second	time.	I	was	panting	and	my	body	was	shivering.
"Kneel,"	he	said	as	I	sank	into	the	sink.



Unable	to	catch	my	breath,	I	obeyed	and	he	entered	my	mouth,	holding	it
me	hard	behind	my	head.	However,	he	did	not	fuck	them,	just	slid	in	and	let	me
give	it	a	try
rate.	After	his	taste	combined	with	mine,	I	felt	it	was	close,	so	I	adapted	to
him	and	I	sucked	greedily	and	deeply	at	him.
Black's	buttocks	tightened,	and	his	lips	couldn't	keep	up	with	their	breath.	He
pulled	me	out
penis	and	came	loudly,	pouring	warm	sperm	on	wet	breasts.	He	looked	at	me,
spilling
all	content.	Tilted	back	and	heavily	bent,	I	groaned,	rubbing	him	with	one	hand
heavy	testicles.
When	he	finished,	he	put	his	hands	on	the	marble	top	behind	me.
"You'll	finish	me	someday,	Little	One,"	he	said	panting.
I	laughed,	rubbing	the	sticky	secretion	on	my	breasts	and	looking	at	him
sideways.
-	Do	you	think	it	is	that	simple?	-	I	said.	-	You	think	they	haven't	tried?
I	repeated	his	words	from	the	first	night	when	I	tried	to	shoot	him
insecure	weapon.
Black's	lips	formed	a	wily	smile,	and	his	hands	went	to	my	face.
-	You	can	listen.	It's	nice	and	dangerous	at	the	same	time.
I	got	up	and	stood	in	front	of	him,	firmly	clinging	to	his	wonderfulness
built,	muscular	body.
"I	don't	like	to	say	goodbye	to	you,	Massimo,"	I	said	almost	crying.
-	That's	why	we	won't	say	goodbye,	honey.	I'll	be	back	before	you	miss	it.	-	He
rubbed	off
a	towel	left	over	from	cum,	gently	kissing	my	lips.	-	You	have	a	plane	at	twelve
o'clock,	after
you'll	be	there	in	the	afternoon.	Sebastian,	the	same	boy	who	drove	you,	will
pick	you	up
lately.	You	have	Karol's	phone	number	stored	in	your	cell,	if	you	need	anything,
call
to	him.	He	will	look	after	you	until	my	arrival.
I	looked	at	him,	terrified,	because	the	instructions	he	was	saying	sounded	like
something
I	was	in	danger.	Everything	he	did	was	suspicious	-	a	sudden	departure,	sending
me	back	to	Poland.
Massimo	occasionally	let	me	move	away	from	him.
-	Don,	what's	going	on?	He	was	silent	and	still	wiping	my	breasts.	-	Fuck,
Massimo!	-



I	shouted,	tearing	out	his	towel.
He	lowered	his	hands	along	his	body	and	glared	at	me.
-	Laura	Torricelli,	how	many	times	do	I	have	to	tell	you	that	nothing	happens.	-
He	grabbed	my	face
in	his	hands	and	kissed	heavily.	-	I	love	you,	Little,	and	in	three	days	I	will	be
with	you.	I	promise.	And	now
don't	be	angry	because	my	son	doesn't	like	it.	He	stroked	the	bottom	of	my
stomach	with	his	hand,	smiling
merrily.
-	Daughter.
"May	she	not	be	a	shrew	like	her	mother."	-	He	jumped	back,	because	he	knew
that	after	these	words
he	will	get	a	blow.
I	ran	after	him	naked,	trying	to	separate	him	with	a	wet	towel,	but	he	was
faster.	When
I	ran	into	the	bedroom,	grabbed	me	and	knocked	me	on	the	bed,	squeezing	under
the	covers.
-	You	complete	me,	Little.	Thanks	to	you,	I	wake	up	every	day	to	live	and	not
just	exist.
He	looked	at	me	full	of	warmth	and	love.	-	I	thank	God	almost	every	day,	almost
I	died.	He	brought	his	lips	closer	and	gently	caressed	mine.	-	I	really	need	to	go
now,	call
me	if	something	happens.
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He	got	up	and	went	to	the	wardrobe,	returning	after	a	few	minutes	in	standard
black
suit	and	shirt	of	the	same	color.	He	kissed	me	again	and	disappeared	on	the
stairs.
I	woke	up	surprisingly	early.	When	I	looked	at	my	watch,	it	turned	out
seven.	I	lay	down	for	a	few	minutes	watching	TV	and	went	to	the
bathroom.	Fourth	time
in	the	last	twenty-four	hours	I	took	a	shower	and	washed	my	head;	I	had	time.
I	don't	know	why,	because	Massimo	left,	I	arranged	my	hair	carefully	on	the
brush
and	I	painted	my	eyes.
I	sat	on	the	rug	in	the	wardrobe	and	groaned,	exhausted	at	the	thought	that	I	was
up



pack.	Of	course,	Maria	could	do	it	for	me	as	usual,	but	this	time	I	had	to
choose	the	outfit	very	precisely.	I	switched	clothes,	rummaging	in	brand	piles
clothes.	Unfortunately,	most	of	my	favorite	things	emphasized	my	tummy	rather
than	him
masked.	While	in	Sicily	I	liked	to	display	it,	I	would	like	to	dress	in	Poland
in	the	tent.	God,	how	wonderful	it	could	be	to	tell	a	child	to	the	whole	world,	I
thought
sitting	in	a	huge	mound	of	shirts,	t-shirts,	blouses	and	dresses.
-	Sale?	Olga	asked,	standing	in	the	doorway	with	a	cup	of	coffee.	-	I	am	taking	it
all!
-	Fuck,	Olo!	I	shouted	terribly,	drowning	in	the	heap.	-	Do	you	know	me?
I	have	nothing	to	take	too	much?	Not	only	that,	I	don't	even	have	winter	clothes,
because	here,	after	all
there	is	no	winter.
Ola	set	the	mug	vigorously	on	the	table	and	circled	me	with	a	scream	after	a
while
she	said	mockingly:
-	How	terrible	it	is!	We'll	have	to	go	shopping.	-	She	fell	on	her	knees	beside
her.	-	Jesus	and	what
will	we	start	now	?!
I	looked	at	her	annoyed,	knowing	that	she	was	making	fun	of	me	and	I	wasn't
really
I	needed	more	clothes.
"Fuck	off,"	I	hissed,	loading	a	few	things	into	my	suitcase	that	I	chose.	-	Good
that
I	fit	into	my	shoes,	”I	said,	hugging	Givenchy's	boots.	-	You're	ready?
-	Certainly	more	than	you.
After	eating	breakfast	and	thanks	to	cooperation	in	packing	we	were	sitting
before	eleven
already	in	the	car	rushing	to	the	airport.	Before	I	even	reached	this	flying	trap,
I	took	the	sedative	tablet	and	sat	in	the	chair,	swimming	away	just	before	take-
off.	Thanks
ago,	the	journey	seemed	to	me	a	teleportation.
"Nice	to	see	you	again,"	Sebastian	greeted	me,	opening	the	door	for	me
Mercedes.
-	You	too.	I	gave	him	a	radiant	smile	and	set	him	slightly	numb
in	armchair.
We	entered	the	underground	garage	of	my	building	and	a	few	minutes	later	we
were	already



in	the	apartment.
-	Why	am	I	not	going	to	my	place?	Olga	asked,	sinking	to	the	couch.	-	I	mean
I	have	a	flat.
I	put	water	on	my	tea	and	looked	in	the	fridge,	surprised	to	discover	that
bends	from	food.
-	Because	Massimo	wants	us	to	be	together,	and	why	do	you	want	to	sit
alone?	Enough
do	you	have	me
I	reached	for	the	jar	of	chocolate	butter	standing	on	the	shelf	and	dipped	a	spoon
in	it.
Olo	got	up	and	stood	in	the	doorway,	leaning	against	the	door	frame.
-	What	we	do?	I	feel	so	confused	here	and	...	strange.	She	frowned	and	did
sad	face.
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-	I	also	know.	See	how	strange	it	is,	how	many	months	it	can	change	in
life.	Tomorrow
we	will	go	to	parents,	you	to	ours,	I	to	ours.	You	have	to	somehow	prepare	them
for	that
will	spend	the	first	time	without	us.
The	thought	of	having	to	go	there	made	me	sick.	I	missed	them
but	the	awareness	of	the	theater	I	would	have	to	play	deprived	me	of	the	desire
to	meet.
"Oh,	it's	snowing,"	Olo	said,	looking	out	the	window.	"It's	raining	...	whore	...
snow!"
We	stood	staring	as	if	it	were	something	extraordinary.	And	I	dreamed	of
returning	to
Sicily.
"Shopping,"	I	muttered	without	taking	my	eyes	off	the	glass.	-	Let's	go	improve
ourselves
humor.
"Exactly	regarding	purchases,"	she	began,	turning	to	me.	-	Domenico	gave	me
credit	card,	oddly	enough,	the	card	is	on	me.	She	opened	her	eyes	wide	and
nodded	significantly
head.	"I	get	the	impression	that	he	really	wants	to	imitate	Massim."	Only
because	of	that	I	don't	know
already,	does	he	feel	it	all	or	does	he	just	want	to	copy	his	brother.
A	scene	that	I	saw	in	the	library	yesterday	flew	through	my	head.	Biłam



thoughts	or	tell	her	about	it,	but	I	came	to	the	conclusion	that	it	was	not	my
business	and	not
I'm	going	to	spoil	her	surprises.
-	In	my	opinion,	Olo,	you	break	the	shit	up	atoms.	Let's	drink	tea	and	go	buy	me
some	baggy	clothes.
-	Laura,	but	you	know	you're	exaggerating	with	this	belly?	After	all,	you	can
barely	see	it,	and	it	only
when	someone	really	wants	to	see	him;	without	exaggeration.	She	shook	her
head.
-	I	do	not	know.	I	grabbed	my	stomach	and	stroked	the	bulge.	-	It	can	be	like
this,
that	you	are	right,	but	I	know	my	mother,	she	will	read	this	pregnancy	from	my
hair,	so	I	prefer	to	be
careful.
After	over	an	hour,	tea,	several	bars	and	half	a	jar	of	nutella	we	entered
my	white	BMW	at	the	mall	parking	lot.	Of	course,	it	wasn't	without	disguise
into	something	more	winter.	I	put	on	black	Givenchy	boots,	leather	leggings	in
which
I	barely	squeezed	my	stomach,	or	so	I	thought,	a	loose	cream	tunic	and	because
winter	was	puffing	up	a	gray	fox	fur	vest.	Olga,	however,	does	what	is	extremely
she	liked,	i.e.	short	shorts	and	boots	from	Stuart	Weitzman	to	mid-thigh,	and	also
loose
shoe-colored	sweater	and	leather	jacket.	Slut	style,	i.e.	a	kind	of	standard.
We	walked	around	the	stores,	spending	a	lot	of	money	and	loading	up	with	more
bags
full	of	winter	things.	We	didn't	know	exactly	why	we	needed	such	quantities	if
we	were	to
It	won't	be	useful	to	Italy	at	all.	Finally,	to	drown	out	remorse,	according
we	agreed	that	we	would	leave	it	all	in	Poland,	because	we	will	certainly	have	it
someday
need.	Following	this	thought,	we	were	still	carelessly	wasting	hard-earned
money
our	guys.	When	we	were	walking	between	boutiques,	my	phone	started
ringing.	When
I	took	it	out	of	my	purse	and	saw	the	restricted	number,	was	happy.
"Hello,	Little,"	said	a	wonderful	British	accent.	-	Like	shopping?
"Perfect,	baggy	clothes,	that's	what	I	love,"	I	said	with	a	sneer.	-
How	do	you	know	where	I	am?	-	God,	what	a	stupid	question,	as	soon	as	I
finished	asking	it,



I	hit	my	head	hard.
-	Honey,	your	phone	has	a	transmitter,	your	watch	also	and	you	came	by	car
there
he	also	has	it,	”he	replied	with	a	laugh.	-	And	the	red	dress	you	just	bought,
it	is	stunning	and	nothing	like	a	bag.
My	body	shuddered	and	nervously	I	looked	around	-	where	on	earth,
did	he	know	what	I	bought?	I	wanted	to	ask	that	when	I	saw	two	big	men
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standing	nearby.
-	What	do	I	need	protection	for?	-	I	was	surprised.	-	I'm	in	Poland	and	nothing
else
I	am	not	threatened.	I	hesitated	for	a	moment.	-	Truth?
"Of	course	not,"	he	said	without	thinking.	-	But	I	like	to	know	that	my	beloved
beings
they're	safe.
"I	understand	you	are	talking	about	me	and	Olga?"	I	laughed	and	sat	on	the
bench
in	the	middle	of	the	passage.
Massimo	mumbled	something	in	Italian	that	I	didn't	understand.
-	About	you	and	my	son.
-	Daughter!	I	interrupted	him.
"You	can't	wear	this	red	dress	until	I	baptize	it."	-	His	voice	was
imperious,	and	even	though	I	hadn't	seen	him,	I	knew	what	his	face	looked	like
when	he	said	that.	-
Now	go	back	to	shopping	and	say	hello	to	my	parents.
I	sighed,	putting	the	phone	in	my	purse,	and	looked	at	Olo.	She	put	two	on
fingers	to	the	throat,	trying	to	stimulate	vomiting.
"I	cry	a	rainbow,"	she	grunted,	rolling	her	eyes.
-	Do	not	be	jealous.	I	winced	and	got	up,	grabbing	her	arm.	-	Look,	we	have
a	company	that	documents	everything	we	do.	-	I	nodded	at	the	brutes.
"I	don't	give	a	fuck,"	she	cursed.	"He's	got	a	worse	psyche	than	your	mother."
-	And	that's	a	fact.	-	I	laughed.	-	Come.
The	next	day,	dressed	in	a	baggy	tunic	fitting	only	on	the	bust,	leggings
and	coat,	I	went	to	my	family	home.	I	decided	not	to	warn	my	parents	about	my
own
visit,	enjoying	the	thought	of	surprising	them.	I	blew	up	Olga	under	the	block,
where



she	lived	in	her	childhood,	and	I	went	to	my	place.	The	family	home	has	always
been	the	only	place
which	I	was	talking	about	"home".	Together	with	my	brother	we	established	long
ago	that	although	none	of	us
we	will	never	live	in	it	permanently,	we	will	not	sell	it.	Jakub	was	almost
separated	from	his	parents
five	hundred	kilometers,	and	me	-	as	I	lived	in	Warsaw	-	almost	one	hundred	and
fifty.	No
it	changed	the	fact	that	we	had	the	happiest	memories	from	here.
My	mother	has	put	a	lot	of	work	into	the	garden,	and	the	house	has	not	changed
in	the	last	few	years
to	know.	I	couldn't	imagine	anyone	but	us	living	in	it.
I	stood	in	front	of	the	front	door	and	pressed	the	bell.	After	a	while	they	opened
and	saw	my	dad	in	them.
-	Hello	Darling!	He	called,	pulling	me	inside.	-	What	are	you	doing	here?	What
are	you
beautiful.
I	saw	tears	welling	up	in	his	eyes,	so	I	hugged	him	tighter.
"Surprise,"	I	whispered,	cuddled	in	his	shoulder.
After	a	while,	my	delightful	mother	emerged	from	the	living	room,	impeccably
as	always
dressed	and	in	full	makeup.
"Baby,"	she	sobbed,	spreading	her	arms	wide.
I	threw	myself	into	her	arms	and	for	unknown	reasons,	and	I	wept.	Behind
everyone
together,	when	she	reacted	so	emotionally	to	my	sight,	tears	flowed	from	my
eyes.
-	Mommy.
-	Why	cry	again?	She	asked,	stroking	my	head.	-	Something	happened?	Where
this	from
unexpected	visit?
Pessimism.	It	was	my	mother's	hidden	passion	and	talent,	she	loved	to	worry
and	invent	problems	even	if	they	didn't	exist.
"God,	I	was	touched,"	I	mumbled,	sniffing.
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-	Come	on,	honey,	that's	enough.	She	patted	my	back.	-	Tomasz,	make	tea	and
you



undress	and	sit	down.
My	ability	to	lie	quickly	was	put	to	the	test	again.	I	told	them
about	training	in	Budapest	and	how	it	works	out	perfectly	at	work.	I	slept	long
the	story	of	imaginary	events	that	I	was	able	to	organize,	and	when	it	came
question	about	the	Italian	lesson,	I	used	three	words	I	knew	and	changed	the
subject.
After	one	and	a	half	hour	monologue,	it	was	time	to	present	the	operation	of	the
telescope,
that	my	dad	got	from	Black,	and	officially	from	me.	I	watched	him	thrashing	in
his	arms
the	round	cardboard	he	was	turning,	muttering	under	his	breath.
"It	might	take,"	my	mother	said,	putting	a	bottle	of	red	wine	and	two	on	the	table
glasses.
"Fuck	my	ass	..."	I	cursed	under	my	breath.	I	didn't	predict	this	part	of	the
evening
and	I	should	have	been.
Mom	poured	wine	and	raised	her	glass	toast,	waiting	for	me.	With	light
I	raised	my	glass	in	panic	and	wet	my	mouth	after	tapping.	Oh	God,	how	is	this?
good,	I	thought,	feeling	the	taste	of	alcohol	on	my	lips.	If	I	could,	I	would	drink
all	this	at	once
bottle.
Dad	was	still	trying	to	track	more	than	darkness	while	mom
she	poured	herself	another	queue.
-	You	don't	like	it?	She	asked,	looking	at	my	unchanging	amount	of	wine.	-	It's
your	favorite
Moldovan	pinot	noir.
-	I	actually	stopped	drinking.	Her	surprised	eyes	fixed	on	me	did	not	herald
anything
good.	-	Well,	because	you	see	mom,	you	still	drink	in	Italy.	-	I	was	sewing	a	lie
wondering	what	I	want	to	say.	-	And	alcohol	is	carbohydrates	-	I	finished,
smiling	silly.
"Well,	I	just	noticed	you	looked	better,"	said	my	mother,	pointing	at	me.	-	This
I	mean,	did	you	round	up,	don't	you	exercise?
No	fucking,	I'm	pregnant,	I	thought,	smiling	artificially	at	her.
-	Er,	I	don't	have	time	to	practice,	but	unfortunately	I	have	time	to	eat,	especially
at	work.	You	know	without
Pizza	breaks,	spreads	and	butt	are	growing,	which	is	why	I	quit	drinking	alcohol,
cleansing	the	body.	-
In	my	thoughts	I	prayed	that	she	would	believe	me.	It	was	not	easy	because	I



have	always	loved	wine
and	I	never	refused	him.	I	would	sooner	stop	taking	solid	foods	than	I	refused
alcohol.
She	looked	at	me	suspiciously	for	a	moment,	turning	the	glass	leg	in	her
fingers.	Her
slightly	narrowed	eyes	clearly	showed	that	he	did	not	believe	me.	He	saved	from
an	awkward	situation
me	beloved	dad's	voice.
-	Ha!	Is!	Laura,	come	see,	he	said,	nodding	at	me.
I	jumped	up	from	the	armchair,	burned,	rushed	to	him	and	put	my	eye	to	the
telescope.
In	fact,	he	located	the	moon,	which	seemed	so	impressive	and	unusually	close
beautiful.	Excessively	enthusiastic	babbling,	commenting	on	what	I	see.	Because
fortunately	my	dad	was	very	eager	and	quick	to	share	his	knowledge,	after
A	15-minute	lecture	on	astronomy,	my	bored	mother	went	away.	Still
I	pretended	to	listen,	thinking	in	my	mind	how	to	guard	against	the	next
confrontation.
But	my	father's	knowledge	of	heavenly	bodies	was	so	wide	that	he	shared	it	with
me	through
hour.
Struggling	with	my	eyelids,	which	drove	me	out	of	boredom,	when	I	thought	I
would	lose	this	one
uneven	fight,	my	mother	entered	the	action	and	this	time	she	saved	me	from	my
dad.
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"Dinner,	welcome,"	she	said,	pointing	to	the	kitchen.
I'm	going	crazy,	I	thought,	if	I	don't	leave	tomorrow.	Dad	saves	me	from	my
mother,	mother
before	him,	I	will	soon	get	lost	in	my	lies,	I	have	not	had	such	an	effort	for	a
long	time
intellectual.
My	head	begged	for	a	break.
I	sat	down	at	the	table,	looking	at	the	prepared	delicacies,	and	felt	overwhelming
hunger.	I	took	a	little	bit	of	each	treat,	then	ate	and	added	again,
you	could	say	that	I	was	eating	because	I	wouldn't	call	it	food.	Twenty	minutes
later
feast,	I	raised	my	eyes	from	the	plate,	meeting	the	eyes	of	terrified	parents.	I



fuck
I	cursed	under	my	breath,	I	think	I'll	leave	today.	Mom	chewed	bite	calmly,
watching	on
change	is	my	empty	plate,	it's	me.
-	Come	on?	I	raised	my	eyebrows	in	surprise.	-	I	slightly	increased	my	abilities,
still	eating	pasta.
-	I	can	see	that.	Mother	nodded	disapprovingly.
I	was	just	going	to	push	the	apple	pie	with	foam,	but	I	gave	it	up,
knowing	their	brains	can't	stand	it.	In	addition,	I	planned	to	visit	the	kitchen
at	night,	when	nobody	disturbs	me	or	glares	at	me.
After	dinner,	we	watched	the	movie	together,	and	then	lay	down	in	my	former
room
on	the	floor.	I	could	sleep	downstairs	in	the	living	room,	but	that	would	mean
bordering	on	the	bedroom
my	parents,	so	I	gave	up	after	thinking.
In	the	morning,	after	waking	up,	I	remembered	that	my	parents	are	at	work	and
at	least	through
the	next	few	hours	will	not	have	to	worry	about	their	suspicious	looks.	Bored
I	watched	TV	for	a	while	and	went	to	take	a	shower.	I	turned	on	the	water	and
stood	under
hot	jet.	I	closed	my	eyes,	remembering	the	last	shower	with	Massim.
I	missed	him.	I	could	almost	feel	the	touch	of	his	hand.	Led	by	this	vision,	I
began
touch,	stroking	the	swollen	breasts	and	rubbing	the	clitoris	several	times.	I	felt
like
I'm	doing	too	well	too	soon.	This	was	one	of	the	unquestioned	advantages	of
pregnancy	-
my	body	was	very	sensitive	and	more	responsive	to	touch.
I	thought	about	how	brutal	Massimo	was	to	me,	how	much	pain	he	inflicted	on
me	and	how	much	it	was
I	love.	I	could	almost	feel	the	touch	of	his	tongue	on	me.	I	spread	my	legs	wider,
even	faster
rubbing	his	fingers	with	a	swollen	clitoris.	Like	a	movie,	scenes	went	through
my	head	when
grabbing	my	hips	tightly,	he	took	me	from	behind	as	he	poked	me	at	himself.	A
muffled	scream
came	out	of	my	throat	when	orgasm	ran	over	my	body.	I	let	out	a	breath
how	all	the	pressure	goes	out	of	me.	Phew,	that's	what	I	needed.
I	turned	the	water	off	from	the	shower	and	stood	next	to	the	cabin.	I	looked



around
and	not	even	finding	one	towel,	I	thought	I	had	to	go	back	to	the	room	to	get	a
bathrobe.
"Horny,"	I	sighed,	opening	the	door	and	walking	across	the	floor.
After	walking	a	few	steps,	I	froze	in	the	threshold	of	my	room.	They	pierced	me
on
A	mum's	big-eyed	outlet	that	stared	at	my	round	stomach.	I	was	stuck
with	hands	down	along	the	body,	unable	to	even	shake.	Mum	saying	nothing
she	just	shook	her	head,	as	if	she	wanted	to	chase	away	an	obtrusive	thought	or
wake	up,	but	still
she	stared	at	my	round	stomach.	Finally	she	sat	up,	sighed	and	looked	me	in	the
eye.
I	felt	faint,	I	started	to	breathe	desperately,	deep	and	very	fast,	in	my	ears
I	heard	a	whistle.
I	grabbed	the	bathrobe	lying	on	the	armchair	next	to	me	and	wrapped	myself	in
it,	sinking	into	the	seat.
I	closed	my	eyes,	trying	to	calm	my	heart.
"Take	it,"	she	said,	shoving	a	tablet	into	my	mouth.
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"I	can't,"	I	panted.	-	In	my	purse.
I	heard	him	dig	my	bag	before	pulling	out	a	rattling	box
with	the	drugs	and	she	gave	me	the	right	pill.	I	put	it	under	my	tongue,	waiting
for	it	to	work.	In	the	bridge
I	felt	burning	and	pain,	and	my	thumping	heart	drowned	out	all	other
sounds.	God,	at	that	moment
I	wanted	to	die	more	than	live	and	face	my	mother.
"I'm	calling	an	ambulance,"	she	said,	standing	up.
-	Mom,	no.	I	opened	my	eyes	and	looked	at	her.	-	I'll	be	fine	soon.
She	sat	on	the	carpet	in	front	of	me,	measuring	her	pulse.	Instead,	I	asked	God	in
my	thoughts	to
somehow	he	teleported	me	to	Sicily.	Minutes	passed,	and	I	kept	going	on	despite
my	eyes	closed
I	felt	her	scolding	eyes	fixed	on	me.	Subconsciously	and	completely
unknowingly	I	put	my	hand
on	my	stomach,	then	I	took	a	deep	breath	and	raised	my	eyelids.
In	her	face	I	saw	disappointment,	disappointment,	care	and	sadness.	How	did
this	happen



I	struggled	myself,	I	planned	everything	so	well,	clothes,
story.
-	Mommy,	what	are	you	doing	at	home?
"I	wanted	to	spend	the	day	with	you,	so	I	canceled	the	meetings,"	she	answered,
lifting	up
and	sitting	in	the	armchair	next	to	him.	-	How	are	you?
For	a	moment	I	thought	about	the	answer	because	I	felt	physically	good,
but	mentally	-	drama!
-	I'm	fine,	I	got	a	little	nervous.	-	I	knew	he	was	silent	because	he	didn't	want	me
stress,	but	it	did	not	change	the	fact	that	this	conversation	will	not	pass	me	by.	-
Beginning	of	the	fourth
a	month	-	I	whispered	without	even	looking	at	her.	-	And	I	know	what	you	say,
so	please	forgive
a.
-	I	do	not	know	what	to	say.	Her	hands	lifted	up,	covering	her	face.	-	Laura,
that's	it
everything	is	happening	too	fast	lately.	You've	never	been	this	way.	First	this	trip
abroad,
later	this	strange	man,	still	some	secrets,	secrets,	and	now	...	a	child!
I	knew	he	was	right,	and	I	knew	that	whatever	I	said	would	change	nothing.
"Mom,	I	love	him,"	I	said	senselessly.
-	But	a	child	!?	She	shouted,	standing	up.	-	You	don't	have	to	have	a	baby	with
someone	right	away,	because
you	love	him.	Especially	if	you	know	him	...	'She	broke	off	here	and	I	knew	why.
I	hurried	to	my	bag	and	took	out	the	first	clothing	I	encountered.
I	pulled	them	on	when	she	was	counting	in	my	thoughts,	picked	up	my	things
and	zipped	up	the	zipper.
-	Laura	Biel,	damn	it,	how	much	did	you	know	this	man	when	you	decided	that
will	you	be	parents
I	clenched	my	fists	in	anger,	but	I	was	really	pissed	at	myself.
-	Mom,	what's	the	difference?
-	I	didn't	raise	you	like	that.	How	much	did	you	know	him?
-	I	didn't	plan	it,	it	just	happened.	You	don't	think	I'm	that	stupid?	-
I	grabbed	the	bag.	-	And	I	knew	him	about	three	weeks.	-	It	wasn't	until	I	said
that	that	he	arrived
to	me	the	idiocy	of	the	situation.	I	expected	my	mother	to	understand	something
that	even	seemed	to	me
no	sense.
She	paled	and	stood	still.	I	knew	I	had	hurt	her,	and	I	knew	it	would	be	so.



But	I	couldn't	tell	her	the	truth	about	the	kidnapping,	the	vision	of	dying	Massim,
the	mafia	or
all	this	Sicilian	mess.
"What	will	happen	if	you	get	bored	of	this	rich	boy?"	She	asked	raised
voice.	-	He	will	abandon	you	with	the	child,	and	I	think	I	raised	you
differently.	You	remember	that	family	is
at	least	three	people?	How	could	you	be	so	irresponsible?	-	She	tried	to	be	calm
but

Page	112
emotions	prevailed.	-	You	wondered	what	could	happen	to	an	unmarried	woman
with	child?	Now	it's	not	just	about	you!
-	I	got	married	a	week	after	returning	from	Poland,	without	intercommunication,
Mom	-	I	growled
straight	to	the	face.	"So	I	have	the	right	to	all	his	fucking	property."	I	have	so
much	money	that
the	child	will	be	able	to	wear	them	instead	of	a	diaper.	And	Massimo	loves	me
and	this	little	one	does
so	much	that	he	would	kill	himself	sooner	than	let	us	go.	-	I	raised	my	hand
when	I	saw	that
I	want	to	say	something.	-	And	trust	me,	I	know	because	I	ran	away	from
him.	Don't	judge	me,	mother,	because	I	don't
you	have	any	idea	about	the	situation	you	want	to	analyze!	I	shouted	and	ran
down	the	stairs.
I	grabbed	my	coat,	put	on	my	shoes	and	ran	outside.	It	was	snowing;	my	face
frosty	air	wrapped	around	it.	I	drew	them	deeply	into	my	lungs	and	pressed	the
button	on	the	remote	control.
I	dropped	the	bag	on	the	seat	and	started	up	the	driveway	toward	the	street.	I	felt
like	crying,	I	was
angry	with	myself,	I	wanted	to	shout,	vomit	and	die.	After	a	while	I	left	the	city
and	I	pulled	down	the	forest	path.
After	driving	a	few	dozen	meters	I	stopped,	got	off	and	started
scream.	I	screamed	until	I	felt	enough.	I	went	to	the	car	and	kicked
several	times	the	tire	with	terribly	expensive	boots	from	Givenchy.	I	needed	a
black	like
never	in	my	life.
After	a	long	time	I	calmed	down	and	put	my	ever-growing	ass	in	the	car.
I	dialed	my	husband's	number	and	he	answered	after	the	third	ring.	Sniffing	and



sniffing,
I	opened	my	mouth	to	say	something	but	to	no	avail.	When	I	heard	his	voice,
simply
I	roared	with	tears.	With	a	mixture	of	English	and	Polish	I	tried	to	explain	to	him
what	had	happened,	what
for	some	time	banging	his	hands	on	the	steering	wheel	and	making	wild
screams.	In	the	background	conversations
I	heard	Massimo	mumbling	something	in	Italian,	and	a	moment	later	in	the
rearview	mirror
I	saw	a	black	Volkswagen	Passat	rushing	towards	me	from	which	it	jumped
two	big	guys	I	saw	in	the	gallery.	One	of	them	ran	to	my	door
he	opened	it	and	stared	at	me	and	the	center	of	the	car	in	consternation,
examining	them	as	if	someone
He	sought.
-	Well,	what	the	fuck	can't	you	cry	?!	I	screamed,	closing	the	door	to	him
nose.
The	guy	put	the	phone	to	his	ear,	which	he	held	in	his	hand,	then	left,	taking
colleague.
"Honey,"	I	heard	a	soft	and	calm	voice	through	the	speakers.	-	Wipe	your	nose
and	more
once	in	English,	say	what	happened.
So	I	told	him	the	whole	story	of	the	last	hour	and	hit	my	forehead
for	the	steering	wheel,	freezing	on	it.
-	I	don't	have	strength,	Massimo.	I	hurt	people	who	love	me,	I'm	furious
and	down	and	you're	not	here.	I	felt	fury	growing	in	me	and	my	body	was
furious.	-
And	you	know	what,	don?	I	snapped.	-	You	made	my	life	complicated,	you	got	it
all	wrong
and	generally,	I'm	fucking	fucking	over,	because	I'm	going	to	cry	again.
I	hung	up	and	turned	off	the	phone.	I	knew	that	I	was	not	allowed,	but	I	also	saw
the	passata	standing	behind	me,	so	Massimo	had	detailed	information	about	what
I	was	doing	and	where	I	was.
I	turned	back,	passing	the	handsome	men	in	the	black	car,	and	raising	a	cloud	of
fresh
snow,	I	started	back.
I	went	to	Olga's	block,	got	out	and	rang	the	intercom.	When	she	picked	up
I	declared	that	we	were	coming	back,	which	gave	her	crazy	joy.
-	What's	up?	She	chirped	happily	as	she	got	into	the	car.
-	Oh,	don't	ask.	I	argued	with	my	mother,	she	learned	about	pregnancy	and



marriage,	and	later
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I	had	a	fight	with	Massim	because	I	was	hit.	I	burst	into	tears	and	fell	into	her
arms.	-
Fuck,	I'm	sick	of	it,	Olga!
Her	eyes	betrayed	terror,	and	her	open	mouth	completely	surprised.
-	Change	trains.	She	unbuckled	her	belt	and	walked	to	my	door,	rounding	the
car.	-
Get	off	Lari.	But	now,	she	repeated,	unbuckling	my	belt	and	pulling	me	by	the
coat.	-	You	will	not	be
drive	like	this,	get	off!
We	looked	ridiculous,	her	screaming,	tears	filled	and	clutching
the	steering	wheel	and	she	tugging	at	me	and	waving	my	hands.	Unable	to	take
my	hand	off
steering	wheel,	she	leaned	forward	and	bit	my	finger.
-	Au!	I	shouted,	releasing	my	hug,	and	only	then	she	dragged	me	out	of	the	car.
-	Fuck,	if	you	weren't	pregnant	I'd	fuck	you,	get	in.
We	rode	the	first	kilometers	in	complete	silence,	until	I	felt	as	if	I	was	gathered
together
in	me	anger	gives	way	to	consternation	and	remorse.
"I'm	sorry,"	I	whispered,	contorting	my	lips.	-	Pregnancy	is	a	mental	illness.
-	Well,	that's	for	sure.	Okay,	better	tell	me	what	happened	at	home.
So	I	told	her	the	same	story	again	and	waited	for	a	reaction.
"Well	fat,"	she	said,	nodding.	-	Klara	now	has	a	nice	nail.
-	He	will	disown	me.	I	shrugged	my	shoulders.	-	She	won't	survive	such	a	blow
and	herself
he	will	renounce	me.
-	Eee	there.	She	will	get	over	it.	After	a	moment's	thought	she	added	in	a	calm
voice:	-	You	know,	no
every	day	you	find	out	that	your	child	is	pregnant	and	recently	married.	Besides,
no
it's	so	bad	because	at	least	he	doesn't	know	that	Massimo	is	the	head	of	a	mafia
family.	He	also	doesn't	know	that
someone	regularly	wants	to	kill	you	or	him.	Look	at	the	positives,	Lari.	-	I	was
looking,	but	at	her
unable	to	believe	what	I	hear.	-	Well,	I'm	making	fun,	Laura,	enjoy	it,	you	have	it
it's	from	your	head.	Well,	maybe	the	way	was	not	the	happiest,	but	at	least	no



more	lies.
Yes,	she	was	basically	right,	but	so	what?	The	situation	seems	to	have	clarified	a
bit,	but
it	did	not	change	the	fact	that	my	mother	would	not	speak	to	me	anymore.	And
that	we	were	stubborn
in	the	same	way,	I	wasn't	going	to	call	her	after	what	she	told	me.
Two	hours	later	we	were	at	home	and	even	though	it	was	only	fourteen
I	fell	on	my	face.	Pregnancy,	sick	heart,	quarrel	with	my	mother	-	all	this	made
me	want
fall	asleep	and	sleep	through	this	terrible	day.	Olga	made	me	a	cup	of	tea	and
announced	that	she	had	an	appointment	with	hers
a	fagas	to	officially	finish	everything	and	finish	things	that	she	should	have
closed
several	weeks	ago.	I	agreed	with	her	and	when	she	left,	I	turned	on	the	television
and	then
I	fell	asleep.
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CHAPTER	11
-	Why	aren't	you	naked?	-	I	heard	a	soft	whisper	just	behind	my	ear.
I	opened	my	eyes.	The	bedroom	and	living	room	was	completely	dark	even
though	the	clock	was	on
the	television	set	showed	eleven	o'clock.	I	rolled	over,	hugging	my	face	against
my	naked	torso
husband.
-	Because,	first	of	all,	I	didn't	expect	to	wake	up	next	to	you,	and	secondly,	I
needed	to
feel	your	smell.	-	I	grabbed	the	edge	of	his	T-shirt	I	was	wearing	and	took	it	off,
throwing	to	the	floor.
Black	put	his	arms	around	me	tightly	and	pressed	me	into	his	chest	even	more.
-	You	didn't	sound	like	a	longing	woman	over	the	phone.	He	pulled	back	slightly
at	me
look.	-	Speaking	of	telephone,	yours	has	been	turned	off	since	yesterday.
I	looked	up	at	him	in	a	panic;	I	actually	turned	off	the	phone	and	unfortunately
through
I	forgot	to	turn	it	all	on.	I	knew	perfectly	well	that	if	for
for	a	moment	I	will	receive	a	year,	he	will	be	absolutely	right.	His	gaze	was,
however



surprisingly	gentle,	and	the	hands	wandering	through	my	hair	did	not	herald
trouble.
-	What	are	you	doing	here?	I	asked,	frowning.	-	I	think	you	were	supposed	to	be
tomorrow
something?
"Honey,"	he	whispered,	kissing	my	forehead.	-	The	phone	call	from	you	scared
me,	or	rather
what	state	you	were	in	He	sighed	again,	pressing	me	against	him.	-	I	should	be
with	you	when	my	mother	found	out	about	the	baby.
-	I'm	sorry	I	yelled	that	way;	sometimes	I	can't	control	myself.	-	I	turned	on
back,	sighing	loudly.	-	And	she	didn't	just	learn	about	the	child,	in	a	fit	of
honesty
I	also	told	her	about	the	wedding.	I	gave	her	the	whole	package	in	a	few	minutes.
Massimo	gracefully	got	out	of	bed	and	pressed	the	button	on	the	remote	control,
and	then	the	room	flooded
bright	light.	He	bit	his	lower	lip	intently,	and	his	beautiful	muscular	body
alternated	it
it	tied	up,	it	relaxed.	He	stood	looking	through	the	door	at	the	large	windows,
clearly	something
confused.	For	me,	he	could	stand	like	that	for	the	rest	of	his	life,	spreading	his
charms,	but
unfortunately	my	grumbling	belly	had	a	different	opinion.
"Laura,	I	have	to	do	some	things,"	he	said	finally,	disappearing	into	the
bathroom	where
he	brushed	his	teeth,	then	in	the	closet,	and	after	a	while	returned	wearing	a
black	suit.	-	Get	ready
Please	leave,	we're	flying	to	Gdansk	today.	Domenico	and	Olga	are	in	her
apartment,	me
I	should	be	back	before	four	o'clock.
I	lay	with	the	stupidest	face	in	the	world	and	wondered	what	was	so	important
all	of	a	sudden
it	happened	that	he	dressed	in	thirty	seconds	and	left.
-	Massimo,	you	just	arrived,	can't	you	have	breakfast	with	me?
-	I	came	in	the	evening	and	if	you	want	to	be	meticulous,	I	spent	the	whole	night
with	you.	-
He	sat	on	the	edge	of	the	bed,	kissing	me	gently.	-	I'll	do	it	in	a	jiffy	and	I'll	be	all
yours.
I	folded	my	arms	and	blew	my	lower	lip	like	a	little	girl.
"You	must	know,	Massimo,	that	I	am	unsatisfied,"	I	said	sourly



face.	-	And	as	my	husband,	you	have	a	duty	to	satisfy	your	wife.	-	I	took	a	deep
breath.	-	Beyond
I'm	angry,	frustrated,	sad,	hungry	...	-	I	spoke	my	words	out,	feeling
overwhelmed
me	an	overwhelming	wave	of	despair	and	misery.
Massim's	eyes	darkened,	narrowed	them	slightly	at	me.	I	ignored	this	one
animal	signal	and	that	was	my	mistake.	I	only	noticed	him	sliding	his	jacket	off
his	shoulders
and	he	smiled	slyly.	He	came	to	me	and	took	me	with	a	firm	motion,	then
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without	a	word,	he	crossed	the	living	room	and	set	me	facing	a	large	dining
table.	Alone
he	stood	behind.
"We'll	do	it	the	way	we	did,"	he	said	seriously,	pulling	off	my	panties
and	knee	spreading	my	legs	sideways.
He	knelt	behind	me	and	pushed	lightly	on	the	counter,	his	warm	tongue	moving
over	mine
pussy.	I	groaned	loudly	as	he	slowly	began	to	make	circles.	I	lay	down	quite	flat
resting	his	hands	on	a	cold	table.	Massimo	greedily	licked	my	pussy,	leading	me
to	the	edge
pleasure.	When	he	stopped,	he	put	two	fingers	inside	me,	as	if	to	prepare	for	size
your	penis.	Rubbing	the	inside	of	my	pussy	constantly	with	his	right	hand,	he
unbuckled	his	left	strap
in	pants.
"Quick	and	hard,"	he	whispered	as	they	fell	to	the	floor.	-	And	don't	tell	me	more
...	-
At	this	point,	his	member	was	replaced	by	fingers,	and	the	hand	that	was	in	me
just	a	moment	ago,
she	grabbed	my	hair,	tilting	my	head	back	...	that	I	wasn't	satisfying	you.	-	His
hips	took	on
frantic	pace,	and	a	loud	scream	escaped	my	throat.
He	released	my	head	and	grabbed	my	bottom	tightly,	sticking	into	me	at	a	frantic
pace.
-	You	like	to	provoke	me,	huh?	He	hissed,	lowering	one	of	his	hands	with	his
fingers
they	teased	the	clitoris.
His	hard	cock	rubbed	my	inside	so	quickly	that	I	felt	it	wouldn't	last



it's	too	long.	He	almost	lay	down	on	me	without	interrupting	his	fingers	or
changing	his	caress
rhythm.	He	gripped	my	chest	with	his	left	hand,	firmly	clamping	the	cage	on	my
back.	crushed
almost	nipple	in	his	fingers,	then	turning	it,	stroking	it	alternately.	That	was	for
me	already
many.	I	came	with	a	loud	moan,	stretched	out	on	the	sweat-wet	counter.	When
Black	felt
as	I	pinch,	tightening	the	muscles	around	his	member,	he	bit	my	arm	hard	and
joined	me
me,	flooding	with	a	powerful	stream	of	cum.
"I	love,"	he	panted	as	we	both	tried	to	catch	our	breath	stuck	together
table.
After	a	while,	he	got	up	from	me	and	twisted	it	with	one	skillful	move,	so	that
now
I	lay	on	my	back	in	front	of	him.	He	looked	down	at	his	still	hard	and	crafty
member
he	entered	me	a	second	smile.	Half-dead	after	the	passing	orgasm,	I	had	no
strength
utter	even	words	when	he	began	to	accelerate	again.
-	You	said	something	about	insatiability.	He	bent	my	flabby	legs	in	his	lap	and
leaned	against	me
feet	on	the	top.	"Once	again,	Little,"	he	whispered,	rubbing	my	tired,	swollen
thumb
clitoris.
After	another	fifteen-minute	fuck,	I	only	prayed	that	there	would	be	no	round
third.	How	is	it	possible	for	a	guy	his	age	to	be	able	to	copulate	like	a	teenager?
I	wondered	lying	semi-conscious	on	the	carpet	in	the	living	room.	Massimo
buttoned	his	pants
and	smiled	contentedly,	looking	at	my	body	massaged	with	pleasure.	He	walked
and	grabbing	my	arms,	he	put	me	on	the	couch,	covering	me	with	a	blanket.
-	As	I	said,	I'll	be	around	six.	He	kissed	my	lips	hard
with	satisfaction,	then	grabbed	the	black	coat	and	left.
I'm	so	fucked	up,	I	thought,	when	the	front	door	closed	behind	him.	surely
I	sighed	even	more	than	I	would	like.	The	next	time	I	provoke	him,	I'll	think
about	it
twice.
I	lay	there	for	half	an	hour,	staring	at	the	falling	snow,	and	finally	got	up
and	I	went	to	take	a	shower.	I	carefully	arranged	my	hair	and	painted	my	eyes



with	extreme	precision.
There	was	no	trace	of	my	wonderful	Italian	tan,	but	I	looked	without	it
extremely	well.	Wandering	around	in	the	dressing	gown	looking	for	the	right	one
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outfit,	I	heard	some	noise.
-	I'm	hungry,	let's	go	eat	something	-	my	friend's	call	came	to	me.
I	looked	into	the	living	room,	but	she	wasn't	there,	so	I	went	to	the	kitchen	and
here	I	saw	Olo
with	an	unbuttoned	ass,	like	in	tight	leggings,	he	will	deliver	the	contents	of	the
fridge.
"Sweets,	non-alcoholic	wine,	juices,"	she	exchanged,	rummaging	half	pressed
between	the	shelves.	"Fuck,	I'd	eat	pasta	...	Or	a	steak	..."	She	pulled	away	from
the	fridge.	-	Yes,
I	want	a	steak,	potatoes,	salad	and	beer.	Move	your	ass,	because	I'm	just
starving.
I	stood	leaning	against	the	wall,	watching	the	insanity	in	her	eyes.
-	Don't	say	you	didn't	eat	anything	today	?!
-	Fuck,	there	were	more	important	things	than	food,	come	on,	Lari.	Young	does
something
with	the	guys	opposite	and	I	think	he	is	in	a	similar	state	to	me,	so	he	moves.
At	that	moment,	the	front	door	opened	and	closed	with	a	bang,	and	into	the
kitchen
Domenico	came	up.	I	stared	at	him	in	terror,	wondering	what	was	going	on.
-	What	are	you	not	ready?	He	asked	surprised.
I	shook	my	head,	leaving	them	alone,	and	went	to	get	dressed.	I	had	everything
prepared:	what	I	wanted	to	wear	today	to	please	my	husband.	suede,
black	Casadei	boots,	short	gray	dress	from	Victoria	Beckham	and	Chanel	coat	in
color
shoes.	I	grabbed	my	purse	and	after	ten	minutes	stood	in	the	kitchen	door	where
Domenico
and	Olga	were	licking	nutella.
-	You	are	extremely	disgusting,	come	on.
All	three	of	us	took	the	elevator	to	the	garage	and	packed	into	a	black	SUV.
Domenico	sat	down	with	the	security	man	and	Olo	sat	with	me	in	the	back.
-	You	did	everything?	I	whispered	secretly	to	her,	forgetting	that	nobody	knew
Polish.
"I	did	shit,"	she	sighed.	-	Before	Adam	had	time	to	meet,	they	appeared



Sicilians	and	dick.
I	winced	and	shrugged	apologetically.
"But	from	the	tone	of	our	conversation	I	concluded	that	he	was	aware	of	what	I
wanted	him."
say	-	she	added.
The	car	stopped	in	front	of	a	popular	restaurant	of	a	well-known	Polish	chef
with	a	media	name.	I	was	surprised	that	Italians	know	such	places	in	the
gastronomy
map	of	Warsaw.
We	went	inside,	all	the	tables	were	occupied.	Well,	middle	of	the	day,	I	thought.
A	young	Italian	came	up	to	the	manager	standing	nearby	and	whispered	a	few
words	in	his	ear,
putting	something	in	your	hand.	For	which	the	other	after	a	few	minutes	led	us	to
a	small	one
intimate	room,	away	from	the	prying	eyes	of	other	guests.	We	sat	at	a	round
table
flipping	menu	cards.	A	long	time	later	we	placed	the	order	and	the	waiter	served
Polish
a	spoon,	to	the	delight	of	both	of	them.
When	they	quenched	hunger	a	little,	cutting	out	lard	and	pickled	cucumbers,
Olga	leaned	forward
in	my	direction.
"I	need	to	go	to	the	bathroom,"	she	said.	We	apologized	to	Domenic	and	headed
in	the	direction
main	hall.
The	interior	of	the	restaurant	is	minimalistic,	but	with	taste	everywhere
there	was	a	lot	of	wood	and	black	and	white	portraits	on	the	walls.	Plus	white
callas	in	vases,
casual	music	oozing	from	the	speakers	and	a	wonderful	food	smell.	Even	me
I	got	hungry.
Suddenly	Olo	petrified,	staring	at	the	man	sitting	at	one	of	them
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tables.
-	Fuck	my	ass,	fuck	her!	She	cursed	softly,	clutching	my	hand.
I	shifted	my	gaze	to	the	side	where	her	eyes	were	fixed	and	suddenly
understood.	From	the	armchair
exceptionally	handsome	fair	blond	rose:	broad	shoulders,	perfectly	tailored



jacket,
full	mouth.	Yes,	Adam	was	definitely	a	good	commodity.	Rich,	attractive	and	for
that
intelligent.	When	he	saw	Olo,	he	apologized	to	his	guests	and	headed	towards
us.
He	stepped	forward	and,	standing	far	too	close	to	us,	kissed	her	on
greeting,	then	bending	over	to	me,	laconic	greeting.
"I	missed	you,"	he	said,	licking	his	lips	without	taking	his	eyes	off	her.
His	hands	went	into	his	pockets	and	his	body	assumed	a	nonchalant	pose	as	he
leaned	back
on	very	apart	legs.	These	were	the	qualities	of	all	rich	men	-	nonchalance,
sense	of	power	and	confidence.	We	both	loved	them	and	this	man	emanated	with
them.
"Hi,	Adam,"	she	said,	looking	back	nervously.	-	I	wanted	to,	you	know
talk,	but	it's	not	a	place	or	a	time.
I	tried	to	withdraw	from	this	awkward	situation,	but	my	friend	gripped	me
fingers	around	the	wrist,	indicating	that	none	of	this.
-	You	have	never	bothered	place	or	time.	He	raised	his	eyebrows	provocatively
and	gave	her
a	sly	smile.
"Adam,	we'll	call	you,"	she	said,	dragging	me	with	her.
She	tried	to	pass	her	angelic	sponsor,	but	he	did	not	think	to	give	up.
He	caught	her	in	his	arms	and	put	her	tongue	in	her	mouth.	Olga's	hand	released
mine	and	both	hands
she	pushed	the	horny	rich	man	with	all	her	might.	Then	she	swung	and	punched
him	with	such	force	that
a	blow	of	the	blow	drowned	out	the	music,	and	the	eyes	of	the	guests	turned	to
the	three	of	us.	I	stepped	back
from	them	and	out	of	the	corner	of	my	eye	I	noticed	Domenic,	who	was
definitely	heading	ours
page.
"Domenico	..."	I	could	only	stammer	before	his	clenched	fist	reached	his	face
Adam.	The	blond	man	fell	as	long,	but	the	Sicilian	didn't	stop	punching	him	until
security	did	not	intervene.
The	manager	was	screaming	loudly,	the	guests	were	rising	from	the	chairs,	and
the	eager	for	murder	Young
he	threw	himself,	held	by	two	gorillas.	The	protection	of	the	Italians	tried	to	free
Domenica,
but	unfortunately	there	were	more	of	those	from	the	restaurant	service.	Suddenly,



not	knowing	when	or	from	where,	she	appeared
the	police	who	handcuffed	Domenic.	In	the	meantime	Adam	was	collecting	his
face	from	the	floor,
shouting	threats	and	curses	under	her	breath,	and	Olga,	in	tears,	is
incomprehensible
He	mumbled.	God,	will	there	ever	be	a	moment	when	our	life	will	be	simple	and
easy
and	pleasant?	I	thought.
After	a	while,	both	men	disappeared,	and	we	were	completely	alone,	huddling
under
fired	at	the	looks	of	other	guests.	Olo	bowed	sarcastically	and	started	toward	the
table.
Before	we	could	reach	him,	the	phone	vibrated	in	my	purse.
-	Are	you	OK?	I	heard	Massim's	panicked	voice.
-	The	police	took	Domenic.
-	I	know.	Are	you	OK?
-	No.
"Go	home	and	wait	for	me,"	he	said,	hanging	up.
"So	we	talked,"	I	said,	taking	my	coat	and	pulling	Olga	toward	the	exit.
We	got	into	the	SUV,	where	Olo's	crying	turned	into	fury.
-	What	a	fucking	shame!	How	can	you	be	such	a	moron	as	you	can	?!	-	Waving
with	fury	in	her	arms	and	banging	the	driver's	seat.
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"Oh	good,"	I	said,	buttoning	my	coat.	-	He'll	have	a	lesson,	both.
Blondas,	not	to	kiss	someone	else's	women,	and	Domenico	for	not	being	a	god
everywhere.
-	I'm	fucking	hungry!	She	added	after	a	moment	of	silence.
I	burst	out	laughing	and	directed	the	driver	towards	his	favorite	Chinese
takeaway.
We	sat	on	the	carpet	and	spread	out	boxes	of	food.	I	took	it	out	of	the	fridge
a	bottle	of	wine	and	I	poured	Olo	a	glass.	She	drank	it	and	nodded,	letting	me
know	she	wanted	to
refills.	After	drinking	three,	she	almost	fell	down	on	her	back	and	buried	her	face
in	her	hands.
-	God,	how	will	something	happen	to	him	?!	She	mumbled,	almost	crying.
"I	think	he	broke	his	nose	..."
-	Adam's	ass	and	his	nose,	I'm	worried	about	Domenic.



"You	may	have	had	his	nose	in	your	ass,	but	it	is	a	long	time	ago,"	I	added	after
a	moment,	taking	a	bite
pasta	with	duck.	Olo	took	her	hands	away	from	her	face	and	gave	me	an	amused
look
disapproval.
-	You're	mean.
-	And	you	hungry,	eat.
Frustrated,	Olo	emptied	the	bottle	to	the	bottom	and	reached	for	another.	To	keep
her
company,	I	also	decided	to	drink	my	wine.	I	turned	on	the	fireplace	and	sat	down
next	to	her	on	the	couch.	Covered	with	blankets,	we	watched	TV	without
exchanging	either
words.	Here	is	a	plus	of	friendship:	to	feel	comfortable	with	someone	silent.
It	was	after	twelve	o'clock	and	I	still	didn't	get	news	from	Massim.	I	looked	at
mine
a	drunk	friend	who	fell	asleep	in	the	package	with	smeared	makeup.	I	decided
her
undressed,	but	as	soon	as	I	tried,	she	snarled	something	and	wrapped	tightly.
"No,	it's	not,"	I	whispered,	kissing	her	forehead,	and	went	to	wash	myself.
I	took	a	shower	and	went	back	to	her	on	the	couch.	I	thought	that	when	he	woke
up,	no
she	will	want	to	be	alone.	I	was	bored	jumping	down	the	canals	for	a	while.	I	lay
there	thoughtlessly
staring	at	the	glass	screen.	I	even	wanted	to	call	Massim	to	see	what	happened
happens,	but	I	knew	that	if	he	wanted	to	talk,	he	would	do	it	himself.	It	was	after
two	when
I	fell	asleep.
Half	asleep,	half	asleep,	I	felt	someone	take	me	in	my	arms	and	carry	me
towards	the	bedroom.
I	opened	my	eyes	and	saw	my	husband's	tired	face.
-	What	time	is	it?	I	asked	when	he	put	me	to	bed.
-	Five	o'clock.	Sleep	my	love
-	What	about	Domenik?	I	opened	my	eyes	wide,	letting	him	know	that	he	wasn't
will	float	me	so	easily.
Black	sat	on	the	edge	of	the	mattress,	threw	off	his	jacket	and	began	to	unbutton
the	buttons
shirt.
-	He's	in	a	Polish	custody	and	unfortunately	he'll	be	sitting	there	a	bit.	He
lowered	his	head



and	sighed	deeply.	"I	told	him	so	many	times	that	this	is	not	Sicily."	And	there
would	be	no	problem
if	he	could	reach	out	to	a	normal	man,	but	he	would	have	to	aim	for	you
tycoon,	almost	national	pride.	He	raised	his	head	and	looked	at	the	wall.	-	Karol
says	that
the	sanctions	they	will	impose	on	him	may	not	be	touched	despite	his
knowledge.
-	Sanctions?	-	I	was	surprised.
-	Three	months	in	custody	because	of	the	possibility	of	escape	or	mating.	And
everything
even	it	could	have	been	done	were	it	not	for	the	fact	that	the	man	he	chose	to	be
was	one
of	the	richest	people	in	the	city.	In	addition,	this	whole	Adam	has	a	broken	nose,
or	damage	to
health	over	seven	days.	In	your	country,	something	like	this	is	racing	out	of
office,	it	doesn't	even	have	to
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to	sue	Domenica.	Of	course,	if	he	wants,	he	can,	but	even	if	he	does	not	want,
the	prosecutor's	office	anyway
will	deal	with	this	matter.
I	stared	at	him	with	wide	eyes	and	felt	the	sleep	remnants	leave	me.
-	Massimo.	I	hugged	him	tightly.	-	And	what	now?
Don	sat	still,	and	I	felt	his	heart	gallop.
-	Thread.	Tomorrow	I	have	a	meeting	with	lawyers,	I	will	probably	see	this
asshole.	Maybe
I	shoot	him,	for	example,	without	witnesses,	and	bury	him	in	the	woods.
I	turned	and	sat	on	his	lap	to	meet	his	eyes;	I	grabbed
in	his	hands	his	face.
"I	don't	enjoy	it,"	I	said,	wincing.
"We'll	leave	tomorrow,	my	seat	here	is	pointless	anyway."	We	will	fly	to	Gdansk
for	the	gala,
I	also	have	a	few	meetings,	and	then	we	return	to	Sicily	-	he	sighed	and	leaned
his	forehead	against	mine.	-
Karol	will	take	care	of	everything,	don't	worry,	Mała.	-	He	kissed	my	nose.	-
This	is	not	the	first
Domenic's	visit	behind	bars.	He	smiled	and	lifted	me	slightly,	placing	me	on	a
soft	one



bedding,	then	covered	it.	-	You	don't	think	you	think	it's	his	first	character
prison	term.
I	was	surprised,	really	surprised,	the	carefree	with	which	he	spoke.
-	Because	you	see,	my	dear,	my	little	brother	is	quite	impetuous,	but	you	already
know	that
you	saw	samples	of	his	skills.	He's	also	quite	amorous,	though	he	doesn't	look
like	it.	He	had
an	episode	with	one	of	our	managers	at	a	club	in	Milan.	Unfortunately	for	him
and	her
she	turned	out	to	have	a	husband	who	looked	like	a	combination	of	a	gorilla	and
a	horse.	And	that	my	brother	is	not
master	of	discretion,	it	was	the	horse	man	found	out	about	the	affair.	He	laughed
at	that	moment
and	started	kissing	my	neck.	-	I	could	react,	but	on	the	other	hand	he	knew	well
what	does	When	the	confrontation	took	place,	Domenic's	skills	were	put	to	the
test.
He	waved	with	him	a	good	fifteen	minutes,	until	he	finally	shot	his	knee.
-	Listen?	I	choked	out	dumbfounded.
Massimo	was	amused	as	a	child,	which	I	didn't	completely	understand.
-	Well,	he	shot	him	because	he	knew	he	wouldn't	win	in	a	fight.	Niefart	was	that
it	was
police	family.	The	young	served	his	time,	I	paid	as	much	as	needed,	and	after	the
case.	-	He	touched
shoulders.	-	So,	dear,	as	you	can	see,	there	is	nothing	to	worry	about,	Domenico
does	not	teach
on	mistakes.	-	He	slid	off	me	and	lay	down	next	to	me,	staring	at	the	ceiling	and
his	amusement
It	dissipated.	-	The	problem	is	that	this	time	he	came	across	a	wealthy	and
haughty	person	like	him.
So	money	in	this	case	may	not	be	enough	to	convince	Adam	to	change	his
testimony.
I	heard	a	noise	in	the	living	room	and	we	both	looked	up.	Wrapped	up	in	the
bedroom	threshold
Olga	was	terrified	in	the	blanket.	Her	eyes	were	wet	with	tears.
-	How	long	have	you	been	standing	here?	I	asked,	getting	up.
-	If	you	ask	if	I	heard	everything,	I	heard	so.	I	fuck	you!	-	She	sank	after
wall	and	buried	her	face	in	her	hands.	"It's	all	because	of	me	how	I	could	be	so
stupid."	-
A	huge	sob	came	from	her	throat,	and	her	body	shivered.



I	leaned	over	her,	embracing	her.
-	Honey,	but	it's	not	your	fault,	you	did	nothing.
Her	howl	grew	louder	and	louder.
"Olga,	if	anyone	is	guilty	here,	then	Domenico	and	his	stupidity,"	said	Massimo,
approaching	her.	-	And	since	you've	heard	the	conversation,	you	know	it's	not
the	first	time.	-	He	grabbed	her	by
shoulders	and	put	in	front	of	him.	"If	you	want	to	see	him	tomorrow,	you'll	come
with	me,	but."
falling	into	hysteria	will	not	help	us.	He	glanced	at	his	wrist	watch.	-	Especially
before
six	in	the	morning.	I	haven't	slept	in	almost	a	day,	so	please	go	to	sleep	and	we'll
talk	tomorrow.
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He	turned	Olo	toward	the	door	and	gave	a	slight	nudge.	-	Good	night.
I	looked	at	him	reproachfully	and	followed	her.	I	put	her	in	the	guest	bedroom	at
floor	and	I	gave	a	sedative,	after	which	she	fell	asleep.
When	I	returned	to	Czarny,	I	was	surprised	to	discover	that	he	was	sleeping.	I
don't	know	why	I	was
surprised	by	the	fact	that	a	tired	man	is	sleeping,	but	probably	because	I	had	it
sporadically
the	opportunity	to	watch	him	in	a	dream.	My	husband's	naked	body	was	on
white	bedding.	His
the	face	was	beautiful	and	calm;	his	lips	were	slightly	open	and	he	was	breathing
steadily.	By	one	hand
was	braided	under	the	head	and	the	other	pulled	out	on	my	half	of	the	bed,	as	if
waiting	for	me	to	slip	in
under	his	armpit.	My	eyes	roamed	the	muscular	chest,	my	stomach,	until	they
reached	the	junction
thighs.
"It's	..."	I	hissed,	licking	my	lips.	His	beautiful	cock	rested	lazily	on	his	right
my	leg,	provoking	me	to	act.
"Don't	even	think	about	it,"	he	said	without	opening	his	eyes.	-	Lie	down.
I	moaned,	sighed,	panted	a	moment	and	politely	complied	with	his	request.
I	woke	up	after	twelve	o'clock	and,	which	didn't	surprise	me	at	all,	I	discovered
that	Massima	was	already	there
there	is	no.	I	went	to	the	kitchen,	made	a	tea	with	milk	and	turned	on	the	TV	in
the	living	room.



After	one	o'clock,	disturbed	by	the	drunk	friend's	long	sleep,	I	went	to	her
bedroom.
I	opened	the	door	as	quietly	as	possible	and	stood	dead.	The	bed	was	empty.
-	What	the	fuck	is	going	on	here	?!	I	mumbled,	going	downstairs	and	picking	up
the	phone.
I	dialed	Olo	and	waited,	but	she	didn't	answer.	I	tried	again	and	again
two	and	then	I	called	Black.	I	didn't	learn	much	-	he	couldn't
talk	and	Ola	was	not	with	him.	I	sat	down	on	the	couch	completely	confused
temples.	Where	did	she	go	and	why	the	hell	didn't	she	answer	the	phone?
Belly	grunting	snapped	me	out	of	my	thoughts.	I	looked	down	and	remembered
I'm	pregnant.	Since	the	morning	sickness	ended,	sometimes	quite	about	it
I	forgot.	I	turned	up	the	TV,	setting	it	to	the	music	channel	before,	and	went	to
the	kitchen	to	make	breakfast.	Opening	the	fridge,	I	looked	at	my	watch.	She
was	almost	there
fourteenth.	A	great	time	for	the	first	meal,	I	thought.
Rihanna	and	her	Don't	Stop	the	Music	rocked	me	when	I	was	frying
eggs.	Jumping	after
kitchen,	I	prepared	a	meal	for	five	people	and	after	a	few	minutes	I	went	to
living	room.
I	went	through	the	door,	entering	a	huge	room,	and	almost	got	it
heart	attack	when	I	saw	a	figure	sitting	on	the	couch.	Olga	stared	at	the	stone
me	without	saying	a	word.	I	looked	at	her,	put	the	plate	down	on	the	table	and
lowered	it
roaring	TV.
-	Why	are	you	dressed	like	that?	I	asked,	sweeping	her	body.
The	dress	she	was	wearing	was	more	suitable	for	our	Saturday	outings	than	for
the	middle
of	the	day,	and	extremely	high	heels	for	the	bed,	not	for	a	walk.	The	black
material	made	her	visible
breasts	and	almost	completely	discovered	the	buttocks.	She	took	off	a	gray	fur
that	barely	reached	her
to	the	waist,	and	threw	it	to	the	floor.	She	slipped	off	her	shoes,	took	off	her	torn
stockings,	and	burst	into	tears.
"I	had	to,"	she	said	through	tears.	-	I	had	to.
My	heart	almost	stopped	in	my	chest	as	I	looked	at	this	unfortunate	picture.
I	went	to	her	and	sat	on	the	carpet,	grabbing	her	by	the	knees.
-	Olga,	what	did	you	do?
Tears	streamed	down	her	false	eyelashes,	smudging	the	carefully	made	line;	He
looked



pitifully.
-	Do	you	have	vodka?
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-	I	fuck	you,	really	?!	I	cried,	wincing,	and	she	replied	with	a	nod
nodding.	-	I	think	I	got	it	in	the	freezer,	I'll	check.
I	went	to	the	kitchen	and	after	a	while	I	came	back	with	a	glass,	a	can	of	Coke
zero	and	a	bottle
belvedere.	I	poured	her	a	barrel;	she	drank	it	in	one	breath,	not	even	reaching	for
the	soda.
"Stern,"	I	said,	pouring	another.
She	drank	three,	wiped	her	nose	and	face,	then	began	to	speak.
-	I	thought	about	all	this	for	a	long	time,	I	know	Adam	and	I	know	that	he	will
not	let	go.	She	took	a	sip
canned	colas.	-	And	it	is	not	about	the	fact	that	he	loves	me	so	much	because	he
does	not	love,	but	for	pride.
For	that	fucking	male	pride	Domenico	had	offended.	Do	you	know	who	was
sitting	at	this	table	with	him?
I	shook	my	head.	-	Those	his	friends,	those	rich	assholes,	half	club	owners,
fuckers
and	pseudo	boots.	So	you	can	imagine	what	kind	of	insult	it	was	for	him	to	get
fucked	-
and	so	in	front	of	colleagues.	Adam	has	a	broken	nose,	a	broken	jaw	bone,	and
looks	like	a	Mongolian.
She	nodded	for	me	to	pour	her	again.	-	So	I	went	to	see	him.
-	What	did	you	do?	I	screamed,	spilling	vodka.
-	What	else	was	I	supposed	to	do?	Wait	for	the	trial	that	Young	will	lose,	and
then	wait
until	it	comes	out	Fuck,	Lari,	they're	not	indestructible,	and	certainly	not
here.	Sam	Massimo	yesterday
he	said	it	could	be	hard	and	hard	so	I	wanted	to	make	it	easier.
-	What	did	you	do?	I	repeated	the	question	a	little	quieter	but	still	too	loud.
-	Don't	fuck	up,	just	listen.	She	drank	her	barrel	and	shuddered.	-	I	woke	up	in
the	morning
and	when	Massimo	left,	I	got	dressed,	went	to	my	place	and	changed	my
clothes.	Adam	always
he	had	a	soft	spot	for	exclusive	prostitutes.	Later	I	got	in	the	car	and	went	to
him.	I	stood	in	the	doorway,	took	a	deep	breath	and	knocked.	He	was	not



surprised	at	all
that	I	came.	He	opened	the	door	and	returned	to	the	living	room,	where	he
watched	TV.
I	followed	him,	sat	in	the	armchair,	and	handed	him	a	paper	card.	I	asked	him	to
write	on	it
it	wasn't	assault,	only	defense	from	Domenic.
-	What?	I	yelled,	almost	choking	with	laughter	this	time.	-	Have	fun	with	me
are	you	doing?
-	His	reaction	was	similar.	I	wanted	to	have	in	writing	that	if	he	got	what	he
wanted,
and	I	knew	what	it	was	going	to	be,	they'll	release	Domenic.
-	And…?
-	He	called	the	lawyer	and	asked	him	about	the	details.	What	would	he	write,	say
and	make	the	man	who	is	now	in	custody	be	released	and	then	write	it
everything	and	signed	it.	She	took	an	envelope	from	her	purse	and	dropped	it	on
the	table.	-	Later	he	had	the	same	thing
tell	the	police	and	in	theory	it	should	work.	He	folded	the	card,	sealed	the
envelope,	and	put	it	on	me
into	my	purse.
I	looked	at	her	and	the	paper	for	a	change,	wondering	if	she	wanted	to	listen	to
the	rest	of	it.
She	took	a	deep	breath	and	looked	at	me	with	sad	eyes.
-	And	...?
-	He	told	me	to	wait	a	moment,	left	the	room	and	was	gone	for	a	few	minutes.
When	he	returned,	he	announced	that	I	was	to	go	to	the	bathroom,	because
everything	was	prepared	there,	and	I	had	it
five	minutes.	Of	course,	I	did	what	he	ordered	without	parting	with	my
purse.	When	I	got	there,	on
next	to	the	dressing	table	next	to	the	bathtub	lay	a	leather	set,	boots,	a	whip	...	I
got	changed,	came	back	and	...	Well
I	can	tell	you,	Lari,	I	got	fucked	like	a	slut.	Not	once,	not	even	two;	he	fucked
me	up
two	hours	until	he	got	bored.	He	smiled	when	I	left	and	said	he	was	fucking
will	always	be	a	whore.
She	killed	me	with	this	story.	I	felt	like	a	sensational	movie,	only	it	was
happening
really.
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"I	don't	give	a	fuck,	Olo,"	I	whispered,	shaking	my	head.	-	Okay,	now	what?	Just
him
They	will	release?	You	don't	think	it	will	be	a	bit	strange	and	Sicilians	will	not
believe	its	good
heart?!
-	I	thought	about	it.	Adam's	lawyer	will	contact	them	asking	for	some	amount
money	for	settlement	and	not	going	to	court.	Sure,	how	I	know	life,	Adam	will
add
apologizing,	Massimo	terrorizes	his	brother	and	everything	ends	before	he	can
even	begin.	AND,
and	the	best	...	Do	you	know	why	the	police	were	there	so	quickly?	-	I	shook	it
again
head.	-	They	came	for	money	from	one	of	his	colleagues,	cool	what?	This	moron
boasted	to	me
what	connections	he	has.
I	buried	my	face	in	my	hands	and	let	it	out	loudly,	looking	into	her	mist
eyes.
-	And	how	you	feel?
"Medium,"	she	said,	shrugging.	-	The	worst	thing	was	that	before	I	left
to	the	bathroom,	Adam	told	me	that	he	was	not	going	to	move	the	bag,	so	it
would	be	good	for	me,
and	the	orgasms	I	want	to	achieve	are	proof	of	that.	Not	only	that,	he	said	I	had
in	the	process	of	speaking	to	him	in	English,	since	I'm	talking	with	my	new
boyfriend.	-
I	stared	at	her.	-	Exactly,	and	take	a	man	here,	focus,	so	as	to	come,	lighting
they	crave	for	murder,	and	still	plead	to	him	verbally	in	English.	She	shrugged.	-
So
I	imagined	it	was	Domenico,	and	if	it	wasn't	for	the	fact	that	it	was	trash,
I	would	tell	you	that	I	feel	horny.	Satisfied,	swollen,	ragged	and	to	the	limit
satisfied.	But	it	was	Adam	and	I	had	six	orgasms	so	I	feel	like	shit
because	I	cheated	on	the	first	guy	I	love.	She	shook	her	head.	-	I'm	going	to	wash
because
I	smell	of	this	bastard.
I	sat	on	the	couch	analyzing	what	I	heard.	I	had	no	idea	what	to	think.
On	the	one	hand,	I	admired	her	for	stubbornness	and	dedication,	on	the	other	I
rebuked	that	she	did	not	give	up
Black	take	care	of	it.	I	was	wondering	if	I	would	do	the	same	and	when	I	came



to
of	the	conclusion	that	yes	-	I	absolved	her	in	spirit.
I	looked	at	the	plate	of	cold	food	on	the	table.	He	had	been	there	for	a	good	hour
and	rather	what	was	on	it	was	unfit	to	eat.	I	wasn't	hungry,	I	was
nervous,	but	I	knew	that	the	child	was	not	guilty	of	anything	and	had	to	be
eaten.	I	went	to
kitchen	and	pulled	out	the	remnants	of	Chinese,	warmed	them	up	and	ate	without
leaving	the	countertop.
When	I	finished,	Olga	was	sitting	on	the	couch	wrapped	in	a	bathrobe	and
flipping	through	the	channels.
Then	the	front	door	opened	and	Massimo	stood	in	it,	followed	by	Domenico.	olo
she	cried	and	with	a	sob	sobbing	wildly	towards	him,	jumping	on	the	glad
Italian.
"Go	on,"	he	repeated,	carrying	her	across	the	room.	-	I'm	here,	nothing	is
happening,	we	are
Torricelli,	we	can't	get	rid	of	it	so	easily.	He	sat	on	the	couch	and	continued	to
stroke	his	back
Oli.
I	went	to	Black	and	put	my	arm	around	him.	He	kissed	my	forehead	gently
and	smiled.
-	We're	flying	in	two	hours.	How	is	my	son	He	stroked	his	stomach.
-	It's	a	daughter!	Olo	shouted,	turning	towards	us.
Massimo	kissed	my	forehead	and,	after	hanging	his	coat,	sat	down	at	the	table,
running
computer.	I	went	to	him	and	hugged	my	back,	still	staring	at	this	love	scene.
Ten	minutes	later	she	stopped	crying	and	started	yelling	at	him,	punching	him
with	her	fists
cage	and	throwing	him	out	yesterday's	idiotic	behavior.	The	young	man	avoided
her	with	a	laugh
blows	and	grabbed	her	hands,	until	he	knocked	her	down	on	a	soft	carpet	and
kissed	her	hard.	I	turned
eyes,	feeling	like	an	intruder	or	a	voyeur.	After	a	moment	of	silence,	Massimo
said	something	in	Italian
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to	Domenic,	for	which	he	got	up,	kissing	my	friend	again,	and	after	a	while	they
both	disappeared	on
Mountain.	I	went	into	the	wardrobe	and	started	putting	stuff	in	my	suitcases.



-	And	how	will	he	want	to	fuck?	Ola	said	conspiratorially,	sitting	down	next	to
her.	-
Fuck,	do	you	think	men	feel	such	things	that	he	will	notice?
I	stared	at	her	as	I	folded	another	dress.
"You	ask	me	something	I	don't	know	much	about,	but	maybe	make	something	up
for	certainty."
Food	poisoning	or	headache,	maybe	a	period?
-	Period	is	not	an	obstacle	for	him.	-	She	winced.	-	But	talk	about	tenderness
and	hugging	always	works.
I	raised	my	hand	in	solidarity	and	nodded	with	my	index	finger.
When	I	did	not	know	how	to	tell	Massimo	about	pregnancy,	I	also	gave	him	such
a	fake
and	over.
After	an	hour	we	were	ready.	Security	took	our	luggage	and	we	were	before
eighteen
already	on	the	plane.	I	felt	exceptionally	well	today,	I	didn't	even	think	about	it
for	a	moment
take	a	tablet.	But	when	I	sat	in	the	metal	can,	I	stopped	being	like	that
hard.	I	reached	for	my	purse	to	find	medicine,	and	then	my	husband	grabbed	my
hand
he	led	him	out	of	the	room	and	took	him	to	the	bedroom.
-	The	flight	lasts	less	than	thirty	minutes,	it	will	arrange	your	time	so	that	you
forget	about	what	happened
happens,	"he	said,	pushing	me	onto	the	mattress	and	pulling	off	my	shirt.
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CHAPTER	12
In	fact,	the	flight	was	very	short,	and	I	didn't	even	have	Massima	between	my
legs
I	noticed	when	it	started	and	ended.	We	got	off	at	the	airport	in	Gdansk,	from
where	the	security
she	took	our	luggage,	substituting	Black	for	his	ferrari.	God,	a	poor	man	must
have	had	him	here
to	come	so	that	the	young	master	could	wander	around	the	Tri-City	with	his
toy.	I	shook	my	head	at
this	thought,	getting	inside.	I	looked	around	and	confused	I	found	it
is	not	the	same	car.
-	Someone	brought	him	from	Warsaw?	I	asked	when	the	engine	roared.



Black	laughed	and	moved,	leaving	everyone	behind.
-	Honey,	it's	a	completely	different	car.	Ferrari	Italia	is	standing	in	the	house,	but
he	is	not	suitable
for	winter	driving	due	to	the	rear	drive.	This	is	a	Ferrari	FF,	has	four-wheel	drive
and	is
definitely	better	for	such	weather.
At	that	moment	I	felt	stupid;	I	did	not	distinguish	between	two	theoretically
different	ones
cars,	and	in	the	dark	a	black	spaceship	looks	like	a	black	spaceship.
Justified	by	this	thought,	I	looked	at	the	glass.	By	fast	action	with	a	trip
completely
I	forgot	to	be	surprised	that	they	released	the	Young.	So	I	turned	towards	my
husband
grabbing	his	knee.
-	How	did	you	get	Domenic	so	quickly?
-	I	didn't	make	it,	greed	said	in	that	asshole.	His	lawyer	contacted
with	ours	and	after	determining	the	appropriate	amount	the	matter	is	no	longer
valid.
"Oh,"	I	said	curtly,	not	wanting	to	pull	on	the	subject.
"And	that's	weird,"	Black	began,	glancing	at	me.	-	The	guy	has	so	much	money
that	I	was	convinced	that	there	would	be	no	settlement.	I've	even	prepared	a	bit
of	its	rich
history,	but	I	didn't	have	to	use	the	acquired	knowledge.
-	How	rich	is	that?
Black	laughed	as	he	slid	off	the	city	beltway.
-	Remember,	dear,	there	is	no	rich	man	in	the	world	who	only	does
legal	interests.	Adam	is	not	one	of	them,	he	is	definitely	closer	to	me	than	to	his
mother
Teresa.
-	So	Domenico	would	come	out	anyway?	I	asked,	dismayed	and	terrified
at	the	same	time,	that	Olo's	sacrifice	was	not	necessary.
-	Little,	there	are	two	things	I	know:	making	money	and	blackmail.
It	made	me	sick	at	the	thought	of	what	she	had	done	and	that	it	might	come
out.	The	other
however,	the	parties	thought	there	was	no	way	out	and	acted	for	altruistic
reasons.
"We	are,"	Massimo	said,	approaching	the	Sheraton	in	Sopot.
Buried	with	this	knowledge,	lost	in	gloomy	thoughts,	I	followed	him	when	he
passed



through	the	main	entrance	and	got	into	the	elevator.
The	apartment	was	extremely	spacious	and	located	on	the	top	floor	in	the	wing
with	sea	view.	Unfortunately,	I	didn't	have	much	chance	to	enjoy	the	view,
because	it	was
dark	and	snowing.	I	sat	on	the	armchair	in	the	trained	veranda,	blankly	staring	at
the	view	behind
window.	I	did	not	know	what	to	think,	whether	to	worry	or	to	ignore	the	whole
situation	that	on
our	happiness	is	over.
-	What	are	you	thinking	about?	Massimo	asked,	standing	behind	me	and	gently
massaging	my	shoulders.	-	Something
It	absorbs	you	very	much	today,	I	would	like	you	to	tell	me	what	it	is	because	it
breaks	you	so	much
hours	must	be	relevant.
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I	shuffled	all	the	lies	in	my	head	that	I	could	use	to	avoid	myself
his	curiosity,	but	I	wasn't	doing	very	well.
"I'm	thinking	about	my	mother,"	I	said,	wincing	at	the	thought	of	what	had
happened	in	my	house
family.
Black	circled	the	chair	and	knelt	in	front	of	me,	slightly	opening	my	knees
sideways.	His	body
it	slid	into	mine	and	my	lips	froze	a	few	millimeters	from	my	mouth.	He	stroked
my	face
thumb,	observing	from	under	half-closed	eyes.
-	Why	is	my	wife	lying	to	me?	His	eyes	darkened	and	she	appeared	on	her
forehead
wrinkle.
I	sighed	and	lowered	my	arms	in	a	gesture	of	resignation.
-	Massimo,	there	are	things	I	can't	and	don't	want	to	talk	to	you.	-	I	grabbed	it
in	the	hands	of	his	face	and	I	kissed	strongly.	"Your	daughter	is	hungry,"	I	said,
tearing	away
from	him	and	hoping	that	changing	the	subject	would	distract	him.	-	So	do
something	about	it.
"I've	already	ordered	dinner,	we'll	eat	it	in	the	room,"	he	said,	grabbing	my	hips
and	lightly
sliding	off	the	armchair	towards	you.	"Now	I'm	listening,	what's	happening?"



Fuck	have!	I	shouted	in	the	spirit	of	millions	of	curses,	frustrated	to	the	limit	that
I	will	not	get	rid	of	this	man	or	his	curiosity,	but	I	decided	to	remain	silent.	From
one
I	knew	that	it	didn't	make	sense	at	all,	but	on	the	other	I	thought	it	wasn't
able	to	pull	this	knowledge	out	of	me.	My	husband	was	kneeling,	staring	at	me
and	his	gaze	gradually	began	to	burn	with	anger.
"If	you	don't	want	to	speak,	let	me	guess,"	he	hissed,	rising	from	his	knees	and
turning	away
towards	the	windows.	-	Is	this	about	Olga?	-	At	that	moment	he	turned	his	head,
and	his	overcrowded
an	angry	look	met	my	panicked	eyes.	"So	I	hit	it,"	he	said,	weaving
hands	on	breasts.	"I	will	share	my	knowledge	with	you	if	you	are	relieved	to
know	that	I	know."
I	prayed	that	he	would	bluff,	but	since	he	could	easily	figure	me	out,	I	shouldn't
be
surprised	if	he	already	knew	everything.
-	Massimo,	what	do	you	mean?	I	asked	in	the	most	indifferent	tone	I	had
conjure	up.	-	What	did	my	friend	do	to	you	again?	-	It's	always	worth	trying	to
lie
I	thought,	or	at	least	burn	a	stupid	thing,	that	I	have	no	idea.
Black	laughed,	unclasped	his	hands,	which	he	put	in	his	pocket,	and	leaned	his
back	on	the	frame
floor-to-ceiling	windows.
-	Nothing,	but	devotion	to	my	brother's	case	was	admirable,	it's	a	shame
only	unnecessary,	'he	said	sarcastically.	My	eyes	got	big	and	round
and	unnaturally	wide-eyed	when	I	heard	that.	-	Yes,	honey,	I	know	what	she	did
to	make	her
this	bastard	withdrew	his	testimony.	First	I	was	angry	with	her	because	she	didn't
listen	when	I	said	it
I'll	get.	But	later	I	realized	how	far	she	had	gone	for	Domenic.	And	you	know
what?	-
He	came	over	and	leaned	over	me,	leaning	against	the	sides	of	the	chair.	-	This	is
a	great	quality	for	a	woman
in	a	family	like	ours.	She	impressed	me.	He	kissed	my	forehead	and	walked	in
the	direction
the	door	to	which	there	was	a	knock.
I	sat	confused,	stuck	in	an	armchair	and	wondered	if	I	could	count	on	at	least
one	day	without	any	revelations.
The	waiter	brought	food,	set	it	on	the	table,	previously	removed	the	flowers,	and



set	it	down
wine	cooler.	He	prepared	everything,	left	it	and	disappeared	after	a	while.	I	got
up	from	my	place
and	sat	down	at	the	table,	putting	a	linen	napkin	on	my	lap.	During	this	time	Don
managed	to	undress
and	sat	down	opposite	in	a	slightly	unbuttoned	shirt	and	black	pants,	barefoot.	I
wanted	something
say,	but	generally	nothing	came	to	my	mind.
-	I	ordered	a	goose	...
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"I	would	do	that	too,"	I	interrupted	him,	and	the	cutlery	rang	on	Massim's	plate.	-
This
normal	when	you	love	someone.
-	Enough!	He	shouted,	impetuously	rising	from	the	table.	-	Don't	even	say	such
things,	Laura.
-	Well,	apparently	you	were	impressed?	I	mumbled	and	he	stood	looking	at	me
full	of	disbelief.
-	Yes,	in	the	case	of	Olga,	who	is	playboy.	I	had	great	doubts	about	her
the	affection	for	my	brother	is	real,	now	I	know.
-	Oh,	or	how	she	sucks	for	saving	her	beloved,	it's	good,	and	how	would	I	do
she	did	it	wrong.
He	came	up	to	me	and	abruptly	grabbed	my	arms,	putting	me	upright.
-	You	are	my	wife,	you	carry	my	child,	I	would	kill	him	and	then	myself,
knowing	that	you	sacrificed	yourself	for	me.	He	was	hugging	me	in	the	air,	his
lungs	not
kept	pumping	air.	-	Do	you	never	think	of	such	a	solution,	Little.
Whore!	He	screamed,	letting	go	of	me	and	then	started	babbling	something	in
Italian,	walking	into	it
and	back	around	the	room.
Well,	my	confession	was	not	necessary,	I	thought,	looking	at	his	reaction.	Which
did	not
it	changed	the	fact	that	I	would	do	the	same	to	save	him.
-	How	do	you	know	that?	I	asked,	sitting	down	in	my	seat	and	sinking
a	fork	in	juicy	meat.
Massimo	stopped	and	looked	at	me	in	consternation	and	probably	surprised	at
mine
peace.



-	From	the	recording.	-	At	that	moment	my	cutlery	buzzed	on	the	plate.
-	Of	which?	I	turned	my	head	towards	my	husband	who	was	taking	his	own	back
place.
"Eat,	and	when	you're	done,	I'll	explain	everything."
Encouraged	by	these	words	and	being	aware	that	my	opposition	and	pout	do	not
make	sense,
I	literally	threw	dishes	into	myself.	Goose,	potatoes,	salad,	beets	that	didn't	look
like	either
they	didn't	taste	like	beets,	dessert,	second	portion	of	dessert,	until	I	braked	on
lemon	tea,
slightly	fainted	by	the	amount	of	food.
Black	watched	the	feast	with	a	satisfied	face,	staring	at	me	from	above	the	glass
fault.
"Already,"	I	said,	resisting.	-	Listen.
-	At	first	I	was	confused,	because	the	whole	situation	looked	as	if	Olga	of	this
She	wanted.	He	took	a	deep	breath	and	poured	himself	some	wine.	-	The	scene
looks	like	she	comes	to
rooms	dressed	up	in	a	pretty	pleasant	outfit.	-	His	mouth	corners	raised	in	a	sneer
smile.	"And	then	he	fucks	her,	about	two	hours,	judging	by	what	the	clock	is
pointing	to."
what	she	comes	out	of	and	that's	all.
-	How	can	you	be	sure	that	this	is	a	recording	from	now?
-	Well,	because	you	see,	honey,	Adam's	face	is	cracked,	and	on	the	table	where
he	took	it,
yesterday's	newspaper	was	lying	down.	He	spread	his	hands	and	shrugged
apologetically.
-	Where	did	you	get	the	recording	from?
-	It	wasn't	meant	for	me,	Domenico	was	supposed	to	get	it.	This	slap	wanted	in
this	one
way	to	mock	him,	and	I	think,	by	the	way,	destroy	Olga's	life.	His	lawyer	handed
over
CD	to	cops	in	custody,	but	these	morons	mistook	us	and	when	we	left,	I	received
package	for	him.
Suddenly	everything	he	and	Olo	said	made	sense.	Adam	made	a	plot	from	the
beginning,
which	was	intended	to	humiliate	his	opponent	and	break	up	her
relationship.	That	he	wanted	her	to	have
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orgasms	and	she	spoke	English,	it	became	even	more	logical	now,	it	had	to	be	on
film
you	can	see	that	it's	good	that	she	wants	it.	He	prepared	his	clothes	in	the
bathroom	so	that	he	would	have	time
adjust	the	camera	and	in	addition	to	make	it	look	even	more	natural.	And	from
what	he	said
Massimo,	the	movie	began	after	the	scene	of	signing	testimony	guaranteeing
freedom,	so
essentially	only	a	good,	sharp	two-hour	fuck.
-	How	did	you	know	that	Olga	simply	did	not	betray	Domenic?
"I	didn't	know,"	he	said,	getting	up.	-	I	bluffed	a	little,	only	your	reaction
she	assured	me	in	my	guess.	I	was	already	letting	you	talk	in	the	car,
but	it	was	hard	to	focus	after	the	trip.
-	And	what	now?	I	stood	next	to	him,	hugging	my	head	in	his	cage.
-	Nothing,	I	destroyed	the	recording,	Domenico	is	free	and	tomorrow	we	are
going	to	the	gala.	-	He	smiled
moving	me	slightly	apart.	"And	if	you're	asking	about	tonight,	I'm	going	to	enjoy
it."
become	a	pregnant	wife.
The	next	morning,	to	my	surprise,	I	woke	up	next	to	my	husband.	I	was	stupid	to
so	much	so	that	when	he	opened	his	eyes,	I	asked	what	had	happened,	causing
him	to	laugh	nervously.
Together	we	even	went	down	to	breakfast,	which	once	again	amazed	me	that	we
do	not	eat
in	the	room,	and	he	was	in	no	hurry.	We	entered	the	restaurant	and	when	I	saw
Olga
sitting	at	the	table	with	Domenik,	I	froze.	Black	tightened	his	hand	on	mine
pulling	towards	them.
After	thirty	minutes	of	meal	together,	our	family	idyll	came	to	an	end.
"We	have	our	first	meeting	at	twelve,"	Massimo	said	to	me.	-
One	more	thing	later,	we'll	be	back	for	you	around	four	o'clock.	Sebastian	is	in
place,	that's	enough
you	call	the	reception	and	say	you	need	a	car.	-	He	kissed	my	head
and	stroking	Olga's	arm,	he	went	away.
The	expression	she	made	after	that	gesture	was	priceless.	Horror	mixed	with
disgust
and	acquisition.



-	What	the	fuck	is	he	talking	about	?!	She	asked,	rubbing	the	place	where	Black's
hand	was.
For	a	moment	I	tried	not	to	look	at	her,	wondering	whether	to	tell	her	the	truth,
but
in	this	matter	my	friend	was	like	Massimo.	Tough,	insistent,	curious	and	difficult
was	to	get	rid	of	her.
-	Laura!	She	snapped.	-	I'm	talking	to	you.
Oh	God,	I	felt	trapped	again.	It	was	going	to	be	another	day	with	too	much
information,	trivia	and	situations	that	I	would	rather	avoid.
"He	knows,"	I	choked,	looking	at	her.	-	He	knows	about	Adam.	-	She	caught
deep
inhaled	and	it	turned	purple	on	the	face.	-	He	doesn't	know	from	me	before	you
start	screaming.	-	After
her	face	turned	green	and	white	for	a	change.	-	Start	breathing,	Olo,	everything
I'll	tell	you.
Her	forehead	beat	rhythmically	against	the	table,	on	which	glasses	jumped,
ringing
and	saucers.	I	put	my	hand	where	it	was	knocking	to	absorb	the	impact.
-	Stop	the	fuck	nothing	is	happening.	I	looked	around,	whispering	secretly	at
her.	-
But	you'd	better	know	what	your	fucking	lover	was	up	to.
She	looked	up	and	froze,	eyes	closed.
-	Come	on,	it	won't	get	any	worse.
I	told	her	everything	I	knew	from	Black,	thus	explaining	him
bizarre	behavior	towards	her.	Quirky	and	quite	peculiar	in	so	far	as	the	don	never
has
he	had	special	love	for	Olga.	He	respected	her	and	knew	that	I	could	not	live
without	her,	but	he	seems
I	felt	that	he	also	felt	irrational	jealousy,	which	prevented	him	from
sympathy.	These	times
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have	already	passed	after	what	she	has	done	for	Domenic.	His	attitude	towards
her	changed	by	a	hundred
eighty	degrees.
"Good	morning,"	I	heard	behind	my	back	and	looked	at	Olo's	terrified	face.
-	What	the	fuck	else?	She	snapped,	staring	at	my	handsome	brother	standing
follow	me.



I	stood	up	and	threw	myself	on	his	neck,	forgetting	that	he	had	once	moved	mine
friend.
"Hi,	Young,"	he	said,	hugging	me	to	him.	-	Your	guy	ripped	me	out	of	bed,
and	one	of	his	gorillas	brought	here	through	snowdrifts.	He	sat	next	to	me	and
turned	left.	-	Hi,
Olciu,	honey,	how	are	you?	He	gently	ran	a	hand	over	her	thigh,	stupidly
smiling.
-	Jakub,	calm	down!	I	grunted	at	him.
He	looked	at	my	stomach.
-	Fuck,	my	mother	didn't	lie.	I	sat	in	the	armchair,	wincing	a	little.	-	I	fuck	you
I	will	be	an	uncle,	but	it's	a	dick.	You	will	be	a	mother,	something	extremely
crazy.
I	also	looked	at	the	place	where	he	was	looking.	In	fact,	in	a	very	narrow	shirt
that
I	was	wearing	my	perfectly	flat	stomach	no	longer	seemed	so	flat.
"I'm	going	to	the	gym,	I	run,"	Olga	said,	moving	away	from	the	table.
-	And	why	are	you	lying?	My	brother	said.	-	Tell	me	the	truth	you're	going	to
fuck	up
somebody	masterfully.
God,	it's	starting,	I	thought,	rolling	my	eyes.
-	You	guessed.	She	clapped	her	hands	sarcastically.	-	But	unfortunately	you
won't	experience	it
my	championship.
After	exchanging	malice,	Olga	went	running,	which	actually	did	not	suit	her,
and	Jacob	focused	his	attention	on	me.
"So	pregnancy,	husband,	moving	out	...	Anything	else?"	-	He	started	stirring
coffee.	frowning
nervously	rubbing	the	belly.	-	Oh,	and	a	nostra,	I	forgot	about	the	most
interesting.
I	looked	up,	staring	at	him	in	horror,	but	he	was	calm
he	sipped	a	dark	drink,	smiling	charmingly.	His	swim-wide	arms	were	shaking
from
laughter.	He	set	down	his	cup	and	folded	his	arms	behind	his	head.
-	Sister,	you	could	see	it	from	the	beginning,	besides,	I	have	Google	and	your
husband	doesn't
is	anonymous.
"Jesus	Christ,"	I	whispered,	hiding	my	face	in	my	hands.	-	Parents	know?
-	You	are	stupid?	Of	course	not.	Maybe	they	suspect	something.	Besides,	for
some	time



I'm	getting	into	the	finances	of	one	of	Massima's	companies,	so	I've	noticed
something	a	bit.
-	Listen?!	I	said	a	little	too	loudly,	focusing	on	the	attention	of	guests	at
adjoining	tables.	-	Do	you	work	for	him?
-	I	advise	him,	but	let's	not	talk	about	it.	Tell	me	better	how	you	feel	and	what
happened
at	home.
We	talked	for	a	long	time,	and	that	at	that	time	breakfast	was	over,	we	moved	to
apartment.	There	were	too	many	topics,	too	little	time,	and	my	lovely	brother
turned	out	to	be	very
caring	for	a	pregnant	sister.
-	Will	we	have	lunch	together?	I	asked	when	it	was	getting	late.
-	Dinner	rather,	because	now	you	have	to	get	ready.	I'll	be	after	you	around	seven
o'clock.	Gala
starts	at	8pm.	I	stared	at	him	when	he	finished	his	sentence.
-	How	are	you	going	to	be	after	us?
-	Massimo	told	me	to	take	you	and	he	would	arrive	because	he	has	a	meeting.
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I	felt	sorry,	not	the	first	time,	and	probably	not	the	last.	Meeting	again	and	again
someone	else	takes	me	to	the	place	where	I	was	supposed	to	go	with	him.	In	fact,
these	fights	don't	make	me
they	were	interested	without	him,	because	it	was	Black	who	inspired	me	to
devote	more	to	it
comments.
My	brother	went	and	I	called	Olga,	learning	that	he	was	killing	time
she	ordered	us	a	hairdresser	and	make-up	artists.	I	had	an	hour	to	swim	and	dig
my	luggage
in	search	of	creation	for	the	evening.	I	sat	in	front	of	the	suitcases,	throwing	the
contents	out	of	them.
I've	never	been	to	such	a	gala,	so	I	had	no	idea	if	it	was	a	feather	gown,
are	jeans	enough?	At	one	point	it	dawned	on	me	-	black.	No	matter	what	I	have
on
if	it's	black,	it's	perfect.
I	dug	out	of	the	suitcase	high	black	boots	from	Manolo	Blahnik,	I	chose	this
leather	pants	of	the	same	color	that	more	resembled	leggings	and	loose	black
Chanel	shirt,	which	masked	the	pregnancy	perfectly.	Satisfied	with	the	quick
decision,	I	went	to	take	it



shower,	and	then	put	on	a	black	lace	set	and	put	on	a	bathrobe.
Makeup	artists	and	hairdressers	finished	after	six	o'clock.	When	they	left,	I	stood
in	front	of	the	mirror.
I	looked	great;	the	attached	hair	neatly	turned	into	a	selected	thick	braid,
and	the	smoky	gray	make-up	perfectly	matched	the	selected	clothes.	I	dropped
white
robe	and	I	reached	for	my	blouse,	after	a	while	putting	it	down,	hearing	the	voice
of	my	friend.
"Call	me	when	your	brother's	asshole	shows	up,"	Olga	said	as	she	left
from	the	room.	-	And	wear	yourself,	you're	parading	in	this	set,	as	if	you	wanted
to	lure	someone!
-	I'm	dressing	up!	I	snapped.	-	Besides,	I'm	pregnant	and	it's	not	sexy.
Olga	tapped	her	head	and	grabbed	the	door	handle	and	said:
-	You	moron,	you	can't	see	that	pregnancy,	you	are	thinner	than	I	am,
as	far	as	I	know,	I	don't	expect	a	child.	Get	dressed	and	call	me.
I	closed	the	door	behind	her	and	turned	off	the	lights,	then	set	the	Delerium	on
the	phone
"	Silence,	"	and	I	put	the	headphones	in	my	ear.	I	had	time,	and	actually	I	just
nowhere
not	in	a	hurry.	I	stood	in	the	dark,	looking	out	the	window	at	the	falling	snow,	so
dense	it	was	almost
completely	obstructed	the	pier	sunk	in	the	sea.
The	song	was	already	flying	once,	when	one	of	the	headphones	slipped	out,
replaced
a	smooth	British	accent.
"Mine,"	Massimo	said,	moving	his	hands	from	hip	to	stomach	and	rubbing
for	material.	"Don't	disturb	yourself,"	he	whispered,	putting	the	small	speaker
back	in
my	ear.
I	had	a	wonderful	female	voice	in	my	head,	but	I	couldn't	focus	on	it,
confused	by	the	situation.	Suddenly	I	felt	a	delicate	scarf	covering	my	eyes	and
leaned	back
hand	against	the	glass,	holding	on.	I	was	blind	and	deaf,	at	his	mercy.	Standing
behind	all	the	time
with	my	back,	he	pulled	the	phone	out	of	his	hand	and	slid	it	between	my
breasts,	hanging	it	on	my	bra.	After
which	twisted	me	vigorously	and	lifted	my	arms	above	my	head,	grasping	both
of	them	with	one	hand.
He	bit	my	lips	gently	and	slowly,	sticking	the	tongue	between	them.	I	parted	my



lips
and	waited	for	it	to	break	in,	but	nothing	like	that	happened.	I	felt	his	teeth	bite
my	chin,	neck,	collarbone,	until	they	reached	the	nipple.	Massimo	teased	him
through	his	bra	lace,
biting	and	licking	for	a	change.	I	moaned,	trying	to	free	myself,	but	his	grip	on
his	wrists	grew	stronger.	With	his	free	hand,	he	slowly	stroked	the	inside	of	the
thighs,	opening	them	apart
from	side	to	side.	The	music	was	playing,	confusing	me	when	he	alternately
attacked	my	breasts	with	my	fingers
breaking	inside.
At	some	point	I	could	only	feel	his	rhythmic	rubbing	of	my	swollen
clitoris,	when	he	unexpectedly	deeply	pressed	his	tongue	into	my	mouth,	while
releasing
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hands.	He	kissed	me	and	I	greedily	pressed	his	face	to	mine.	I	put	my	hands	on
his
the	shoulders	were	bare,	without	interrupting	the	dance	of	our	languages,	I
moved	them	lower	and	with	surprise
I	discovered	that	he	was	completely	undressed.	He	put	his	hands	under	my
buttocks	and	skillfully	lifted	me	up,
carrying	through	the	room.
"Massimo,"	I	said,	not	hearing	the	sound	of	my	own	words	she	was	drowning
out
music.	-	Wants…
"I	know	what	you	want,"	he	whispered	again,	freeing	one	of	my	ear.	-	But	no
you'll	get	it	and	don't	focus	on	it.	-	Putting	the	phone	back	into	his	ear,	he	put	me
in	place
on	a	soft	mattress.
He	took	the	phone	from	between	his	breasts	and	set	it	aside.	Then	he	slid	one
shoulder	strap	off,	then
second,	until	both	breasts	were	free.	He	bit	them	harder	and	more	violently,
sucked,	caressed,
he	turned	in	his	fingers.	The	rumbling	music	was	starting	to	irritate	me,	at	the
same	time	increasing	the	feeling
in	every	millimeter	of	the	body.	I	knew	I	was	panting	and	moaning	louder	than
usual,	but	without	hearing	strength
my	own	voice,	I	didn't	care	at	all.	Massim's	mouth	wandered	down	mine



stomach	reaching	the	lace	of	tiny	thongs.	I	spread	my	legs	wide,	giving	him	a
distinct
a	signal	that	the	irritation	is	over	and	should	be	taken	seriously.	Unfortunately,
the	only	thing	I	felt
it's	his	hot	breath.	He	stood	up,	which	I	recognized	by	the	bending	mattress.
I	wanted	to	take	off	the	headband	and	headphones,	but	I	knew	I'd	regret	it.	Not
because
my	husband	will	punish	me	but	I	will	ruin	my	surprise.	Lying	confused
I	felt	his	hand	gently	twist	my	face	aside	and	swollen	manhood
into	my	parted	lips.	I	moaned	with	pleasure	and	grabbed	him	firmly	with	my
hand,	sucking	and	licking	like
crazy.	Its	taste	was	perfect,	and	the	smell	made	me	breathless.	I	had	no	idea
is	he	good	or	what	is	he	doing	until	his	hands	rested	on	my	hair.	I	liked	when	I
was
he	controlled,	moved	my	lips	the	way	he	liked,	and	I	was	sure	I	was	bringing
him	to
madness.
After	a	moment,	he	let	go	of	the	back	of	my	head	and	moved	it,	leaning	so	that	I
lay	completely	flat.
I	felt	the	mattress	collapse	on	both	sides	of	it	and	its	member	rubbing	my	lips.
I	parted	them,	obediently	taking	him	in	my	mouth.	Black's	hips	slowly	set	the
rhythm,	and	he	himself
his	mouth	slid	lower	and	lower,	reaching	the	pulsating	clitoris	after	a	while.	His
my	long	hands	slipped	my	panties	almost	up	to	my	ankles,	and	when	I	got	rid	of
them,	they	parted	me
firmly	side	to	side.	Strangled	by	his	powerful	erection,	I	screamed	as	he	greedily
began	to	lick
me	while	sliding	two	fingers	inside.	Then	he	turned	on	his	back,	pulling
me	behind	me	so	that	now	I	was	lying	on	it.	I	leaned	my	elbow	on	his	thigh	and
tightly
I	grabbed	a	hard	member.	I	started	to	move	my	hand	up	and	down	quickly	and
brutally,	feeling
as	it	gets	harder.	Massimo	didn't	owe	me,	he	bit	and	sucked	me	at	the	same	time
increasing	friction	by	adding	another	finger.	He	fucked	me	with	his	tongue	and
his	fingers,	bringing	me	back
to	the	edge	of	pleasure.	I	loved	this	position.	Six	out	of	nine	always	gave	me	two
feelings
which	I	loved:	power	and	pleasure.
I	felt	my	stomach	getting	hot	and	all	muscles	started



tighten	regularly.	My	breathing	sped	up	and	Massim's	movements	grew	stronger
when	I	did
he	felt	me	coming.
-	No!	I	shouted,	ripping	the	shawl	out	of	my	eyes	and	the	headphones	from	my
ears.	I	felt	an	orgasm
he	walks	away,	and	Black	looks	at	me	in	surprise,	slightly	smiling.	-	I	want	to
feel	you.
I	didn't	have	to	repeat	it	twice;	don	threw	me	off	and	then	clung	to	me
slipping	into	my	ready,	wet	center.
"Fuck	me,	please,"	I	whispered,	grabbing	his	hair	and	pressing	his	lips	tightly
to	mine.
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He	liked	it.	Massimo	loved	brutal	sex,	loved	it	when	I	was	promiscuous	and
vulgar.
He	straightened	up,	kneeling,	then	grabbed	my	leg,	laid	it	on	his	shoulder,
slightly	twisted
hips	and	rubbed	me	with	tremendous	force.	His	cock	reached	the	farthest	part	of
my	femininity
and	his	left	hand	slowly	tightened	around	his	neck.	He	put	his	index	finger	to	my
lips	and	when	he	felt	him
I	start	to	suck	him,	he	started	fucking	me	with	a	wild	roar.
After	a	few	minutes,	I	felt	my	orgasm	come	back	and	explode	in	me.	Behind
it	was	snowing,	the	room	was	dark	and	all	I	could	hear	was	my	own	broken
breath
and	muffled	Delerium	sounds	coming	from	the	headphones	next	to	it.	peaked
long	and	hard,	hammering	nails	into	his	thighs.	And	when	I	thought	pleasure
was	going	away
Massimo	came,	falling	on	my	body,	and	once	again	led	me	to	pleasure,	wiping
for	my	swollen	femininity.
We	lay	so	breathless	and	sweaty	for	a	few	minutes,	trying	to	catch	up	with	our
breaths.
"I	was	combed,"	I	said	sadly	when	I	almost	recovered.	-
And	painted	...
-	And	unsatisfied.	He	kissed	my	forehead,	still	panting	slightly.	-	Besides,
certainly
you	look	perfect.	We	have	to	get	up	late.	-	And	he	disappeared	in	the	bathroom.
You	hypocrite,	I	thought,	barely	walking	on	soft	legs	towards	the	mirror.	When



before
before	I	stood	up,	I	was	furious.	As	I	thought	-	as	long	as	makeup,	say,	still
he	was	in	his	place,	his	hair	was	definitely	not.	I	grabbed	the	phone	and	prayed
for	the	hotel	hairdresser	to	take	place.	He	was.	Five	minutes	later,	the	braid	was
braided	again,
looking	at	me	strangely.
In	the	meantime,	Massimo	finished	washing	and	talking	on	the	phone,	walking
around	the	room
and	shouting	something	in	Italian.	I	thanked	my	savior	and	Black	without
interrupting
conversation,	he	pressed	the	banknote	in	his	hand	before	closing	the	door,	almost
pushing	him	out	into	the	corridor.
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CHAPTER	13
-	I	invite	you!	Shouted	the	girl	at	the	side	entrance	to	the	hall,	lifting	up
hand	up.
The	falling	snow	almost	completely	covered	her.	She	was	wearing	a	tracksuit,	a
jacket,	and	in	her	ear
a	handset	from	the	radio	she	screamed	at	from	time	to	time.	I	looked	around	and
saw	powerful
queues	of	people	waiting	for	entry.	I	was	glad	I	didn't	have	to	stand
there.	Massimo	grabbed	it
my	hand	and	pulled	toward	the	door.	Domenico,	Olga	and	mine	followed	us
through	the	snow
brother	-	clearly	annoying	both	lovers	with	their	presence.
The	young	woman	wrapped	a	paper	band	with	the	inscription	VIP	and	showed
me	the	way.
We	went	inside	a	narrow	corridor,	which	after	a	while	turned	into	a	larger	room.
Waiters	stood	there	with	trays	full	of	champagne	glasses,	several	bottles	were
chilling
in	coolers.	Snacks,	warm	dishes	and	a	variety	of	desserts.	For	a	moment	I
thought	we	were	wrong
parties,	but	when	I	got	the	list	of	fights,	I	knew	we	were	where
should.
Olo	nonchalantly	rolled	inside,	grabbing	two	glasses	of	champagne	and
immediately
drinking	one.



-	What	do	you	have	there?	She	asked,	taking	the	player	card	out	of	my	hands.	-
Let's	see	these
Ciacho.
She	set	down	her	glass	and,	muttering	every	now	and	then,	flipped	through	the
pages	with	satisfaction.
I	turned	to	my	husband	in	conversation	with	Jakub	and	Domenik.	I	tried
to	hear	what	they	are	whispering	so	conspiratorially,	but	unfortunately,	they	have
effectively	lowered	their	voices	so	that	they
I	didn't	understand	a	word.	Then	Olga's	squeak	came	to	me	and	all	four	of	us
looked	at	her
standing	in	astonishment	at	the	cocktail	table.	My	friend	made	the	dumbest	face
on
trying	to	pretend	this	scary	sound	is	nothing	special.
-	Come	on?	-	I	was	excited	that	there	are	such	good	fights.
She	shrugged	and	walked	over	to	me,	pulling	me	toward	another	table.
-	Look,	fuck.	She	pointed	to	the	penultimate	side.
I	stared	at	the	photo	of	the	player	and	froze.	The	photo	was	of	Damian
my	ex	guy.	I	grabbed	the	brochure	and	stared	at	it,	not	believing	that	I	could	see
what	I	saw
I	see.	Unfortunately,	whether	I	would	like	to	see	it	or	not,	undeniably
f.	ex.	Seeing	that	Ola	was	piercing	me	with	a	joyful	look,	I	swallowed	growing
in	the	throat	a	lump,	so	that	I	finally	managed	to	make	a	voice:
-	And	what	are	you	happy	about,	larva?	I	asked,	paying	her	a	leaf	of	paper.	-
Admit	it
did	you	know	that?
Olga	stepped	back	slightly	and	stood	on	the	opposite	side	of	the	table,	taking	a
sip
from	the	glass	she	had	brought.
"Something	hit	my	ears,"	she	muttered,	grinning.
"And	why	didn't	you	honor	me	with	this	knowledge?"	I	narrowed	my	eyes	and
stuck	in	her
angry	sight.
-	Because	in	life	we	wouldn't	come	here,	and	I	wanted	to	see	it.	-	She	came	up	to
me
and	put	her	hand	on	my	shoulder.	-	Besides,	Lari,	there	are	several	thousand
people	here,	there	is	no	chance	for	you
she	met	him.
I	bowed	my	head	and	looked	again	at	Damian's	photo,	this	time	focusing
on	visual	and	substantive	value.	The	notes	described	his	achievements	to	date,



records,	professional	successes	in	international	rings.	I	felt	warm	when	it
happened
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I	watched	this,	and	in	spite	of	my	will,	memories	came	together.	Unfortunately
not
I	could	say	nothing	bad	about	him	because	everything	I	remembered	was	good
and	cool.	Unfortunately,
because	it	would	be	much	easier	for	me	not	to	like	him	right	now.
-	Are	you	betting	to	win?	I	heard	a	voice	next	to	my	ear	and	stiffened.	-	His
the	opponent	is	strong	on	the	ground	floor,	he	may	have	trouble	with	him.
Jesus,	on	the	ground	floor?	When	he	brought	me	to	those	areas,	I	was	in	trouble
too.	I	shook
my	head,	as	if	to	chase	away	unnecessary	thoughts,	and	with	a	goofy	smile	I
turned	to
Black.
"I	think	he	will	win,"	I	said	confidently,	kissing	him	gently.	-	He	will	either	end
it
guillotine	or	balach.	He	is	a	grappler,	so	he	will	look	for	a	solution	on	earth.	-	I
touched
shoulders	with	a	wicked	smile	on	his	lips.
Massimo	stood	with	his	mouth	open	and	stared	at	me	in	surprise.
-	What	did	you	say?	He	laughed,	shaking	his	head.	-	Honey,	should	I?
know	something
I	kept	him	in	suspense	for	a	moment,	gloating	with	my	own	intellect.
-	You	should	know	that	I	can	read.	-	I	tapped	my	fingers	on	the	pages
pointing	to	the	profile	note.	-	Apparently	he	does.
"Apparently	he	tested	it	on	you,"	Olga	said	in	Polish	with	a	straight	face,	looking
on	me.
I	ignored	her	attention	and	grabbed	the	glass	of	juice	that	Massimo	had	placed
next	to	me.
I	took	a	sip,	feigning	indifference,	although	inside	I	was	telepathing	at	the
memory	of	a	warrior,
whose	fight	I	was	to	watch	today.
A	service	girl	came	for	us,	pointing	the	way	deep	into	the	hall.	We	were	walking
amused
wide	corridors,	until	at	some	point,	passing	through	a	metal	gate,
we	entered	the	CD.	I	looked	around	and	froze	-	the	center	of	the	building	was



huge,	bunk
the	stands	surrounded	the	whole,	lower	on	the	floor	were	chairs	grouped	in
several	sectors,	and	on
middle	of	the	cage.	I	felt	my	stomach	rise	to	my	throat,	and	my	hand	unwittingly
tighter
Massima	clings	on	his	hands	-	this	cage.	It	was	definitely	bigger	than	the	one	we
had
in	the	mansion,	but	that	wasn't	important.	The	memory	of	the	grid	and	how	many
possibilities	it	gives,
that	I	forgot	how	satisfied	I	was	and	suddenly	felt	the	unhealthy	need	to	be
roughly	fucked	up.	Jesus,	because	of	this	pregnancy	I	will	finally	blow	him	to
death,	I	thought,	looking
on	her	husband	with	narrowed	eyes.
Massimo	watched	me	calmly,	penetrating	every	dirty	knocking	thought
in	my	mind.	He	smiled	and	gently	bit	his	lower	lip	as	if	he	knew	exactly	what
I'm	on	my	mind.	He	put	his	lips	to	mine	and	ignoring	the	woman	standing	next
to	him,
he	slipped	his	tongue	into	my	mouth.	I	threw	my	arms	around	his	neck,	letting
him	go	deeper
and	blew	me	a	kiss	harder.
We	stayed	there	for	a	moment,	until	my	brother	rolled	his	eyes	and	followed	the
woman	trying
show	us	places.	All	three	disappeared,	leaving	us	alone	and	when	I	needed
ostentatious	love	was	satisfied,	we	went	towards	the	cage.
It	wasn't	surprising	to	me	that	we	were	sitting	in	the	front	row.	stranger
it	would	be	if	we	sat	elsewhere.	On	the	other	hand,	I	was	surprised	that	Olo	took
the	place
next	to	me,	and	Domenico	and	Jakub	next	to	Massim.	They	were	swallowed	up
again	by	some	underground
conversation,	so	I	came	to	the	conclusion	that	it	is	not	quite	a	social	meeting,	and
even
I	didn't	try	to	eavesdrop.
The	first	two	fights	were	long	and	fascinating;	the	brutality	of	the	sport	of	MMA
was
quite	exciting.	Although	this	discipline	had	explicit	rules,	it	sometimes	seems
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it	might	have	been	none	at	all.	After	the	third	clash,	a	fifteen-minute	break	was



announced,	which
I	decided	to	use	it	for	a	visit	to	the	toilet.	I	grabbed	Olga	and	obediently	reported
my	husband,	where	I	am	going,	we	went	in	search	of	the	bathroom.	At	first
Massimo
he	wanted	to	go	with	us,	but	the	president	of	the	federation	organizing	the	fight
appeared	like	a	rescue
and	stopped	him.	We	were	only	culturally	introduced	and	we	headed	towards	the
passage,
where	we	entered	the	hall.
When	security	saw	the	color	of	my	band,	it	let	us	through	all	the	entrances,
until	I	discovered	with	horror	that	I	had	no	idea	where	we	were.
-	Lari,	where	are	you	dragging	me?	Olo	asked,	looking	sideways.	-	I	don't	think
so
there	is	a	toilet.
I	looked	in	all	directions	and	wincing	at	the	anger,	I	agreed.	We	stood
in	the	corridor,	which	was	completely	empty,	so	there	wasn't	even	anyone	to	ask
for	directions.	I	caught	it
the	door	handle	we	came	here	with	and	disappointedly	discovered	that	they	were
latched.	To
open	them	from	our	side,	you	need	a	magnetic	card.
"Come	on,"	I	said,	pulling	my	friend.	-	Well,	we'll	get	somewhere.
After	a	moment	of	wandering	and	passing	another	door	we	came	to	the	back	of
the	whole	event.	Team
the	organizing	venture	was	running	with	headphones	in	her	ears,	shouting
something	on	the	radio.	Someone
he	sat	on	the	floor	and	stared	at	the	monitor,	eating	a	sandwich,	others
smoked.	Fascinated,	I	slowed	down
observing	this	planned	chaos.	We	passed	by	men	dressed	in	identical
t-shirts	with	company	and	organizer	logos.	They're	probably	trainers,	I
thought.	Next	were	the	wardrobes
artists	at	the	opening	and	girls	who	showed	the	round	number	at	intervals.
"Oktagon	Girls",	because	such	an	inscription	appeared	on	the	door	of	their
cloakroom,	were	phenomenal:	neat,
athletic,	long-haired	beauties	laughed	at	them.	It	was	nice	to	have	it
look	as	they	powdered	their	noses	and	painted	their	lips,	taking	a	15-minute
break.
Their	manager	or	carer	ran	around	them	with	a	wild	shout,	but	they	had	her
apparently	in	deep	respect,	not	bothering	her	with	a	frenzy	of	attack.	What	a
mean	girl



I	thought,	looking	at	her,	they	should	pacify	her,	especially	since	there	are
more;	mean	bitch.
-	Is!	Olo	shouted,	seeing	the	inscription	WC.	-	I'm	going	first,	because	you	crush
me	after	that
champagne.
When	we	both	dealt	with	the	need,	we	decided	to	consult	someone	from	the
team,	like
hit	back	in	place.	I	looked	around,	encountering	signs	pointing	to	the
office.	Over	there
someone	will	help	us,	I	thought,	turning	around.	When	I	took	a	step,	the	door
next	to	me
they	opened	and	a	huge	guy	with	a	big	beard	grew	up	before	us.	Almost	terrified
odskoczyłyśmy.	The	door	of	the	cloakroom	from	which	he	came	out	closed
when	my	eyes	met
familiar	sight.	It	paralyzed	me.
-	Oh	fuck!	I	whispered	ingrown	to	the	ground	when	they	popped	with	a	bang.	-
This…
I	paused,	and	the	entrance	opened	again	and	Damian	stood	there	confused.
"I	can't	believe	it,"	he	said,	shaking	his	head.	-	You're	finally	here.
He	grabbed	me	and	hugged	me	tightly,	and	I	hung	like	a	puppet	from	his
powerful	arms.
My	friend	was	buried	in	the	ground:	instead	of	saving	me,	she	stood	with	her
mouth	open	and	me
I	was	just	praying	not	to	see	Massim	from	behind.
"I	wrote	to	you	so	many	times	asking	for	a	meeting,	and	you	are	here."	-	He	took
a	deep	breath,
putting	me	down.	-	You've	changed	...	and	that	hair.	-	His	bandaged	hands
wandered	around
my	face.
"Hi,"	I	choked	out	because	nothing	smarter	occurred	to	me.	-
You	look	good.
When	I	finished	saying	that,	I	fucked	my	head	hard	-	Jesus,	I	just	wanted	it
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think,	although	he	did	look	divine.	Olo	giggled	beside	her	until	her	ex	stood	in
the	doorway
lover.
"Oh,	fuck	..."	she	moaned	in	shock.



We	stood	in	a	foursome	in	the	entrance	to	his	locker	room,	and	I	wondered	if
more
I	want	to	die	here	and	now	or	kill	Olo.	The	boy	from
with	headphones	shouting:
-	Three	minutes	to	get	on	air!
"We	have	to	go,"	Olga	said,	pulling	me	with	her.
Damian's	friend	also	grabbed	him,	pulling	him	inside.
"Good	luck,"	I	whispered	as	he	disappeared	behind	the	wall.
We	both	almost	ran,	ignoring	the	office	that	was	originally	our	goal.
We	dumbed	down	the	hallway	without	saying	a	word	until	we	ran	out	onto	the
motherboard.
I	leaned	against	the	wall,	trying	to	calm	my	breath,	and	looked	at	Olga,	who	was
panting
in	front	of	me.
-	Several	thousand	people,	right?	He	won't	meet	us,	right?
My	friend	tried	to	show	remorse	but	with	no	effect.	Instead,	it	exploded
laughter.
"But	she	is	a	fucking	cat,"	she	moaned,	licking	herself.	-	You	saw	how	great	he
was	and	Casper
how	good	does	it	look	...?
-	And	how	are	we?	-	I	laughed.
I	did	not	believe	what	happened	a	moment	ago,	but	on	the	other	hand	I	agreed
with	her
one	hundred	percent.	They	both	looked	amazing.
We	took	our	seats,	meeting	Massim's	disapproving	look.
-	Where	have	you	been	so	much	time?	Protection	is	looking	for	you	-	he	drawled
through	his	teeth.
-	It's	a	big	hall,	we're	lost.	I	looked	at	him	apologetically	and	kissed	him
gently.	-	Your	daughter	wanted	to	go	to	the	toilet.	I	grabbed	his	hand,	laying	it	on
my	stomach.
It	was	my	way	of	doing	anything.	Every	time	I	mentioned	a	child,
he	softened	and	as	if	he	forgot	about	anger.	This	also	happened	this	time;	his
furious	look
it	melted	like	ice	cream	in	the	sun,	and	a	shy	smile	danced	on	her	lips.
I	remember	the	next	fight	as	if	through	a	fog,	because	I	was	focused	on	a	looped
stomach,
waiting	for	the	penultimate	start	of	the	evening.	When	his	name	was	finally	read
out,
I	almost	jumped.	The	lights	went	out	and	the	well-known	music	of	Carmina



Burana	rang	out
Oh	fortune	.	A	shiver	went	through	my	whole	body,	and	the	muscles	in	my	lower
abdomen	tensed.	Well
I	remembered	this	song	and	the	situations	in	which	I	heard	it.
I	looked	at	Black	from	the	corner	of	my	eye;	stared	at	the	output	of	nothing
player
unconscious.	I	looked	at	Olga	and	her	happy	eyes	with	raised	eyebrows.
I	knew	that	mocking	sight	well	and	I	knew	that	she	knew	exactly
what	I'm	thinking	about	now.	Lights	flashed	and	Damian	appeared	on	the	road
leading	to	the	cage.	He	walked
sure,	occasionally	moving	his	shoulders	loosely,	followed	by	Casper	and	the	rest
of	the	trainers.
They	undressed	him	and	after	a	while	we	could	admire	this	gladiator	circling	the
octagon.	He	raised	his	hand
greeting	the	crowd,	and	positioned	himself	at	one	of	the	cage	beams.
Olga's	hand	tightened	on	mine	when	I	tried	to	observe	as	dispassionately	as
possible
this	mountain	of	muscle	standing	several	meters	from	me.	The	headlights
dimmed	again	and	sounded
next	song.	Damian	warmed	up,	waiting	for	his	opponent,	and	I	had
the	impression	that	his	eyes	roaming	the	crowd	are	looking	for	me.	In	all	this
situation,	not	even
I	had	the	opportunity	to	explain	to	him	what	I	am	doing	here	or	to	announce	that
I	got	married	and	I	expect
child.
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One	of	the	beautiful	girls	circled	the	cage,	showing	a	sign	saying	"Round
one	",	and	the	gong	announced	the	start	of	the	clash.	I	was	nervous	and	I	think	it
was	visible	because
Massimo	gently	stroked	my	leather	thigh.	Two	men	first
they	exchanged	a	few	blows,	and	later	Damian	grabbed	the	opponent	and	hit	him
on	the	floor	of	the	cage.
The	crowd	cheered	as	he	sat	down	on	it	and	began	to	punch	with	lethal
speed.	After
the	moment	the	head	of	the	other	rhythmically	hit	the	ground,	the	judge	lunged
at	Damian,	blocking
him	moves	and	thus	announcing	the	end	of	the	duel.	Almost	everyone	got	up



then
from	the	chairs,	applauding	the	winner	who,	in	the	heat	of	joy,	jumped	to	the
side	of	the	cage	and	raised
triumphantly	his	hands	up,	he	sat	on	its	edge.
Suddenly	his	eyes	saw	me	sitting	in	the	audience	and	stopped	for	a	few	seconds,
again	paralyzing	my	movements.	I	sat	staring	at	him	as	he	jumped	off	the	span
and	running	through	the	open	door	of	the	octagon,	he	was	beside	me	in	a
second.	Massimo	is	busy
talking	about	the	exceptionally	fast	knockout	he	didn't	even	notice	when	this
litter	in	a	flash
he	teleported	several	centimeters	away	from	him.	Damian	stood	panting	and	I
went	deeper	and	deeper
I	fell	into	a	chair.	Then	Czarny	turned	and	stood	up,	followed	by	Domenico	and
Jakub.
The	dismayed	warrior	looked	at	me,	then	at	Massim,	for	several	long	turns
seconds	the	security	man	signaled	him	to	go	back	to	the	cage	to	announce	the
result.	Damian
he	lifted	the	glove	to	his	lips	and,	looking	at	me,	gave	me	a	silent	kiss,	then	once
he	screamed	up	his	arms	in	a	gesture	of	victory.	There	was	a	loud	applause	and	a
mountain	of	muscle
standing	in	front	of	me	returned	to	the	octagon	without	taking	her	eyes	off	me.
I	sat	stuck	in	a	chair	and	was	afraid	to	look	to	the	right,	feeling	smoking	on	me
her	husband's	eyesight.
"Will	you	explain	to	me	what	just	happened	here?"	He	choked	through	his	teeth,
sitting	down.
"No,"	I	said	shortly,	not	wanting	to	provoke	a	quarrel.	-	I'm	tired,	we	can	already
go?
-	We	can	not.	He	turned	to	Domenic	and	said	something	for	which	he	got	up	and
went
towards	the	exit.
I	turned	to	Ola,	expecting	support,	but	I	only	encountered	a	silly	face,	after
who	could	be	seen	trying	to	stop	her	laughter.
-	Olka,	fuck!
-	Come	on?	She	couldn't	stand	it	and	started	laughing	nervously.	-	After	all,	it's
not	my	fault	that
we	are	sitting	in	the	front	row	and	your	ex-guy	tried	to	kiss	you	with	your
husband
gangster.	She	grinned	even	more	widely.	-	And	by	the	way	good	action	and	I	feel
that



it'll	be	a	good	ride.
I	was	staring	at	her	with	hatred	but	she	was	staring	at	something	behind	me
ignoring	me.
-	Your	husband	will	burn	my	eyes	in	a	moment.	I	don't	really	know	what	to	do.
I	shook	my	head,	looking	into	Massim's	eyes	burning	with	fire,	so	that	he	was
shaking
out	of	anger.	He	swallowed	so	loudly	that	despite	the	bang	in	the	hall	I	heard	it
well.	His
rhythmically	tightening	jaws	almost	ripped	open	the	sides	of	his	face	and	hands
clenched	into	fists
cut	off	the	blood	supply	to	the	fingers.
"You	turn	me	on	when	you're	mad,"	I	said,	leaning	toward	him	and	stroking
his	knee.	"But	you	don't	impress	me	and	I'm	not	afraid	of	you,	so	you	can	stop
now."
I	raised	my	eyebrows	and	nodded	my	head	a	few	times.
Black	looked	at	me	flatly,	then	leaned	forward	and	clenched	his	hand
on	my	thigh.
-	And	when	I	bring	you	his	left	hand,	which	he	sent	you	a	kiss,	you	will	be	under

Page	137
impressed	or	not?	-	His	lips	formed	a	wily	smile,	and	I	stiffened.	-	Yes	too
I	thought,	Little.	He	patted	my	cheek	with	his	thumb.	-	This	is	the	last	fight,	and
then	after
party.	I	hope	you	don't	plan	on	any	more	similar	excesses.	-	He	turned	away
from	me,
he	leaned	on	a	chair	and	stared	at	Damian	who	was	leaving	the	ring.
I	massaged	my	temples	with	my	hands,	wondering	not	for	the	first	time	whether
he	was	serious	or	not
just	wants	to	scare	me.	And	once	again	I	came	to	the	conclusion	that	it	is	better
not	to	check	where
my	husband's	border	lies.	I	didn't	even	glance	at	my	ex.
I	barely	watched	the	last	fight,	thinking	about	what	awaits	me	today
evening.	I	didn't	feel	like	going	to	this	party	and	wondering	how	to	avoid	it.	And
then	me
dawned.
-	Honey	-	I	turned	to	my	husband	as	we	walked	through	the	hall	towards	the	exit
after
finished	gala.	-	I	do	not	feel	best.



Black	froze	and	studied	me	with	horror.
-	What's	happening?
-	Thread.	I	put	my	hand	gently	to	the	lower	abdomen.	-	But	somehow	I	felt
weak,
I	would	like	to	lie	down.
He	nodded	and	grasped	my	hand	firmly,	moving	much	faster
towards	the	car.
We	boarded.	After	a	while	Domenico	joined	us,	sitting	ostentatiously	next	to	us
Olga,	as	if	marking	the	terrain.
They	started	a	discussion	with	Czarny,	which	the	Don	did	not	like	because	after
a	while
he	yelled	something,	slamming	his	fist	into	the	seat	until	the	entire	limousine
shook.	Young	Italian	however
he	did	not	give	up,	obviously	pressing	on	Massim.
"I	have	to	go	there	for	a	moment,"	he	said	when	the	car	started.	-	Olga	will	go
with	you,	Domenico	has	already	called	the	doctor.
-	A	fuck	you	doctor?	Screamed	Olga	in	Polish.	-	You	feel	bad,	what's	going	on?
-	Jesus,	I'm	pretending.	I	rolled	my	eyes	knowing	they	didn't	understand	us
anyway.	-	I	don't	want	to	go	there
go	and	come	across	Damian.
"I	knew	I	knew	a	guy	from	somewhere,"	said	Jakub,	amused.	-	Well,	maybe
it's	actually	better	if	you	don't	go	to	the	party.
"Thanks,"	I	growled,	looking	at	my	brother.
"In	English,"	Massimo	said,	without	taking	his	eyes	off	the	phone	that	had
something	in	it
he	wrote.	"I	should	be	with	you	in	an	hour,	let	Olga	sit	with	you	by	then."	What
if
something	will	happen,	call.	He	looked	at	her	and	my	friend	nodded	seriously
head.
God,	what	a	farce,	I	sighed	and	unfortunately	I	was	the	leader	again
and	scandal	center.
After	a	while,	we	drove	to	the	end	of	the	street	behind	which	was	the	main	party
part	of	the	city.	Black	kissed	me,	looking	into	my	eyes	with	concern,	and	all
three	men
they	left	the	car.
-	Fuck,	finally.	Olga	leaned	back	in	the	seat	next	to	me.	-	Sebastian	-
she	turned	to	the	driver.	-	Please,	get	to	McDonalds,	I	want	shitty	food.
-	Yes.	I	raised	my	index	finger	with	approval.	-	Me	too.
I	don't	know	how	much	we	ate,	but	sitting	inside	thirty	minutes,	we	ordered	three



times
junk,	dripping	fat	delicacies.	The	lady	who	served	us	admired	especially
my	appetite,	especially	that	in	today's	creation	it	was	absolutely	not	visible	that	I
was	pregnant.
The	driver	parked	outside	the	hotel	and	opened	the	door	for	us.	We	went	through
the	corridor

Page	138
charmingly	waving	to	the	security	guard	Massim	sitting	in	the	lobby,	who
jumped	up	at	the	sight	of	us.
We	almost	shouted	"good	night"	to	him,	so	he	sat	back	and	started	again
rummaging	in	the	laptop.
We	stood	by	the	elevator	and	pressed	the	button	that	summoned	her;	I	leaned	my
head	back
against	the	wall	and	waited	for	him	to	come.	We	were	tired,	full	and	we	fell	in
into	a	carbohydrate	coma.
The	door	opened	and	when	I	looked	up	I	saw	Kacper	getting	out
and	right	behind	him	leaning	on	Damian's	mirror.	When	he	realized	that	I	was
standing	one	and	a	half	meters	from	him,
he	pushed	out	a	confused	colleague	who	flew	straight	on	to	Olga,	amazed,	and
pulled	me
inside.	The	door	closed	again	and	we	headed	up.
"Hi,"	he	panted,	leaning	his	hands	on	both	sides	of	my	head.
"Hey,"	I	moaned	weakly,	not	quite	knowing	what	was	going	on.
-	I	missed	you.	-	At	that	moment	his	hands	grabbed	my	face	and	sucked	on	me
taking	a	breath.
I	waved	my	arms,	trying	to	free	himself	from	his	iron	grip,	but	I	didn't	have	one
opportunities.	I	pushed	him	away,	but	he	didn't	give	up.	His	language	in	a
familiar	way
he	burst	my	lips	and	my	lips	caressed	me.	Despite	all	the	brutality,	he	was	tender
and	extremely
passionate.	God,	help	me	not	to	return	the	kiss,	I	kept	repeating.
And	then	I	heard	the	sound	of	the	door	opening.	I	felt	my	attacker	move	away
from	me
me	and	in	a	moment	it	lands	on	the	floor.	I	turned	my	head	and	saw	Massim
holding
handrail	in	the	elevator,	paying	out	kicks	to	the	opponent.
Then	Damian	rose	and	impelled	him,	pushing	him	into	the	corridor.



Terrified,	I	ran	after	them;	they	paid	no	attention	to	me.	They	wrapped	their	fists
they	kicked	and	finally	landed	on	the	floor,	where	they	began	to	stock	up.	Once
was	upstairs,	once
the	other,	they	pushed	and	smashed	at	their	faces,	bodies,	and	kicked	with	their
knees.	They	certainly	didn't	walk
in	the	same	weight,	but	it	didn't	change	the	fact	that	the	duel	was	very	even.
I	was	furious	and	terrified,	but	I	wasn't	going	to	intervene,	realizing
the	point	is	that	in	the	heat	of	battle	they	can	hurt	me	or	worse,	my	child.
Then	Domenico	ran	out	of	the	door	at	the	end	of	the	corridor,	shouting
something	and	ours	behind	him
protection.	They	ripped	the	two	men	apart,	separating	them.	Black	was	shouting
something	and	Domenico,
like	a	wall,	he	stood	in	front	of	him,	calmly	explaining	something.	After	a	while,
another	elevator	arrived
hotel,	and	the	rooms	began	to	look	anxious	guests.
The	security	guards	released	Damian,	who	throws	a	furious	glance	at	me
got	into	the	elevator	and	disappeared	after	a	while.
Domenico	came	over	and	with	a	wide	gesture	showed	me	the	way	to	the	room,
pushing	lightly
in	the	back.	I	headed	for	the	door,	past	all	the	commotion,	and	my	husband
followed	me.
-	What	the	fuck	was	that	?!	He	shouted,	slamming	the	door.	-	I	heard	you	felt
bad!	-
He	began	to	walk	the	room	back	and	forth,	wiping	blood	from	his	face.	-	I'm
breaking	up	with	an	important	one
meeting	and	I'm	going	here	because	I'm	worried	and	my	wife	...	-	He	stopped	in
front	of	me.	-	My	pregnant	woman
the	wife	licks	in	the	elevator	with	some	sucker.
An	angry	roar	escaped	his	throat,	and	his	hands	clenched	into	fists	began
rhythmically
hit	the	wall	until	it	ran	down	a	red	trickle.
-	Who	the	fuck	is	that	?!	He	came	over	and	grabbed	my	chin,	lifting	it	up	with
his	finger.	-
I	am	asking	for	something!
I	was	afraid.	For	the	first	time	in	many	months	I	was	afraid	of	this	man.	For	the
first	time,	too
for	a	long	time,	I	realized	who	he	is	and	what	his	character	is.	I	felt	like	a	heart
it	speeds	up	and	my	breathing	gets	heavier.	I	heard	a	squeak	in	my	head	and	I
felt	it	before	my	eyes



Page	139
dark.	I	grabbed	the	ragged	lap	of	his	jacket	and	before	I	sank	to	the	ground,	I	felt
him
grabs	me	in	my	arms.
I	opened	my	eyes.	Massimo	was	sitting	in	the	armchair	next	to	the	bed.	It	was
bright	outside	and	through
uncovered	curtains,	snow	could	be	seen	falling.
"I'm	sorry,"	he	whispered,	kneeling	beside	me.	-	Olga	told	me	everything.
-	Are	you	OK?	I	asked,	looking	at	his	bruise	on	his	cheek	and	cut	eyebrow.
He	shook	his	head	and	grabbed	my	hand,	which	I	tried	to	touch	his	face.
He	put	his	lips	to	her	and	kissed	him	without	looking	into	my	eyes.
"He	didn't	know	I	had	someone,"	I	sighed,	trying	to	get	up.	-	Me	too
I'm	sorry,	I	don't	know	how	it	happened.	I	closed	my	eyes,	poking	my	head	again
in	the	pillow.	-	What	did	you	do	at	the	hotel?
When	I	finished	the	last	sentence,	I	realized	how	bad	it	sounded.	Black
he	sat	down	next	to	me	and	narrowly	looked	at	me.
"If	I	didn't	know	exactly	what	happened	yesterday,	very	wrong."
I	would	answer	your	question.	He	took	a	deep	breath	and	brushed	his	hair	with
his	hand.	-	I	drove
to	the	club	and	I	met	who	I	needed,	but	I	couldn't	focus	on	knowing	that
something
threatens	and	i	came	back.	You	weren't	in	the	room,	so	I	called	the	driver
because	your	cell	phone	wasn't
She	answers.	-	He	looked	reproachfully.	-	He	said	he	just	dropped	you	off	at	the
hotel	because
before	you	went	to	eat	something.	He	shook	his	head.	-	I	left	the	room	to	leave
for	you
meeting,	and	then	I	came	across	you.	His	wounded	hands	clenched	into	fists
again.	-
Why	did	you	lie	to	me?
I	stared	at	him,	searching	for	a	good	explanation	in	my	head,	but	not	finding	it
him,	I	decided	that	in	this	situation	it	is	better	to	tell	the	truth.
"It	was	the	only	way	you	wouldn't	make	me	go	to	a	party."	I	shrugged	my
shoulders.	-
And	because	I	knew	I	could	meet	him	at	the	party,	I	didn't	want	anything
provoke.	-	I	covered	my	head	with	a	duvet,	which	in	a	moment	Black	pulled	off
me.	-	As	you	can	see,
came	out	even	worse.	Promise	me	you	won't	kill	him.	Tears	came	to	my	eyes.	-



I'm	begging	you.
Massimo	stared	at	me	without	hiding	his	irritation.
-	It's	good	that	the	doctor	was	there.	He	stroked	my	cheek.	-	I	think	I'll	hire	him
for
Time.
-	promise	me!	I	repeated	when	he	tried	to	change	the	subject.
"I	promise,"	he	replied,	standing	up.	-	Besides,	I	wouldn't	do	it	anyway,	because
he	is	Karol's	man,
and	to	make	matters	worse,	his	cousin.	He	nodded	disappointedly	and
disappeared	into	the	living	room.
I	stretched	and	looked	at	my	watch;	it	was	almost	noon.	Black	is	back
and	with	the	laptop	he	lay	down	next	to	me,	covering	my	legs	with	his.
-	Did	you	sleep?	You	look	bad	somehow	-	I	asked,	turning	towards	him.
He	shook	his	head,	not	taking	his	eyes	off	the	monitor.
-	why?	I	leaned	closer,	embracing	him	around	my	waist.
He	rolled	his	eyes	and	sighed,	setting	the	computer	aside.
"Maybe	because	my	pregnant	wife	was	unconscious	and	I	was	worried	about	her
condition."	-
He	looked	at	me	more	closely	and	added:	"Or	maybe	because	my	wife,	kissing
someone	else."
guy,	she	raised	my	pressure	so	much	that	I	won't	fall	asleep	until	next
weekend.	He	pursed	his	lips
into	a	thin	line.	-	Exchange	further?	He	grabbed	the	laptop	and	went	back	to
reading.
-	You're	so	sexy	when	you	get	angry.	-	After	these	words,	my	hand	reached	deep
into
his	gray	tracksuits.	-	I	want	to	suck	you.	When	he	heard	what	I	was	saying,	he
flexed	his	muscles	despite	his	will
bit	his	lower	lip.	-	Please,	let	me	make	you	a	cane.
My	fingers	rubbed	his	waking	member,	and	lips	kissed	naked

Page	140
bruised	shoulder.
-	You	were	dying	a	few	hours	ago.	Why	such	a	sudden	surge	of	energy?	He
asked	when
I	slowly	slid	his	pants	down.
"I	get	good	drugs,"	I	said	amused,	tugging	at	my	legs.	-	You	don't	help
to	me.	I	blew	out	my	bottom	lip	and	sat	on	my	heels,	lowering	my	hands	in



resignation.
Massim's	hips	rose,	but	he	did	not	take	his	eyes	away	for	a	second
monitor;	ignored	me.	It	didn't	bother	me,	and	after	a	while	he	lay	naked	from	the
waist	down,
presenting	his	fat,	sticking	cock	and	provoking	me.	How	Black	would	try
show	no	excitement,	he	could	not	deceive	the	anatomy.
As	I	moved	along	his	leg,	getting	ready	for	an	oral	attack,	from	the	throat
Massima	spoke	a	few	words	in	Italian	and	unexpectedly,	putting	the	computer
away,	he	got	up.
I	stared	and	froze	in	a	tempting	position	in	the	middle	of	the	mattress.	I	watched
him
with	a	slight	grimace	of	surprise	as	he	put	on	a	black	shirt	hanging	on	a	chair.
"I	need	a	video	conference,"	he	said,	pushing	the	laptop	table	to	the	bed.
He	buttoned	up	his	shirt	and,	still	naked	from	the	waist	down,	settled	down
comfortably,	then	set	up	the	camera
in	the	monitor	so	that	only	a	part	of	his	chest,	neck	and	head	could	be	seen.	He
pressed	a	few	keys
and	after	a	while	I	heard	a	male	voice	on	the	other	side.	I	sat	on	the	bed	and
watched	her
peculiar	provocation.	My	husband,	the	mafioso,	was	resting	on	a	mattress
wearing	only	a	black	shirt
and	he	did	business	with	a	sticking	cock	asking	for	a	good	blowjob.
Black	picked	up	the	documents	on	the	bedside	table	and	turned	the	pages,	every
now	and	then
time	showed	them	to	the	caller;	after	a	while	they	both	sank	into	the
conversation.
I	leaned	forward,	still	wearing	black	lace	underwear	and	like	a	tightly	knitted	cat
I	bent	my	back	toward	his	crotch.	Massimo	glanced	at	my	unbuttoned	ones
buttocks	and	cleared	his	throat	slightly,	continuing	the	conversation.	I	moved
slowly	around	his	feet
and	I	started	kissing	and	licking	his	fingers,	exposing	his	buttocks	almost	right
on	his	face.
I	climbed	higher	and	higher	through	the	inside	of	the	calves,	wider	with	every
centimeter
spreading	his	legs	sideways.	He	couldn't	see	me,	the	computer	covered	his	entire
lower	body,
which	was	now	in	my	possession.
When	I	reached	his	erect	erection,	I	told	him	with	a	gentle	blow
your	position.	His	free	hand	tightened	on	the	sheet	as	if	he	was	tense	in



anticipation
for	an	attack	that	did	not	come.	I	blew,	nudged	him	with	my	tongue	almost
imperceptibly
and	I	stroked	the	skin	around	the	penis.	After	a	few	moments,	Black	put	the
documents	back	on	the	table
and	moved	the	computer	to	watch	my	actions	out	of	the	corner	of	my	eye.	I	bent
over	him
looking	into	his	dilated	pupils,	and	froze,	waited.	He	also	waited	and	I	think
he	didn't	like	the	fact	that	nothing	was	going	on.	I	stepped	back	a	bit,	changing
position	and	after
making	sure	how	wide	the	camera	is	and	how	much	he	can	see,	I	lay	down	along
his	body.
I	grabbed	his	hand	on	the	sheet	and	slipped	my	panties	under	the	lace.	pocketed
the	interlocutor's	eyes	widened	when	he	felt	wet	for	him.	I	slipped
his	fingers	getting	deeper	and	deeper,	rubbing	them	with	the	clitoris	first,	and
then	putting	them	inside.
I	caressed	them,	occasionally	pulling	them	out,	licking	them	and	putting	them
back	in
right	place.
His	chest	began	to	rise	and	fall	rhythmically,	and	his	fingers	stopped	listening	to
mine
commands,	going	deeper	and	harder	inside	me.	I	leaned	my	head	on	the	pillow
and	closed	my	eyes
feeling	a	wave	of	pleasure	envelop	my	body.	I	wanted	to	moan	and	I	knew	it	at
last
I	start	to	make	some	noises,	so	I	grabbed	his	wrist,	freeing	myself	from	the	trap
pleasure.	Black,	without	interrupting	the	conversation	or	distracting	the
interlocutor,	pretended	that
rubs	his	mouth	with	a	wet	hand,	as	if	thinking	about	something.	When	the	smell
of	my	pussy	found

Page	141
on	his	lips,	licked	them,	and	his	penis	tightened	so	that	it	almost	bent	the	other
way.	He	sank
hand	and	slowly	approached	her	head,	grabbing	my	hair.	He	gave	me	a	gentle
jerk
his	crotch,	giving	a	clear	signal	that	he	is	already	suffering	enough.	I	let	his	hand
she	led	me	to	the	place	where	I	was	to	be	and	obediently	approaching	him



I	opened	my	mouth.	The	moment	I	felt	his	first	centimeters	slip	into	me
lips,	and	the	smell	of	my	imperious	man	burst	into	my	nostrils,	I	went	crazy.	I
swallowed	him
all,	brutally	grabbing	the	base,	I	moved	my	hand	up	and	down,	and	my	mouth
followed	it.
Massim's	hand	tightened	tightly	on	my	hair	to	slow	down	the	attack,	but
unfortunately	focused
in	two	activities	at	once,	he	had	no	chance	with	me.	I	pulled	hard	and	to	the	end,
from	time	to	time
sucking	on	his	delicate	testicles.
His	hips	twitched	nervously,	and	his	whole	body	tightened	as	his	voice	tied	to
him
in	throat.	I	raised	my	eyes	and	looked	at	my	husband;	he	was	sweaty	and
apparently	regretted	that
he	let	me.	The	conversation	had	to	be	really	important,	otherwise	he	would	have
ended	it	long	ago.
I	liked	the	tiredness	in	this	way,	it	was	something	that	excited	me	to	the	limit.
He	reached	for	the	documents	again	and	slid	them	in	so	that	the	interlocutor
thought	he	was	looking	at	them	while
when	his	eyes	were	fixed	on	me.	It	was	all	on	fire;	his	black	pupils	completely
flooded	his	eyes,	slightly
parted	lips	could	barely	catch	their	breath.	At	some	point	I	felt	the	first	drop	first
and	then	a	powerful	stream	of	cum	flooded	my	throat.	Massimo	was	still
listening	to	the	man	speaking
to	him	from	the	computer	and	pretended	to	look	at	the	papers.	He	finished	long,
definitely	longer	than
usually,	and	I	don't	think	he	was	happy	right	now.	When	he	finished,	his
the	body	relaxed	and	he	cleared	his	throat	and	looked	back	at	the	caller.	I	knelt	in
front	of	him
and	ostentatiously	wiped	my	mouth,	licking	myself,	then	got	up	and	headed	for
the	bathroom.
I	took	a	shower	and	went	back	to	the	bedroom	where	Massimo	was	stuck	in
exactly	the	same
position,	he	was	still	talking.	I	stood	at	the	big	window	and	wiped	my	hair	with	a
towel,	staring
out	to	sea	when	the	room	fell	silent.	I	could	not	turn	to	my	husband	to
see	if	he	finished	when	he	pressed	me	against	the	window.
"You're	unbearable,"	he	said,	ripping	off	my	bathrobe	and	dropping	the	towel	on
me



the	floor.	-	Your	little	asshole	will	be	punished	for	it.	He	lifted	me	up	and	moved
me	to	the	couch.	-	Do	you	like
check	where	my	limits	are,	kneel	down.
Leaning	against	the	couch	headrest,	I	spread	my	legs	wide	as	he	nudged	them
with	his	own
knee.	I	grabbed	my	arm	and	waited	for	what	was	about	to	happen.	Massimo
he	was	standing	next	to	the	sofa,	rubbing	my	back	door	with	my	thumb.
"I	like	you	in	this	position,"	he	said,	pushing	me	into	the	seat	so	that
I	touched	the	headrest	with	my	knees.	-	Relax.	-	I	obediently	carried	out	the
order	and	felt
as	his	thumb	violently	breaks	in.	I	screamed.	-	You're	not	listening	to	me,	Laura	-
he	said	and	put	another	finger	in	my	bottom.	I	wanted	to	break	free	from	his
grip,	but
he	held	me	and	grabbed	my	hands	as	I	waved.
-	We	both	know	you'll	like	it	as	soon	as	you	listen	to	me.
His	lips	touched	my	bare	back	and	I	felt	my	spine	running	down	my	spine
shudder.	He	released	my	hands	and	his	free	hand	fingers	moved	to	the	swollen
clitoris
and	began	to	make	steady	circles	on	it.	I	moaned,	resting	my	cheek	against	the
back	of	the	couch.
"You	see	it	yourself,"	he	said,	increasing	the	strength	and	speed	of	my
movements.	-	I	have
stop?
"Fuck	me,"	I	whispered.
"I	can't	hear	you,"	he	growled,	digging	his	fingers	harder	into	me.
-	Fuck	me,	report!
"As	you	wish	..."	He	replaced	his	ready	fingers	with	one	skillful	move
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cock	and	he	started	a	mad	rush.
His	hips	banged	against	my	buttocks,	and	his	hand	never	stopped	caressing
pussy.	I	knew	that	it	would	not	take	him	much	time,	especially	since	already
doing	him	a	cane,	I	was
close	to	peak.	At	some	point	his	movements	stopped,	he	grabbed	my	waist
and	turning,	he	sat	down,	seated	in	his	lap.	He	spread	my	thighs	wide	and	burst
his	fingers
into	my	second	hole.
I	screamed	loudly,	not	at	all	worried	about	the	acoustics	of	the	living	room	when



its	second
my	hand	began	rhythmically	kneading	my	sensitive	nipples.	Now	I	had	the
power	and	broadcast
with	your	movements	the	pace	of	the	situation.	I	put	my	hands	on	the	seat	and,
leaning	on	them,	I	started
get	orgasm	by	moving	faster	and	faster.	I	knew	I	couldn't	do	it	for	a	long	time
when	my	hands	began	to	tremble	after	a	few	minutes	of	supporting	my	weight.
Black	grabbed	me	with	both	hands	around	the	waist	tightly	and	poked	me	again.
"Caress,"	he	panted	directly	into	my	ear.
When	my	fingers	started	to	circle,	embracing	the	clitoris,	I	felt	like	all	of	them
the	muscles	flex	and	the	voice	fades	at	a	frantic	pace	of	breath.	Black	raised	and
lowered
me	on	myself	until	orgasm	took	over	every	part	of	my	body.	Peeling,	I	felt	like
Massimo	spills	over	me,	shouting	loudly,	which	intensified	my	experience.	After
a	dozen	or	so
seconds	we	were	both	finished	and	Massimo	turned	and	set	us	on	our	side.
When	we	tried	to	calm	our	breaths,	the	phone	rang.	Don	reached	out	with	his
hand
and	answered,	catching	a	deep	breath.	He	listened	for	a	moment	and	then	took	it
up
laughter.
-	Noises?	He	asked	with	his	wonderful	British	accent	and	was	silent	again	for	a
moment,
listening.	-	I	would	like	to	rent	all	the	rooms	next	to	mine.	Please	move
guests	and	compensate	for	the	inconvenience	on	my	account,	thank	you.	-	He
hung	up,	no
waiting	for	a	reply	and	pressed	me	to	him.	"Puritan,"	he	choked	out	laughing.	-
We
Italy	would	take	our	example	instead	of	reporting	to	reception.	-	He	kissed	my
neck	and	cheeks.	-
And	I	will	fuck	my	wife	as	loudly	as	she	wants.
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CHAPTER	14
Unfortunately,	we	did	not	manage	to	use	the	purchased	space	or	the	possibility
of	noise,
because	at	five	o'clock,	after	tender	farewell	to	Jakub	and	eating	a	very	late
lunch,



we	got	on	the	plane	and	returned	to	Sicily.
It	wasn't	until	we	got	there	that	it	was	Christmas	in	a	week.	staff
she	prepared	the	house,	decorated	it	and	decorated	it.	A	big	Christmas	tree	stood
in	the	garden
with	millions	of	lights,	and	beautiful	fresh	flowers	in	the	corridors	replaced
holly.	To	this	whole
I	just	missed	a	great	atmosphere:	two	things:	snow	and	my	parents.
"We'll	spend	Christmas	with	our	families,"	Massimo	said,	setting	aside
cup	with	coffee.	-	That's	why,	honey,	I	have	a	request	for	you.	He	turned	to	me.	-
Make	sure	everything	is	as	you	wish.	I	would	like	them	to	be	present	too
Polish	dishes,	I	downloaded	a	chef	from	your	country,	he	will	be	here	in	three
days.
Olga	put	down	the	newspaper	she	was	reading	and	looked	at	the	don
questioningly.
-	Whose	family	will	this	be	a	bunch	of?	She	asked,	taking	it	out	of	my	mouth.	-
Mafia,	I	think?
Massimo	laughed	ironically	and	fixed	his	eyes	again	on	the	computer	monitor
stood	before	him.	I	nodded	at	the	chair	at	the	table,	stuffing	another	breakfast
into	myself
pancakes,	and	I	looked	at	Black	sitting	in	an	armchair	at	a	small	table	next	to
him.	Since
returning	from	Poland	was	strange,	calm,	calm	and	as	if	focused.	He	didn't	want
to	come	with	me
to	argue	and	he	was	almost	nice	to	Olga.	Something	happened,	I	just	didn't	know
what.
In	the	afternoon,	when	Domenico	and	Massimo	were	discussing	something	in
the	library,	I	took	the	computer
and	I	went	to	the	terrace.	I	don't	even	know	when	Olga	appeared	with	me	with	a
bottle	of	wine	and	a	glass
juice.
-	What	we	do?	She	asked,	sitting	down.
-	You,	as	usual.	I	nodded,	pointing	to	alcohol.	-	And	I	wanted	to	check	what
can	be	heard	from	parents.	-	I	grimaced	sadly.	-	I	do	not	know	what	to	do.	On	the
one	hand
I	know	my	mother	was	right,	but	on	the	other	hand	she	shouldn't	say	such	things
to	me.	-	I	pressed	it
laptop	launch	button.	-	In	addition,	he	has	a	phone,	he	can	call.
-	You	are	both	equally	ridiculously	stubborn.	She	took	a	sip	of	her	wine.	-	Fuck
but	good



Domenico	gave	me	a	taste	of	Christmas	drinks.
"Don't	piss	me	off,"	I	growled,	sipping	my	juice.	-	Let's	see	what's	going	on	there
Facebook.
For	several	dozen	minutes	I	was	browsing	the	profiles	of	my	parents,	friends	and
brother.
I	checked	what	was	happening	at	people	from	former	work,	and	wrote	back	to
those	in	the	mailbox	from
weeks	of	news.	Once,	social	networks	were	what	I	loved	the	most	on
world,	and	I	was	totally	addicted	to	them.	Now	I	had	so	many	other,	better	things
to	do
robots	that	have	become	redundant.
I	was	about	to	close	the	computer	when	one	of	my	friends'	post	caught	my	eye.
I	opened	the	link	it	contained	and	it	stuck.
"I	fuck	you,	I'll	kill	him	in	a	moment,	listen	to	this,"	I	said	furiously	to	Olga.	-
They	write	about	Damian	and	his	"accident".
Olo's	eyes	widened.
-	"At	night	after	the	gala	at	which	he	took	his	next	victorious	duel,	a	young
wrestler
from	Warsaw	suffered	a	serious	car	accident.	His	life	is	not	in	danger
danger,	but	his	broken	legs	and	arms	excluded	him	from	fighting	for	many
months.	"	-
I	slammed	the	monitor.	-	I	fucking	saw	him	enter	the	elevator	on	his	own,
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and	they	probably	had	transport	to	the	club.	I	can't	stand	it!	I	screamed	and
started	running	across
terrace,	bedroom,	until	I	ran	out	into	the	corridor,	rushing	towards	the	library.
I	flew	through	the	door	like	a	storm,	doing	nothing	to	the	fact	that	the	Don	was
not	alone.
-	What's	wrong	with	you,	man	?!	-	Seeing	my	fury	and	waving	my	arms,	Mario
he	caught	me	in	half	before	I	could	reach	the	don.	-	Massimo,	damn	him,	let	him
go.
Black	said	something	to	the	gathered	men	who	were	throwing	me	in	turn
amused	glances,	they	left	the	room.	Then	Mario	put	me	down	and	shut	me	up
the	door,	then	disappeared	behind	them.
Don	stood	leaning	back	against	the	wall,	his	long	arms	folded	ominously	on	the
cage
chest.



"Can	I	know	why	I	owe	this	frenzy?"	He	asked	with	flames	angrily
eyes.
-	Why	is	Damian	in	the	hospital?
-	I	do	not	know.	-	He	threw	up	his	arms.	-	Maybe	he	felt	bad	?!
"Massimo,	don't	make	me	a	jerk,"	I	snapped.	-	His	legs	and	arms	are	broken.
-	But	it	was	an	accident.	A	wicked	smile	crossed	his	face.
"So	you	know	what	happened."	-	I	approached	him	and	hit	my	face	so	hard	that
my	hand	stung.	-	What	was	the	talk	after	the	gala	for?	You	promised	you
wouldn't	do	anything	to	him!
Black's	head	slowly	returned	to	his	place	after	the	blow	he	received,	and	his
completely
black	eyes	blazed	with	fire.
"I	promised	I	wouldn't	kill	him,"	he	said	through	his	teeth,	grasping	my
shoulders
and	seating	powerfully	on	the	couch.	-	Besides,	my	dear,	our	conversation	took
place	after	the	fact
and	remember	that	not	everything	is	what	you	think.
Waving	my	arms,	I	tried	to	get	up	from	my	seat,	but	sat	on	my	feet
astride	and	immobilized	the	body.
-	First	of	all,	calm	down,	because	I	will	have	to	call	a	doctor	again,	and	secondly
listen	to	me	for	a	moment.
"I'm	not	going	to	talk	to	you,"	I	replied	as	calmly	as	possible.	-
Let	me	go.
Black	looked	at	me	for	a	moment	and	then	complied	with	my	request.
I	got	up	and	throwing	him	an	angry	look,	I	went	out,	slamming	the	door	behind
me,
as	hard	as	I	could.	I	returned	to	the	bedroom,	took	my	purse,	keys	from	the	new
house
and	furious	I	went	outside,	heading	for	the	garage.	To	my	joy,	if	so	then
I	was	able	to	feel	all	the	car	keys	returned	to	the	box	hanging	on	the	wall.
I	took	the	set	from	Bentley	and	left	the	property	after	a	few	minutes.
I	didn't	run	away,	after	all	Massimo	knew	where	I	was	anyway,	especially	that
as	soon	as	I	left	the	walls	of	the	residence,	security	followed	me.	I	just	wanted	to
use	it
with	the	possibility	of	not	looking	at	him	and	hiding	himself	in	a	place	where	I
could	peacefully	relax
powściekać.
The	road	to	our	new	home	didn't	take	too	much	time.	In	the	meantime
I	got	to	the	station	and	bought	myself	drinks,	chips,	cookies,	ice	cream	and	three



shabby	bags
consolation	food.	I	drove	to	the	door	and	got	out	of	the	car,	tugging	behind	me
commercials.	In	a	few	seconds	one	of	the	people	jumped	out	of	a	black	SUV	and
picked	it	up	from	me
without	a	word.	There	was	no	point	in	struggling	with	him	or	telling	him	to	fuck
him	culturally,	because	he	wouldn't
he	listened	so	I	just	went	inside.
"We'll	be	outside,"	he	said,	putting	shopping	on	the	counter	and	leaving.
I	unpacked	everything	and	sat	with	a	spoon,	ice	cream,	crisps	and	cakes	in	the
living	room,
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including	a	fireplace.	I	took	the	phone	from	my	purse	and	called	Olga.	She
picked	up	after	three
signal.
-	Where	the	hell	are	you,	Lari?
-	Oh,	in	new	home.	I	got	angry	and	I	don't	want	to	talk	to	him.
-	And	I?	She	asked	annoyed.	-	Don't	you	want	me	too?
"I	want	to	be	alone,"	I	said	after	a	moment's	thought.	-	I	can?
There	was	a	silence	on	the	receiver,	which	lasted	a	few	seconds.
-	Are	you	okay?	She	finally	said.
-	Yes,	I	have	medicine	with	me,	everything	is	fine,	security	stands	under	the
house.	I'll	be	back	tomorrow.
I	hung	up	and	continued	to	stare	at	the	fire.	I	was	thinking	about	what	to	do	or
call
Damiana,	apologize	to	him.	Or	maybe	I	wasn't	worth	it.	After	my	anger	went
away,	I	started
wondering	that	I	didn't	let	Massim	finish	the	sentence	and	left.	Not	completely
I	knew	the	picture,	just	guessing	and	guessing.	That	was	my	character,	I	was
impulsive	and	my	behavior	was	often	driven	by	emotions.	The	only	justification
I	have
I	had	was	because	I	was	pregnant	and	I	don't	quite	control	what	I	do.
The	next	day	I	woke	up	and	looked	at	the	phone;	it	was	after	nine	and	Massimo
neither
he	didn't	call	immediately.	I	lay	there,	wondering	if	I	had	done	the	right	thing
when	leaving	yesterday,	but
remorse	was	quickly	replaced	by	the	fury	at	ignoring	me.	I	have	a	sick	heart
and	I'm	pregnant	and	this	asshole	doesn't	even	care	if	I'm	alive	Security	is



outside	and	is	gone
no	idea	if	I'm	alright,	I	thought.
I	went	to	the	kitchen	and	sat	on	the	counter	with	a	cup	of	tea	in	my	hand,	no
milk,	unfortunately
I	didn't	think	about	buying	them.	I	unpacked	the	last	packet	of	chocolate	cookies
and	when
I	slowly	put	them	in	my	mouth,	a	red	spot	near	the	ceiling	caught	my	attention.	I
jumped
and	I	came	closer.
"That's	why	you're	not	calling,"	I	said,	nodding.
There	were	cameras	throughout	the	house.	Only	when	I	started	looking	at	the
surroundings
I	saw	that	they	were	almost	everywhere,	including	the	bathroom.	Black	knew
exactly	what	I	was	doing,	because
he	was	probably	watching	me	all	the	time.	I	ate	cakes	and	taking	a	deep	breath,
I	went	to	the	bedroom	to	collect	my	things	and	return	home.
I	drove	through	a	wide	driveway	to	the	residence	and	saw	standing	outside	the
house
BMW	with	broken	glass.	I	got	out	of	Bentley	uncertainly	and	looked	around,	no
one	was	there,
my	protection	too.	I	felt	terror	and	panic.	I	started	forward
and	after	walking	a	few	steps	I	saw	that	the	gym	door	was	open	and	from	below
there	are	screams	and	noise.	I	went	down	the	stairs,	holding	myself	close	to	the
wall	and	leaned	out
head.
Half-naked	Domenico	appeared	before	my	eyes	smashing	other	equipment	and
Massimo
standing	quietly	surrounded	by	several	people.	It	was	obvious	that	Young	clearly
wanted	to	leave
the	room,	and	the	others	prevent	him.	He	was	running	screaming	and	banging
his	fists
in	the	walls.	I	haven't	seen	him	like	this	yet.	Even	when	he	almost	killed	mine
protection	on	the	day	when	someone	tried	to	ram	me	was	nothing	now
He	was	doing.
I	came	out	from	behind	the	wall	and	Domenico	fell	into	a	bigger	frenzy	when	I
saw	him.	Massimo
he	looked	at	me,	following	his	brother's	eyes,	and	a	second	later	he	was	standing
by.
-	Go	upstairs!	He	said	commandingly,	pushing	me	towards	the	stairs.



-	What's	happening?
-	I	said	something!	He	shouted,	so	that	I	jumped	up	and	tears	came	to	my	eyes.
I	ran	upstairs	directly	to	Olga's	bedroom	and,	running	through	the	door,
froze.	Room
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it	was	completely	devastated,	the	bed	was	broken,	overturned	dressers,	broken
windows.
I	stopped,	took	my	phone	out	of	my	purse	and,	with	shaking	hands,	dialed	Olo's
number.
Then	I	heard	a	bell	ringing	among	those	ruins.	I	looked	again
making	sure	she	wasn't	here,	and	went	to	the	library,	escorted	from	Olga's	room
through
one	of	the	bodyguards.
-	Why	are	you	guarding	me?	I	snapped	at	him	after	a	dozen	or	so	minutes	he
spent
inside	the	room,	staring	at	me.
"I	don't	care,	just	how	you	feel."
I	frowned	but	said	nothing.
After	much	too	long	the	door	opened	and	entered	the	room
Massimo.	His	hands	were	scratched	and	he	looked	as	if	someone	had	forcibly
pulled	him	out	of	bed.
When	he	stood	in	front	of	me,	tears	came	to	my	eyes	again	and	despite	my	best
efforts
my	face	got	wet.	Black	sat	next	to	me	and	put	me	on	my	lap,	tightly
snuggling.
-	Nothing's	happening,	don't	cry.
I	tore	his	tearful	face	from	him	and	looked	deep	into	his	concerned	eyes.
-	Nothing	happens?	Olga's	room	is	in	ruins,	she	is	gone,	Domenico	looks	like
insane	and	you	tell	me	that	nothing	is	happening?
Don	took	a	deep	breath	and	stood	up,	leaving	me	on	the	couch.	He	came	to	the
fireplace
and	leaned	on	him.
-	Domenico	saw	the	recording.	-	At	first	I	didn't	get	it	at	all
he	means.	-	He	went	mad,	they	started	arguing,	he	didn't	give	Olga	a	word,	he
just	survived
on	furniture.	She	ran	away	from	the	room	and	ran	to	me.	And	as	I	came	down	to
him,	he	tried	himself



shoot.
-	Listen?	-	Burned	out	surprised.
-	My	brother,	contrary	to	appearances,	is	very	sensitive,	you	know,	painter	and
so	on,	no
he	was	able	to	experience	betrayal	a	second	time.
"I	fuck	...	this	recording	..."	I	whispered,	burying	my	head	in	my	hands	when
finally
I	got	what	he	was	talking	about.	-	Where's	Olga?
-	She	left.
-	And	this	wrecked	BMW	in	the	driveway?
-	Well,	just	before	she	tried	to	leave,	then	he	fell	into	an	even	worse	frenzy	and
tried
stop	her.	The	guys	dragged	him	to	the	basement,	because	she	is	soundproofed,
and	there	I	could
close.	Olga	is	safe,	don't	worry	about	her,	when	everything	calms	down,	I'll	take
you	to	her.
I	shook	my	head	listening	to	all	this,	and	I	still	couldn't	understand.
-	Can	you	explain	it	to	me	again?	I	asked,	wiping	my	face	and	focusing
on	it.
-	This	morning	the	courier	delivered	the	package,	Ola	was	still	asleep	at	that
time.	Domenico	as	always	from
Six	o'clock	is	already	up,	so	when	the	courier	arrived,	he	picked	up	the	parcel
himself.	He	went	to
he	turned	on	the	recording	and	went	into	a	frenzy	watching	his	loved	one	fuck
someone	else.
He	ran	to	her,	she	to	me,	I	ran	downstairs,	struggled	a	bit	and	took	his	weapon.	-
He	shook	his	head.	-	Olga	then	entered	the	action,	screaming	that	she	did	it	for
him,	unfortunately
he	had	no	idea	what	she	meant,	so	enraged	with	her	words,	he	hurried	after	her,
when	she	announced	that	she	was	leaving.	They	were	scolding	around	the	house,
he	would	throw	things	and	then	she	would
she	reached	the	driveway	and	got	into	the	BMW,	which	was	being	prepared	for
me.	-	He	looked	at	me
and	casting	a	look	of	disappointment	at	me,	he	added:	"I	wanted	to	go	for	my
disobedient	one."
his	wife	as	soon	as	he	wakes	up.	When	she	wanted	to	leave,	Domenico	jumped
on	the	hood,	unable	to
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open	the	door,	began	to	pounce	the	glass	with	his	fists,	then	he	kicked,	and	then	I
already	found	that
enough,	and	we	dragged	him	to	the	basement.	I	put	Ola	in	another	car	and	sent	it
to	the	security	office
hotel,	the	same	one	where	you	lived	when	you	arrived	on	the	island.	It's	closest.
-	You	said:	"For	the	second	time	will	not	survive	betrayal"?	When	was	he	first?	-
I	asked
dismay.
Massimo	sat	down	next	to	him	and	stretched,	sticking	his	back	firmly	into	the
back	of	the	sofa.
-	But	I	have	an	intense	morning.	He	covered	his	eyes	with	his	hands	and	yawned
quietly.	-	We	can	go	on
breakfast	and	we	will	talk	there.	I	want	you	to	eat	something.	A	diet	consisting
of	ice	cream,	chips	and	pastries
does	not	serve	my	son.	He	took	my	hand	and	pulled	me	towards	the	dining
room.
We	sat	at	a	big	table	bending	with	food,	and	I	felt	empty.	No
I	remembered	the	last	time	I	had	not	seen	Olo	and	Domenic	at	breakfast.
-	Will	they	reconcile?	I	asked,	nibbling	at	the	bacon.
Black	looked	up	at	me	and	shrugged.
"If	he	will	listen	and	explain	himself,	he	probably	will,	but	will	she	want	to	come
back	again?"
what	she	saw?	He	stepped	away	from	the	table	and	turned	me.	-	You	know,
honey,	none
a	normal	woman	won't	want	to	be	with	a	guy	who	is	devastating	furniture,	cars,
trying
kill	myself	and	her.
-	Ah	yes?	I	asked	with	a	sneer.	-	And	with	the	one	that	kills	people,	shoots	them
in	their	hands
or	breaks	his	legs	in	jealousy?
"It's	a	completely	different	matter,"	he	said,	shaking	his	head.	-	And	as	far	as	his
reaction	is	concerned
Domenico	was	once	in	love.	Olga	is	not	his	first	love,	the	first	was	Katja.	-
He	took	a	sip	of	his	coffee	and	thought	about	it.	-	A	few	years	ago	we	went	to
Spain	on	business	there
we	stayed	at	the	hotel	with	one	of	the	bosses.	The	day	before	departure	he
invited	us	to	his



home	and	hosted	as	best	he	could.	Cocaine,	alcohol	and	women;	one	of	the	girls
was
just	Katja,	a	beautiful	Ukrainian	blonde.	She	was	the	favorite	of	the	Spaniard
who	showed	it
quite	oddly,	treating	her	like	shit.	I	don't	know	what	it	was	like	that	Domenico
went	crazy
on	her	point.	At	the	end	of	the	evening,	he	couldn't	stand	it	and	asked	her	why	he
was	allowed	so
treat.	Then	he	heard	that	he	could	not	leave	him	because	there	is	nowhere	and
nowhere.	And	knightly
Domenico	said,	reaching	out	to	her	that	he	might	be	with	him	right	now.	He	did
on
her	impression,	but	she	did	not	decide,	she	stayed,	and	we	returned	to
Sicily.	After	several	days
she	called,	said	that	he	wanted	to	kill	her,	imprison	her	and	knock	her	teeth	out,
and	she	has	nobody	to
to	call	-	he	sighed	with	laughter.	-	And	my	stupid	brother	got	on	the	plane,	flew
there	and	drove	in
home	with	a	hoof	in	his	hand,	alone.	The	Spaniard	let	him	in	because	he	knew
him	-	then
Domenico	knocked	his	teeth	out	with	a	hilt,	tied	him	up,	and	made	him	awkward
photos.
-	It	means?	I	interrupted	him.
-	Sweetheart.	He	laughed,	stroking	my	knee.	-	How	would	you	explain	it	to	you?
she	understood	...	-	He	thought	for	a	moment	and	could	see	how	amused	he	was
solution.	-	He	put	his	dick	in	his	mouth	and	took	pictures	that	looked	like	he	was
sucking.
And	later	he	announced	that	if	he	pursued	or	persecuted	him,	he	would	hang
them	all	over	Spain.
Then	he	took	Katja,	put	him	on	a	plane	and	brought	him	to	Sicily.	I	went	crazy,
but	what?
I	could	do	it,	it	was	already	after	the	fact.	A	few	months	was	calm,	the	Spaniard
did	not	want	to
do	business	with	us,	but	he	didn't	pursue	Domenic	either.	And	then,	in	the
summer,	everything	ended.
We	were	at	a	banquet	in	Paris,	there	were	also	Spaniards.	He	bowed	his	head	and
laughed,
shaking	his	head	disapprovingly.	-	Whore	will	always	be	a	whore,	Domenico
covered	her	up



she	fucked	with	her	ex	in	the	toilet.	He	didn't	get	there	by	accident,	but	it	was
irrelevant,	it	was	important
the	fact	what	she	was	doing	there.	Then	Domenico	broke	into	pieces,	stoned,
drank,	fucked	hard.
as	if	it	made	a	difference	to	her	and	as	if	she	were	to	find	out.
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-	She	didn't	know?
-	The	Spaniard	took	her	with	him,	and	a	week	later	they	found	her	dead	after	an
overdose.	-
He	sighed	loudly.	-	So	that	you	see,	Little,	the	situation	is	rather	difficult	and
more	complex	than
you	think.
-	I	want	to	talk	to	him.	Massim's	eyes	widened,	betraying	terror.	-	I
I'll	explain	it	to	him.
-	Good,	but	don't	make	me	solve	it.
-	Listen?!	Did	you	tie	him
He	nodded	with	an	apologetic	smile.
-	You're	all	sick.	Let's	go.
Going	down	the	stairs,	I	asked	Massim	to	stay	upstairs	and	not	go	down	with
me.
He	agreed,	but	announced	that	he	would	stay	on	the	landing	anyway	to	hear
what	was	going	on.
I	went	out	from	behind	the	wall	and	looked	at	the	devastated	room.	Domenico
was	sitting
in	the	middle	tied	with	arms	and	legs	to	a	metal	chair	with	backrest.	This	view
almost
tore	my	heart	apart;	I	approached	him	and,	kneeling	in	front	of	him,	took	his	face
in	my	hands.	He	was
calm	or	simply	exhausted,	he	looked	up	at	me	in	tears	and	couldn't
squeeze	out	words.
"God,	Domenico,	you	did	something	..."	I	whispered,	stroking	his	face.	-	If	me
you	will	listen,	everything	will	become	clear,	but	you	must	absorb	what	I	tell
you.
-	She	betrayed	me!	He	growled,	his	eyes	flooded	with	anger.	I	stepped	back.	-
Another	bitch
she	cheated	on	me!	He	screamed,	throwing	himself	in	the	chair,	and	I	jumped	out
of	terror



wall.	He	tried	to	break	the	bonds	that	bound	him,	but	Massimo	was	an	effective
master
lacing,	I	knew	this	from	an	autopsy.
-	Fuck,	Domenico!	I	shouted	when	I	no	longer	knew	what	to	do.	-	You	fucking
selfishness,	the	fact	that	you	are	a	moron	is	one	thing,	and	the	fact	that	not
everyone	is	like	that	is	another	matter.	-	I	got	up
and	vigorously	grabbed	his	face	with	both	hands.	"Now	listen	to	me	for	five
minutes."
and	untie	you.
He	stared	at	me	for	a	moment	and	when	I	thought	I	could	start	talking	to	him
another	powerful	roar	came	out	of	his	throat.	Jerking,	he	turned	the	chair	over
and	himself	with	it.
Black	came	out	of	hiding	and	raised	his	brother,	went	to	one	of	the	cabinets	next
to	the	cage,	from	where
pulled	out	a	black	adhesive	tape.	He	ripped	off	the	piece	and	previously	wiped
the	wet	face	with	a	towel
Young,	he	covered	his	mouth	by	force.
"Now	you	are	silent,	she	says,	and	then	we'll	all	have	lunch,"	he	said	and	sat
down
a	boxing	bag	torn	off	the	ceiling.
I	took	a	chair	from	under	the	wall	and	sat	down	in	front	of	the	resigned
Domenic,	after
what	I	started	to	say
After	twenty	minutes	of	the	monologue	and	the	story	of	how	Olo	devoted	herself
to	him,
how	Adam	planned	it	all	and	how	finally	he	sent	him	a	packet	of	revenge,	and
then	when
Massimo	confirmed	my	story,	I	removed	the	tape	from	his	mouth,	and	Black
untied	his	arms	and	legs.
Domenic's	body	fell	to	the	ground	with	a	bang,	and	he	burst	into	tears.
Don	came	over	and	gathered	his	brother,	hugging	him	-	it	was	the	most	touching
the	reconciliation	scene	I've	seen	so	far.	Despite	this,	I	decided	not	to	participate
in	it,	because
I	felt	more	and	more	like	an	intruder	with	every	second.	I	climbed	the	stairs	and
sat	down	on	them,
so	that	I	can't	be	seen.	They	both	stuck	in	an	iron	embrace	for	a	long	time	and
talked
in	a	language	I	still	didn't	understand.
"Let's	go	to	her,"	Domenico	said,	standing	in	front	of	me.	-	I	have	to	see	her.



"First	wash,"	said	Massimo,	"and	the	doctor	will	treat	your	wounds	because	of
what."
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I	see	some	will	have	to	be	sewn.	He	patted	him	on	the	back.	-	The	doctor	has
been	waiting	for	an	hour
I	thought	a	sedative	injection	would	be	necessary,	”he	added	with	a	laugh.
"Sorry,"	groaned	the	young	Italian,	lowering	his	head.	-	She	won't	forgive	me.
-	I	will	forgive.	-	I	got	up,	heading	upstairs.	-	Not	such	things	in	life
He	is	watching.
I	stood	in	front	of	the	door	to	the	Olo	hotel	room	and	stuck	the	key	in	the
door.	When
we	were	going,	I	decided	to	talk	to	her	first	before	Domenico	successfully	or	not
he	will	start	to	cry	before	her.	I	crossed	the	threshold	and	corridor	until	I	got	to
the	living	room,	but
she	was	nowhere	to	be	found.	So	I	passed	the	living	room	and	went	out	onto	the
terrace,	where	I	saw	her	sitting
with	a	bottle	of	vodka	in	hand.
-	Okay?	I	asked,	sitting	down	next	to	it.
"Chujowa,	like	vodka,"	she	replied	without	even	looking	at	me.
-	He's	here,	downstairs.
"Fuck	it,"	she	snapped.	-	I	want	to	come	back	to	Poland.	-	She	turned	to	me
stopping	alcohol.	"Do	you	know	that	he	threw	a	vase	at	me?"
She	was	looking	at	me	with	angry	eyes,	and	I	felt	a	dumb	giggle	overwhelm	me.
Before	I	could	stop	myself,	I	snorted	in	her	face.
"I'm	sorry,"	I	groaned,	covering	my	mouth	from	which	wild	salvos	were	already
coming.
Olga	sat	confused	and	looked	at	me	with	obvious	irritation	when	I	tried
to	calm	down.
-	Lari,	he	wanted	to	kill	me!
"But	what,	a	vase	...?"	-	I	couldn't	stand	it	again	and	croaked	like	crazy,
raising	hands	in	a	gesture	of	surrender.	-	Olo,	forgive	me,	but	that's	ridiculous.
Her	face	slowly	cleared	up	and	her	rage	gave	way	to	consternation.
With	a	silly	expression	on	her	face,	after	a	long	struggle	with	herself,	she	joined
me.
"Don't	piss	me	off,"	she	said	with	a	laugh.	-	Vase	assassination	attempt	is	still
there
assassination	attempt.



-	He	destroyed	the	car,	devastated	the	gym	and	bedroom,	and	finally	Massimo
bound	him
in	the	basement.
-	And	he	feels	so	good.	She	folded	her	arms.	-	He	should	leave	him	there.
I	turned	to	her	and	put	my	hand	on	hers.
-	Olek,	he	had	the	right	to	such	a	reaction	and	we	both	know	that.	-	She	stared
inside	me,	squinting	slightly.	"You	know	what	it	looked	like,	what	was	he
supposed	to	think?"	-	I	let	it	go
her	and	I	got	up.	-	I	think	you	need	a	conversation.	I	started	toward	the	door.	-
Now.
I	wanted	to	take	the	phone	and	call	my	husband	when	they	both	burst	into	the
room	with	a	bang.
I	raised	my	hands	and	dropped	them	in	resignation	when	Olga	furiously
slammed	the	door
terrace,	remaining	outside.	Before	I	could	scream	at	them	both,	Massimo
he	grabbed	me	and	carried	me	into	the	hallway,	making	room	for	my
brother.	Domenico	ran	through
peace	and	after	a	while	he	was	kneeling	at	the	foot	of	the	offended	Olo.
"Give	them	a	moment	now,"	the	don	said,	kissing	me	on	the	forehead	with	the
sly	one
smile.
I	looked	outside	and	froze:	Young	with	the	ring	in	his	hands
he	proposed	to	my	friend;	until	I	groaned.	Olga's	face	betrayed	terror	and
excitement
and	total	surprise.	Her	cheeks	were	hidden	in	her	hands,	her	whole	body	pressed
into	the	seat.
Domenico	spoke	and	spoke,	and	the	next	seconds	passed	like	hours.
Then	something	happened	that	I	did	not	expect	at	all:	Olo	got	up,	passed	without
a	word
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next	to	us	and	left.	I	released	Massim	and	followed	her	down	the	hall.	We	got
into	the	elevator
and	we	went	to	level	zero.
"I'm	leaving,	honey,"	she	said	with	tears	in	her	eyes.	-	It's	not	all	for
me,	sorry.
I	embraced	her	and	began	to	cry.	I	couldn't	press	her	to	stay.	She	has	done
something	more	than	once



against	myself,	just	for	me.
We	got	into	the	car	and	returned	to	the	residence,	where	she	packed	her
things.	After
Massimo	hour	stood	at	the	door	of	her	room,	announcing	that	the	plane	was
waiting	and	would	take	her	to
Polish.
On	the	way,	at	the	airport,	on	the	plane,	I	still	howl.	I	couldn't	imagine	what
happened	now
standing	when	I	was	completely	alone.
Olo	flew	away.
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CHAPTER	15
Christmas	Eve	in	two	days;	my	ass	is	so	Christmas	without	family,	without
friends,	without	Olga.
Domenico	disappeared	the	day	she	left,	and	Massimo	acted	as	if	nothing	had
happened.
He	worked,	received	some	people,	and	invented	various	tasks	for	me,	so	that	I
would	not
she	was	thinking	about	what	was	happening.	I	went	with	Maria,	choosing
decorations	for	the	home,	I	tested
Christmas	dishes	with	the	chef.	He	even	sent	me	to	Palermo	to	shop,	but	without
Olo	even
I	didn't	enjoy	it.	Every	night	and	day	he	made	love	to	me	as	if	it	would	give	me
relief
in	longing,	unfortunately,	none	of	this.	Then	I	realized	my	location	-	I	was	totally
absolutely	and	hopelessly	alone.	Normal	people	lose	their	freedom	by	getting
married
I	lost	my	whole	life.
I	called	my	friend	but	she	talked	to	me	like	a	zombie	or	she	was	drunk
I	tried	to	talk	to	Jakub,	but	he	also	had	his	own	life.	The	only	consolation	was
the	fact
that	the	child	was	developing	properly	and	he	was	fine.	The	apparent	idyll	of	my
being	is	not
but	it	gave	me	happiness,	so	the	day	before	Christmas	Eve	I	felt	an
overwhelming	desire	to	be	alone.
"Massimo,	I'm	going	to	Messina	for	one	day,"	I	said	as	we	ate	together
breakfast.



Black	put	down	his	cutlery	and	turned	slowly	towards	me.	He	looked	for	a
moment
in	my	head	he	looked	through	the	bookmarks	of	thoughts.
-	What	time	do	you	want	to	go?	He	asked	without	taking	his	eyes	away.
I	was	flabbergasted.	I	was	angry,	pleased	and	confused	by	his	answer.	I	expected
quarrels,	questions	or	ordinary	care,	but	my	husband	simply	took	note	of	it.
"Wait	a	minute,"	I	said,	rising	from	the	table.
"I	will	ask	Maria	to	pack	your	food	for	you,	I	don't	want	my	son	to	eat	again."
cookies	and	ice	cream.
I	got	in	the	bentley	while	my	security	officer	loaded	tons	of	food	into	the	SUV.
I	looked	at	them	in	the	rearview	mirror,	wondering	who	would	eat	it	all.
After	less	than	an	hour,	I	entered	the	driveway	of	our	house;	sad	men	unloaded
leaving	everything	in	the	kitchen,	and	I	idly	laid	out	on	the	sofa	in	the	living
room.	I	stared
into	the	ceiling,	into	the	fireplace,	into	the	Christmas	tree,	until	I	thought	I	was
so	frustrated	that	I	had	to
share	it	with	someone.	I	took	out	my	laptop	and	turned	it	on,	looked	at	my
friends,
with	whom	I	would	like	to	have	a	word,	and	I	have	painfully	admitted	that	no
one	is	like	that
no.
And	I	was	about	to	slam	the	monitor	when	another	person	came	to	mind	with
whom
I	couldn't	talk	as	much	as	I	should.	I	put	the	name	in	the	Facebook	search	engine
and	surname	of	the	Warsaw	warrior.	It	appeared	immediately,	showing	me	that
we	were
friends.	I	thought	for	a	moment,	wondering	what	a	miracle,	but	couldn't	think	of
anything,
I	pressed	the	message	button.	I	tapped	the	computer	with	my	finger,	wondering
what	to	write
and	why	should	I	write	to	him?	Is	this	a	matter	of	my	subconscious	malice
in	relation	to	her	husband,	she	pushed	me	to	this	conversation,	or	maybe	I	just
wanted	to	with	him
talk?	At	one	point	my	finger	skipped	and	appeared	in	the	message	as	sent
pointless	sign.
"Fuck	his	mother,"	I	cursed,	banging	my	hands	on	the	computer.
A	few	seconds	later,	the	information	that	Damian	appeared	on	the	computer
monitor
rings,	and	the	application	began	to	make	strange	high-pitched	sounds.	In	a	panic



I	started	looking	around
how	to	turn	it	off	and	...	about	fate,	I	picked	up.
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-	All	right?	Damian	asked,	looking	directly	at	me.
I	sat	numb,	staring	at	him	and	not	knowing	what	to	say.	Actually
I	think	I	should	ask	if	everything	is	okay.
Despite	the	bruises	on	his	face,	he	looked	alluring,	and	his	large	lips	were	even
larger	than
swelling	that	appeared	on	them.	He	lay	with	his	head	on	a	white	pillow	and
watched	me	closely.
-	Laura,	are	you	okay?	-	He	repeated	when	I	was	silent.
"Hi,	warrior,"	I	choked	out	after	a	moment.	-	How	are	you?
He	smiled	and	shrugged,	lips	slightly	twisted.
"If	it	was	a	fight	gain,	I	would	probably	feel	better,	but	in	the	current	situation
..."
he	sighed	and	looked	away	from	the	camera.
-	Will	you	tell	me	what	happened?
-	I	can	not.	He	looked	directly	at	the	camera	and	pursed	his	lips	into	a	thin	line.
"Fuck	Damian,"	I	snapped,	annoyed	by	his	answer.	-	What	does	it	mean,	no
you?	If	my	husband	scares	you,	I	would	like	to	know	because	...
-	husband?	-	He	interrupted	me.	-	Massimo	Torricelli	is	your	husband?
I	nodded,	confirming	his	words,	and	he	froze	for	a	moment.
-	Girl,	what	have	you	got	yourself	into?	He	rose	higher	and	put	his	head	in	his
hands.	-
Laura,	do	you	know	this	man	is	...
-	I	know	what	he	does.	-	I	interrupted	him	this	time.	-	Seriously,	no
I	need	morality	lessons	now,	especially	from	you.	Apparently	you're	not	holy
either.	Pose
what	a	difference,	I	got	married	and	pregnant.	I	tried	to	tell	you	at	this	gala
where	you	fought,	but	somehow	there	was	no	opportunity.
His	eyes	grew	unnaturally	large	and	round	as	he	stared	at	him
me.	Seconds	passed	and	I	was	wondering	if	I	should	say	something,	hang	up,
or	maybe	hit	his	head	on	the	monitor.	He	finally	spoke.
-	Will	you	have	a	child?
I	nodded	with	a	slight	smile	at	the	question.
-	I	don't	give	a	fuck,	it's	all	clear	now.
I	gave	him	a	questioning	look.



"If	I	knew	all	this,	I	would	never	act	that	way,	I'm	not."
suicide	-	he	answered	my	silent	question.	-	And	for	what	condition	I'm	in	now,
I	can	only	thank	myself.
I	looked	at	him	again,	eyes	wide,	waiting	for	clarification.
-	Well,	because	you	see,	Laura,	after	I	went	down,	after	a	while	people	appeared
Karol,	who	called	me	to	his	conversation.	I	went	there	and	had	no	idea	with
whom
dozens	of	minutes	earlier	I	was	smashing	in	the	corridor,	once	again	in	the
presence	of	my	cousin
I	challenged	my	opponent	to	a	duel,	thinking	that	we	did	not	finish	the	matter
completely.	Karol	was
so	furious	that	he	called	Massim	and	he	gladly	agreed	to	my	proposal	to	finish
what	we	started.	We	met	at	my	cousin's	estate	and	we	smashed	like	kids
outside	-	he	sighed	and	shook	his	head.	-	It	was	slippery,	it	was	snowing,	I
slipped	a	lot
uncomfortably	and	falling,	I	twisted	my	leg	and	broke	my	arm,	what	a	shame	-
he	drawled	through	his	teeth.	-
Your	husband	took	advantage	of	it	and	bound	me	to	the	end,	saving	my	life,	for
which	I	am	honest
obliged	from	the	moment	I	found	out	who	I	had	the	pleasure	to	fight	with
fight.	Under	normal	circumstances,	he	would	simply	shoot	me.
I	sat	leaning	on	a	soft	sofa,	understanding	the	meaning	of	Don's	words	more	and
more	clearly
when	he	said	that	everything	is	not	what	I	think.	At	the	moment	I	didn't	know	if
I'm	mad	at	one	or	the	other,	or	maybe	I	had	absolutely	no	reason	to
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nervousness.	The	thoughtful	voice	of	my	ex	woke	me	out	of	my	thoughts.
-	And	how	you	feel?	He	asked	with	exaggerated	concern.
-	Great,	not	counting	on	the	fact	that	my	totalitarian	husband	always	wants	to	kill
someone	from	mine
reason.	I	laughed	at	his	amusement.	-	I	live	in	Sicily	now
in	Taormina,	but	I	had	to	breathe	a	little	bit	in	the	second	house.	-	I	touched
shoulders.	-	I'm	sitting	here	alone	and	I	wanted	to	talk	to	someone.
-	Will	you	show	me	around?	He	asked,	folding	his	arms	behind	his	head	and
smiling	broadly.
He	was	so	cute	that	I	couldn't	refuse	him.	I	grabbed	the	computer	and	turned	it
around



so	that	the	camera	covers	the	image	in	front	of	me.	I	passed	through	the	rooms
and	floors,	and	finally	I	reached	the	garden,	where	I	sat	on	one	of	the	huge	white
armchairs.
I	put	my	sunglasses	on	and	opened	a	bottle	of	sparkling	wine	without
alcohol	I	took	from	the	kitchen	before.
-	That's	where	I	live.	I'm	just	running	away	here,	but	...
-	You	drink	alcohol?	He	growled	as	I	put	the	glass	to	my	lips.
I	laughed.
-	It's	wine	without	alcohol,	it	tastes	identical,	but	that's	all.	No	other	action
-	unfortunately.	If	Massimo	saw	me	drink,	I	would	sit	in	the	basement	for	the	rest
of	my	pregnancy.
-	Don't	you	have	enough	of	him?	He	asked	uncertainly.	-	You	wouldn't	want	to
go	back	to
normality,	to	the	country?
I	thought	about	his	question	for	a	moment.	In	relation	to	the	last	few	days
in	fact	it	was	something	that	I	thought	quietly	of	several	times.	Now,	however,
when	someone
he	expected	from	me	to	diagnose	what	I	felt	and	wanted,	words	stuck	in	my
throat.
-	You	know,	Damian,	it's	not	that	simple.	Apart	from	being	a	mighty	wife
a	man	who	won't	let	me	go	so	easily,	I	carry	his	child	inside	me.	And	none
normal
the	guy	doesn't	decide	to	have	a	woman	who	has	so	much	luggage.
-	Normal	and	maybe	not,	but	one	who	will	break	his	arms	behind	her	...	-	After
this	sentence
there	was	an	awkward	silence.	"I	know	it's	a	bit	surprising,	but	..."
"I	love	him,"	I	interrupted,	because	I	thought	he	would	say	too	much	in	a
moment.	-	I	am
madly	in	love	with	this	man	and	this	is	probably	the	biggest	problem.	-	I	touched
my	arms	and	took	another	sip.	-	All	right,	my	dear,	now	let's	talk	about	you.	Or
rather
about	what	you	do	for	Karol.
I	gave	him	a	questioning	look,	folded	my	arms,	and	waited.	seconds
they	passed,	and	he	just	wriggled	in	the	sheets.
"I	basically	don't	do	anything	for	him	anymore."	-	He	grimaced.	-	You	know	how
it	is,	I	was
young	when	he	offered	me	to	stand	at	the	gate	in	one	of	his	clubs.	I	trained,
I	was	big	and	stupid,	so	I	agreed.	The	money	was	good,	the	work	was	not	too
demanding.



Later	it	turned	out	that	I	was	quite	smart,	so	I	started	supervising	the	work	of
others.
And	if	it	wasn't	for	the	contract	in	Spain,	I	would	probably	know	Massim	from	a
slightly	different	side	than	now.
"Wait	..."	I	raised	my	hand.	-	When	we	were	together,	you	were	...
-	I	was,	as	you	say	"rude,"	yes.
-	How	did	I	never	notice?
He	laughed,	accidentally	hitting	his	head	with	a	plastered	hand.
-	Au.	He	rubbed	the	place	where	the	hard	mass	had	hit.	-	Laura,	honey.	-	He
started	with
laughter.	-	Well,	I	couldn't	start	my	relationship	with	"hi,	I'm	in	a	group
criminal,	but	a	good	guy	inside.	"
"Wait	a	second,"	I	said	when	the	clones	ran	into	the	garden,	Rocco	and	Marco,
my
bodyguards.	They	looked	around	nervously,	and	I	looked	at	them	as	idiots,
sipping	another
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sip.	"Don't	speak	now,"	I	said	conspiratorially,	turning	the	monitor	so	that	the
camera
she	saw	their	consternation.	"See	what	I	have	to	go	through	here,"	I	whispered,
then
I	have	fluent	English.	-	What's	going	on,	gentlemen?	Are	you	lost	-	My	sarcasm
he	made	my	ex,	who	quickly	fell	silent.
-	Laura,	the	cameras	in	the	garden	are	not	connected	yet,	can	you	go	back	to
inside?
I	looked	at	them	in	disbelief	and	snorted	in	disapproval.
-	Do	you	have	my	husband	on	the	line?	I	asked,	gesturing	to	the	phone	which
one
he	held	in	his	hand.	The	man	nodded,	looking	down	at	the	ground.	-	Give	him	to
me,	please.
"Massimo,	don't	overdo	it,"	I	said	before	he	could	speak.	-	Day	is
extremely	warm,	and	I	need	to	breathe.	-	It	dawned	on	me.	-	Your	son	wants	to
breathe
therefore,	cancel	your	gorillas.
There	was	still	silence	in	the	receiver	until	a	calm	voice	finally	came	through	the
phone
of	my	husband:



"They	won't	know	if	it's	okay,	maybe	Rocco	stay	with	you."
I	looked	at	the	monitor	with	the	hidden	conversation	from	my	ex	and	I	already
knew	that	gorilla
troglodyte	will	definitely	be	interested	in	the	male	voice	coming	out	of	the
computer.
"Honey,"	I	began	gently,	hoping	that	this	would	affect	him.	-
If	I	wanted	company,	I	would	choose	yours,	so	please	curb	your	paranoia
and	let	me	stay	with	myself.	I	feel	great,	I'm	fine,	I'm	going	to	have	lunch	soon.
If	you	want,	I	can	call	every	hour.
-	In	a	moment	I	start	the	meeting,	which	can	last	until	evening.	-	On	the	phone
silence	fell,	and	then	a	heavy	sigh	was	heard.	-	Your	protection	will	check	from
time	to	time,
to	make	sure	you're	okay.
Hearing	this,	I	almost	clapped	my	hands	in	joy.
"I	love	you,"	I	whispered	as	we	ended	the	conversation,	overjoyed	at	his	relative
flexibility.
-	Me	too,	see	you	tomorrow.	Now	give	me	Rocca,	please.
I	sighed	dreamily	and	gave	the	phone	to	the	security	guard,	giving	it	to	him
at	the	same	time	a	radiant	smile.	He	looked	at	me	glumly	and	disappeared,
throwing	a	few
words	into	the	handset.
"I	am	here,"	I	said,	reopening	the	conversation	window.	-	And	so	here
I	just	have.	I	spread	my	hands	and	shrugged.	-	Control,	control	and	more
control.
Damian	laughed	and	shook	his	head	in	disbelief.
Another	hour,	or	maybe	two,	passed	us	on	memories	and	conversations
regarding
common	places,	situations	and	friends.	He	told	me	about	life	in	Spain	and	places
that
he	visited	because	he	fought	better	and	better	for	larger	organizations.	He	spoke
about	the	people	he	met	and	training	in	Thailand,	Brazil	and	the	United	States.
I	listened	to	it	as	if	enchanted,	happy	in	spirit	that	I	had	sent	him	a	twist	of	fate
pointless	dot.	On	the	one	hand,	I	felt	very	sorry	for	him	for	the	injury	he	had
because	of	me,	but	on	the	other	hand	I	could	talk	to	him	again.
"I	have	to	go,"	he	said	when	there	was	a	noise	in	his	room.	-	Sebastian
arrived	with	a	rolling	pin.	I	smiled	tenderly	at	him.	-	Laura,	will	you	promise	me
something?	-	He	asked
shyly.
-	You	know	I	hate	such	questions,	not	knowing	what	the	request	will	contain.



-	Promise	that	you	will	talk	sometimes,	I	have	a	ban.	He	frowned	and	resignedly
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shook	his	head.	-	Karol	will	break	the	rest	of	my	healthy	bones	if	I	speak	to
you.	Or	yours
my	husband	will	finally	shoot	me.
"I	adore	you,	warrior,	and	I	can	promise	you	that."	Bon	Appetit.
Damian	kissed	the	camera	on	his	computer	and	after	a	while	I	was	alone	again.
I	felt	slightly	sick	from	the	sparkling	drink	and	I	remembered	that	since
I	didn't	eat	anything	in	the	morning.	I	went	home	and	got	stuck	in	the	kitchen	for
fifteen	minutes
preparing	a	hearty	lunch.	In	turn,	I	took	everything	outside,	after	half	an	hour,
everything
it	was	ready.	I	sat	at	the	table	biting	the	olive	and	sank	into	the	depths	of	the
internet	again.
-	Mrs.	Torricelli.	-	At	that	sound,	I	jumped,	grabbing	my	hand	on	the	bridge.	-
I'm	sorry,	I	didn't	mean	to	scare	you.
I	raised	my	eyes,	shielding	them	from	the	sun	and	saw	a	man	standing	in	front	of
me,
which	shifted	a	little,	coming	out	of	the	glow.	My	jaw	dropped	slightly	when	I
saw	it
guest	smiling	at	me	cheerfully.	He	was	completely	bald	and	had	an	almost
square	face.
The	sharp	features	were	adorned	with	bright	stubble	of	a	few	days,	and	large	lips
completed	the	whole.	Green	eyes
they	pierced	me	with	amusement	when	he	reached	out.
-	I'm	your	gardener,	Nacho.	I	am	pleased	to.
"Little	Italian	name,"	I	said	senseless,	but	it	only	occurred	to	me.
I	reached	out	a	hand	that	was	slightly	flabby,	and	shook	my	strong	hand
the	caller.
-	I'm	Spanish.	He	raised	his	eyebrows	with	even	more	amusement,	almost
completely
sliding	into	the	shadow	so	that	I	could	see	it	carefully.
Oh	my	God,	I	groaned	when	I	saw	that	his	whole	body	was	covered
colorful	tattoos.	All	drawings	formed	a	long-sleeved	shirt.
They	started	at	the	wrists	and	ended	where	the	neck	began.	It	was	clear	that	a	lot
he	works	physically	because	his	slender	muscular	body	did	not	have	a	single
gram	of	fat;	He	was	not



huge	or	somehow	extremely	muscular,	rather	slender	as	a	footballer	or	athlete.	t-
shirt
on	the	straps	she	barely	covered	his	completely	shaved	cage,	and	the	light	jeans
slipped	slightly
from	the	buttocks,	revealing	light	underwear.	If	it	wasn't	for	the	tool	belt,	it
would	probably	fall
from	it,	showing	the	most	interesting	place.	At	one	point	I	noticed	with	concern
that
I	drool	at	the	sight	of	this	handsome	guy	and	mentally	I	paid	myself	a	puffy	cake
in	the	face.
-	Maybe	you	are	thirsty?	I	asked,	rolling	my	eyes	eloquently,	and	then	again
I	scolded	myself	for	this	flirting	test.	Thirsty,	thirsty	-	my	subconscious	was
knocking
in	the	head,	shaking	her	irritably.	You	are	thirsty	yourself,	even	though	you	don't
want	to	drink,
I	thought.
The	man	pulled	a	dark	scarf	from	behind	his	belt	and	wiped	it	before	he	sat	in
the	armchair	next	to	him
head.
"I'm	thirsty,	thanks,"	he	replied,	pouring	water.
I	was	surprised	by	his	openness,	because	the	people	in	the	residence	were	rather
strong
restrained	against	me.
-	How	long	have	you	worked	for	my	husband?	I	asked,	biting	the	olive	and
pushing	it
a	platter	of	food	towards	him.
-	Recently.	I	will	only	take	care	of	this	house,	”he	announced,	reaching	for	a
piece
melon.	-	Don	wanted	specific	solutions	in	the	garden.	Will	I	be	able	to	do	it	with
him	today?
discuss?
-	I	really	doubt	it.	I	shrugged	and	snorted	resignedly.	-	First,
he	works	late,	and	secondly,	I	ran	away	from	him	here.	-	I	sarcastically	poured	a
toast
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previously	a	glass	of	wine.	-	Non-alcoholic	champagne?
My	answer	clearly	pleased	the	man,	or	maybe	it	just	seemed	so.



Anyway,	he	relaxed	and	looked	at	his	watch,	then	grabbed	another	portion	of	the
melon.
-	Well,	I	will	talk	to	him	the	next	time.	He	stood	up	and	seemed	to	be	looking
something	on	the	toolbar.	Without	taking	his	eyes	off	what	he	was	doing,	he
asked:	"Why	are	you	drinking	wine?"
Soft?
"Because	I'm	pregnant,"	I	said	without	thinking.
The	melon	almost	fell	out	of	his	mouth	and	his	eyes	seemed	slightly
panicked.	Burying	at
his	arms	dropped,	previously	zipping	the	sachet	he	had	on	the	side.
-	Massimo	Torricelli	will	have	a	baby?
His	behavior	became	increasingly	stranger,	and	his	inquisitiveness	and
ruthlessness
annoying.
-	Nacho,	what	does	it	matter	for	the	garden?
-	None,	Laura,	but	it's	for	you.	And	a	little	bit	for	me,	my	sister	is	also
pregnant.	This
changes	a	lot.	A	pleasant	afternoon.	He	kissed	my	hand	and	disappeared	before
glancing	at
entrance	to	the	property.
After	a	few	seconds	Rocco	appeared	in	the	front	door	and	looked	at
me,	looked	around,	nodded	and	went	inside.
A	strange	type	from	this	gardener,	I	thought,	eating	on	and	writing	off	for
Christmas
wishes	of	friends.	One	million	percent	take	drugs	or	the	plants	it	breeds	are	some
narcotic.	Normal	people	are	not	that	happy,	and	they	certainly	don't	talk	about	it
degree	what	he.
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CHAPTER	16
On	Christmas	Eve	morning	I	woke	up	after	eleven,	when	the	sun	was	peering
into	the	main
bedroom.	I	scolded	myself	for	not	covering	the	shutters	and	as	a	punishment	I
dragged	myself	out	of	bed,
without	being	aware	that	it	was	so	late.	Italians	did	not	celebrate	Christmas	Eve,
but	God
Christmas,	but	because	of	my	culture,	Massimo	decided	to	adapt.
I	went	downstairs	and	saw	a	large	box	in	the	kitchen	standing	on	the	counter.	I



opened	them
and	I	started	to	browse	the	content	with	interest.	There	was	a	small	red	envelope
upstairs,
with	a	note	in	it:	"The	car	will	be	for	you	at	3pm."	I	shook	my	head	and
continued	feeding
package	content.	"Chanel"	-	this	inscription	confirmed	me	completely	what	I
was	about	to	find
at	the	bottom:	a	black	jumpsuit	of	satin	combined	with	silk,	and	wonderful
stilettos
with	a	small	tip.	I	clapped	my	hands,	pulling	everything	out	and	applying	it	to
myself.	Cleavage
it	was	cut	straight,	revealing	whole	shoulders,	and	wide	sleeves	finished	with
tight
welt	kept	everything	in	place.	The	mountain	wasn't	tense,	I'd	rather	say
loose,	cut	off	at	the	waist	with	a	narrowing.	Thanks	to	this,	the	pants	were	sexy
on	the	buttocks,	no
giving	opinions	to	them,	but	revealing	all	their	curves;	perfect.	I	took	out	my
phone	and	dialed
barber	number	by	appointment	at	1pm.	I	hung	up	my	dress,	ate	breakfast
and	I	went	to	take	a	shower.
Fifteen	minutes	ahead	of	time	I	was	ready	and	I	was	surprised	to	discover	that
the	car	that	was	supposed	to	come	for	me	is	also	there.	I	got	in	the	substitute
limousine	and	I	took	out	my	phone.	I	wanted	to	call	my	mother	and	make	her
wishes,	but	not
I	had	no	idea	what	to	say	to	her.	For	starters,	apologize,	and	maybe	expect	her	to
be	her
begin?	I	stared	at	the	display,	but	after	a	few	seconds	I	put	it	away	in	a	small	one
envelope	bag.
The	car	stopped	in	the	driveway	of	the	property,	and	I	saw	Massim	standing
on	the	threshold	and	leaning	against	the	wall.	The	day,	although	sunny,	was	not
as	warm	as	it	was
yesterday,	I	would	even	say	that	it	was	just	cold.	Thermometer
showed	eleven	degrees	in	the	shade,	so	I	was	happy	when	Massimo	started	to
see	the	car
towards	him.	When	he	opened	the	door	and	gave	me	a	hand	to	help	get	out,
strangely	homesick
I	threw	myself	into	his	arms.	With	his	face	snuggled	into	the	black	sweater	he
was	wearing,	I	felt	that
he	smiles	as	he	stroked	my	hair	and	kissed	my	neck.



"Merry	Christmas,	dear,"	he	whispered,	tearing	me	apart.	-	Let's	go	because
You	are	cold.
I	raised	my	eyes	to	look	at	him	and	my	legs	buckled	under	me;	he	was	so
beautiful.
Gently	and	slowly	I	put	my	hand	in	his	hair	and	pulled	my	lips	to	me
met	in	a	passionate	kiss.	I	kissed	him	so	hard	and	greedily	as	if	it	were	to	be
our	last	time.
-	Let's	have	dinner.	I	bit	his	lip	and	grasped	his	crotch	completely	in	surprise
that	his	cock	is	sticking	out	like	a	cannon.	"Fuck	me	festive,	Don	Torricelli."
Black	moaned	and	with	great	difficulty	freed	himself	from	my	embrace.
"I'd	love	to,	but	the	guests	are	waiting,	come	on,"	he	said,	adjusting	his	pants
in	a	sensitive	place	and	dragging	me	down	the	hall	into	the	house.
Voices,	laughter	and	sounds	came	from	the	main	dining	room,	in	which	I
occasionally	visited
Polish	Christmas	carols.	I	was	surprised	but	I	realized	that	despite	Italian	guests
my	husband
he	really	wanted	to	convey	the	atmosphere	of	my	holidays.	At	this	thought,	I
tightened	his	hand	and	looked
gratefully,	when	he	turned	just	before	the	threshold	and	kissed	my	forehead.
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The	first	thing	I	saw	was	a	gigantic	Christmas	tree	with	mountains	of	presents
under	it.	Later
I	looked	at	the	wonderfully	set	table	with	millions	of	candles	and
decorations.	When	I	turned	my	head
towards	the	voices	that	had	stopped,	until	I	was	speechless.
-	I	wish	you	all	the	best	dear.	-	Massimo	gave	me	a	big	hug	and	kiss
on	top	of	the	head.
I	looked	up	at	him	in	disbelief,	then	shifted	my	gaze	to
standing	people,	then	several	times	at	Massim,	then	gathered	around,	up	to
tears	ran	down	my	cheeks.
Seeing	this,	my	mother	moved	towards	me,	pulling	her	husband	from	her	arms
and	hugging	her	tightly
each	other.
"Sorry,	daughter,"	she	whispered.
I	couldn't	answer	because	I	was	just	choking	on	my	own	crying.	When	dad
joined	this	embrace,	it	got	worse;	it	seemed	to	me	that	I	couldn't	cry
breathe.	We	were	stuck	and	I	felt	all	my	intricate	makeup	flowing	down	my	face.



-	Apparently,	if	you	roar	during	pregnancy,	this	baby	is	born	tearful.	-	He	broke
free	from	stupor
me	brother's	voice.	"Hi,	Young,"	he	said,	slightly	pushing	my	parents	away	and
hugging	me	to
free	hand,	holding	a	glass	of	wine	in	the	other.
That	was	too	much	for	me.
"Maybe	we	can	go	to	the	toilet,"	Olga	said,	coming	closer.
I	nodded	thoughtlessly,	and	everyone	burst	into	sincere	laughter,	amused	at	mine
astonishment.	When	I	passed	my	husband,	his	hand	gently	brushed	mine.	I
looked
on	him.
"Surprise,"	he	said,	winking	cheerfully.
I	wiped	my	eyelids,	my	cheeks,	my	whole	face	in	general,	and	sat	on	a	chaise
longue	in	the	bathroom,
looking	at	my	friend.
-	I	wonder	how	to	ask	a	question,	so	that	it	does	not	sound	strange,	but	what	are
you	all	here
are	you	doing?
"I	don't	know	about	them,	but	I	think	I	was	kidnapped,"	she	started	laughing.	-
Seriously,	that
he	came	for	my	parents,	asked,	begged,	cried	-	she	sighed.	-	When	I	lost	him,
tracked	down	my	father	and	turned	me	over.	You	know,	it	wasn't	hard	for	him	to
drag	the	ordinary	one
English	teacher	for	your	website.	He	had	a	vision	of	my	well-being	before	him
the	end	of	my	life,	my	boundless	love	for	me	and	a	great	visit	to	Sicily.	-
She	shrugged.	"Later	he	did	something	even	worse:	he	talked	him	into	a	plot	he
had
give	me	the	final	blow.
-	Jesus,	what	happened?	-	I	opened	my	eyes	wide.
-	He	rented	a	theater.	I	looked	at	her	questioningly.	-	Theater	whore	rented	one
with	a	stage.	-
She	started	waving	her	arms,	outlining	the	appearance	of	the	room.	-
Theatre!	She	screamed	as	if	I	were	deaf.
-	It's	good	that	no	audience	though.	Dad	tricked	me	there,	and	what?	Choir
and	orchestra.	She	nodded.	-	Yes,	my	dear,	dozens	of	people	playing	Guns
N'Roses	This
I	Love	.	And	in	the	middle	of	this	whole	brothel	he	...	So	beautiful,	strong,
dressed	up.	-	Her	eyes
they	lit	up	and	sighed.	And	he	fucking	started	singing,	and	that	was	another	thing



not	about	him
I	knew.	Fucked	such	a	performance	that	I	had	no	chance	to	refuse.	-	She	reached
out	with	a	beautiful	one
ringing	it	under	my	nose.	-	I	agreed.
I	sat	staring	at	her,	then	at	the	diamond	alternately,	my	mouth	was	open
and	I	was	wondering	how	it	was	possible	that	my	proposal	took	place	in	the
bedroom.	Always
I	dreamed	of	spectacular	proposals	that	would	knock	me	down	-	and	knocked	me
down,	that's	all
only	not	mine.	After	a	while,	when	I	came	to	myself,	I	hugged	her.
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-	And	maybe	he	mentioned	in	all	this	idyll	and	in	soaping	his	parents'	eyes	that
he	was
from	a	mafia	family?
-	Yes,	he	started	it.	She	burst	out	laughing.	-	He	also	added	that	he	tried	to	kill
me,
he	demolished	the	house	and	smashed	a	car	worth	several	hundred	thousand
zlotys.	But	you	know	dad	is
flexible	and	not	worried	about	stupid	things.	She	tapped	her	head.	-	Something
you	think	he	has
son-in-law	of	an	angel,	artist,	Italian	gentleman.
-	And	basically	he	is	not	wrong.	I	lifted	my	ass	from	the	armchair	and	reached
out	to	her.	-	Ale
cool,	come	on.
We	returned	to	the	dining	room,	where	all	my	family	was	in	conversation	at	the
table.
When	I	entered,	I	heard	my	mother's	moaning,	tears	came	to	her	eyes	again.	I
went	to
her	and	kissed	her	again,	asking	her	not	to	cry	because	I	would	follow	her
footsteps.	calmed
embraced	Dad's	shoulder	and	wiped	his	eyes	with	a	handkerchief.
Massimo	beckoned	to	the	waiter	and	after	a	while	the	service	of	the	dishes
began.	I	was	surprised
a	way	of	combining	Christmas	Eve	dishes	from	my	country	and	smuggling
Italian	into	them
accents.	As	the	next	delicacies	appeared	on	the	table,	the	atmosphere	relaxed.	No
I	know	if	it	was	the	result	of	another	bottles	of	excellent	wine	or	maybe	we



needed	it
everyone	time	to	get	used	to	each	other.
At	some	point,	Jakub,	dad	and	don	disappeared	in	the	next	room,	from	which
after	a	while
cigars	began	to	smell.	God,	it's	cinematic,	after	dinner	a	glass	and	a	cigar.	Mom
kidnapped	by	Olga,	she	visited	the	residence,	and	I	grabbed	Domenic's	shoulder
when	he	tried
join	my	husband.
"Let's	talk,"	I	said	seriously,	pulling	him	toward	the	big	couch.	-
Domenico,	are	you	sure	what	you	are	doing?	I	asked,	sitting	down	and	seating
him	next	to	him.
-	You're	a	hypocrite.	His	gaze	fixed	on	me	was	dead	and	his	lips	tightened
into	a	thin	line.	"I	remind	you	that	you	married	my	brother	after	a	month,	if	that's
good."
I	remember.
"One	and	a	half,"	I	growled,	shifting	my	gaze	to	the	carpet.	-	Besides,	I	didn't
have	one
exit,	if	you	can't	remember,	Massimo	kidnapped	me.
-	But	he	didn't	force	him	to	marry.	-	He	interrupted	me.	-	Not	until	you	get
pregnant.	-	I	looked	at
mocking	him.	-	Well,	the	child	may	have	been	his	merit,	but	Laura,	look	...	What
am	I	supposed	to	do?
wait?	I	fell	in	love	with	her,	I	want	her	to	be	with	me,	I	don't	lose	anything,	I	can
only	gain.	Always
there	are	divorces,	and	I	feel	that	this	is	her.	He	clenched	his	fists	tightly	and	his
eyes	closed
they	burned	with	anger.	"And	besides,	what	she	did	for	me	proved	that	she	felt	it
for	me."
itself.
I	nodded,	nodding	silently	what	he	was	saying.	Actually,	I	was	probably
the	last	person	who	should	moralize	him	at	the	moment.	I	reached	out	and	gave
him
signal	to	hug	me.
-	Hey,	that's	my	fiance!	-	I	heard	a	voice	and	felt	my	friend	pushing	me	away.
Olo	sat	down	on	Domenic's	lap	and	placed	a	shameless	kiss	on	his	lips,
completely	without	worrying	about	my	mother's	presence.
-	Why	aren't	your	parents	here?	I	asked,	looking	at	her.
-	They	couldn't	leave	Grandma	and	she	couldn't	come.	She	shrugged.
The	rest	of	the	evening	passed	by	the	fireplace.	We	sang	Christmas	carols	-	each



one's	own	-	what
it	was	a	bit	confusing,	and	we	were	opening	presents.	Ola	got	a	car,	red	-
wonderful
alfa	romeo	spider	convertible.	Of	course,	it	was	not	without	stinging	attention,
whether	this	car	also
will	be	devastated	in	the	event	of	a	short	circuit.	For	which	I	gave	Olga	a	solid
blow
at	the	occiput.	I	didn't	expect	my	husband's	gifts	to	be	cheap,	but	when
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I	saw	what	my	parents	got,	stuck	me	a	bit.	Russian	sable	fur,	which
my	mother	pulled	out	of	the	box,	blocked	the	flow	of	oxygen	to	my	brain,
probably	hers	too.	Dad
while	he	was	happy	to	discover	that	he	is	the	owner	of	a	sailboat	parked	in
Masuria	and	almost
he	cried	because	he	always	dreamed	about	it.	I	looked	disapprovingly	at	Massim
and	knocked
in	head.
"You're	exaggerating,	dear,"	I	whispered	directly	into	his	ear.	-	Nobody	expects
such
gifts,	especially	since	we	have	no	way	to	get	back.
Black	smiled	slightly	and	kissed	my	forehead,	pressing	me	down.
-	Little,	and	who	should	I	give	it	to?	Besides,	I	don't	expect	a	rematch.	Open
your	gift.
He	nudged	me	lightly	towards	the	Christmas	tree	so	that	I	would	find	what	he
had	prepared	for	me.
I	rummaged	among	the	branchy	branches,	looking	for	something	for	myself	and
unable	to	do	anything
to	find,	I	sat	on	the	floor,	pumping	out	my	lower	lip.	Massimo	stood	up	with
amusement
and	reached	for	the	branch	above	me,	on	which	hung	a	black	envelope.	He
handed	it	to	me,	standing	in	front	of	him,
and	waited.	I	was	surprised	and	terrified	-	I	hated	the	envelopes	he	gave	me
because
it	reminded	me	of	the	night	he	said	I	was	kidnapped.	I	turned	the	paper	in	my
fingers
looking	at	my	husband,	who	seemed	to	read	what	I	was	thinking	and	turned
around



gently	head.
-	You	can	open	it.	A	soft	smile	played	on	his	lips.
I	tore	open	the	envelope	and	pulled	out	the	documents.	I	started	reading,	but
unfortunately
everything	was	Italian.
-	What	is	it?	I	frowned,	not	knowing	what	I	got.
-	Business.	He	knelt	down	beside	me	and	took	my	hand.	-	I	wanted	to	give	you
independence,
and	at	the	same	time	let	you	do	what	you	love.	We	will	create	a	clothing	brand
for	you.	-	When	is	it
he	said,	until	I	stopped.	-	You'll	have	an	atelier	in	Taormina,	Emi	will	help	you
with	your	selection
designers.	You'll	fix	...
I	did	not	let	him	finish,	throwing	him	into	his	arms,	which	had	the	effect	that	don
he	fell	over	and	I	covered	him	with	an	indecently	long	kiss.	His	hands	without
embarrassment
they	found	my	buttocks	and	began	to	knead	them	steadily.	Even	the	eloquent
grunt	of	mine
we	have	not	done	much.	It	was	the	best	gift	he	could	give	me	and	something	he
couldn't
I	expected	-	work.
"I	love	you,"	I	whispered	as	I	finally	sucked	away	from	his	lips.
-	I	know.	He	grabbed	me	and	lifted	me	up,	standing	next	to	me.
My	parents	looked	at	us	and	seemed	to	be	pleased.	I	thanked	God	for	the	fact
that
it's	calm	and	nothing	happens.	However,	I	knew	that	holidays	lasted	longer	than
one	day
and	knowing	my	happiness	something	will	happen	but	I	preferred	not	to	think
about	it.	I	was	glad	that	they	do	not	have
the	notion	that	they	were	in	the	residence	of	the	mafia	don,	which	is	guarded	by
dozens	of	bodyguards,	and	on
several	months	earlier,	a	son-in-law	shot	a	man	in	the	driveway.
-	I	have	a	gift	too.	-	I	stepped	away	from	him	and	stood	so	that	everyone	would
make	me
they	saw.	"It's	hard	to	give	a	present	to	someone	who	has	absolutely	everything,"
I	said	in	two
tongues	and	I	gently	stroked	the	bottom	of	my	stomach,	and	my	husband's	eyes
grew	gigantic
and	black.	"I	will	give	you	something	you	really	desire	..."	My	voice	broke,	so	I



caught	it	deep
inspiration.	-	I	will	give	you	a	son.	-	Massimo	petrified.	-	It's	a	boy,	honey,	and	I
know	we	had	no
check	but	...
Black's	big	arms	grabbed	me	up,	and	a	squeak	escaped	from	my	lips	when
I	was	gliding	over	my	family.	Don	was	smiling	broadly	and	triumphantly	as	he
put	me	down
kissing.
-	I	told	you!	He	exclaimed,	giving	high	five	to	Domenic.	-	I	said	it	would	be
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successor,	Luca	Torricelli.
I	gave	him	a	look	full	of	thunder,	but	he	didn't	do	anything	about	it,	and	he
continued
received	congratulations.	He'll	be	the	successor,	the	mafioso	-	over	my	dead
body,	I	thought.
When	everyone	slowly	began	to	yawn,	showing	fatigue	to	all	and	everyone,
I	decided	we	were	going	to	sleep.	Massimo	wisely	placed	his	parents	in	the	wing
the	most
away	from	our	bedroom	and	any	sensitive	points	of	property	that	could
betray	a	face	other	than	known	to	him.
"Honey,"	I	said	to	my	husband,	stroking	his	cheek	as	we	stopped
in	the	wardrobe	to	get	rid	of	the	official	costumes.	-	How	did	you	do	that?	-	He
looked	at	me	surprised
smiling	slightly.	"My	parents,"	I	explained	when	he	still	didn't	know	what	I	was
asking.	-
How	were	they	here?
Black	tightened	his	arms	around	me	and	laughed	wickedly.
"Remember	how	the	day	they	arrested	Domenic,	I	had	to	do	something?"	-
I	nodded,	confirming.	-	That's	when	I	was	scheduled	to	talk	to	yours
parents.	In	a	way,	I	explained	the	situation	to	them	and	told	them	about	my
feelings	and	intentions
to	you.	I	apologized	for	the	whole	situation,	blaming	myself,	and	I	promised
Clara
second	wedding	and	reception.	He	stroked	my	hair	as	if	to	calm	my	thoughts.	-
Of	course,	I	saved	them	knowledge	of	what	I	do.
-	You	are	the	best	husband	in	the	world.	-	My	tongue	was	trying	to	slip	into	his
mouth,



unfortunately	to	no	avail.
"I	need	to	talk	to	Domenik,"	Massimo	said,	kissing	my	forehead.	-
I'll	be	back	before	you	finish	the	shower.
I	grimaced	ostentatiously	because	I	was	hoping	he	would	join	me,	but
unfortunately	mine
hopes	for	satisfying	the	exuberant	libido	have	been	dispelled.	Don	kissed	again
this	time	on	my	cheek,	and	he	disappeared	on	the	stairs.	I	stood	like	a	pole,
ingrown	into	the	ground
and	I	was	furious,	knowing	that	loud	anger	would	do	nothing	to	me.	When	the
door
down	below	they	closed,	I	let	out	a	wild	roar	and	stamped	my	heels	hard,	went
into	the	shower.
I	wasn't	in	a	hurry,	I	had	to	shave	my	legs,	which	I	hated	the	most	in	the	world,
and	wash	my	hair,	which	I	hated	even	more.	The	amount	of	varnish	that	my
hairdresser	applied	today,
she	was	deadly	and	overwhelming.	I	decided	to	give	my	damaged	tip	a	long	one
regeneration,	so	I	came	up	with	more	treatments	standing	under	hot
water.	Almost	an	hour	later
I	was	already	clean,	fragrant	and	without	one	fluff	on	my	body.
I	left	the	bathroom	wrapped	in	a	massive	black	Massima	robe	and	dripped	from
my	hair
water.	I	went	into	the	bedroom	and	stood	at	the	top	of	the	stairs	leading	to	the
living	room.	My	husband
he	would	throw	wood	into	the	fireplace	and	sip	amber	liquid	from	the	glass.	He
turned	at	the	sight	of	me
and	put	his	hand	in	his	pocket,	taking	another	sip.	We	were	stuck	hypnotized	by
ourselves;	its	long
his	legs	were	slightly	apart,	his	feet	barefoot,	and	his	white	shirt	half	open.
I	grabbed	the	belt	that	held	the	robe	and	untied	it.	At	this	view
Massimo	began	rhythmically	biting	his	lower	lip	and	straightened	slightly.	I
dropped	it	on
the	ground	and	parted	the	laps	of	dark	material,	sliding	it	off	my
shoulders.	When	he	fell	to	the	floor
I	took	the	first	step	towards	my	husband.	He	stood	with	his	eyes	narrowed
slightly,	and	I	almost
I	saw	his	pants	swell	in	step.
"Put	the	glass	down,"	I	said,	standing	on	the	last	step.
Black	obediently,	though	slowly,	he	did	my	request,	leaning	over	the	bench
and	putting	an	amber	liquid	on	it.	When	he	straightened,	I	was	standing	a	few



centimeters	from
him.	I	was	slowly	unbuttoning	more	buttons,	cufflinks,	and	finally	took	off	my
shirt,
stroking	his	bare	skin	gently.	He	stood	with	his	mouth	parted	as	I	kissed	every
scar	on
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his	arms,	chest	and	stomach.	I	followed	his	body	down	with	kisses	until	I	knelt
down
fly	height.	He	swallowed	loudly	when	I	started	to	unbutton	the	belt	and	his
hands
they	went	to	my	face.	Looking	into	his	eyes,	I	fought	the	clasp	first	and	then
with	fly.	This	situation	clearly	excited	him	because	before	the	slide	got	stuck	at
the	end,
I	could	see	his	erection	rising	from	my	pants.	Black's	hands
they	moved	smoothly	to	the	back	of	my	head	and	with	a	firm	motion	pushed	me
towards
your	ready	cock.
His	resistance	caused	him	great	surprise,	so	he	loosened	my	grip,	and	I	to	the
end
I	took	off	his	pants.
-	Why	don't	you	have	any	underwear?	I	asked,	feigning	anger	as	I	got	up	from
my	knees.
With	undisguised	amusement,	he	shrugged	and	took	him	completely	naked
previously	set	glass.	I	turned	and	walked	with	his	eyes,	I	went	to
on	the	couch,	then	sat	down	on	it	and	spread	my	legs	wide	apart.
"Come	here,"	I	commanded,	pointing	to	a	place	on	the	floor	between	them.
Massim's	smile	changed	into	a	slightly	crafty	smile.	By	the	end,	my	husband
he	fell	to	his	knees	in	front	of	me.	I	grabbed	his	hair,	gripping	it	tightly	before
and	before
I	pulled	him	to	my	wet	slit,	watched	for	a	moment.	His	eyes	burned	alive
fire,	and	dry	lips	tightened	from	time	to	time.	He	was	spinning	impatiently	and	I
punished	him
for	a	lonely	shower.	I	ran	my	thumb	over	his	lips,	putting	my	finger	inside.
He	gently	pulled	his	head	out,	indicating	that	he	was	about	to	start,	but	I	ignored
it.
At	some	point,	he	could	not	stand	this	torture	and,	pulling	my	thighs,	pulled	me
down



so	that	my	pussy	was	right	under	his	chin.	Expecting	an	attack,	he	grabbed	me
by	the	neck	and	nailed	to	the	seat.	His	tongue	crept	in	with	one	swift	movement
slippery	lips	and	began	to	caress	greedily.	I	shouted	loudly,	clutching	at	the
couch.	Mouth
Massima	sucked	on	a	swollen	clitoris,	and	it	seemed	to	me	that	I	would	get	there
before	he	got	on	his	feet.
He	parted	his	lips	with	his	fingers	and,	as	he	reached	the	most	sensitive	place,
watched	how
pleasure	twists	my	body.	I	tried	to	look	at	him,	but	this	view	led	me	to
crazy,	so	I	closed	my	eyes	and	bit	a	plush	pillow.	For	vigorous	torture
joined	his	slender	fingers,	which	with	one	push	he	put	in	me.	He	put	them	on	and
pulled	them	out
to	the	rhythm	of	your	trained	language.	I	moaned,	fidgeted	and	writhed	under
him	as	he	made	fun
me	more	and	more.	Then	I	felt	my	body	getting	hot	and	chills	shaking	my	body.
Orgasm	was	born	at	such	a	speed	that	I	couldn't	catch	my	breath	when	it	came.
I	exploded,	clenching	around	his	fingers,	and	he	accelerated	even	more.	When
he	was	finishing
one	came,	another	came	until	after	the	third	I	pushed	him	away,	unable	to	bear
more
pleasure.
Massimo	pulled	me	a	little	bit	off	the	couch	so	that	my	feet	touched	the	ground,
and	poked	at	himself.	He	entered	almost	completely	without	friction,	because
my	saliva	was	wet	from	his	saliva
very	ready	to	accept	this	thickness.	I	was	half	conscious	when	he	rubbed	his
hips,	amazing
first	in	slow	motion	and	then	systematically	accelerating.	His	fingers	are	still	wet
he	squeezed	my	nipple,	twisting	it	and	pinching	it.
"I	want	to	feel	you	harder,"	he	panted	and	tucked	the	pillows	under	my	ass	and
my	back
arched.	"Better	now,"	he	growled	contentedly	and	began	to	fuck	me	so	hard	that
I	couldn't	even	scream.
Smoldering	orgasms	inside	me	began	to	break	through	the	merciless	once	again
thrust	his	hips.	I	opened	my	eyes	and	met	a	mad	look
of	my	husband.	I	saw	teeth	clenched	through	parted	lips;	he	was	amok.	By	frame
drops	of	sweat	flowed	down	and	he	was	gasping	for	air.	This	view,	its	smell	and
what	it	did
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made	me	unable	to	fight	with	myself	anymore.
"Harder,"	I	screamed,	slapping	him	in	the	face	while	all	my	muscles	were	on
my	body	tensed	with	a	powerful	wave	of	pleasure	that	flooded	me.
The	blow	I	inflicted	on	him	made	him	let	out	a	powerful	roar,	exploding
right	behind	me.	His	hips	did	not	slow	down,	and	he	screamed	and	shook,	then
fell	on	me
completely	exhausted.
We	lay	breathless,	trying	to	catch	up	with	our	breaths.	The	sweaty	Massima	cage
waved
up	and	down	when	I	shook	his	hair	with	trembling	hands.	I	kissed	carefully
manicured	facial	hair	on	his	face,	moving	his	lips	over	a	rough	surface.	I	looked
at
his	perfectly	smooth	and	perfect	skin	was	flawless.
-	Why	don't	you	have	any	tattoos?	I	asked,	laying	on	my	back.
-	I	don't	like	tattoos,	why	do	you	mean	and	cut	your	body?	He	turned	and	looked
at
me.	-	Besides,	I'm	quite	conservative	in	this	matter,	for	me	tattoos	are	a	domain
prisoners,	and	I	would	not	like	anything	to	associate	me	with	such	a	place.
"Why	did	you	hire	a	gardener	in	your	new	home,	which	is	all	covered	with
them?"
It	seemed	to	me	that	...
-	Gardener?	Massimo	interrupted	me,	and	the	gaiety	disappeared	from	his	gaze.
I	opened	my	eyes	wide,	surprised	by	his	reaction,	and	frowned	slightly,
wondering	what	he	meant.
-	Nacho,	our	bald	tattooed	gardener	from	Spain,	wanted	to	see	you	yesterday
on	the	garden.
Black	took	a	deep	breath	and	swallowed	hard.	He	sat	up,	pulling	me	on
together.
"Honey,	can	you	tell	me	exactly	what	you	mean?"
calmly,	even	though	I	saw	that	inside	it	shakes	with	anger.
This	sight	frightened	me.	I	stood	up,	breaking	free	from	his	hands	that	rested	on
my	shoulders,	and	annoyed	I	began	to	circle	him.
-	Why	don't	you	tell	me	first	what	you	mean?
He	was	silent	for	a	moment,	without	taking	his	eyes	off	me,	and	his	lower	lip
was	in	his	grip
his	teeth.
"I	haven't	hired	a	gardener	yet,"	he	said	seriously,	standing	up.	-	And	now,



Laura,	I	want	to	hear	the	whole	story	of	this	"gardener"	slowly	and	with	details.
My	legs	buckled	under	me	when	I	heard	what	he	said.	Like	this:	no	gardener	?,
I	thought.	I	talked	to	him	after	all,	he	was	charming,	handsome	and	a	bit	bizarre,
but	rather
he	did	not	threaten	me.
I	sat	on	the	couch	while	Massimo	knelt	beside	him	listening	to	the	short	story
about	bald	man.	When	I	finished,	he	grabbed	the	phone	and	when	the	person	on
the	other	side
she	answered,	spoke	to	her	in	Italian	a	few	minutes,	looking	at	me	from	time	to
time.	When	he	finished
he	threw	the	phone	against	the	wall	with	such	force	that	it	shattered	into	pieces.
-	fuck!	He	shouted	in	English,	dragging	the	syllable	and	I	crouched	on	the	couch,
seeing	his	rage.	After	a	moment,	when	his	anger	burned	almost	with	a	visible
flame	from
inside,	I	got	up	and	went	to	him.
-	Massimo,	what's	going	on?	I	put	my	hands	on	his	wavy	shoulders	up	and
down.
He	was	silent.	He	didn't	speak	for	a	moment,	as	if	he	wanted	to	digest	what	he
heard	and	thought	how	it	was	to	me
pass.
"This	is	Marcelo	Nacho	Matos,	a	member	of	the	Spanish	Mafia	family	and	..."
I	knew	that	I	would	not	like	what	I	am	about	to	hear.	-	Laura,	honey.	-	Black
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he	turned	to	me,	grabbing	my	face	in	his	hands.	-	The	man	you	met	was
executor.
-	It	means?
-	The	killer.	His	jaws	began	to	tighten	rhythmically.	-	I	don't	know	why	he
showed	you
now,	if	...	'He	paused,	and	I	felt	a	shiver.
-	Since	I'm	alive?	I	sighed.	-	That's	what	you	meant	to	say,	Massimo.	That	you
are	surprised
I'm	alive.
The	whole	wonderful	atmosphere	was	damn,	I	had	the	impression	that	the	don
will	explode	in	a	second
anger.	He	passed	me	without	a	word	and	went	to	the	wardrobe	to	come	back
dressed	in	a	tracksuit	in	a	moment.
I	sat	on	the	couch	curled	under	a	blanket	and	stared	into	the	fire.	He	stopped	and



looked	at
me	and	then	sat	down,	putting	my	cloth	wrapped	body	on	my	lap.	I	cuddled	up
in	his	cage;	the	arms	wrapped	tightly	around	me	gave	me	a	sense	of	security.
-	Why	did	he	want	to	kill	me?	I	asked,	closing	my	eyes.
"If	he	wanted	you	would	be	dead,	so	I	suspect	he	wanted	something	completely."
different.	-	His	hands	tightened	on	me	so	much	that	I	groaned	in	pain.	-	Excuse
me	-
he	whispered,	loosening	his	embrace.	-	A	few	months	ago	I	had	some	clash	with
his	people.	-
He	stopped	suddenly,	as	if	he	were	thinking	about	something.	-	Laura,	you	won't
go	anywhere	alone,
I'm	serious.	-	His	icy	eyes	looking	at	me	frightened	me.	-	You	will	have
doubled	protection	and	there	are	no	lonely	trips	to	Messina.	He	paused	again.	-
And	it	would	be	best	if	I	sent	you	somewhere	...
-	You	must	be	crazy!	I	shouted	indignantly.	-	Your	people	are	unable	to	me
upilnować.	I've	never	had	anything	wrong	when	I	was	with	you	and	when	you
left	me
with	them,	always	something.	-	I	wanted	to	break	free	from	his	embrace,	but	he
didn't	let	me	go,	so	she	gave	up
I	gave	up.	-	Massimo,	I	don't	want	to	go	anywhere.	Tears	came	to	my	eyes.	-
And	mine
parents?
Black	inhaled	loudly.
-	Tomorrow	we	will	all	go	on	a	Titan	cruise,	and	after	Christmas,	when	they
return	to	Poland,	they	will	be
they	had	protection	from	Karol,	I	promise	to	take	care	of	them.	His	serious	tone
assured	me	that
knows	what	he	is	doing.	-	They	are	safe,	nobody	hunts	you.	The	only	thing	the
Spanish	can	want	is
hurt	me	and	the	only	way	to	do	that	is	you.	-	He	turned	my	head	so	that	our	eyes
they	almost	touched.	"And	I	guarantee	you	that	I	will	soon	get	rid	of	everything	I
have	and	sacrifice	myself."
my	life	than	let	the	hair	fall	off	you	or	my	son.
After	he	calmed	me	down,	he	disappeared	when	Domenico	knocked	on	the	door,
informing	him
about	something.	I	lay	down	and	fought	nightmares	all	night	in	which	he	was	the
main	character
sexy	Spaniard.	I	couldn't	understand	how	this	joyful	man	I	met	while	sitting
in	the	garden,	he	may	be	a	paid	killer.	His	happy	eyes	were	so	contrary	to	what



he	was	saying
Massimo.	I	analyzed	our	whole	meeting,	what	he	did	and	said,	but	they	didn't
come	to	me
heads	no	conclusions.	As	a	fierce	movie	through	my	perverse	mind	flew	the
question,
why	he	didn't	kill	me,	he	could	easily	do	it	at	least	a	few	times	during
our	conversation.	Why	did	he	let	me	see	himself,	introduced	himself;	or	maybe
he	decided	everything
it	seems	so	unimportant	to	me	that	I	won't	mention	it	to	my	husband.	Or	he
would	kill	me	and	kill	me
but	something	disturbed	him,	maybe	remorse,	or	maybe	he	just	liked	me.	Tired
meditations	and	constant	waking	with	the	conviction	that	I	hear	something,	I
finally	fell	asleep.
On	Christmas	morning,	I	woke	up	alone	in	bed	by	default.	Bedding	after
Massima's	site	was	intact,	which	could	only	mean	that	he	was	either	not	sleeping
that	night	or	not
wanted	to	sleep	with	me.
When	I	finished	getting	ready	for	breakfast	and	went	down	the	stairs,	the	door
shut
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my	tired	husband	opened	and	stood	there.	I	froze	without	saying	a	word	to	the
penultimate	step
and	I	stared	at	him.
"I	had	to	plan	security	and	check	the	property,"	he	stammered.
-	Personally?
-	When	it	comes	to	your	safety,	I	do	everything	personally.	-	He	passed	me	by
and	left
upstairs.	-	Give	me	half	an	hour	and	I'll	join	you.
I	went	down	to	the	dining	room	and	saw	a	set	of	guests	sitting	at	the
table.	Everyone	was
joyful	and	lively	they	discussed	in	at	least	three	languages.	When	they	noticed
me,	it	was	all	right
their	attention	focused	on	me.	My	mother	fed	me	almost	everything	that	was
found
on	the	table,	and	my	father	talked	for	the	seventieth	time	how	my	mother	was
pregnant	with	me.
Once	again	I	heard	the	story	of	how	in	the	middle	of	the	night	she	wanted



chocolate,	which	she	was	not
too	easy	in	times	of	long	queues	and	cards.	Dad	stood	on	his	head	to	get	sweets
for	her,
she	wanted	more	than	anything,	and	when	she	took	her	first	bite,	she	puked,
informing
him	that	it	was	not	what	she	wanted.	The	whole	story	was	in	Polish,	that's	why
Ola
cuddled	in	the	arm	of	her	future	husband,	she	whispered	to	him	the	whole
situation.
-	Laura,	can	I	ask	you?	Asked	my	mother,	standing	on	the	opposite	side	of	the
room.
I	got	up	and	headed	toward	her	as	she	looked	out	the	window	next	to	the	terrace
exit,	holding	her
in	the	hand	of	a	cigarette.
-	What	kind	of	people	are	these?	She	pointed	at	two	bodyguards	next	to	the
beach	and	then	down
others	located	within	her	sight.
"Protection,"	I	mumbled	without	looking	at	her.
-	Why	are	there	so	many?
-	There	are	always	so	many	of	them.	I	lied	without	hesitation,	afraid	to	even	look
at	her
page.	"Massimo	has	stalking	mania,	and	the	property	is	huge,	so."
there	are	not	many	of	them.	I	patted	her	on	the	back	and	almost	ran	away	to	the
table,	afraid
next	questions.
Christ,	I	thought	as	I	sat	down,	I	would	be	exhausted	for	fear	of	these	two	days
will	know	the	situation.
I	wondered	why	Black	had	them	here.	He	might	as	well	have	planned	a	holiday
in	Poland,	saving	me	nerves.	Deep	down	I	prayed	that	he	would	come	down	to
us,
and	it's	best	for	us	all	to	get	on	Titan	and	leave.	Although	the	weather	is	not
really	us
coddled,	I	preferred	to	freeze	on	the	yacht	rather	than	get	paranoid	at	home.	I	did
not	have
however,	the	right	to	complain,	because	when	it	was	snowing	in	Poland	and	it
was	down,	here	is	the	cloudless	sky
and	fifteen	degrees	in	the	shade	seemed	a	pleasant	change.
"My	dear	ones,"	Massimo	said	as	he	entered	the	dining	room.	-	I'd	like	to
announce	something.



I	almost	hit	my	head	on	the	table,	feeling	relieved	that	it	was	here	first	and
secondly
take	them	all	away.	I	readily	began	to	translate	English	to	Polish	for	parents
They	understood.
-	Tonight	we	will	go	to	Palermo	for	the	Christmas	ball.
"I	don't	give	a	fuck,"	I	groaned,	leaning	my	skull	against	the	counter	this	time.
My	mother	from	the	takeover	almost	jumped	up	from	the	chair,	but	my	father
lightly	grabbed	her	by	the	shoulder,
seating	back.	Disoriented,	I	turned	to	the	don	and	with	a	delightful	artificial
I	clung	to	his	ear	with	a	smile.
-	We	were	supposed	to	go	on	a	cruise?
-	Plans	have	changed.	-	He	kissed	my	nose.
God,	how	I	dreamed	that	my	life	would	be	in	order
and	normal,	standard	and	above	all	boring.	I	would	like	to	sit	at	home	on	the
couch
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eating	all	day	and	drinking	wine.	I	would	like	to	watch	Kevin	alone	at	home	and
enjoy
doing	nothing.
-	What's	going	on,	honey?	My	mother's	nervous	voice	pierced	my	ears.	-	I'm	not
I	have	something	to	wear,	besides,	this	is	quite	unexpected	information.
-	Welcome	to	my	world.	I	spread	my	hands	with	an	ironic	smile.
Massimo	sensed	my	mother's	nervousness,	which	didn't	surprise	me	because	he
wouldn't
feel,	he	would	have	to	be	deaf,	blind	and	stand	somewhere	around	the
bridge.	Moving	smoothly	to
Russian,	he	turned	to	her,	giving	him	a	smashing	smile	that	I	saw	again
first.	Klara	Biel	thanked	him,	fluttering	her	eyelashes,	and	I	wondered	what	kind
of	putty
just	pushing	her.	After	a	few	moments	she	was	sitting	all	radiant,	stroking
completely
uninterested	father	on	the	shoulder.
"It's	taken	care	of,"	Massimo	whispered,	clutching	my	thigh.	-	Come.
He	jumped	up	from	the	spot,	which	surprised	everyone	gathered,	and	dragged
me	with	him.
-	We'll	be	back	soon!	I	shouted	with	a	smile,	disappearing	in	the	corridor.
Dragged	through	the	rooms,	I	couldn't	even	ask	what	was	going	on



It	is	happening.	When	we	walked	through	the	next	door	and	found	ourselves	in
the	library,	Black	slammed
them	and	clung	to	me	in	a	passionate	kiss.	His	lips,	teeth	and	tongue	wandered
over	mine
face,	eagerly	getting	every	single	piece	of	it.
"I	need	adrenaline,"	he	panted.	-	Because	cocaine	is	not	an	option	...
His	hands	crept	under	the	short	dress	and	grabbed	my	buttocks,	lifting	me
up.	He	crossed	the	room	and	set	me	by	the	desk,	leaning	against	it.
I	looked	at	him	confused,	feeling	my	heart	beating	with	excitement.	Massim's
hands
they	unfastened	the	strap	and	then	the	fly.	Putting	my	thumbs	under	the	pants
belt	and	the	elastic	of	the	pants,	one
he	slid	them	to	the	ground,	releasing	the	sticking	prick.
"Kneel,"	he	growled,	resting	his	hands	on	the	edge	of	the	desk.	-	Blow	me
off!	He	ordered	when
my	knees	touched	the	floor.
Surprised	and	slightly	confused,	I	raised	my	eyes	and	looked	at	him,	finding
an	almost	black	look	overwhelmed	with	wild	lust.	I	slowly	grabbed	his	member
my	fingers	and	I	moved	my	lips	close	to	him.	Black's	mouth	parted,	catching
more	and	more
faster	gasp,	and	a	low	moan	came	from	the	interior.	I	moved	my	hand	from	root
to	foot
tip	without	taking	my	eyes	off	my	husband's	face.
-	How	do	I	do	it,	don	Torricelli?	I	asked	seductively,	which	he	completely
ignored.
-	Fast	and	hard.	Sweat	was	visible	on	Massim's	face	and	his	legs	were	light
trembling.
I	gathered	saliva	in	my	mouth	and	spit	on	his	harder	cock,	ensuring	myself
slip.	A	roar	came	from	Don's	throat,	and	one	of	his	hands	went	to	the	back	of	my
head,
forcing	me	to	take	his	erect	mouth;	I	was	waiting	for	it.	I	opened	my	mouth
and	I	took	the	whole	length,	which	awarded	me	with	another	hand	on	my
occiput.	His	hips	came	out	on
meeting	my	moves	and	after	a	while	it	wasn't	me	who	sucked	him,	but	he	fucked
my	mouth.
He	moaned	loudly	and	mumbled	something	in	Italian	as	I	took	it	faster	and
faster,	putting	it	deeper
down	my	husband's	favorite	part	of	the	throat.	I	don't	need	my	hands	wandering
his	buttocks,



and	the	nails	dug	deep	into	their	smooth	skin.	He	loved	it,	he	wanted	not	only	to
give	strength
sensations,	but	also	receive	them	in	return.	Pain	was	an	integral	part	of	our	lives
erotic,	but	they	both	stimulated	us	in	the	same	way,	so	none	ever	objected.
I	felt	his	penis	banging	on	my	throat,	crossing	the	limit	of	my	abilities	when
I	dug	into	his	stomach	with	my	teeth.	I	started	choking	and	choking,	I	wanted	to
back	down,	but
he	held	me	tighter.	Tears	came	to	my	eyes	and	my	breath	caught	in	my
throat.	Yet

Page	167
I	stuck	my	nails	harder	into	Black's	skin	and	then	I	felt	a	warm	liquid	pour	over
mine
mouth.	His	hands	stopped,	but	his	cock	was	still	deep	inside	me.	I	tried	to
swallow	everyone
a	drop,	but	I	could	barely	breathe.	Then	he	pushed	me	a	bit	and	began	to	move
slowly
hips,	giving	you	the	chance	to	breathe	in.	He	finished	and	put	his	hands	back	to
the	edge	of	the	desk.
I	quickly	pulled	his	still	hard	penis	out	of	my	mouth	and	wiped	my	cheeks	wet
with	tears.
I	grabbed	him	with	my	right	hand	and,	eagerly	looking	into	Massim's	eyes,
licked	until	he	was	completely
clear.
Black's	thumb	stroked	my	cheek	as	I	pulled	up	his	boxers,	and	later
trousers.	I	fastened	the	fly	and	belt	and	stood	in	front	of	him,	smoothing	the	shirt
I	had	stuffed
inside.
-	Awake?	I	asked,	slightly	raising	my	eyebrows	and	wiping	mascara	that	had	run
down.
"Aroused,"	he	whispered,	kissing	my	forehead.
Don	didn't	like	the	taste	of	cum,	which	seemed	pretty	obvious,	but	I	liked	it
oppose	him	and	push	certain	boundaries.	When	his	lips	moved	away	from	me,
I	grabbed	his	face	with	my	hands	and	broke	my	tongue	brutally	between	his
lips.	Body
Massim	stiffened,	but	he	didn't	push	me	away.	He	stood	and	waited	for	me	to
finish	while	I	tried
indulge	in	as	much	of	his	taste	as	possible.



"It's	my	smeared	makeup,"	I	hissed,	kissing	him	on	the	lips	a	few	more	times
formed	a	wicked	smile.
We	embraced	ourselves	a	bit	and	spent	the	rest	of	the	morning	rather	quietly
talking
walking	around	the	property	and	remembering	-	especially	unfortunately	my
childhood.	Parents	do	not
they	told	about	how,	when	I	was	a	few	years	old,	I	liked	eating	sand.	For	what
Black	replied	that	he	had	a	gravel	pit	and	offered	lunch	consisting	of	a	tasty
heap.
During	the	short	walk,	my	mother	could	not	understand	why	at	every	step
four	people	follow	me,	but	I	decided	to	ignore	her	curiosity,	afraid	I	would	say
too	much.	Had	it	not	been	for	increased	protection,	I	would	have	long	forgotten
to	meet	the	gardener
and	the	danger	that	my	husband	thinks	lurked	around	every	corner.	I	was,
however
convinced	that	I	am	not	in	danger	by	a	Spanish	killer.	The	way	you	look	at	me
he	looked,	he	did	not	indicate	the	desire	to	hurt	me,	so	exceptionally	not	this
time
I	shared	Massim's	paranoia.
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CHAPTER	17
It	was	about	3pm	when	three	hairdressers	came	to	the	property
and	make-up	artists.	Dad	and	Czarny	breathed	a	sigh	of	relief,	going	to	siesta,
and	I	along	with	my	mother	and	Olo
we	went	to	embrace	a	bit.	While	combing,	I	learned	what	my	husband	was	like
he	explained	to	my	parent	a	radiant	smile.	It	turned	out	that	he	was	talking	about
the	waiting	people
on	her	selection	of	dresses	that	hung	in	the	wardrobe	of	her	room.	Listening	to
this,	I	came	to
the	conclusion	that	either	my	man	lied	to	me	or	his	power	is	all-powerful,
including
including	witchcraft	and	future	prediction.	It	was	supposed	to	be	a	boat	cruise,
and	now	it	is	a	ball
unexpected,	and	Black	was	prepared	for	any	eventuality.	Strange.	The	longer
over	it
I	thought,	the	more	logical	it	became	that	the	Titan	trip	from	the	beginning	was
nonsense	that



she	was	supposed	to	calm	me	down	last	night.	I	didn't	want	to	get	mad	at	him
because	she	was	waiting	for	us
a	joint	event	with	me	as	a	bracelet	in	the	lead	role,	so	I	decided	not	to	wind	up.
When	I	entered	the	wardrobe,	Massimo	stood	in	front	of	the	mirror,	tying	his
bow	tie.	I	stopped
in	the	doorway	and	wearing	only	a	soft	bathrobe,	I	looked	at	this	divine	view.	He
was	wearing
gray	tuxedo	pants	and	a	white	shirt,	hair	neatly	combed	back,	laying	smoothly.
He	looked	like	a	real	Mafia	Sicilian.	He	finished	the	action	he	was	focusing	on
he	did,	and	before	his	hands	relaxed	freely	along	the	body,	he	fixed	his	black
eyes	on	me.
His	eyes	stared	at	my	reflection	and	his	teeth	slowly	bit	his	lower	lip.	He	turned
and	took	off
from	the	coat	hanger,	which	he	put	on	and	fastened	with	a	button.	He	corrected
the	cuffs
piercing	me	with	calm	eyes,	in	which	there	was	a	surprise.
"I	chose	you	a	dress,"	he	said,	standing	a	few	centimeters	away	from	me.
I	breathed	in	his	nostrils	his	overwhelming	smell,	which	made	me	feel	dizzy
in	my	head,	and	I	was	planning	to	get	out	of	the	party	and	stay	in	bed	with	him
for	the	rest	of	my	life.
-	Can't	I	go	like	that?	I	grabbed	the	robe's	strap	and	loosened	it,	letting	it
slid	to	the	floor.	Black's	jaw	clenched	and	his	pupils	flooded	his	eyes	when	he
saw
favorite	red	lace	on	my	body.	-	I've	got	a	proposition	for	you.	-	I	reached	for	the
button
in	my	jacket	and	unbuttoned	it.	-	You	put	me	on	the	counter	top	and	lick	me	up.	-
I	slid	her	off
from	his	arms	and	I	put	the	chair	back,	watching	his	lips	parting	more	and
more.	-
When	I	get	there,	you	will	turn	me	back	to	yourself	and	looking	at	my	reflection
in	the	mirror,	you	will	enter	...
I	reached	into	my	belt	and	then	grabbed	my	hands.
-	Where?	-	This	question	was	like	cutting	a	sword.	-	Where	will	I	go?
"In	my	ass,"	I	whispered,	running	my	tongue	over	his	chin,	lip	and	rubbing	it
to	mouth
Black	growled	and	grabbed	my	arms,	kissing	wildly.	I	felt	the	fingers	of	his
hands
they	enter	me,	rubbing	moisture	inside	and	on	the	swollen	clitoris.
-	I	can	not.	-	These	words	were	like	a	punch	in	the	diaphragm.	My	husband



pulled	away	from	me
and	passing	by,	patted	his	bare	buttocks.	-	This	underwear	won't	be	useful	to
you.	Get	dressed	because
we	have	half	an	hour.	-	Lechely	licked	his	fingers	taken	out	of	me.
I	knew	what	he	was	doing,	it	wasn't	the	first	time	his	cruelty	to	me	was
almost	tangible.	I	clenched	my	hands	in	fists	and	for	a	moment	I	shuffled,
shouting	in	my	head
any	profanity	I	know,	then	I	took	a	deep	breath	and	walked	toward
prepared	cover.
I	unzipped	the	material	with	the	logo	of	the	Polish	brand	La	Mania	and	it	took
my	breath	away.	Bright,
the	almost	white	dress	with	silver	applications	looked	like	made	of
cobwebs.	Soft,
ethereal	and	extremely	sexy.	Strongly	cut	on	the	sides	of	the	breast,	fastened
around	the	neck	and	completely	without
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back.	In	some	places	transparent,	in	others	composed	in	shape
silver-gray	flowers.	The	creation	was	slender	at	the	top	and	heavily	flared	at	the
bottom
me	from	the	hanger.	Seeing	her,	I	understood	what	Massimo	meant,	saying	that	I
felt	like	underwear
it	won't	be	useful.	Bra	was	out	of	question	here,	and	the	thong	had	to	be	flesh-
colored	and	microscopic.	When
I	removed	it	from	the	hanger,	I	discovered	another	cover,	which,	as	it	turned	out,
is	silver-gray
cape.	Tom	Ford	in	this	collection	from	2012	introduced	this	trend,	but	then	even
through
I	never	thought	that	I	would	put	on	something	equally	dazzling.
"Cars	are	waiting,"	Black	said,	entering	the	wardrobe	twenty	minutes
later.	"My	queen,"	he	added,	looking	at	me	as	I	stood	in	a	captivating	creation.
He	took	my	hand	and	kissed	my	hand,	staring	with	delighted	eyes	at	my	figure.
In	fact,	I	looked	dazzling.	A	short	and	refreshed	bob	was	on	my	head
perfectly	modeled,	smoky	gray	make-up	went	perfectly	with	the	darker	ones
elements	of	attire,	and	the	short	tips	of	Manolo	Blahnik	shoes	completed	the
whole.	I	grabbed
a	tiny	clutch	bag	from	Valentino	and	I	turned	nonchalantly	toward	my	husband.
-	Are	we	going	-	I	challenged	him	with	this	ambivalent	attitude.



My	beautiful	man	stood	with	a	smile	from	ear	to	ear,	presenting	me	a	series	of
whites
equal	teeth.	He	didn't	even	say	a	word,	just	grasped	the	hand	he	was	holding
tighter,
and	pulled	me	towards	the	stairs.
-	Will	we	be	going	there	long?	I	asked	as	we	headed	toward	the	exit.
-	We're	going	to	the	airport	and	the	flight	will	take	us	literally	a	dozen	or	so
minutes.
At	the	sound	of	the	word	"flight,"	I	squeezed	his	hand	tighter,	but	he	caressed	me
with	a	thumb
the	back	of	my	hand	and	I	knew	it	would	take	something	my	attention	despite
the	presence	of	loved	ones.
In	the	huge	corridor	in	front	of	the	exit	door	I	met	the	rest	of	the	cheerful	team,
whose	mood	was	additionally	improved	by	drinking	alcohol.	All	five	looked
amazing.
Gentlemen	in	black	tuxedos	looked	like	movie	stars,	while	my	attention
caught	Olga	more.	For	the	first	time	she	didn't	bet	on	a	hooker	style;	or	maybe
Domenico	chose	it
her	outfit?	The	strapless,	black,	long,	ground-length	dress	emphasized	round
shapes	and	small	ones
the	fur	bolero	covered	his	slim	shoulders.
-	You	are	finally	here.	"My	mother's	voice	pierced	me	like	a	dagger.	I	turned	to
look	at	her
look.
My	jaw	almost	dropped	when	she	stood	in	front	of	me	in	a	flesh-colored	one-
shoulder	dress.
I	stared	for	a	moment,	then	remembered	that	it	was	my	husband	who	gave	her
this
a	gift,	and	I	looked	at	him,	this	time	showing	a	slight	disapproval.	Black
instead,	he	shrugged	cheerfully	and	showed	everyone	the	way	to	cars.
"If	your	parents	are	with	us,	I	get	the	feeling	we're	in	high	school	again,"	she
whispered
Olga,	when	we	got	out	of	the	cars	at	the	historic	hotel	in	Palermo.	-	I	have	to	be
like	that
correct,	nice	and	cultural	ass,	because	everyone	on	earth	understands	the
word	fuck	in	English	,	fuck!
-	From	what	I	know,	they	are	going	to	Poland	tomorrow.	I	laughed,	grabbing	her
hand.	-	I	also	have
enough	of	this	tense	atmosphere	and	constant	fear	that	something	will	come	on



that	will	light	the	lamp
security,	and	guess	who	Massimo	is.
-	I	forgot	to	ask	you.	She	lowered	her	voice	conspiratorially.	-	Why	suddenly
is	there	so	much	protection	in	the	house?	Domenico	doesn't	want	to	tell	me
anything.
-	Oh,	because	...	-	I	started	and	then	Black	took	my	hand.
-	Ready?	He	nodded	at	the	photographers	standing	at	the	entrance	and	the	crowd
swirling
next	to	you.
Jesus	Christ,	I	will	never	be	ready	for	it,	nor	will	I	feel	at	ease.
I	clamped	my	hand	on	my	husband's	shoulder,	and	he	put	my	hand	comfortingly
on	mine	and	then	they	came
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screams.	Photographers	pushed	one	by	one	to	take	the	best	photo	possible.
Massimo	stood	calmly,	taking	on	a	mask	of	indifference,	and	I	tried	to	open	my
eyes	when
millions	of	flashes	lit	up,	blinding	me.
-	Signora	Torricelli!	-	The	scream	never	ceased.
So	I	raised	my	head	high	and	gave	everyone	gathered	the	most	radiant
from	smiles	I	had	in	the	palette	of	mines	and	artificial	facial	expressions.	After	a
moment,	the	don	nodded
we	walked	inside	and	peacefully.
-	You're	getting	better	at	it.	-	Black	kissed	my	hand,	leading	me	through	the	hall
to	the	room
ballroom.
When	we	took	our	seats	at	the	table,	I	was	glad	that	he	was	not	with	us	this	time
strangers,	although	I	knew	that	sad	men	would	finally	appear.	I	scanned	my	eyes
monumental	surroundings.	The	ceiling	on	the	third	floor	was	richly	decorated
and	the	columns
supporting	the	roof	finished	with	carved	arches	received	speech.	They	were
burning	everywhere
candles,	beautiful	giant	Christmas	trees	and	festive	decorations.	There	was	silver
on	the	tables,
and	the	buffets,	of	which	there	were	at	least	a	dozen,	were	bending	with
international	delicacies.
The	waiters	in	white	coats	were	serving	snacks,	and	I	was	once	again	wondering
what	I	was	doing	here.



Something	else	probably	had	my	mother	in	her	mind,	who	in	such	circumstances
felt	like
fish	in	the	water,	focusing	the	attention	of	most	men.	Dad	sat	proud	and
completely
unmoved	by	the	fact	that	since	we	came,	and	it	was	about	five	minutes	earlier,	I
have	mother
asked	to	dance	six	times.
-	What	party	is	this?	I	leaned	toward	Massim,	lightly	stroking	his	thigh.
"Charity,"	he	whispered	back.	-	And	stop	provoking	me.	-	He	moved	my	hand
over
his	crotch	and	stroked	the	hard	bulge	between	his	legs.
-	I'm	not	wearing	pants.	I	smiled	brightly	at	him	because	I	felt	that
my	mother	is	watching	us.
Black's	hand	tightened	on	mine,	almost	crushing	her,	and	his	black	eyes	fixed	on
him
me.
-	You	lie	-	he	cleared	his	throat	gently,	nodding	a	glass	of	champagne	at	Klara.
-	I	have	a	dress	with	no	fabric	on	the	back,	slide	my	hand	over	my	back	and
check	for	yourself.	-
I	raised	my	eyebrows	and	nodded	towards	my	mother	with	a	glass	of	water.
I	felt	my	husband's	arm	move	lower	and	his	hand	wandering	under	the	dress,
after
how	it	freezes.	When	I	put	my	underwear	on	at	home,	I	discovered	that,
unfortunately,	you	can	see	every	color,	so
after	making	sure	that	I	wouldn't	show	anything	without	her,	I	decided	to	leave
without.
Don	sat	stiff	as	a	stick	and	gently	ran	his	finger	over	where	it	began
my	buttocks.	He	took	a	deep	breath	and	put	both	hands	on	the	table.	I've	got	you,
I	thought.
I	slid	my	right	hand	down,	pretending	to	improve	the	shoe,	and	lifting	the	layers
of	material,
I	found	my	wet	pussy.	I	played	with	it	for	a	while,	and	when	I	was	sure	that
she	gave	away	all	my	smell	and	taste,	I	rubbed	my	fingers,	took	out	my	hand,
and	gave	it	slowly
Massim.
-	Kiss	me	and	feel	me.	-	I	bit	his	ear	lobe.
He	obeyed	the	command,	gently	sliding	his	lips	over	the	wet	spot	on
hand.	His	pupils	dilated,	and	his	breathing	clearly	accelerated	when	he	inhaled
smell	and	feel	the	taste.



"I	...	don't	...	don't	...	refuse,"	I	whispered	every	word	and	took	it	away
hand.
Don	burned	harder	and	brighter	than	the	candles	on	the	table,	but	he	looked	at
my	amused	ones
parents,	took	a	sip	of	wine	and	leaned	his	back	on	the	backrest.	His	cage	waved
more	every	second
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steadily,	and	he	closed	his	mouth	a	moment	ago,	leaving	a	shadow	on	them
smile.	I	would	have	admired	his	self-control	were	it	not	for	the	fact	that	his	cock
was	in	his
his	pants	almost	ripped	open.
"These	Louboutin	heels	will	finish	me	off,"	Olga	said,	falling	in	three
party	hours	on	the	next	chair.	-	Domenico	can't	dance,	I'm	not	in	it	either
the	best	one,	and	drags	me	on	this	dance	floor	as	if	it	was	"Dancing	with	the
Stars"	and	this	is	the	final.	-
Her	eyes	widened.
I	looked	at	her	with	compassion.	I	know	how	she	felt	-	two	at	the	Venice	festival
she	had	enough	of	it.	I	glanced	at	Massim,	who	was	stubborn	at	something
he	was	discussing	with	Jakub,	and	I	was	glad	that	at	least	he	was	a	great
dancer.	this
in	the	evening	my	husband	did	not	leave	me	a	step.	I	don't	know	if	it	was	the
parents'	merit	or
maybe	no	panties,	but	he	stuck	to	me	like	a	plaster.
It	was	before	one	when	my	dad	and	mother	said	goodbye	and	one	of	the	Don's
men	escorted
them	to	the	room.	Then	an	older	man	sat	down	at	our	table.	He	greeted	everyone
including	my	brother,	and	after	a	while	all	four	of	them	were	in	conversation.
-	Oh,	it	begins	-	I	muttered	to	Olo's	still	massaging	foot.
-	Oh,	fucking	Lari,	what	did	you	expect?	She	shrugged.	-	Let's	go	to	sleep.
Her	proposal	seemed	to	me	the	best	option	possible,	so	I	turned	to
husband	asking	us	to	go	to	the	room.	Unfortunately,	I	encountered	resistance	and
an	annoyed	look
tired	of	Massim.
"We're	going,"	I	said,	getting	up.
Black	nodded	to	two	bodyguards	who	were	stuck	against	the	wall,	and	after	a
few	seconds	as
the	wall	has	grown	up	before	me.	I	made	a	displeased	face,	shook	my	head	and



went	in	the	direction
output.
The	two	gorillas	apparently	knew	the	way	to	my	room,	so	I	obeyed
them.	I	suddenly	realized	that	my	phone	was	in	my	jacket,	because,
unfortunately,	my	purse,
which	I	took	was	too	small.
"I'll	be	right	back,"	I	growled	to	the	security	halfway	up	and	turned	back.
One	of	the	men	followed	me,	but	I	waved	him	to	stay.	-	I'll	be	faster	alone!	-
I	screamed.
I	entered	the	room	and	discovered	with	concern	that	our	table	was	empty.	I	stood
for	a	moment
next	to	his	chair,	looking	around,	until	I	saw	the	waiter	who	served	us.
I	came	over	and	asked	him	if	he	knew	which	way	the	men	sitting	here	were	still
five
minutes	ago,	and	then	he	showed	me	the	door	at	the	end	of	the	room.	I	went
there	and	grabbed	the	door	handle.
There	was	complete	darkness	behind	the	wooden	gates,	and	the	road	was	lit	only
by	small	ones
lamps	hung	on	the	walls.	I	was	walking,	leaning	against	the	wall,	until	I	felt
another	door.
I	heard	voices,	so	I	pressed	the	door	handle	and	went	inside.	At	a	small	table
several	men	sat	in	the	room,	among	them	those	I	was	looking	for.
-	Fuck	mother	-	I	growled,	seeing	Massimo	leaning	over	the	table	and	drawing	a
line
white	powder.	He	finished,	put	down	the	rolled	banknote	and	looked	at	me	like
everyone	else
others.
-	Are	you	lost,	honey?	He	drawled	through	his	teeth,	and	I	felt	sick.
Surrounded	by	a	wave	of	laughter,	I	walked	over	to	him	and	held	out	my	hand.
-	Give	me	a	phone	call.	-	Massimo	reached	into	his	pocket	and	took	out	his
smartphone,	then	tilting
over	the	table,	he	handed	it	to	me.	-	And	fuck	you	...,	please!
There	was	a	grave	silence	in	the	room,	and	the	men	next	to	him	looked	at	him
expectantly.
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"Come	out,"	he	growled,	gesturing,	and	one	of	the	sad	men	opened	it	for	me
door.



I	gave	him	a	hateful	look	and	clenched	my	jaw	so	as	not	to	burst	into	tears.
I	turned	on	my	heel	and	raised	my	head	high	to	leave	the	room.	When	I	left,
Black
he	said	something	in	Italian	and	everyone	sitting	there	laughed	again.
I	was	furious.	I	knew	he	had	to	play	hard	don	with	people,	but	why,	on
God,	must	he	do	drugs?	I	ran	across	the	room,	still	stifling	a	sob,	and	headed	for
where
I	left	Olo.
Walking	through	a	corridor	full	of	hotel	doors,	I	realized	that	I	was	wrong
I	sprained.
"Fuck	his	mother,"	I	cursed,	stomping	like	a	furious	little	child.
Orientation	in	the	field	was	never	my	strong	point,	but	I	was	angry	alone
each	other.
I	turned	to	turn	around	and	then	I	felt	a	slight	sweet	taste	in	my	mouth.
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CHAPTER	18
My	head	hurt,	like	I	had	a	hangover,	but	I	was	pregnant	and	I	haven't	had	a
hangover	since
many	days.	I	slowly	opened	my	eyelids.	The	room	was	uncomfortably	bright,
and	light	wasn't	the	best	medicine	for	such	a	migraine.	God,	did	I	lose	again
Consciousness?	I	thought,	not	remembering	the	events	of	last	night.	I	groaned,
turning
aside,	and	I	covered	my	head	with	a	duvet.	Trying	to	wrap	myself	around	her,	I
ran	my	hand	over	my	body
and	froze.	I	was	wearing	cotton	boxer	shorts,	and	I	didn't	even	have	one	pair
cotton	underwear.	I	opened	my	eyes	wider,	ignoring	my	headache.	I	threw	off
my	coat
and	looked	panicked	down.
-	What	the	fuck	is	that	?!	I	said.
-	I	don't	know	Polish	-	I	heard	a	man's	voice	and	my	heart	almost	stopped.	-	But
when
you	feel	bad,	you	have	heart	pills	by	the	bed.
I	felt	my	heart	rate	increase	and	my	breathing	increase.	I	closed	my	eyelids	and
took	them
deep	breath,	turning	in	the	direction	from	which	the	sound	was	coming.
"Hi,"	Nacho	said,	smiling	brightly.	-	Just	don't	shout.
I	tried	to	breathe,	but	felt	my	hated	condition	approaching	great



steps.	I	was	breathing	in,	but	the	oxygen	wouldn't	flow	to	my	lungs.
-	Laura.	The	man	sat	on	the	bed,	grabbing	my	hand.	-	I	won't	hurt	you,	no
be	afraid	-	He	grabbed	the	medicine	vial	and	took	out	the	tablet.	-	Open	your
mouth.
I	looked	at	him	in	horror,	hearing	a	whistle	in	my	ears,	and	then	he	pressed	it
under	my	tongue
and	began	to	stroke	the	head	that	I	took	in	a	second.
"They	warned	me	you	would."	-	His	voice	was	calm	and	cheerful.
I	closed	my	eyes,	trying	to	calm	down.	I	don't	know	if	I	fell	asleep	or	opened
them	after
a	few	seconds,	but	when	I	narrowed	my	eyes	again	blinded	by	the	light,	he	was
still	sitting	above
me.
"Nacho,"	I	whispered,	glancing	at	him.	-	You	will	kill	me?
-	Marcelo,	but	you	can	call	me	Nacho.	I	think	you're	stupid	if	you	think	that's	it
I	will.	His	hand	grabbed	my	wrist,	examining	my	pulse.	-	Why	would	I	save	you
if	I	did
wanted	to	kill	you?
-	Where	am	I?
"In	the	most	beautiful	place	on	earth,"	he	said	without	taking	his	eyes	off	the
watch.	-
And	you	will	live.	He	fixed	his	eyes	on	me	again.	Their	cheerfulness	did	not
scare	me	at	all.
-	Where	is	Massimo?
He	laughed	and	gave	me	water,	slightly	lifting	my	head	so	that	I	could	drink
without
failing	everything.
"He's	probably	crazy	with	rage	in	Sicily."	He	grinned	and	stretched.	-	How
well-being?
At	least,	his	question	seemed	out	of	place	to	me.	I	took	the	glass	from	his	hands
and	pushed	me	away.
-	You're	a	killer	and	I'm	alive.
-	Valuable	attention	and	basically	true.	He	leaned	on	the	mattress,	flipping	one
hand
over	me.	-	And	anticipating	the	rest	of	the	questions	so	that	it	would	be	faster.	-
His	face	got	more
serious,	but	the	eyes	were	still	laughing.	-	You've	been	kidnapped,	but	it's
nothing	new	to	you.	-
He	threw	up	his	arms.	-	I'm	not	going	to	hurt	you,	I'm	just	following



instructions.	If
everything	will	go	as	it	should,	in	a	few	days	you	should	return	to	your
husband.	-	He	stood	up
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out	of	bed	and	looked	at	his	watch.	-	Questions?
I	lay	there	with	my	mouth	open	and	it	seemed	to	be	a	joke.	Man	in	white
the	T-shirt	I	was	looking	at	was	nothing	like	the	cruel	criminal	I	was	talking
about
spoke	don.	He	pulled	up	the	slightly	falling	jeans	and	smiled	at	me,	putting	his
feet	on
in	flip-flops.
-	If	none,	then	I	go	swimming.
-	And	I?	-	I	set	down	my	glass.	-	Where	exactly	am	I	and	how	many	days	do	you
imprison	me?	-
I	asked,	taught	by	the	example	of	the	first	abduction.
-	Two	days	ago	you	disappeared,	today	is	the	twenty-seventh	of	December,	and
you	are	on	the	Islands
Canary,	exactly	in	Tenerife.	He	put	on	his	sunglasses	and	headed	for
door.	-	I	am	Marcelo	Nacho	Matos,	son	of	Fernand	Matos,	on	whose	command
I	brought	you	here.	-	He	turned	around.	-	And	for	clarity,	nothing	threatens	you,
nobody	will	kill	you.
We	just	need	to	explain	something	to	your	husband	and	you	will	leave.	-	He
came	through	the	door	and	when
he	was	closing	them,	he	suddenly	looked	inside	again.	-	Oh,	and	if	you	ever	run
away,
remember	that	you	are	on	an	island,	quite	far	from	the	mainland,	and	the	band
you	have	on	your	leg	is	a	transmitter.	-
I	touched	my	ankle	and	felt	the	plastic-rubber	rim.	-	I	know	where	at	all	times
you	are	and	what	you	do.	He	slid	off	his	glasses	and	looked	at	me.	-	And	if	you
try	to	contact
with	loved	ones	without	my	permission,	I	will	kill	them.
The	door	closed	and	he	disappeared.
I	lay	there,	not	believing	what	was	happening.	I	thank	God	that	I	was	married
during	pregnancy,
because	at	the	thought	that	this	sick	situation	could	repeat	itself,	it	was	hugging
me	in	the	breastbone.
I	stared	at	the	ceiling	and	digested	everything	I	heard.	I	was	tired,	I	felt	like



crying
To	make	matters	worse,	just	before	I	disappeared,	my	husband	treated	me	like
trash,	huh
in	addition,	it	didn't	make	me	happy.	I	turned	sideways	and	cuddling	my	face	in
a	pillow,
I	fell	asleep.
At	night,	hunger	woke	me	up.	My	stomach	grumbled	and	I	was	awake
I	remembered	I	was	pregnant.	I	got	up	from	the	bed	and	lit	a	lamp	that	stood	on
bedside	table.
The	interior	was	modern,	bright	and	simple.	White,	wood	and	canvas	dominated
and	glass.	In	search	of	clothes,	I	went	to	the	sliding	closet	and	when	I	moved	one
wing,	another	small	room	appeared	in	my	eyes:	a	wardrobe.	They	were	in	it
tracksuits,	flip-flops,	shorts,	T-shirts,	some	underwear	and	bathing	suits.	I
reached	for	a	long	sweatshirt
with	a	zipper	hood	and	I	put	little	shorts	on	my	ass.	Too	small,	I	thought,	sucking
their	legs.
Warm	air	came	in	through	the	open	window	and	a	monotonous	noise	was
heard.	I	went	out
on	the	balcony	and	saw	the	ocean.	He	was	almost	black	and	very	calm,	I	glanced
down	and	down
I	discovered	with	surprise	that	we	are	not	at	home,	but	in	an	apartment
building.	Below	me	below
there	was	a	small	garden	with	a	hot	tub	and	grass	around	it.
I	went	to	the	door,	grabbing	the	door	handle.	They	were	open,	which	I	found	a
nice	change	after
last	time,	when	I	had	to	wait	for	Domenico	to	show	up	kindly.	I	went	out	into	the
corridor
the	chill	of	the	glass	floor	woke	me	up	even	more,	and	I	saw	the	stairs	opposite.
I	went	downstairs,	passing	several	doors	in	the	hall	before	the	steps,	and
immediately	found	myself	in	the	kitchen.
-	Fridge!	I	groaned,	opening	the	double	gates	to	the	land	of	delights.
Inside,	I	was	happy	to	discover	cheese,	yogurt,	lots	of	fruit,	Spanish	meats	and
drinks.
I	laid	out	everything	I	wanted,	on	the	counter,	and	reached	for	the	rolls	that	stood
under	the	glass
cover.
-	If	you're	hungry,	I'll	heat	your	paella.	I	let	out,	terrified	by	the	sudden	sound
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at	the	hands	of	the	plate	that	shattered	on	the	floor.	-	Do	not	move.
Nacho	knelt	down	next	to	him,	collecting	the	leftover	glass	and	throwing	it	into
the	bin.	When	he	decided	that
there	are	too	many	crumbs,	he	lifted	me	up	and	set	me	a	meter	away,	sweeping
the	crust	himself.	I	watched
with	a	little	bit	of	disbelief.
-	Listen,	I	don't	understand	something.	-	I	folded	my	arms.	-	You	care	about	me,
you	worry
I	would	say	that	you	care	and	kidnap?
The	man	stood	up	and	straightened	up,	looking	into	my	eyes.
"You're	pregnant	and	your	problem	is	that	you	got	married	to	a	bad	guy."	-
He	lifted	my	chin	with	my	thumb	when	I	wasn't	looking	at	him.	-	You	didn't	do
anything	to	me,	you're	not
She	is	guilty	of	nothing,	and	you	are	a	nice	chick,	so	what	is	not	understood
here?
He	sat	on	the	counter	and	I	realized	that	he	was	wearing	only	boxer	shorts.
"Laura,"	he	continued,	"you	are	a	means	to	an	end,	we	do	not	mean	you."	He
sighed	and	leaned	back
with	both	hands	on	the	countertop,	pulling	out	a	bit.	"If	you	were	a	guy,	you'd	be
sitting	in	the	basement	of	the	villa."
my	old	one,	chained	to	a	chair,	probably	naked.	He	shook	his	head.	-	And	that
you're	pregnant
a	woman,	you	are	here	and	I	clean	the	plate	after	you	so	that	you	don't	hurt
yourself.	Besides,	you	know	...	-
He	bent	slightly.	"We	don't	want	a	war	with	Torricelli,	we	just	want	him	to	start	a
dialogue."
He	jumped	to	the	ground,	standing	next	to	him.
-	What,	paella?
"I	don't	give	a	fuck	how	weird	it	all	is	..."	I	mumbled,	sitting	on	a	bar	stool.
-	Don't	tell	me	anything.	I'd	rather	run	a	surf	and	kite	school	instead	of	shooting
people	in	the	head.	He	put	everything	I	put	on	the	counter	and	pulled	out	a	large
frying	pan.	-
Seafood	with	rice,	seasoned	with	saffron,	I	made	it	myself.	-	He	gave	me	again
a	disarming	smile.
I	looked	at	him,	admiring	the	colorful	drawings	on	his	body.	They	were
everywhere:	na
back,	chest,	hands,	probably	on	the	buttocks.	Only	his	legs	were	spared



by	the	tattoo	artist.
-	And	what	does	your	woman	say?	I	broke	free	and	I	scolded	myself	for	that
question.
Nacho	put	the	pot	on	the	gas	and	set	fire	to	it.
"I	don't	know,	I	don't	have	one,"	he	replied	without	looking	at	me.	-	You	know,
I'm	tall
expectations	of	women,	intelligent:	it	should	be	pretty,	smart,	athletic,	and	it	is
best	that	they	are
she	had	no	idea	who	my	father	was	and	this	is	a	small	island.	He	pulled	two
plates	out	of	the	cabinet.	-	And	on
on	the	continent	they	are	all	like	that	...	-	He	thought	for	a	moment.	-	Loca	,	you
know	what	I	mean?
I	had	no	idea	but	nodded,	because	he	looked	so	neat,	bustling	around	the	kitchen.
I	watched	him	prepare	the	meal	and	realized	that	he	wasn't	eating	it	at	all
I'm	scared.	My	intellect,	however,	told	me	that	maybe	it	was	supposed	to	be	like
this	and	it	was	going	to
all	his	behavior.	Let	me	relax,	feel	free	and	then	he	will	attack.	Mind	through
he	gave	me	different	scenarios	for	a	while,	until	a	plate	full	of	wonderful
appeared	before	me
odors.
"Eat,"	he	said,	sitting	next	to	it	and	grabbing	a	fork.
It	was	so	delicious	that	I	don't	even	know	when	I	ate	two	portions	and	felt	full.
I	left	the	chair,	leaving	the	plate	and	thanking	for	feeding,	I	went	upstairs.
-	It's	8pm,	will	you	keep	sleeping?	He	asked	as	I	rolled	down	the	stairs.
-	Only?	I	opened	my	eyes	in	surprise.
-	We	can	watch	movies.	He	pointed	to	a	white	straight	corner	in	the	open	living
room.
I	stared	at	him,	unable	to	comprehend	exactly	what	my	position	looked	like.
-	Nacho,	you	kidnapped	me,	you	threaten	my	loved	ones,	and	now	you	think	I
will	be	with	you
spend	friendly	evenings?	-	My	tone	was	a	little	too	aggressive.	Without	waiting
for
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answer,	I	went	up	the	stairs.
"With	the	last	one	who	did	it,	you'll	have	a	child,"	he	said	without	looking	up
from	the	plate.
I	froze	and	was	about	to	snap	back	to	the	insolent	Canarian	when



I	realized	that	unfortunately	he	is	right.	I	bit	my	tongue	and	went	back	to	my
room.
What	a	sick	action,	I	thought,	turning	on	the	television	and	burying	myself	in
bedding.
When	I	opened	my	eyes	it	was	still	dark.	Terrified	of	having	slept	another	one
day,	I	almost	jumped	out	of	bed.	I	didn't	want	my	child	starving	another	day.
The	white	TV	that	hung	opposite	the	bed	showed	seven-thirty.	Even	in	Poland
at	this	hour	it	was	not	so	dark,	I	thought	and	squeezed	back	under	the	covers,
pleased	that	it	is	morning	however.
Once	again	I	was	awakened	by	a	glow	of	light	entering	the	room.	I	stretched
myself
and	pushed	my	duvet	down	the	bed	with	my	legs.
-	You	are	not	fooling	me	with	this	pregnancy?	-	A	man's	voice	almost	gave	me	a
heart	attack.	-	You	are
very	slim.
I	rolled	over	and	looked	at	Nacha	sipping	something	from	his	cup,	which,	just
like
previously,	he	was	sitting	next	to	the	bed.	Is	he	sleeping	in	this	chair,	I	thought.
"The	second	trimester	has	begun,	I'm	expecting	my	son,"	I	growled,	standing
up.	-	Explain	me
something.	I	stood	in	front	of	him,	his	cheeky	look	resting	on	my	stomach.	-
What
did	you	want	from	me	in	Messina	then?	I	folded	my	arms	and	waited	for	an
answer.
-	Same	as	in	Palermo.	I	wanted	to	kidnap	you.	He	laughed	mockingly.	-	you
morons
which	Massimo	calls	bodyguards,	they	would	not	notice	even	if	I	sat	their	ass	on
faces.	He	shook	his	head	mockingly.	-	I	just	didn't	know	you	were	pregnant.
And	the	hypnotic	that	I	wanted	to	use	could	endanger	you.	Or	rather	to	him.	He
nodded
towards	my	belly.	-	Okay,	fed	up	with	these	morning	courtesies.	-	He	stood	up,
pulling	out
from	the	phone	pocket.	"We'll	call	Massim	now,	you	just	tell	him	you're	well."
and	you	are	safe,	that's	all.
He	dialed	the	number,	and	when	the	voice	came	from	the	other	side,	he	fluently
switched	to	Italian.
He	spoke	quietly	for	a	moment,	then	handed	me	the	phone.	I	grabbed	her
and	escaped	to	the	other	end	of	the	room.
-	Massimo?	I	whispered	in	horror.



-	Are	you	okay?	-	His	calm	voice	was	only	a	cover,	despite	the	dividing	ones
we	knew	thousands	of	kilometers	that	he	was	crazy	with	anxiety.	I	took	a	deep
breath
and	looking	at	my	torturer,	I	decided	to	take	the	risk.
-	I	am	in	Tenerife	in	an	apartment	building	with	an	ocean	view	...	-
I	spoke	words	at	the	speed	of	a	firing	rifle.
Nacho	snatched	my	phone	angrily	and	hung	up.
"He	knows	where	you	are	well,"	he	growled.	"Until	my	father	allows	it,	your
husband."
will	not	appear	on	the	island.	He	tucked	the	phone	into	his	pocket.	-	You	risked	a
lot,	Laura,	I	have
hope	you	are	happy,	have	a	nice	day.	-	And	he	left,	slamming	the	door.
I	stood	for	a	few	minutes	looking	at	them,	and	I	felt	a	rage	rush	over
me.	Helplessness	that
she	overwhelmed	me,	she	turned	into	anger,	and	she	was	not	the	best	adviser.	I
grabbed	the	door	handle
and	started	down	the	hall	toward	the	stairs.
I	took	a	deep	breath	and	before	I	saw	him	I	started	screaming:
-	What	you	imagine?	You	think	I'll	be	sitting	here	and	waiting	for	what's	up
state	?!	-	I	ran	down	the	stairs,	carefully	watching	my	feet.	-	If	you	think	that	...	-
I	stopped,
seeing	the	young	woman	standing	next	to	Nach.	She	was	looking	at	me	with	her
mouth	wide	open
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after	a	moment	of	silence	she	closed	it	and	turned	to	him	in	Spanish.	They	talked
for	a	moment,	and	I
like	a	sculpture,	I	stood	at	the	last	step,	wondering	what	was	going	on.
-	Amelia,	this	is	my	girlfriend,	Laura.	-	Bald	grabbed	me	and	pulled	me	on
the	floor,	pressing	firmly	against	you.	-	She	arrived	a	few	days	ago	and	that's
why	I	wasn't
available.	He	kissed	my	forehead,	and	when	I	tried	to	break	free,	he	added,
"We've	got	here."
short	circuit,	give	us	a	moment.
Long	tattooed	hands	grabbed	me	and	lifted	me	up	the	stairs.
-	I'm	Amelia.	The	girl	waved	in	surprise	and	a	radiant	smile
me	when	Nacho	took	me	to	the	next	steps.
I	tried	to	break	free,	but	to	no	avail,	because	his	arms	got	stuck	on	me



good.	He	went	into	the	first	bedroom,	closing	the	door,	and	set	it	on	the
floor.	When	my	feet
touched	the	carpet,	and	I	felt	that	I	was	standing	firmly	on	the	ground,	I	swung,
but	my	hand	did	not
has	reached	its	goal.	My	torturer	managed	to	dodge,	which	irritated	me	even
more;	I	moved
towards	him,	waving	his	arms	like	crazy,	but	he	was	only	dodging.	When	we
arrived	at
walls,	grabbed	my	wrists	with	one	hand	and	leaned	me	against	her,	blocking	my
movement.
He	reached	into	the	drawer	of	the	cabinet	we	were	next	to,	and	a	few	seconds
later	he	put	the	barrel	to	mine
temple.
"We	both	know	you	can't	kill	me,"	I	said	through	my	teeth
hatefully.
"It's	a	fact,"	he	said,	unprotecting.	"But	are	you	sure	about	this?"
I	thought	about	my	location	for	a	moment	and	after	a	few	seconds	I	recognized
myself
for	defeated.	I	relaxed	my	hands	and	when	he	felt	I	wasn't	going	to	fight	him,	he
let	me	go
and	put	the	gun	back	in	place,	closing	the	drawer.
-	My	sister	is	downstairs	who	has	no	idea	what	I	do.	-	He	left	me
for	several	centimeters.	-	I	wish	it	would	stay	that	way.	She	thinks	I	run	one	of
the	companies
father	and	you	are	my	girlfriend	from	Poland.	We	met	a	few	months	ago	at	a
party
when	I	was	in	Warsaw	on	business	...
-	I	think	you	fucked	up	?!	I	interrupted	him	and	he	stepped	back	a	bit.	-	I	will	not
pretend	nobody,	and	certainly	not	your	girlfriend.	I	raised	my	hands	and	headed
for
door.
Nacho	grabbed	me	and	shoved	me	onto	the	bed,	straddling	my	legs.
"...	and	then	we	slept	together,	so	you	are	pregnant	now,"	he	finished.	-	Ours
relationship	is	a	bit	of	a	compulsion,	and	a	bit	of	love	above
divisions.	Understand?
I	burst	out	laughing	and	he	stupid	and	let	go	of	my	hands.	I	braided	them	on	my
chest
still	laughing.
"No,"	I	choked,	changing	my	expression	seriously.	-	I'm	not	going	to	do	anything



to	you
help.
Bald	bent	over,	as	if	he	was	going	to	kiss	me,	and	I	froze,	scared	that	he	wasn't
I	have	nowhere	to	run	from	him.	I	felt	his	breath	on	my	lips	and	my	body	passed
uncontrollable	thrill.	I	could	feel	the	mint,	which	he	chewed,	and	fresh	toilet
water	or	gel	under
shower.	I	swallowed	loudly,	staring	at	him.
-	From	what	I've	learned	and	noticed,	your	parents	have	no	idea	what	they	are	up
to
your	husband	is	taking	care	of,	”he	whispered,	looking	at	me	with	green	eyes
with	a	wily	smile.	-
So	we're	in	a	similar	position.	He	paused	for	a	moment,	smelling	me.	-	You	in	a
bit
worse,	as	you	can	see.	So	let's	make	a	deal:	I	won't	tell	them	that	their	son-in-law
is	a	don,	and	you
Amelia,	that	her	brother	is	a	kidnapper	and	a	killer.	He	stepped	back	a	bit,	then
stood	up,	stretching	out
right	hand	to	me.	-	Agreement?
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I	looked	resigned,	realizing	that	I	was	losing.	I	put	out	my	hand
and	I	gave	it	to	him.
"Contract,"	I	said	grimaced	as	he	pulled	me	to	stand	up.
His	eyes	turned	cheerful	and	boyish	again	when	he	first	adjusted	his	T-shirt,
and	then	mine.
-	Perfect.	Come	on	honey,	I	forgot	that	Amelia	comes	for	breakfast.	-
He	took	my	hand	and	pulled	it	towards	the	door,	and	when	I	tried	to	pull	it	out,
he	added:	-	We	are
show	me	some	affection	with	the	couple	who	just	made	up.
We	went	downstairs,	holding	hands,	and	when	we	stood	in	front	of	sister	Nacha,
juicy
he	kissed	my	lips.	I	was	furious	again,	but	I	knew	I	was	more	interested	in	it
keeping	secrets	from	parents	and	saving	them	from	shock	than	hitting	him	now
in	the	face.	I	reached	out	to	the	beautiful	blue-eyed	girl	who	was	sitting	in	the
chair
bar	counter.
-	Laura.	-	I	smiled	friendly.	-	And	your	brother's	an	asshole.
Amelia	bared	a	series	of	white	teeth	and	nodded,	nodding	at	what



I	said.	When	she	smiled,	she	looked	exactly	like	Nacho,	with	the	difference	that
she	had	on
head	with	long	fair	hair	and	zero	visible	tattoos.	Clear	facial	features	caused	that
on
at	first	glance	she	felt	dry	and	haughty,	but	when	she	looked	at	her
happy	eyes,	this	conviction	was	absolutely	wrong.
-	My	brother	is	an	asshole	and	an	egoist.	She	stood	up	patting	him	on	the	back.	-
He	got	into	his	father,	but
at	least	he	can	cook.	She	kissed	his	cheek.
When	they	stood	next	to	each	other,	they	looked	beautiful,	but	they	did	not	look
at	all
stereotypical	Spaniards.
-	Are	you	from	Spain?	I	asked,	slightly	confused.	-	You	don't	look	like	that
Southerners.
-	Mama	was	from	Sweden	and	as	you	can	see,	her	genes	have	beaten	her	father's
genes.
"And	we	are	not	from	Spain,	but	from	Canaries,"	Nacho	corrected	me.	-	What's
mine
will	you	eat	He	asked	cheerfully,	approaching	the	fridge	and	showing	us	a	place
by	the	island.
Siblings	spoke	English	to	each	other	so	that	I	could	understand	the	whole
conversation,	though
that	it	didn't	concern	me.	They	talked	about	holidays	and	friends	who	were
supposed	to	come	on	New	Year's	Eve.
In	general,	they	behaved	very	freely,	which	relaxed	a	slightly	tense	atmosphere.
"Honey,	your	Italian	made	a	big	impression	on	me,"	I	said	sarcastically	to
Nacha.	-	How	many	languages	do	you	know?
"Several,"	he	said,	stirring	something	in	the	pan.
-	Brother,	don't	be	so	modest.	-	The	girl	turned	to	me.	-	Marcelo	says
in	Italian,	English,	German,	French	and	Russian.	She	nodded	proudly.
"And	Japanese,	recently,"	he	added,	standing	with	his	back	to	us,	his	head	in	the
fridge.
I	was	impressed	but	I	wasn't	going	to	show	it	to	him,	so	I	nodded
nodding	my	head	and	I	still	listened	when	they	sank	into	casual	again
conversation.
Amelia	was	right,	her	brother	was	an	exceptionally	talented	cook.	After	several
dozen
minutes	the	table	top	was	full	of	deliciousness.	We	both	started	to	eat.	Only
when



I	saw	how	much	my	companion	throws	into	myself,	I	realized	that	she	is	also
there
Pregnant.
-	Which	week?	I	pointed	to	her	stomach	and	she	embraced	him	with	joy.
-	Another	month	and	a	half.	She	smiled	brightly.	-	His	name	will	be	Pablo.
I	just	wanted	to	repay	her	with	my	joy	when	I	looked	at
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Nacha,	who	gently	shook	his	head	from	side	to	side.
"May	he	get	into	his	mother,"	he	added,	devouring	the	tomato.	-	His	father	is
complete
an	asshole	and	a	troglodyte	who	looks	like	a	bullfinch	from	his	nose.	-	I	burst	out
laughing	when	I	heard	that
what	he	says,	and	I	immediately	apologized	to	the	girl	for	her	behavior.	-	That's
the	truth	-
he	continued.	-	She	took	a	thin	gag,	and	if	that	wasn't	enough,	Italian.	I	do	not
know	why
his	father	loves	him	so	much.
At	this	point,	all	the	muscles	in	my	body	tensed.	I	didn't	feel	bad	here
almost	a	bit	like	on	vacation,	but	this	word	reminded	me	of	what	I'm	doing
here.	I	put	down	my	cutlery
and	I	looked	at	Nach.
"I	love	Italians,	they	are	great	people,"	I	said.
Amelia	raised	her	hand,	nodding.
The	man	leaned	over	the	island	and	gave	me	a	wild	look.
-	No,	honey,	you	love	Sicilians.	His	sarcastic	smile	was	begging
for	retort.
"You	are	right,	you	could	even	say	that	I	love,"	I	snapped	back	with	an	equally
ironic	look.
Amelia	watched	us,	glancing	from	one	to	the	other,	until	she	finally	stopped
I	silence.
-	Are	you	going	swimming	today?	She	asked	her	brother,	who	nodded.	-	Great,
we'll	go	to
beach?	She	turned	to	me.	-	It's	not	hot,	it's	twenty-six	degrees	outside,
we'll	sunbathe	and	watch	Marcelo	surf.
-	Surfing?	-	I	was	surprised,	looking	at	Bald.
-	Of	course,	my	brother	is	a	multiple	international	champion,	no
did	he	mention	you	I	shook	my	head.	-	Well,	today	you	will	have	the	opportunity



to	see	what
can.	There	are	promised	high	waves	and	strong	wind.	-	She	clapped	her	hands.	-
Great,	we'll	eat
dinner	on	the	beach,	I'll	be	there	for	you	by	three-fifteen.	She	kissed	my	cheek,
later	my	brother.
-	Adios	!	She	shouted,	disappearing	behind	the	door.
I	sat	watching	Nacho	tapping	a	knife	on	an	empty	plate,	clearly	above	something
wondering.
"I	want	to	talk,"	I	began,	unable	to	bear	the	sound.	-	How	long	will	I	be	here?	-
He	looked	up	at	me.	-	You	said	we	had	to	wait	for	your	father	but	you	didn't	say
when	he	returns	or	why	should	we	wait.	He	didn't	say	anything,	just	looked	more
serious	than	before.
-	Marcelo,	please.	Tears	came	to	my	eyes	and	I	bit	my	lower	lip	trying
stop	crying.
-	I	do	not	know.	He	buried	his	head	in	his	hands,	sighing.	-	I	have	no	idea	how
long	here
you.	Your	father	ordered	you	to	be	abducted	before	Christmas,	but	as	you	know,
there	were	some
situation.	He	pointed	at	my	stomach.	-	Later	he	had	to	leave,	and	unfortunately
he	doesn't	confess	to	me
your	plans.	I	am	only	to	keep	you	here,	ensuring	safety	until	his
return.
I	fixed	my	eyes	on	the	table,	nibbling	at	my	fingers.
-	Security?	I	asked	annoyed.	-	You	threaten	me,	and	the	only	ones
the	danger	is	that	Massimo	will	find	me	and	take	me	away.
-	Your	husband	has	more	enemies	than	you	think.	He	stepped	away	from	the
counter	and	put	in	the	dishes
for	the	dishwasher.
After	the	conversation,	which	brought	nothing	to	my	life,	I	returned	to	my	own
room.	I	went	into	the	wardrobe,	looking	for	the	right	clothes,	and	when	I
remembered
Amelia's	words,	suddenly	everything	became	clear.	Colorful	t-shirts,	flip-flops,
sweatshirts,	shorts
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they	replaced	my	branded	wardrobe,	they	were	quite	logical	for	the	surfer
Nacho.
He	probably	did	shopping	personally	and	put	on	what	he	liked	the	most	and



wore	himself.
Standing	in	a	small	interior,	I	came	to	the	conclusion	that	it	is	not	worth
suffering	or	fighting
with	what	happened	to	me	again.	I	remembered	that	when	I	had	previously
accepted
situation,	everything	has	become	simpler.	I	reached	for	short	shorts	of	light
denim,	rainbow
bikini	and	white	T-shirt	with	graphics	of	the	setting	sun.	I	left	the	prepared
clothes	on
bed	and	went	towards	the	bathroom.
I	had	already	discovered	with	horror	that	there	was	only	one	in	the	house,	and	I
would	be	forced	to
share	it	with	a	guy.	Nacho,	as	much	as	he	could,	took	care	of	my	comfort.	With	a
double
the	sink	was	on	one	side	of	his	belongings,	on	the	other	mine.	It	wasn't	much,
but	it	was	enough
to	meet	my	basic	needs.	Face	cream,	body	lotion,	brush
teeth	and,	surprisingly,	my	favorite	perfume.	I	picked	up	the	Lancôme	bottle
with	interest
Trésor	Midnight	Rose	and	I	looked	at	my	reflection.	How	did	he	know
I	brushed	my	teeth	and	went	to	the	shower.	When	I	finished,	I	braided	two
matches
braids	and	cremated	my	face.	I	wasn't	going	to	paint	myself,	after	all,	not	really
I	had	something,	and	secondly	I	was	in	a	place	where	there	was	a	shadow	of	the
chance	that	I	would	sunbathe	a	bit.
There	was	a	knock	on	the	door,	so	I	put	on	a	bathrobe	that	hung	next	to	the
mirror
and	I	approached	them,	dodging	them.
-	We	only	have	one	bathroom.	Nacho	looked	at	me	through	the	crack	in	the
door.	-	And	how
I	see	one	bathrobe.
A	wide	smile	danced	on	his	lips.
-	Hurry	up.
I	went	back	inside	and	finished	what	I	was	doing	in	a	hurry.	I	went	to	the
bedroom
I	got	dressed	and	went	down	to	the	living	room,	passing	the	bathroom	that	was
already	taken	by
my	torturer.
The	television	was	playing	and	a	laptop	was	open	on	the	glass	bench.	I	listened



for	a	few	seconds
and	I	thought	that	the	sound	of	the	water	pouring	in	the	shower	had	not	stopped,
making	me	sure	I	had
moments.	I	ran	to	the	computer	and	pressed	the	start	button.	I	knocked	nervously
my	fingers	on	the	counter,	as	if	I	could	speed	up	switching	on.	A	request	was
displayed	on	the	monitor
for	password.
-	Fuck	have	it!	I	snapped,	slamming	the	screen.
-	It's	delicate	equipment.	I	heard	behind	my	back	and	cursed	me	again.	-
Need	something
I	turned	towards	Nach	and	froze	-	he	was	standing	on	the	stairs	naked	and
dripping	with	water.
I	should	have	looked	away,	but	unfortunately	I	couldn't.	I	swallowed	and	felt	it
stop
getting	thicker.	He	covered	his	member	with	his	right	hand,	holding	it	in	his
hand,	and	leaned	with	the	other
against	a	glass	wall.	I	need	something	-	these	words	rang	in	my	head	like	a	bell,	I
wondered
what	happens	next.	Will	he	go	down,	reveal	his	manhood	and	press	it	into	my
mouth,	maybe
fucks	me	on	the	kitchen	counter	on	the	back,	so	that	I	can	admire	these
compelling	tattoos.
"You	took	my	robe,"	he	said.
And	yet	not!	My	mind	just	sold	me	a	powerful	leaf	as	a	mental	punishment
betrayal	of	her	husband.	I	couldn't	help	being	a	healthy	young	woman
with	libido	raging	through	pregnancy	and	I	like	every	other	guy	on	earth.	I
completely	ignored	it
what	he	said,	and	I	kept	staring	at	him.	When	I	was	silent,	no
tearing	his	eyes	away	from	him,	he	laughed	and	turned	away,	climbing
upstairs.	At	the	sight	of	the	tattooed
a	soft	grunt	escaped	my	buttocks,	and	prayers	for	strength	to	my	voice	resounded
in	my	head
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looking	away.
-	I	heard!	He	shouted,	disappearing	upstairs.
I	fell	sideways	onto	a	soft,	light	couch	and	covered	my	face	with	a	pillow.	I
hated



the	fact	that	so	many	attractive	guys	suddenly	appeared	in	my	life.	Or	maybe	it's
pregnancy
made	everyone	like	me?	It	seemed	impossible	to	me	suddenly	in	the	world
almost	all	sexy	and	well-built	men	lived;	what	a	drama	After	a	while
I	got	up	and	took	the	remote	control.
I	switched	channels	and	it	dawned	on	me.	My	parents	already	knew	what	he	was
doing
Massimo,	unless	in	some	mysterious	way	they	did	not	notice	my	abduction	and
probably	madness
Black.	I	got	up	and	sat	down.	The	thought	that	came	to	my	mind	gave	me	a	sham
an	advantage	and	a	chance	to	negotiate.	Plotting	the	plan,	I	heard	footsteps	on
the	stairs	and	cautiously,
For	fear	of	another	bout	of	nudity,	I	didn't	turn	my	head.	Nacho,	wearing	shorts
and	a	sweatshirt	with	a	zipper,	he	sat	next	to	it.
"Let's	talk,"	I	said.
He	buried	his	face	in	his	hands.
-	Seriously?	He	replied.	-	Is	there	a	topic	we	haven't	covered?	-	He	extended	two
fingers,
without	moving	his	hands	away	from	his	head,	and	he	looked	at	me	with
amusement.
-	My	parents	already	know	what	Massimo	does.	It	probably	seemed	thanks	to
that	you	kidnapped	me.	I	got	up	from	the	couch,	threatening	him	with	my
finger.	"Now	give	me	a	good	reason	for	me."
she	didn't	tell	your	sister	that	you	were	killing	people	because	the	previous	one
had	lost	power.
His	hands	changed	position	when	he	put	them	under	his	head	and	grinned,
arranging
on	the	sofa.
-	Continue.	He	snorted,	barely	suppressing	laughter.	-	Or	I	have	something
better.
He	sat	up	energetically	and	grabbed	the	computer	from	the	counter.	He	tapped
out	the	password	so	quickly	that	even
if	I	knew	what	he	had	written	by	pressing	millions	of	keys,	I	wouldn't	be	able	to
keep	up
his	fingers.
-	We'll	call	your	mom.	He	turned	the	monitor	that	had	the	home	page	on	it
Facebook.	-	Log	in	and	check	for	yourself	what	your	parents	know.	-	He	moved
closer	to
so	close	that	I	felt	this	fantastic	fresh	scent.	-	Will	you	risk	it?



I	didn't	know	if	he	was	bluffing,	but	he	gave	me	a	chance	to	talk	to	my	mother
and	possibly
reassuring	her	that	I'm	okay.	I	pressed	a	few	keys,	logging	into	my	account,
unfortunately,
mother	was	offline.
-	As	far	as	I	know,	before	he	put	them	on	the	plane,	your	husband	gave	them	a
good	fairy	tale,
why	didn't	you	say	goodbye	to	them	He	turned	the	computer	over	again	and
logged	me	off,	then	turned	it	on
off.	-	It	wouldn't	be	good	for	him	if	panicked	Klara	Biel	got	involved	in	the
whole	matter
police.	He	winked	at	me.	-	It's	fun	to	talk,	but	I	have	to	go.	Remember	not	to
inform
too	much	my	sister	about	our	lives.
-	What	does	she	know?
"Basically	everything	but	pregnancy,	because	I	think	he	won't	notice	it."	-	He
knocked	over
eyes	getting	up.	"But	if	only	I	really	can't	see	her,	and	she	will	see	this	one."
microscopic	belly,	then	stick	to	the	agreed	version.	-	He	went	out	onto	the
terrace,	coming	back	in	a	moment
with	a	board	under	his	arm.	-	Remember,	we	came	by	and	that's	why	when	you
found	out,	you	came	here.
Hi.
"And	how	do	you	explain	her	disappearance,	genius,	when	I	leave?"	-	I	asked,
winking	sweetly.
He	stopped	halfway	and	put	rainbow	glasses	on	his	nose.
-	I'll	say	you	miscarried.
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He	grabbed	the	bag	that	stood	next	to	the	wall	and	left.
I	sat	on	the	couch	with	a	chin	resting	on	her	headrest,	thinking	about
irrationality	of	the	situation.	Nacho	had	an	answer	to	every	question	I	had,
worked	out	a	plan
in	every	detail.	I	wondered	how	long	he	was	preparing	the	whole	action.	I	came
to
the	conclusion	that	probably	for	a	long	time,	and	for	a	change	chased	thoughts
about	my	reason
presence	in	his	house.	I	slid	down	and	lay	down	on	my	back,	sighing	heavily.



Looking	at	the	ceiling,	I	wondered	what	Massimo	was	doing.	He	probably
already	killed	half	the	protection	for
not	looking	after	me.	Some	time	ago	this	thought	would	give	me	a	heart	attack,
but	now
there	was	no	longer	anything	in	this	world	that	would	surprise	me,	frighten	me
or	surprise	me.	How	many	times
I	can	still	be	kidnapped	and	how	many	weird	people	will	I	meet?
I	stroked	my	stomach,	which	I	thought	was	already	gigantic.
"Luca,"	I	whispered.	-	Dad	will	take	us	home	soon,	meanwhile	we	have
holiday.
At	that	moment	there	was	a	knock	on	the	door,	and	then	someone	turned	the	lock
and	Amelia	stood	in	the	doorway.
-	Why	do	I	knock,	I	have	the	keys.	She	hit	her	head	on	the	head	several	times.	-
No.
come	where	do	you	have	your	bag?
-	I	do	not	have.	-	I	winced.	"Quite	...	I	came	unexpectedly."	-	I	touched
shoulders.
-	Okay,	come	on.	-	She	pulled	my	hand.	-	I've	got	glasses	in	the	car
sunglasses	and	we'll	buy	the	rest	for	you	on	the	spot.
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CHAPTER	19
We	left	the	apartment	and	went	to	the	glass	elevator,	which	took	us	a	few
floors	down.	We	passed	through	the	gigantic	hall,	almost	all	transparent,	and
passing	by
receptionist,	we	stood	on	the	edge	of	the	sidewalk.	After	a	while,	the	young	boy
substituted	a	white	BMW
M6	at	the	entrance,	got	out	of	it	and	waited	by	the	open	door	until	Amelia	took
its	place
behind	the	wheel.	The	burgundy	leather	inside	matched	the	light	body	perfectly,
and	the	automatic	one
the	chest	made	driving	much	easier.
"I	hate	this	car,"	she	said	when	we	left.	-	It's	so	ostentatious,	though
Costa	Adeje	has	more	striking	cars.	She	laughed,	glancing	at
me.	-	For	example	my	brother.
Costa	Adeje,	I	repeated	after	her	in	my	head,	where	the	hell	is	this?	I	looked
around
when	we	were	riding	along	the	picturesque	promenade.	Amelia	told	me	about



the	family	and	how
she	lost	her	mother	in	a	car	accident.	I	found	out	he	was	twenty-five	years	old
and	Marcelo	is	ten	years	older	than	her.	From	her	statements	I	concluded	that
only
he	partly	knows	the	specifics	of	his	father's	business,	and	he	has	no	idea	what	her
brother	is	doing.
She	was	a	very	open	person,	and	she	probably	thought	I	was	the	love	of	Nacha's
life,	huh
made	her	want	to	bring	my	family	as	soon	as	possible.	She	shuffled	her	feet
when	she	spoke
about	the	return	of	my	father	from	the	continent	and	spending	New	Year's	Eve
with	family	and	friends.	This	to	me
she	realized	that	since	she	knew	when	the	principal	of	my	abduction	was	coming
back,	her	brother	told	me
He	lied.	I	nodded,	not	interrupting	her,	every	now	and	then	only	throwing	in	a
question	because	I	had
hope	to	find	out	more.
"We're	here,"	she	said,	parking	under	one	of	the	hotels.	-	I	have	an	apartment	on
time,
when	Flavio	leaves.	I	looked	at	her	questioningly.	-	My	husband	went	with	his
father,	I	like	to	be
close	to	Marcel,	and	here	I	am	the	closest.	She	headed	for	the	entrance.	-	There
are	rather	surfers	on	the	beach
spartan	conditions,	so	that	I	had	to	bring	there	two	sunbeds	and	a	few	more
things.	-	She	touched
shoulders.	-	Although	we	will	look	like	tourists	or	groupies,	but	what	do	I	care,
my	spine	will	break	in	a	minute,	I'm	not	going	to	sit	on	the	ground.
Walking	through	the	entire	hotel,	we	found	ourselves	in	the	garden	and	later	on
the	boardwalk
and	finally	on	the	beach.	It's	unbelievable,	but	the	whole	ocean	along	the	shore
calmly	rippled,
while	on	the	several	hundred-meter	stretch	of	beach,	the	waves	reached	sky-high
heights.
Dozens	of	people	sticking	out	of	the	water	like	a	buoy,	sitting	on	boards	waiting
for	the	perfect	one
a	wave	that	will	manage	to	carry	them.	There	was	something	magical	about	this
view:	on	the	one	hand	the	sun,
on	the	other,	the	snowy	peak	of	the	Teide	volcano	towering	over	the
island.	Small	people



in	small	groups	they	sat	on	the	beach,	drank	wine,	laughed	and	smoked	the
grass,	judging	by	the	smell	of	thick	sweat
baby,	with	whom	I	associated	the	smell	of	cannabis.
It	wasn't	difficult	to	predict	where	we	would	sit.	Two	huge,	soft	chairs
they	were	set,	thank	God,	slightly	to	the	side.	Next	to	it	was	a	giant	closed
umbrella,	table,
a	basket	of	food,	a	blanket,	and	I	think	a	waiter	who	also	served	as	a	bodyguard	-
either
vice	versa.	He	was	at	least	decent	enough	to	take	his	place	on	the	small	fold-out
an	armchair	that	stood	a	meter	behind	the	entire	structure.	He	did	not	dress	as
officially	as	ours	in	Sicily,	he	had	on
wearing	light	linen	pants	and	an	unbuttoned	shirt.	When	we	approached,	he
waved	to	us	and	continued	as
I	suppose	he	was	looking	at	the	ocean.	It	was	hard	to	tell	because	it	wasn't
through	the	dark	glasses
I	saw	his	eyes.
"Good,"	Amelia	sighed,	undressing	and	laying	on	her	deckchair	in	her	suit.
-	Are	you	tanning	during	pregnancy?	I	took	off	my	shorts,	surprised.
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-	Of	course,	I'm	just	covering	my	stomach.	She	dropped	the	scarf	and	looked	at
me	from	underneath
glasses.	-	Pregnancy	is	not	a	disease,	and	I	will	get	hormonal	spots	at	most.	-
Why	do	you	need	this	one?
band?	She	asked,	pointing	to	my	ankle,	which	was	something	black	broad
eraser.
-	Long	story	and	boring.	I	waved	my	hand	and	pulled	off	the	whole	outfit,
putting	myself	on
a	soft	pillow	next	to	her.	I	looked	to	the	right	and	realized	he	was	staring	at	me
with	open	mouth.	Fuck,	she	noticed.
-	You're	pregnant?	-	I	was	silent.	-	Is	this	Marcel's	child?
I	put	my	finger	in	my	mouth	and	started	biting	my	nails.
-	That's	why	I'm	here	-	I	groaned	and	closed	my	eyes,	thanking	God	for	the	dark
glasses	on
nose.	-	We	came	by	when	he	was	in	Poland,	I	found	out	that	I	was	pregnant	and
when
I	told	him	about	it,	he	kidnapped	me	to	take	care	of	us.
When	I	finished	speaking,	bile	flowed	into	my	throat	and	I	felt	as	if	in	a	moment



I	throw	up.	I	reached	for	a	bottle	of	water	to	drink	the	feeling.
Amelia	sat	with	her	mouth	open,	which	after	a	moment	turned	into	a	wonderful
one
smile.
-	How	wonderful!	She	shouted,	jumping	up.	-	Children	will	be	the	same	age	as
is	the	month	fourth?	I	nodded,	not	listening	to	her.	-	This	behavior	very	much
in	the	style	of	Marcel,	he	has	always	been	responsible	and	caring.	She	nodded.	-
When	we	were
children,	always	...
At	that	moment	in	my	head	I	could	only	hear	the	sound	of	the	ocean,	I	looked	at
him	blankly
and	I	felt	tears	welling	up	in	my	eyes.	I	missed	black,	I	wanted	him	to	hug	me
he	flew	and	then	never	let	him	go	again.	Only	with	him	did	I	feel	safe
and	I	just	wanted	to	share	the	joy	of	pregnancy	with	him.	Pretending	not	to	be
another	man's	woman
I	got	pissed	off	every	second.	And	even	more	irritated	by	the	fact	that
I'm	lying	to	someone	as	sweet	as	Amelia	just	to	keep	secrets	from	coming	out.
-	There	is	also	Marcelo!	She	exclaimed,	pointing	at	something.	I	followed	him
and	I	saw	a	man	getting	up	on	a	board.	-	The	one	in	the	terrible	celadon	gaiters.	-
She	shuddered.
They	were	in	fact	fatal,	but	they	stood	out	from	the	rest	in	the	water.	Most
of	them	was	dressed	in	gray	foam	with	long	sleeves	and	up	to	the	neck,	while	he
was	naked
a	colorful	cage	and	glaring	pants	that	allowed	him	to	see	him.	He	cut	the	waves
and	looked	like
he	leaned	on	it	with	one	hand,	keeping	his	balance.	His	bent	knees	were	like
springs;
he	perfectly	balanced	his	body,	despite	the	fact	that	the	wave	behind	him	begins
to	break	and	close.
Almost	everyone	else	looked	in	awe	and	cheered	when	he	finally	jumped	out
up,	grabbing	the	board	with	one	hand.
"I	want	to,	too,"	I	whispered,	dazed	and	delighted	at	the	same	time.
-	Today	the	waves	are	too	big	and	I	don't	think	Marcelo	would	allow	you	to	learn
during	pregnancy,	but	always
you	can	go	paddle	boarding.	Even	I	do	it	sometimes,	although	I	don't	really	like
it
salt	water.
I	turned	towards	the	ocean	and	saw	a	colorful	bald	man	walking	towards	us
side,	holding	the	board	under	his	arm.	He	looked	awesome	in	tight	pants	and	wet



from
water	tattoos.	Were	it	not	for	the	fact	that	he	was	a	kidnapper,	a	murderer,	and	I
had	a	husband	and	I	was
pregnant,	I	would	fall	in	love	with	him	this	second.
-	Hello	girls!	He	tossed	the	board	and	came	to	me.	I	knew	what
he	intends	to	do	so	that's	why	I	shook	off	the	amok	in	time	and	turned	my	face,
his	lips	hit
on	my	cheek.	He	grinned	slyly	and	froze	at	my	ear.	"One,	one,"	he	whispered,
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and	then	he	came	to	his	sister.
-	Congratulations,	dad!	She	hugged	him,	and	when	he	looked	at	me,	I	shrugged
apologetically
shoulders.
"I	said	you	could	see	it,	you	didn't	believe	me,"	I	sighed	and	took	another	sip	of
water.
"I'm	so	happy,	we'll	have	children	of	the	same	age,"	she	chattered
hired	kissing	him	every	now	and	then.	-	We	should	have	a	party	when	the	father
returns	or	better
announce	it	on	new	year's	eve.	-	She	jumped	up	from	her	sunbed.	-	I'll	take	care
of	everything,	we	have	little	time,	but
we	should	be	on	time.	I'm	so	happy.	She	pulled	a	phone	out	of	her	bag	and
walked	away	a	few
steps,	sinking	in	conversation.
-	Who	will	tell	her,	me	or	you?	I	turned	sideways	and	removed	my	glasses.	-	Or
you	know	what
your	problem,	so	face	it	yourself.	I	gave	him	a	hateful	look.	-	How	dare	you
so	hurt	my	sister?	He	looked	at	me	questioningly.	-	Yes,	hurt	you.	Do	you	know
what	she's
will	survive	when	I	...	miscarry?	Will	I	disappear	later?	He	is	already	treating	me
like	a	family	member,
you	are	heartless.	I	turned	on	my	back,	facing	the	sun.
"I	kill	people	for	money,"	I	heard	a	soft,	quiet	voice	next	to	my	ear.
"There	is	no	such	thing	as	a	heart	in	me,	Laura."	-	I	turned	my	head	and	saw	the
look
which	I	haven't	seen	in	his	performance	yet.	Now	the	man	kneeling	on	the	sand
perfectly
fit	Massim's	description.	He	was	a	cold,	stubborn	man	with	no	conscience.	-



Sunbathe	for	another	two	hours,	I	swim	and	then	we	will	come	back	home	and
not	be	any	more
you'll	meet	with	Amelia.
He	took	the	board	under	his	arm	and	went	towards	the	water.
When	Amelia	returned,	I	suggested	for	her	good	to	postpone	the	party's	plans
on	the	occasion	of	conception.	I	explained	that	I	have	a	sick	heart	and	pregnancy
is	at	risk	at	any	time
I	can	lose	a	child.	She	was	very	concerned	about	this,	but	she	understood	why	I
did	not	want	to	announce
this	whole	world.	I	did	not	do	the	bald	thing,	I	just	wanted	to	spare	my	sister's
profession,
who	seemed	honest	and	loved	to	me.
Nacho	actually	swam	a	good	two	more	hours,	and	when	the	sun	began	to	set,
he	threw	the	board	on	the	sand	next	to	us	and	wiped	the	body	with	a	towel.
-	Will	we	have	dinner	together?	Amelia	asked,	looking	at	her	brother.
"We	have	an	appointment,"	he	said	shortly.
I	was	getting	dressed	and	she	was	sitting	on	a	deckchair	wrapped	in	a	thin
blanket	and	looking	at	him
dissapointed.	I	felt	responsible	for	her	dissatisfaction,	while	Bald	should
feel	uncomfortable	with	the	situation.	Ignoring	his	sister's	pout,	he	pulled	his
sweatshirt	out	of	his	bag,
and	threw	her	towards	me.
-	Put	it	on,	you	may	feel	cold	in	the	car.
We	said	goodbye	to	Amelia	and	after	walking	her	to	the	apartment	we	went	to
the	parking	lot
by	the	beach.	Nacho	packed	a	board	in	the	car	of	one	of	his	colleagues	and
grabbed	me
wrist	pulling	the	boardwalk.
-	Don't	you	take	her	home?
-	I	have	a	choice,	I'll	take	you	or	the	board.	I	invite	you	-	he	said,	opening	to	me
car	door.
-	What	is	this?	-	I	stared	at	the	most	amazing	car	I've	ever	seen.
-	Corvette	stingray	from	the	sixty-ninth	year,	welcome.	-	Its	slightly
the	irritated	tone	prompted	me	to	get	into	the	black	gem.	It	was	shiny,	unique
and	had	tires	with	white	letters.	In	fact,	Amelia	was	right	in	saying	that	her
brother	is
more	ostentatious	car	than	her.	He	started	the	engine,	and	the	vibrating	sound
roared	so	loudly
I	felt	my	bridge	tremble.	An	uncontrollable	smile	appeared	on	my	face	that	didn't
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escaped	Bald's	attention.
-	What?	A	Sicilian	probably	rides	a	pedal	ferrari?	He	raised	his	eyebrows	in
amusement
and	pushed	the	gas.
There	was	a	bubbling	sound	as	we	hurried	down	the	narrow	streets	along
promenade.	It	was	getting	dark	outside,	and	I	would	be	almost	happy	if	it	wasn't
for	the	fact	that	I	was
not	in	this	country,	what	you	need,	with	not	the	man	with	whom	I	would	like.
I	looked	left	at	Nacha,	whose	head	nodded	to	the	beat	I	want	to	live	in	Ibiza
Diego	Miranda.	The	piece	flowed	smoothly	and	he	tapped	the	beat	on	the
steering	wheel,	singing
a.	Here	is	my	torturer,	kidnapper	and	murderer	empathized	with	a	delicate	house
piece
he	was	hammering	like	me.	It	was	amazing	how	you	didn't	like	him
I	was	scared.	Even	when	he	tried	to	be	rude	or	even	scary,	all	my	subconscious
she	laughed	at	him.
He	entered	the	house	and	threw	the	bag	to	the	floor	at	the	entrance,	then	pulled
out	a	towel
and	went	out	onto	the	terrace.	I	didn't	know	what	to	do	with	myself,	so	I	sat	at
the	counter,
plucking	grapes	from	a	bowl.	Amelia	had	such	a	huge	appetite	that	our	lunch
lasted	as	long	as	it	did
Nacha	swimming,	so	I	couldn't	fit	anything	else.
-	You	lied	to	me,	why?	I	said	when	I	remembered	what	she	had	reported
give	me	his	sister	in	the	car.
He	leaned	against	the	counter	in	front,	almost	laid	on	it,	and	stared	at	me	with	a
smile.
-	Which	lie	are	you	talking	about?
-	And	this	is	so	many	of	them?	I	dropped	the	uneaten	fruit	into	the	dish.
-	Quite	a	lot,	given	the	fact	I	do	and	the	circumstances	in	which	you	found
yourself	here.
"Amelia	told	me	when	your	father	returns."	Strange	that	you	have	no	idea
apparently	you	work	for	him	?!	I	raised	my	voice	and	he	smiled	wider.	-	What	do
I	need?
are	you	deceiving,	Marcelo?
-	Somehow	I	don't	like	it	when	you	talk	to	me,	I	prefer	Nacho.	He	turned	to	the
fridge



and	opened	it.	-	Yes,	you'll	be	free	in	two	days.	-	He	looked	at	me.	-	Probably.
-	Probably?
"You	know,	a	volcano	can	always	erupt	and	your	Sicilian	prince	won't	come
here."	-
He	set	a	bottle	of	beer	on	the	counter.	-	Or	I'll	kill	him	and	stay	with	me
forever.	He	took	a	sip
and	fell	silent,	squinting	slightly.
I	looked	at	him	completely	confused	as	he	sipped	his	liquid	from	time	to	time,
staring
exploring	me.
"Good	night,"	I	said,	pushing	my	chair	back	and	walking	toward	the	stairs.
-	You	didn't	say	you	didn't	want	to!	He	shouted	and	I	didn't	react.	-	Good	night!
I	closed	the	bedroom	door	and	leaned	against	it	as	if	I	wanted	to	lock	my	body
possibility	of	entering	the	room.	I	felt	my	heart	beating	and	my	hands	tingle	in	a
strange	way.	What	up
is	going	on	with	me?	I	buried	my	face	in	my	hands	and	closed	my	eyes,	trying	to
calm	down.	I	wanted	to
cry,	but	my	body	definitely	didn't	feel	like	it.	After	a	few	minutes	I	turned
around
and	went	to	shower.	First	I	poured	cold	water,	and	when	the	strange	feeling
stopped,
I	washed	and	embalmed.	I	hurried	away	from	the	bathroom,	not	wanting	to	meet
in	it
with	Nach	and	slid	under	the	covers,	hugging	the	pillow.	I	lay	in	the	dark	for	a
long	time
thinking	about	my	husband	and	remembering	all	his	beloved	moments	with
him.	I	wanted	him	to	dream
and	it's	best	for	me	to	open	my	eyes	and	see	him.
Steps.	I	was	awakened	by	footsteps,	or	rather	a	gentle	slamming	of	the	floor
under	the	influence	of	movement.
I	was	afraid	to	open	my	eyes,	although	subconsciously	I	felt	that	Nacho	was
creeping	into	my	bed.
Before	sleeping	I	dropped	the	blinds,	so	the	room	was	completely	dark.	Boards
gently
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they	slammed	again	and	I	froze,	waiting	for	what	he	would	do.	After	his	evening
confession,	that



kill	Massim	that	I	stay	with	him,	I	could	expect	what	she	wants	from	me.	Half
awake,	I	tried	to	figure	out	what	I	would	do	if	my	fears	were	confirmed	and	he
would	be	in	a	moment
put	his	hand	in	my	panties.	All	the	muscles	in	my	body	tensed	when	in	deaf
silence
at	night	I	heard	his	shallow	breathing.	He	stood	close.	He	stopped	as	if	waiting
for	something	and	then
I	heard	the	sounds	of	struggle.
Terrified,	I	jumped	out	of	bed,	pushing	myself	away	from	the	sound	source,	and
reached	up	with	my	hand
bedside	lamp	on	the	other	side.	I	flipped	the	switch	but	it	didn't	work.	My	heart
was	pounding
to	the	rhythm	of	a	speeding	horse,	as	I	slid	off	the	bed	and	crawled	on	my	knees
until	I	touched
wall.	The	sounds	of	the	fight	continued,	and	I	had	the	impression	that	I	would
die	in	a	moment.	I	felt	my	hand
sliding	closet	door	and	I	crawled	into	it,	then	sat	under	the	hangers	on	the	same
finally	and	pulled	my	legs	to	my	chest.	I	was	afraid,	and	the	worst	part	was	that	I
had	no	idea	what	was	going	on
It	is	happening.	I	rested	my	forehead	on	my	knees	and	nodded	rhythmically	back
and	forth.	Suddenly	there	was	silence
and	then	I	saw	the	pale	light	of	a	small	flashlight;	I	felt	sick.
-	Laura!	-	Nacha	scream	almost	made	me	cry.	-	Laura!
I	wanted	to	answer,	but	despite	trying	hard	from	my	throat,	he	couldn't	get	it	out
no	sound.	Then	the	door	slid,	and	slender	arms	grabbed	me	up.	I	cuddled	up
into	his	neck,	drawing	on	a	fresh	scent,	and	my	body	began	to	tremble.
-	Heart	pills,	do	you	need	one?	He	asked,	seating	me	on	the	bed.
I	shook	my	head	and	looked	at	the	room	lit	by	the	pale	flashlight.
He	was	demolished:	a	lamp	was	thrown,	broken,	candles	scattered,	a	torn	carpet,
broken
curtains	and	...	-	I	looked	at	the	floor	at	the	exit	to	the	balcony	-	...	corpse.	It
started	in	my	head
rumble,	and	all	the	contents	of	the	stomach	came	to	her	throat.	I	turned	my	head
and	started	to	vomit;
I	felt	sick	and	sick,	I	had	the	feeling	that	I	was	dying.	After	a	while	convulsions
stopped,	and	I	almost
dead	I	fell	on	the	pillow.
Nacho	grabbed	the	blanket	and	when	he	wrapped	my	semi-conscious	body
around	him,	he	grabbed	my	wrist,



by	measuring	your	heart	rate.	Later,	he	put	both	his	hands	under	me	and	lifted
me	down,	where	he	switched	several
the	light	flashed	again.
-	It's	okay.	His	arms	wrapped	me	around	again,	giving	the	appearance	of
security.
"He	...	is	dead,"	I	said,	sobbing.	-	Dead.
His	hands	stroked	my	hair,	and	my	lips	kissed	my	head	when	on	my	lap
he	nodded	gently.
"He	wanted	to	kill	you,"	he	whispered.	-	I	don't	know	if	there	are	more,	they
turned	off	the	alarm,
I	have	to	get	you	out	of	here.	He	got	up	and	put	me	on	the	counter.	-	You	will	go
to	Amelia,
you	tell	her	that	we	had	a	fight	and	I	will	come	for	you	when	I	know	what's
going	on.
Her	father's	protection	is	guarding	her	around	the	clock,	and	nobody	will	look
there.	Hi!	-	He	grabbed	mine
face	to	hands	when	I	didn't	respond.	"I	told	you	I	was	so	that	nothing	would
happen	to	you."
I'll	be	back.
I	wanted	to	stop	him,	but	I	didn't	have	enough	strength	to	make	him	stay.
I	thought	I	was	still	asleep,	and	everything	that	happened	was	just	a	bad	dream
that	was	about	to	happen
end.	I	turned	and	laid	on	my	side,	hugging	my	face	against	the	cold
counter.	After	mine
cleansing	tears	flowed	down	his	cheeks	and	his	breathing	grew	steadily.
After	a	few	minutes	Nacho	came	back	dressed	in	a	dark	tracksuit,	and	before	he
zipped	up	his	sweatshirt,	I	saw
under	it	braces	and	two	guns.	I	lay	there	dead	just	moving	my	eyes	when	he
frustrated,	he	tried	to	utter	a	word	from	me.
-	Laura,	you're	shocked,	but	it	will	pass.	A	cry	of	helplessness	escaped	his
throat.	-
You	won't	reach	my	sister	in	this	state.	Come!	He	grabbed	my	arms	again
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and	wrapped	in	a	blanket	he	took	out	of	the	apartment,	then	slammed	the	door
behind	us.
When	we	were	going	down	to	the	garage,	he	put	me	down	and	leaned	against	the
wall,	and	unbuttoned	his	sweatshirt	himself



and	unlocked	the	weapon.	After	making	sure	the	road	was	safe,	he	took	me	in
his	arms	again
and	putting	it	on	the	seat,	he	fastened	the	seat	belt.	The	engine	roared	and	the	car
burst	forward.
I	don't	know	how	long	we	went,	I	heard	that	Bald	talked	on	the	phone	several
times,
but	Spanish	was	as	foreign	to	me	as	Italian,	so	I	had	no	idea	what	it	was	about
conversation.	Every	few	minutes,	he	checked	my	heart	rate	and	brushed	my	hair
away	from	my	face	to	see	if	I	was	alive.
Because	I	definitely	had	to	look	like	a	dead	person	without	blinking	my	eyes	and
looking	blankly	at
the	steering	wheel.
-	Come	to	me.	He	lifted	me	out	of	the	passenger	seat	and	started	walking.
At	first	I	saw	only	the	sand,	then	the	ocean,	and	when	it	turned	-	a	small	standing
house
almost	on	the	beach.	He	climbed	three	steps	and	after	a	while	we	were	inside;	I
closed
eyes.	I	felt	him	put	me	on	a	soft	mattress,	and	soon	his	arm	was	hugging	me.
I	fell	asleep.
-	Make	love	to	me.	The	sound	of	his	whisper	was	like	an	invitation.	-	Make	love
to	me
Lauro.
Colorful	hands	wandered	around	my	naked	body	as	they	entered	the	room	first
rays	of	the	sun.	Through	bare	eyelids	I	could	barely	see	the	slender	fingers	that
clenched	tightly
on	my	chest.	I	moaned	and	spread	my	legs	wide	as	he	slipped	between	them.
Our	lips	met	for	the	first	time,	and	his	delicate	and	firm	lips	stroked	mine	slowly.
He	didn't	use	his	tongue,	he	embraced	mine	with	his,	slowly	savoring	their
taste.	I	was
impatient	with	this	slow	torture,	and	at	the	same	time	aroused	in	me	the
excitement	that
it	bored	in	my	lower	abdomen,	more	and	more	clearly	giving	me	a	signal	that	it
was	time	to	release	this	tension.
His	hips	brushed	my	thigh,	and	I	felt	his	hard	and	ready	member.	Fingers
tangled	with	mine	and	clenched	when	I	put	my	tongue	in	his	mouth,	he	answered
immediately,
rubbing	at	me.	He	was	subtle,	he	did	it	rhythmically	and	with	affection.	Then	I
raised	my	hips	slightly,
and	he,	without	waiting	for	another	invitation,	entered	my	ready	wet	measure.	I



cried
loudly,	muffled	by	a	kiss,	and	his	body	tensed	above	me.	Nach's	face	shifted
on	the	neck	he	bitten,	licked	and	kissed	gently,	lazily	entering	and	leaving	me	...
"Either	you	have	a	nightmare	or	you're	just	having	sex,"	I	heard	his	quiet	in	my
head
I	murmured	and	opened	my	eyes.
He	lay	next	to	me	slightly	sleepy	and	smiled	brightly.	After	a	while	he	closed	his
eyes
and	he	turned	slightly,	taking	his	hand	off	me.
-	So	sex	or	a	nightmare?	-	I	was	silent.	-	After	a	shout	I	conclude	that	sex.	-	He
opened
one	eye	looking	at	me.	-	With	me	or	with	Massim?	-	His	green	look	carefully
studied	my	reaction	to	his	words.
"With	you,"	I	answered	thoughtlessly,	which	totally	surprised	him.
-	I	was	good?	He	asked	with	an	insolent	expression.
"Delicate,"	I	sighed,	turning	on	my	back.	-	Very	delicate.	-
I	stretched	myself.
There	was	silence	and	I	closed	my	eyes	again,	trying	to	wake	up	in	peace.	After
a	while
the	sexy	image	of	departing	sleep	was	replaced	by	the	events	of	last	night.	I	felt
like	someone
he	punched	my	diaphragm	with	all	my	strength,	and	my	breath	caught	in	my
throat	at	the	thought	of	a	dead	man
in	my	bedroom.	I	swallowed	and	when	I	opened	my	eyes	I	saw	him	hanging
over	me
Nacha.
-	Everything's	okay?	He	asked,	grabbing	my	wrist	again.
-	How	do	you	know	this	guy	wanted	to	kill	me?	-	Slightly	numb	I	looked	at	him
when
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counted	the	next	seconds.
-	Maybe	because	when	I	started	to	choke	him,	he	was	standing	by	your	bed	with
a	syringe	of	fluid	that
would	cause	you	a	major	heart	attack.	I	suspect	they	wanted	to	fake	a	natural
death.	-
He	released	his	hand	and	brushed	my	hair	from	my	sweaty	forehead.	-	Do	you
know	this	man?



-	How	did	you	see	something	in	such	darkness	and	where	did	you	come	from	in
the	room?	-
I	asked	when	I	realized	what	he	had	said.
"That	moron	first	came	to	me	...	What	an	amateur	..."	He	shook	his	head.	-	So
when	he	left	and	I	was	still	breathing,	I	knew	it	was	about	you.	I	put	on	my	night
vision	device
and	I	followed	him.	-	He	sat	on	the	bed.	-	Do	you	know	who	that	was?
"I	don't	remember	what	he	looked	like,"	I	said.
He	reached	for	the	phone	and	showed	me	a	picture	of	the	corpse,	I	felt	weak.
"It's	Rocco,"	I	choked,	covering	my	mouth	with	my	hands.	-	Massima	security
guard.	-	To	the	eyes
tears	came	to	me.	-	My	husband	is	trying	to	kill	me?	-	I	couldn't	believe	what	I
was	saying.
-	I	would	love	it	to	be	so,	but	I	don't	think	so.
He	rose	and	stretched.
-	Someone	bribed	him	and	I	think	I	will	find	out	who	today.	-	He	stood	by	the
window,	then
he	pushed	open	the	window	and	opened	it,	and	fresh	ocean	air	entered	the
room.	-
If	you	died,	it	would	mean	war,	so	my	father's	enemies	could	very	well	be
Rocca	clients.
I	jumped	out	of	bed	and	faced	him,	burning	from	the	inside	almost	tangible
anger.
"Apparently	no	one	can	appear	on	the	island	without	your	family's	consent,"	I
screamed.
-	Apparently	you	know	everything.	-	My	hands	clenched	into	fists.	-	Fuck	you
know	-
I	growled	and	turned	around,	came	through	the	door	and	then	through	another	to
find	it	after	a	while
on	the	beach.
I	sat	on	the	porch	stairs	and	tears	filled	my	eyes;	roared.	It	was	not	crying	but
sheer	despair,	which	was	more	like	a	howling	wild	animal	than	the	sounds	they
make
people.	I	banged	my	hands	on	the	wooden	stairs	until	I	felt	pain	in	them.	Then
Nacho
he	passed	me	without	a	word	dressed	in	foam	fastened	on	his	back	and	holding
the	board	under	his	arm,	went
towards	the	water.	I	watched	her	leave	and	after	a	while	throw	her	on	the	water
and	disappear	after	another	wave.



He	was	insolent,	and	when	the	conversation	wasn't	going	his	way	or	he	heard
something	he	didn't	like,
He	fled.	Or	was	there	something	he	didn't	want	to	tell	me?
I	went	back	inside	and	made	a	cup	of	tea,	sat	down	at	the	table	and	started
looking	around
around	the	room.	It	was	one	open	space	with	a	small	kitchen,	a	living	room	in
which
stood	a	large	fireplace,	and	above	it	hung	a	TV	set	and	a	dining	room.	The	whole
was	very	minimalistic,
but	earth's	dominant	colors	gave	the	impression	of	home-like	warmth.	At	the
door	leaning
a	board	stood	against	the	wall,	another	in	the	corner	next	to	the	dining	room.	I
looked	around	and	found	that	there	were	them
a	few	more.	They	hung	on	hangers	or	stood	in	a	rack.	Some,	probably	old,	made
there	were	furniture:	a	bench,	a	table,	a	shelf.	The	colorful	carpets	on	the
wooden	floor	came	alive
room,	and	huge	soft	sofas	encouraged	to	rest.	On	three	sides	of	the	house
window
they	overlooked	the	ocean.	The	whole	house	was	surrounded	by	a	terrace	around
it.
I	opened	the	fridge	and	was	surprised	to	find	that	it	was	full	of	food.	There	was
no
it	is	possible	that	he	planned	to	come	here	...	Or	maybe?	I	took	out	the	vacuum
packed
meats,	cheese,	eggs	and	a	few	other	things,	getting	to	breakfast.	When
I	finished	and	set	everything	on	the	table,	looked	for	the	bathroom.	She	was	next
to	the	bedroom	door
in	which	we	spent	the	night.	I	took	a	shower	and,	wrapped	in	a	towel,	went	to	the
closet	I	had
I	saw	next	to	the	bed.	I	opened	it	and	discovered	an	unusual	order.	I	pulled	one
out
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from	Nach's	colorful	T-shirts	and	put	it	on,	then	returned	to	the	bathroom.	I	stood
at	the	sink	and	took	a	toothbrush	that	stood	on	it.	I	dug	later
all	cabinets	in	search	of	another,	but	after	a	few	minutes	I	considered	myself
defeated.
-	There's	only	one.	I	turned	and	saw	Nacha	dripping	and	standing



in	the	threshold	only	in	boxers.	Unfortunately,	they	were	white	and	wet,	and	as	a
result,	completely
transparent.	He	came	to	me	when	I	turned	towards	the	sink	and	stood	behind	me.
-	We'll	have	to	change	body	fluids.	-	Reflection	of	cheerful	green	eyes
in	the	mirror	distracted	my	attention	from	my	crotch.
I	unscrewed	the	water,	put	the	paste	on	the	colored	bristles	and	put	them	in	my
mouth.	After	what
I	bowed	my	head	and,	without	looking	at	his	reflection,	began	to	brush	my	teeth.
"Like	marriage,"	I	heard	an	amused	voice	and	when	I	looked	up	to	orient	myself
what	he	meant,	I	saw	Bald	completely	naked	getting	into	the	shower.
The	brush	fell	out	of	my	mouth	and	hit	the	stone	surface,	flowing	down	from	my
mouth
the	paste	looked	like	foam	rolled	from	the	mouth	of	an	angry	animal.	As	soon	as
it	was
possible,	I	looked	at	the	black	granite	sink	and	rinsed	my	mouth.	Inclined,	I
considered
your	location	and	the	ability	to	get	out	of	this	situation	as	soon	as	possible.	He
washed
brush	and	put	it	in	the	cup	in	which	it	stood,	then	looking	away	from	the	shower,
I	went	towards	the	door.	I	was	already	grabbing	the	door	handle	when	the	sound
of	water	stopped.
-	Do	you	know	why	you	run	away	from	me	like	that?	He	asked,	and	I	heard	his
sound
wet	feet	on	the	floor.	-	Because	you're	scared.	I	snorted	and	turned	to	him.	He
was	standing	right	next	to	him.
-	You?!	With	a	mocking	smile,	I	looked	him	straight	in	the	eye	as	he	wrapped	his
hips
towel.	In	my	mind,	I	breathed	a	sigh	of	relief:	thank	God	for	covering	him.
-	Myself.	His	eyebrows	rose,	and	he	bowed	slightly	toward	me.	-	You	stopped
trust	yourself	and	prefer	to	prevent	than	to	do	something	that	you	feel	more	and
more.
I	took	a	step	back,	but	he	took	one	step	forward,	once	again	stepped	back,	but	he
followed
me.	With	every	centimeter	I	panicked,	because	I	knew	that	in	a	moment
I	will	feel	the	door	on	my	back.	I	hit	the	wood	with	my	back,	here	they	are;	I	was
trapped.	We	stood	like	that
in	silence,	surrounded	only	by	faster	breathing.
"I'm	pregnant,"	I	whispered	senselessly,	and	he	shrugged	as	if	to	give	me	one
sign	that	he	doesn't	care	at	all.



Nach's	hands	rested	on	both	sides	of	my	head	and	his	face	was	found
dangerously	close	to	mine.	Green	happy	eyes	pierced	me	through,	making	me
I	was	starting	to	tremble.
Then	came	the	unexpected	rescue	-	the	sound	of	his	rhythmically	ringing	cell
diluted	the	atmosphere	thickening	from	hormones.	I	shifted	a	little,	enabling	him
opening	the	door	and	entering	the	room.	He	picked	it	up	and	went	out	soft
armchair	next	to	the	entrance.
"Tomorrow,"	he	growled	dispassionately,	sitting	next	to	me	at	the	table.	-	They'll
come	tomorrow
Sicilians	...	Please,	give	me	yogurt.	-	His	hand	hung	at	the	height	of	my	face
when
waited	for	me	to	complete	my	request.	-	Thanks.	He	raised	slightly	and	grabbed
a	bowl	of	white	ointment.
I	sat	stiffly	as	if	struck	by	lightning,	and	in	my	head	for	joy	I	was	spinning
tops.	Tomorrow
I	will	see	Black,	hug	me	tomorrow	and	take	me	away.	I	couldn't	stand	it,	I
jumped	up
from	the	spot	and	after	a	short	hug	Nacha,	jumping	up,	I	started	running	like
crazy.	Spaniard
he	just	shook	his	head	and	continued	to	apply	the	yogurt	to	the	cereal.	I	opened
the	door	and	then	ran	out
soft,	still	cool	sand.	I	jumped	on	it	for	a	while,	finally	fell	back,	staring
in	the	blue	clear	sky.
He'll	come	for	me,	get	along	with	them	and	everything	will	be	as	before.	But	are
you	sure?
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I	sat	down	and	looked	toward	the	house,	where	Nacho	was	leaning	against	the
door	frame,	with	a	bowl	of	cereal	in	his	hand
wearing	only	colorful	surf	shorts.	His	tattooed	body	was	relaxed,	and	he
he	calmly	chewed	on	every	bite	without	taking	his	eyes	off	me.	Will	after
meeting	this
kid	trapped	in	a	man's	body	will	I	be	able	to	just	come	back?
We	stared	at	each	other,	for	unknown	reasons,	unable	to	take	our	eyes	off	each
other.
Then	I	felt	gurgling	and	fumbling	down	my	stomach.	I	grabbed	him	with	both
hands
and	I	started	to	stroke,	silencing	the	sounds.	It	wasn't	the	first	time	my	son



admonished	me
reminding	you	of	your	existence.	I	got	up,	brushed	the	sand	off	my	body	and
headed	for
verandas.
-	Maybe	we	go	swimming?	Nacho	smiled	brightly	as	he	set	down	the	bowl.	-	I
will	teach
swim	on	a	board	with	an	oar,	Amelia	told	me	you	wanted	to.	-	He	grabbed	my
shoulders
and	pressed	them	lightly.	-	Don't	worry,	you're	safe.
He	treated	me	in	plural	for	the	first	time.	I	looked	at	him	and	he	nodded	slowly
head.
-	I	don't	have	a	costume.	I	shrugged	apologetically.
-	Well,	this	is	not	a	problem	here,	it	is	not	alive	within	a	few	dozen	kilometers
spirit.
I	tapped	my	head	and	shook	her	with	disapproval.
-	You	can	swim	in	clothes	or	just	foam,	I'll	find	you	a	little	one.	-	He	entered	the
house.	-
Besides,	I've	already	seen	you	naked!	He	shouted,	disappearing	around	the
corner.
I	stared	at	the	point	where	it	melted	and	shook	my	head	in	terror
moments	when	this	could	occur.	I	went	into	the	kitchen	massaging	my	temples
and	wondered
biting	his	lower	lip	nervously.
"The	first	night,"	he	replied,	as	if	he	were	reading	my	mind.	-	Well,	I	didn't
expect
that	you	won't	have	underwear	under	your	dress.	-	He	hung	the	foam	in	the	chair
next	to	me.	-	You	have
sweet	pussy	-	he	whispered	with	a	smile,	leaning	over	me	and	walking	towards
the	sink.
-	This	is	not	funny.	I	jumped	up	and	screamed	at	him
finger.	"This	joke	doesn't	amuse	me	at	all,	Marcela."
He	put	the	dishes	on	the	cabinet	and	turned	toward	me,	folding	his	arms	in	the
cage.
-	Who	said	it	was	a	joke?	He	narrowed	his	eyelids	and	after	a	few	seconds	of
waiting,
like	a	puma,	he	shortened	the	distance	in	one	leap,	standing	next	to	me	and
embracing	his	arms	tightly.	-
I	couldn't	deny	myself	when	you	were	unconscious.	-	His	green	eyes	moved
around



my	face	from	mouth	to	eye.	-	You	were	so	wet.	He	poked	my	nose	with	his
lower	lip.	-
You	came	loud	and	long,	even	though	you	slept	soundly	on	the	measures	I	gave
you.
I	fucked	you	half	the	night	...	You're	so	tight	...	"He	moved	us,	leaning	my	back
against	the	fridge.
-	I	put	it	on	you	slowly	and	gently,	so	in	a	dream	you	knew	how	I	was.	-	His
crotch
began	to	rub	rhythmically	against	my	side.
I	listened	to	what	he	was	saying	and	felt	an	explosion	of	terror	rising	within
me.	numb
the	meaning	of	his	words	I	stood	like	a	pole	dug	into	the	ground,	which	has	no
chance	of	movement.	To	the	eyes
tears	came	to	me	at	the	thought	of	cheating	on	my	husband.	I	didn't	do	it
knowingly,	but	it	mattered
fact,	I	wasn't	pure	anymore.	And	in	addition	his	son	was	tainted.	He	won't
survive	this.
More	waves	of	fear	poured	through	me,	and	at	one	point	I	felt	he	was	doing	me
poorly.	Nacho	saw	this	despair	and	let	me	go,	backing	away	a	bit.
-	I'm	a	good	liar,	huh?	He	grinned	and	I	felt	the	urge	to	kill.	this
together	he	did	not	manage	to	dodge	when	my	open	hand	slammed	him	on	the
cheek
his	head	bounced	back.
"Awesome,"	I	growled,	taking	the	marshmallows	and	walked	toward	the	soft
legs
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bathrooms.
I	wore	a	sleeveless	shirt	where	I	slept	and	put	on	the	foam.	No
I	could	believe	how	easy	I	got	into	it.	I	cursed	under	my	breath	and	banged	my
hands	on
everything	that	falls.
Shaking	my	head	in	disbelief,	I	stood	in	front	of	the	mirror	and	lowered	it	earlier
half-body	suit,	because	from	this	fury	I	was	hot.	I	knit	two	on	my	head
braids	and	cremated	my	face.	What	a	jerk,	I	thought,	snorting.
Nacho	was	spreading	something	on	the	porch,	wearing	only	tight	blue	pants	with
plastic	material.	The	sight	of	his	little	butt,	turned	towards	me,	begged	for	good
criminal	kick.



"I	can't	advise	you,"	he	said	when	I	was	swinging	my	foot.	-	Take	wax	and
lubricate.
I	knelt	down	next	to	him,	picked	up	a	small	disk	and	tried	to	look	at	what	he	was
doing
imitate	him.
-	What	are	we	doing	this	for?	I	asked,	waving	my	hand.
-	So	you	don't	fall.	I	don't	have	board	shoes	for	you,	so	I	prefer	not	to	risk	it.	-
He	hesitated	and	turned	towards	me.	-	But	you	can	swim?
Outraged	I	made	a	sulky	face,	which	only	amused	him	even	more.
"I	have	a	junior	lifeguard	patent,"	I	said	proudly.
-	I	think	it's	medical.	He	sarcastically	retorted	and	set	the	board	vertically,
dropping	it
wax.	-	Enough.	Ready	to	learn?
He	grabbed	both	boards	under	his	arm	and	headed	for	the	water.
"There	are	a	few	things	you	must	remember,"	he	said	when	we	arrived	and	he
quit
boards	for	sand.
The	theoretical	instruction	was	short	and	quite	laconic,	as	was	the	activity	I	had
to	perform,	it	didn't	seem	complicated.
Fortunately,	there	were	no	high	waves,	but	Nacho	explained	that	there	are	hours
in	which	they	appear	and	disappear,	just	like	the	wind.	The	Canary	Islands	were
weird
predictable	and	it	would	seem	possible	to	tame.	Completely	different	than	mine
companion.
After	a	few	or	even	a	dozen	baths	in	the	salty	ocean,	I	finally	got	it
it	comes	with	balance.	My	eyes	stung	and	I	felt	like	vomiting	because	I	got
drunk	on	water,
which	didn't	taste	good,	but	I	was	proud	and	happy.	Nacho	didn't	rush	me,	he
swam
next	to	him,	his	muscular	arms	sweeping	the	water	away.
-	Bend	your	knees	and	don't	stand	sideways	to	the	wave.	-	I	heard	his	golden
advice,
when	one	of	the	waves	came	swiping	me	off	the	board.
I	fell	into	the	water	and	panicked.	It	was	quite	deep	and	I	lost	track	of	where
is	the	top	and	where	the	bottom.	I	tried	to	swim,	but	another	wave	rolled	and
spun	me	again
Underwater.
I	felt	under	my	breasts	how	slender	hands	wrap	around	me	and	stretch	out	on
surface.	I	was	choking,	not	the	first	time	today	when	he	leaned	me	on	the	board.



-	Fine?	He	asked,	excited,	and	I	nodded	agreement.	-	We're	back	at
edge.
"But	I	don't	want	to,"	I	choked	between	coughs.	-	It's	cool	and	finally	I	have	the
opportunity
swim.
I	crawled,	sat	astride	a	wide	board	and	stuck	in	disappointment
her	eyes	as	he	clung	to	her	side	floated	on	the	water.	The	sun	was	shining,
warming	me,	and	wonderful
the	views	of	the	long	black	beaches	made	me	worry.
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-	Please.	-	I	made	a	sweet	face	that	didn't	work	at	all.	-	You	owe	me	that
it's	a	vile	lie.
I	put	an	oar	on	him	and	stood	up.
He	laughed	and	jumped	on	his	board,	swimming	away	a	piece.
-	How	confident	are	you	that	I	lied?	He	asked,	being	far	enough	away	that	I
didn't	have	one
opportunities	to	divide	him	again.	-	You	have	a	small	birthmark	on	your	right
buttock,	looks	like	a	burn,
where	did	it	come	from
Hearing	this,	I	staggered,	almost	falling	into	salty	depths.	How	the	hell	did	he
know?
about	a	scar?	I	didn't	wear	thongs	because	I	didn't	have	them	in	the	drawer
with	cotton	barchans.	Angry,	I	started	paddling	as	possessed,	trying	to	catch	up
with	him,
and	when	he	saw	the	chase,	he	fled.	We	were	chasing	each	other	like	children
until	I	finally	felt	like
exhausting	it	is	a	sport,	and	I	turned	back	to	the	beach.
I	unfastened	the	board	from	the	ankle	and	left	it	in	the	water,	going	ashore.	I
unzipped	the	zipper
on	my	back	and	I	pulled	the	foam	halfway,	and	when	I	got	on	the	porch,	I	took	it
off	completely,
hanging	on	the	prepared	stake.
Nacho	came	out	of	the	ocean	and,	carrying	boards,	walked	to	the	house,	leaning
them	on	the	balustrade.
He	looked	up	and	looked	at	me	with	his	mouth	open,	a	sly	smile	replacing	the
expression
a	face	I	haven't	seen	yet.	I	looked	around,	wondering	what	had	made	him	like



this
stupor,	and	only	when	I	looked	down	did	I	understand.	I	put	white	under	the
coverall
the	t-shirt	I	slept	in	the	night	before,	and	the	one	when	it	got	wet,	completely
He	shone	through.
"Start	running	away,"	he	said	seriously,	not	taking	his	green	wild	eyes	off
my	sticking	nipples.
I	took	a	step	back	and	he	ran	after	me.	I	turned	behind	the	house	and	hurried
myself
to	escape.	Then	he	grabbed	my	wrist	and	pulled	me	to	him	with	one	move
the	tongue	slipped	into	my	mouth	without	any	warning.	He	released	his	hand	and
took	my	face	in	his	hands,
kissing	greedily.	I	don't	know	why	I	couldn't	defend	myself,	I	didn't	want	to,	I
couldn't
or	maybe	I	just	wanted	him.	My	hands	dangled	limply	along	the	body	when
his	tongue	danced	with	mine	and	his	lips	passionately	but	gently	caressed	each
other.	passed
the	next	seconds,	and	I	stood	with	my	head	turned	up,	feeling	my	stomach	rise
wave	of	desire.	Abruptly,	I	closed	my	mouth	and	he	stopped	and	rested	his
forehead	against	mine,
clenching	his	eyes.
"Sorry,	I	couldn't	stand	it,"	he	whispered,	drowned	out	by	the	rising	wind.
-	I	see.	There	was	irritation	in	my	voice.	-	Let	me	go.
He	took	his	hands,	and	without	a	word	I	turned	and	went	towards	the	door.	My
knees	were	shaking
and	the	remorse	that	appeared	in	my	head	in	a	second	took	away	the	ability	to
breathe.
I	do	my	best.	I'm	in	the	middle	of	nowhere	with	the	killer	who	kidnapped	me	and
I'm	cheating	on	me
a	husband	who's	probably	crazy	with	anxiety.
I	undressed	in	the	bedroom,	closing	the	door	before,	put	on	boxers	and	a	T-shirt,
which	I	found	in	the	closet,	then	squeezed	under	the	covers.	I	covered	my	head
and	felt	salty
water	runs	down	my	face.	The	sound	of	the	door	handle	being	pressed	made	me
stop	breathing
listening	for	what	will	happen	next.
-	Everything's	okay?	Nacho	asked	without	coming	over.
I	grunted	without	sticking	my	head	out	and	heard	the	door	close	again
closes.	I	fell	asleep.



I	woke	up	after	a	few	hours,	when	the	sun	was	setting,	I	wrapped	the	blanket	and
left
from	the	room.	The	house	was	empty,	and	quiet	guitar	music	was	heard	through
the	open	door.
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I	crossed	the	threshold	and	saw	Nach,	who	was	sipping	beer	and	standing	by	the
grill.	He	was	wearing
torn	jeans	that	fell	off	his	butt,	visible	white	elastic	panties	with	the	words
"Calvin
Klein	".	A	small	bonfire	was	burning	next	to	it,	and	the	telephone	connected	to
the	speaker	was	oozing
sounds	of	Ed	Sheeran	I	See	Fire	.
"I	was	about	to	wake	you	up,"	he	said,	putting	the	bottle	down.	-	I	made	dinner.
I	wasn't	sure	I	wanted	to	be	in	his	company,	but	my	stomach	was	growling
it	made	me	understand	that	I	had	no	choice.	I	sat	on	a	soft	armchair	nearby
him	and	pulled	my	knees	under	my	chin,	tightly	covering	myself	with	a
blanket.	Nacho	shifted
a	small	table	and	another	seat	so	that	we	sat	opposite	each	other.	I	looked	around
the	table	and	I	nodded	my	head	appreciatively	seeing	a	truly	romantic	dinner.	In
wicker
the	basket	was	baked	bread	over	the	fire,	next	to	it	were	olives	and	chopped
tomatoes
and	pickled	onions.	Everything	was	lit	by	the	glow	of	candles	carelessly	placed
on	the	counter.	Nacho
he	set	the	plate	in	front	of	me	and	the	other	opposite,	and	sat	down.
"Enjoy	your	meal,"	he	said,	poking	his	food	at	the	fork.
The	smell	of	grilled	fish,	octopus	and	several	other	delicacies	woke	me	a	demon.
Wrapping	up	conventions,	I	devoured	the	whole	thing,	biting	with	wonderful
bread	and	olives.
"It's	my	asylum,"	he	said,	looking	sideways.	-	I	run	away	from	everything	here,
and	I'd	like	to	live	here.	-	It	hung	up.	"With	someone	..."	I	looked	up	from	my
plate
and	I	watched	as	Nach's	eyes	changed	under	my	influence.	-	He	would	never
happen
He	learned.	The	bald	man	leaned	back	in	his	chair,	and	there	was	no	trace	of	his
wonderful	smile.	-
Only	you	and	I	are	here	...	”I	raised	my	hand	to	stop	him.



-	You're	not	interested	in	me.	-	Of	course	it	was	crap,	but	I	tried	to	be
as	convincing	as	possible.	-	I	love	Massima,	is	the	love	of	my	life
and	no	one	will	ever	replace	him.	My	voice	sounded	like	I	wanted	to	assure
myself.	-
I	can't	wait	for	Luca	to	be	born.	Massimo	kills	you	all
if	you	try	to	take	him	away	from	us.	-	I	nodded	with	full	conviction,	but	my	love
the	oration	just	amused	the	Spaniard.
-	Where	is	he	now?	He	raised	his	eyebrows,	waiting	for	an	answer.	-	I'll	tell	you
where	it	is
your	beloved	husband.	He	earns	money.	He	put	the	bottle	down	on	the	table.	-
Because	you	see,	my	naive,
pregnant	Lauro,	Massimo	Torricelli	loves	money	the	most	in	the	world.	He	made
a	fool	of	himself
vision	and	to	satisfy	his	own	selfishness	he	got	you	in	his	fucked	up	life.	-	He
inclined
getting	a	bit	closer	to	my	face.	"Maybe	you'll	tell	me	that	before	you	met	him,
you	were	kidnapped."
three	days?!	He	paused	again,	waiting	for	my	reaction,	but	I	didn't	react.	-	I
thought	so.
Not	only	that,	he	can't	look	after	what	he	took	responsibility	for.	But	if	you	want
I	can
dispel	your	doubts	about	him.	He	narrowed	his	eyes	and	leaned	toward	me.	-
The	decision	is	yours,	I	can	show	you	materials	that	will	outline	the	truth	about
him	and	the	fantasy,
in	which	you	have	been	living	for	several	months.	I	can	unmask	him	in	front	of
you,	just	say	that
want…
-	I	want	to	puke	when	I'm	listening	to	you!	I	growled,	getting	up	from	the	table.	-
Do	not	try
I	disgust	the	man	I	love.	I	turned	and	went	towards	the	door.	-	What	about	you,
are	you	better	I	gave	him	a	hateful	look.	-	You	kidnapped	me,	blackmailed	me,
and	then	you	count	that	I	will	fall	in	love	with	you	and	throw	you	in	my	arms	?!
He	looked	at	me	with	narrowed	eyes,	until	at	some	point	his	face	completely
she	changed	and	a	broad	smile	appeared	on	her	face	again.	He	folded	his	arms
behind	his	head,	stretching
up	earlier.
"I?	...	No,	I	just	wanted	to	fuck	you."	He	raised	his	eyebrows	high,	moving	them
lightly.
I	reached	out	and	showed	him	my	middle	finger	through	the	door.
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"What	a	fucking	bastard,"	I	repeated	in	my	mother	tongue.	-	Plain	trash.
I	mumbled	for	a	while	until	I	calmed	down	and	took	a	shower,	then
locking	the	bedroom	door,	I	went	to	sleep.
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CHAPTER	20
The	next	day,	after	eating	a	quiet	breakfast,	we	headed	back	to	the	city.
Nacho	made	several	dozen	calls	and	did	not	speak	to	me,	not	counting
"We're	going"	when	he	was	ready	to	leave.	We	entered	the	underground	garage
of	the	apartment	building,
and	I	remembered	the	events	from	two	days	ago.
-	What	about	Rocco?	I	asked	without	getting	out	of	the	car.
-	Well,	you	don't	think	you	still	lie	there?	He	slammed	the	door	and	walked
toward
elevator.
When	he	turned	the	key	in	the	lock	and	crossed	the	threshold,	I	felt	sick.	and
my	breath	was	shallower	and	I	couldn't	force	my	legs	to	take	a	step.	The
Spaniard	saw	that
something	is	wrong	and	grabbed	my	hand.
-	The	house	is	safe.	The	cheerfulness	he	held	back	slightly	stuck	through
indifferent	green	eyes.	-	My	people	cleaned	here	the	same	night,	come	on.	-	He
pulled	me	into
agent.	-	I	have	to	change	and	we'll	go	to	the	old	man.	I	advise	you	the	same.	-	He
came	in
stairs,	disappearing	behind	a	glass	wall.
I	took	the	steps	slowly,	as	if	I	did	not	quite	believe	his	words.	Sense
however,	he	told	me	that	he	could	not	be	so	cruel	as	to	leave	a	corpse	in	the
room.	Or	maybe?
When	I	grabbed	the	door	handle,	I	felt	as	if	all	the	contents	of	my	stomach
approached	me	with	fear
throat.	I	glanced	through	the	crack	and	was	relieved	to	find	that	everything	was
fixed	and	sorted	out,
and	there	is	not	even	a	trace	of	strangled	Sicilian.	I	went	to	the	closet	and	looked
in	it
the	most	correct	clothes.	Today,	after	almost	a	week,	I	was	to	see	mine	for	the
first	time



beloved	and	I	wanted	to	look	dignified,	like	a	boss's	wife,	not	a	tattooed	girl
surfer.	Dressing	was	not	easy	because	I	had	either	shorts	or	shorts	to	choose
from,	but	eventually	I	succeeded
dig	out	something	less	colorful.	Gray	faded	jeans	and	a	white	T-shirt	with	short
sleeves
The	sleeves	were	of	maximum	elegance	considering	the	range.	I	put	on	light
loafers
and	I	modeled,	though	it	might	be	too	much	said,	previously	washed
hair.	Among	the	things
in	the	bathroom	I	found	mascara	and	was	glad	that	my	skin	was	tanned	because
of	foundation
I	didn't	find	out.
-	We	drive!	-	I	heard	a	scream	from	below.	-	Laura,	move	on.
I	looked	at	the	room	one	last	time,	irrationally	checking	if	I	had	left	anything	in
it.
After	a	while	I	realized	that	I	didn't	bring	anything	because	it	wasn't	a	holiday,
and	the	kidnapping	brought	me	to	the	island.	I	went	down	the	stairs	and	froze	at
the	last	step.
In	the	center	of	the	living	room	stood	Nacho	wearing	a	suit.	His	tanned	skin	and
perfectly	shaved	head
perfectly	matched	the	white	shirt	and	black	jacket.	He	had	one	hand	in	his
pocket	and	the	other
at	the	ear	with	the	phone;	he	turned	towards	me	and	watched	from	top	to	bottom
without	interrupting	the	conversation
bottom.	This	outfit	looked	strange	on	him,	but	it	was	a	nice	change	and	in	some
mysterious	way
he	made	this	arrogant	asshole	horny	handsome.
-	You	look	nice.	He	tried	not	to	smile,	but	he	failed	and	grinned	white
in	order	to.
"Well,	I	am	far	from	you,"	I	said,	and	a	smile	appeared	on	my	face,
which	I	couldn't	stop	either.
"Let's	go	now,	I	want	to	get	rid	of	you	as	soon	as	possible,"	he	choked,	changing
again
expressionless.
I	narrowed	my	eyes	pissed	off	his	attention	and	even	though	I	knew	it	was	just	a
game	of	pretense,
I	was	sorry	anyway.	He	didn't	think	so,	but	he	wanted	me	to	think	it	was	just	a
job.
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And	then	something	came	to	me	-	I	liked	this	man.	Despite	all	its	drawbacks,
and	above	all
all	main,	that	is,	the	fact	that	he	was	a	kidnapper	and	a	killer,	I	liked	him.	On	the
one	hand
I	was	glad	that	Massimo	would	take	me	away,	on	the	other	I	couldn't	bear	the
thought	of	it	anymore
I	won't	see	Nach.	Had	to	consider	this	situation	in	terms	of	total	normality,	i.e.
eliminating	the	fact	that	I	was	abducted	-	I	lost	a	great	friend.	The	guy	who	gave
me
he	impressed	and	with	whom	I	had	a	lot	in	common,	the	guy	who	amused	me,
pissed	me	off	and	with	whom
I	loved	spending	time.	It	was	only	a	week,	but	staying	with	someone	almost
twenty
four	hours	a	day,	you	can	get	used	to.
Corveta	was	speeding	across	the	highway,	and	I	thanked	God	that	Bald	had	laid
the	roof	because	after
there	would	be	no	trace	of	my	carefully	arranged	hairstyle.	We	climbed	higher
and	the	road	became
narrow	and	winding;	suddenly	stopped.
"Come,	let	me	show	you	something,"	he	said	as	he	got	out.	He	took	my	hand	and
led	me
across	the	street	until	we	got	to	the	railing.	-	Los	Gigantes.	He	gestured	at	the
unearthly	view	that
he	spread	before	us.	-	The	name	of	the	town	comes	from	these	high	cliffs,	some
have
up	to	six	hundred	meters.	You	can	swim	under	them	and	only	then	you	can	see
how	huge	they	are.	-
I	looked	at	him	and	listened	as	if	enchanted.	-	There	are	whales	in	the
surrounding	waters
and	dolphins,	I	also	wanted	to	show	you	the	Teide	volcano,	but	...
"I'll	miss	you,"	I	whispered,	interrupting	him	and	hearing	them
words	until	he	was	stunned.	-	It's	so	unfair	that	I	met	such	a	great	man
in	such	circumstances.	I	leaned	my	forehead	against	his	still	body.	-	Normally	we
could
to	be	friends,	to	swim	together	-	I	spoke	another	words	full	of	regret	and	felt	like
under
his	shirt	is	pounding.



"You	can	stay,"	he	whispered.
He	lifted	my	chin,	forcing	me	to	look	at	him,	but	I	closed	my	eyes.
-	Baby,	look	at	me.	The	sound	of	these	words	literally	ripped	me	apart.
The	phrase	he	used	was	the	favorite	way	for	Massima	to	contact	me.	Under	the
eyelids
a	stream	of	tears	came	to	me,	which	escaped	outside	with	the	power	of	an
erupting	volcano.	I	reached
with	my	hand	in	his	pocket	and	I	took	out	sunglasses.	I	put	them	on	my	nose
I	hid	behind	them	and	without	a	word	went	to	the	car.
Fernand	Matos's	house	was	hard	to	call	anything	other	than	a	castle.	Located	on
a	rock
overlooking	the	ocean	was	like	a	fortress	that	could	not	be	conquered.	Behind
the	great	wall
there	was	a	monumental	garden	that	looked	more	like	a	park.	They	sat	on	the
trees
colorful	screaming	parrots,	and	fish	were	swimming	in	the	artificial	lake.	I	have
no	idea	how
a	large	area	occupied	all	this,	but	if	I	thought	the	property	in	Taormina	was
great	-	I	was	wrong.
We	parked	under	the	entrance,	passing	several	armed	people	in	the	driveway.
I	got	out	uncertainly,	having	no	idea	how	to	behave,	and	approached
waiting	Nacha.	Two	robbers	appeared	on	the	threshold,	surrounding	me.	Bald	for
a	moment
he	spoke	to	them	quite	aggressively,	and	then	began	to	scream.	Men	were
growing
in	the	dark	suits	of	steel	with	their	heads	down,	but	they	obviously	refused	to
give	up.
Annoyed,	Nacho	grabbed	my	elbow	and	dragged	me	through	the	monumental
corridors.
-	What's	happening?	I	asked	confused.
"They	want	to	take	you,	my	role	is	over."	-	He	was	serious	and	extremely	pissed
off.
-	I	won't	give	you	to	them.	At	these	words	my	stomach	tightened	in	a	knot.	-	I'll
personally	send	you	to
my	father.
We	walked	a	huge	hall,	which	at	the	end,	after	passing	through	the	sky-high
the	door	turned	into	a	room.	The	room	was	huge,	about	four	meters	high,	and	his
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the	windows	overlooked	the	ocean.	Nothing	obstructed	the	view,	because	this
part	of	the	castle	seemed	to	levitate	over
with	water	protruding	a	few	meters	behind	the	cliff.	This	scary	and	delightful
sight	at	the	same	time
distracted	me	from	the	rest	of	the	room.
-	So	it's	you	?!	-	I	heard	a	male	voice	with	a	strong	accent.
I	turned	and	saw	Nacha	standing	next	to	an	older	man	with	longer	ones
hair.	There	was	no	denying	that	this	man	was	undoubtedly	Spanish	or	Canarian,
as	the	local	people	preferred,	when	they	were	defined.	Swarthy	complexion,	dark
eyes	and	characteristic	ones
features	meant	that	I	had	no	doubt.	The	man	was	old,	but	it	felt	like	it	used	to	be
he	probably	broke	women's	hearts,	because	being	handsome	could	not	be
refused.	Dressed	in	bright
cloth	pants	and	a	shirt	of	the	same	color,	he	came	closer.
-	Fernando	Matos.	He	grabbed	my	hand	and	kissed	it.	"Laura	Torricelli,"	he	said,
nodding.	-	The	woman	who	tamed	the	beast.	Sit	down	please.
He	showed	me	an	armchair	and	sat	down	on	another.	Nacho	poured	himself
transparently
the	liquid	that	stood	on	the	table	and	took	off	his	jacket,	revealing	braces	and
two	pieces	hung	on	them
weapons.	He	poured	the	contents	of	the	glass	into	himself	and	repeated	the
action,	this	time	sitting	on	the	couch
and	twisting	the	glass	in	your	hand.
-	Mr.	Matos,	thank	you	very	much	for	your	protection,	but	I	would	like	to	come
home	now	-
I	said	calmly	and	culturally.	-	Nacho	looked	after	me	well,	but	if
you	finished	this	mafia	game,	then	you	are	happy	...
-	I've	heard	you	are	saucy.	Fernando	rose	from	his	seat.	-	Only	that
you	see,	my	dear,	your	beloved	husband	somehow	doesn't	care	to	come	here.	-
He	spread	his	hands.	-
I	heard	that	his	plane	had	not	taken	off.	He	turned	to	his	son.	-	Marcela,	leave.
Nacho	obediently	got	up	and	finished	the	liquid,	putting	the	glass	on	the	counter,
after
he	grabbed	his	jacket	and,	trying	not	to	look	at	me,	left	the	room.	I	felt
lonely	and	terrified.	I	did	not	know	the	intentions	of	the	man	standing	next	to
him,	and	the	one	who	left
at	least	gave	an	apparent	sense	of	security.



-	Your	hubby	treated	me	like	rubbish,	he	mocked	me!	He	screamed,	leaning	back
my	hands	on	both	sides	of	the	chair	I	was	sitting	on.	-	And	one	of	you	will	pay
for	it!
Suddenly	the	door	to	the	room	opened	again,	but	I	couldn't	turn	it
head.	Stuck	in	an	armchair,	I	watched	the	older	man	leave	and	disappear	behind
my	back,	greeting	someone.	The	conversation	was	in	Spanish,	I	only	understood
my	husband's	name	was	mentioned	several	times.	Later	the	voices	stopped	and
when	I	heard	the	clang
lock,	I	breathed	a	sigh	of	relief,	thinking	that	I	was	alone.
-	You	stupid	whore!	-	A	big	paw	grabbed	my	hair	and	picked	me	up
from	the	place,	throwing	the	floor.	Falling	down,	I	hit	my	head	on	a	small	bench
and	felt	it
my	temples	are	bleeding.	I	put	my	hand	to	my	head	and	looked	up.	There	was	a
man	in	front	of	me
in	the	age	of	Nach,	who	looked	at	me	with	disgust.	With	an	oddly	stiff	hand	he
corrected	it
I	had	back	my	black	hair	and	started	walking	toward	me.	I	pushed	my	heels	to
escape	from
him,	but	I	didn't	even	get	up	when	he	aimed	a	sulky	kick	at	me
kidney.	I	wrapped	my	arms	around	my	stomach,	trying	to	protect	the	child	from
the	madman	attacking	me.
I	felt	nervous	and	ringing	in	my	ears,	but	I	knew	I	couldn't
lose	consciousness.	God	only	deigned	to	know	what	the	man	above	me	wanted
to	do	to	me.
-	Stand	up,	slut!	He	screamed	and	sat	down	in	the	chair	himself.
Swallowing	hardly	and	leaning	on	shaking	hands,	I	made	him
command,	and	he	almost	in	a	gallant	gesture	showed	me	the	armchair	opposite.
-	Do	you	remember	me?	He	asked	as	I	sat	up,	wiping	the	blood	off	my	face.
"No,"	I	snapped.
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-	And	do	you	remember	Nostro?	I	raised	my	eyes	and	frowned.	-	A	club	in
Rome,	a	few
months	ago.	He	laughed	mockingly.	-	Strange	that	you	don't	remember,	because
like	all	the	others
whores	you	were	drowned	in	a	corpse.
When	he	said	that,	a	vague	picture	of	that	evening	flashed	before	my	eyes.
"Do	you	remember	that,	slut?"	-	He	jumped	up	and	banged	me	in	the	face	with



one	hand,
he	put	his	hands	under	his	face,	holding	his	hair.	-	Your	boyfriend	shot	my
hands.	-
I	looked	at	his	hands	with	two	almost	identical	round	scars.
At	this	point,	as	in	space-time,	I	moved	to	the	evening	in	Nostro
and	I	remembered,	after	dancing	on	a	tube,	one	of	the	men	decided	that	I	was	a
whore	and	caught
me	and	Massimo	...	At	the	thought	of	it,	I	covered	my	mouth	with	my	hands.	He
shot	his	hands.
-	My	paresis	is	in	my	right	and	the	left	one	is	almost	useless.	-	He	turned	them
around
without	looking	at	me.	-	Humiliated	because	of	the	whore!	He	screamed	again
and	stood	up.	-
I	wondered	for	a	long	time	what	to	do	to	you.	But	later	I	came	to	the	conclusion
that	I	prefer
liquidate	this	break,	your	husband.
He	came	up	to	me	and	hit	my	face	once	more,	and	I	felt	like	a	cracked	lip
I	am	bleeding.	He	will	torture	me	here	to	death,	I	thought,	huddling	in	an
armchair.
-	First,	I	wanted	you	to	get	this	moron	Anna,	but	unfortunately,	despite	all	mine
faith	in	her	driving	skills,	or	actually	ramming	her,	did	not	cope.
He	came	closer	and	leaned	toward	me.	"I	didn't	want	to	involve	the	Matos
family."	I	preferred
settle	it	yourself,	but	unfortunately	this	cunt	later	succumbed	to	the	Torricelli
charm.	-	He	punched	his	hands
in	the	back	of	my	chair,	and	I	closed	my	eyes	in	terror.	-	Fortunately	sooner
I	made	her	bring	her	brother	to	Massim,	informing	him	of	the	death	of	his
unborn	child.
-	He	sneered.	-	I	met	Emil	myself	and	told	him	how	at	the	party,
when	your	don	drank	a	little	too	much	and	pulled	a	little	too	long	lines,	he
enjoyed	it
scrapings	and	no	problems.	It	turned	up	the	situation.	-	He	walked	around	the
room	with	amusement,
telling	it	like	a	good	anecdote	heard	at	the	holiday	table.	-	It	was	only	later
better	when	they	tried	to	shoot	themselves,	unfortunately	your	husband	was	very
lucky	again.	-	He	turned
and	faced	me.	"But	at	least	Emilia	deprived	me	of	my	problem,	and	that	allowed
me."
Matos	partially	enter	Naples.



Ineptly,	he	poured	a	transparent	decanter	into	a	glass	and	took	a	sip,	sliding	it
over
countertop	and	almost	no	lifting.
My	head	ached	from	being	hit,	but	the	blood	dried	on	it	formed	something	of	a
sort
cork	and	stopped	seeping.	I	could	feel	my	lip	swelling,	but	I	was	worried	the
most
for	a	child.
-	What	will	you	do	with	me?	I	asked	in	the	surest	voice	I	could	manage.
The	man	calmly	rose	and	hit	me	again
place,	and	my	mouth	almost	exploded	with	blood.	I	screamed	loudly,	feeling
unbelievable
ache.
-	Don't	interrupt	me,	slut!	He	screamed,	wiping	himself	against	me,	and	sat	down
again.	-
You	can	tear	at	will,	the	room	is	soundproof.	If	I	shot	you,	nobody	would
he	didn't	hear	that.	A	triumphant	smile	appeared	on	his	face.	After	a	moment	of
silence
he	continued:	-	I	watched	Massim	and	decided	that	nothing	would	hurt	him	like
losing	you,
especially	because	of	you	I	can't	grab	a	glass	of	water	myself.	-	He	raised	it
right	hand	whose	hand	was	stiff.	-	I	had	to	learn	how	to	use	the	other	one.	Paresis
my	hands	after	shooting	them	are	so	vast	that	I	have	little	opportunity	to	use	my
hands.
They	had	to	make	me	a	special	weapon,	which	I	can	trigger.	He	laughed	badly.	-
But	as	you	can	see,	they	are	good	for	asking	pleasure.	Today,	before	I	kill	you,
I'm	going	to	give	you
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this	pleasure	so	much	that	you	spit	out	the	bastard	you	have	inside	you.
I	heard	a	whistle	in	my	ears	and	prayed	for	strength	when	I	felt	pain	in	my
breastbone
and	baking.	I	was	unable	to	think	soberly	because	I	was	overcome	with	terror.
-	And	since	your	hubby	decided	not	to	come	or	risk	his	own	life,
I'll	write	him	our	last	night	of	your	life	together.	He	reached	out	an	almost
functional	hand
and	patted	my	leg,	which	I	immediately	pulled	away.	"And	I'll	send	him	that	brat
later."



in	box.	He	nodded	at	my	clenched	stomach.	-	And	by	the	way	I	didn't	think
that	it	would	go	so	easy	for	Marcel.	We've	tried	to	kidnap	you	many	times,	but
every	time
Massimo	was	awake.	-	His	ironic	tone	pissed	me	off	more	and	more.	-	My
people	called
fights	in	his	clubs	and	hotels	to	distract	him	and	lure	him	out	of	the	house.	I
turned
most	families	against	your	husband,	however,	he	guarded	you	so	well	that	the
kidnapping	turned	out	to	be
not	an	easy	task.	He	raised	one	finger.	-	Then	I	thought	about	Marcel.	Is
the	best	in	the	industry,	ruthless	and	blindly	devoted	to	his	father,	and	Fernando
trusts	me.	-	He	laughed.	-	This	one
the	colorful	anointed	hating	me	had	no	idea.	He	got	a	job	and	like	a	robot
he	made	them.
"Massimo	will	find	you	and	kill	you,	you	piece	of	shit!"	I	snapped.
"Oh,	I	really	doubt	it,"	he	said,	amused.	-	All	his	fury	will	be	focused	on
Marcel;	it's	him
kidnapped	you.	Torricelli	will	come	for	him	first	and	then	for	the	old	one,	then	I
will	be	the	head
Matos	family,	anointed	for	this	role	as	his	son-in-law.	-	I	started	giggling	giggly
and	he
furiously,	he	threw	the	glass	against	the	wall.	-	What	amuses	you,	bitch	?!	He
screamed.
-	You're	the	bullfinch	on	your	nose.	-	I	remembered	the	tale	full	of	resentment
and	mockery
Nacha	about	husband	Amelia.	"Indeed	...	Flavio	...	How	could	I	not	recognize
you	by	that?"
a	meticulous,	perfectly	matching	description?	His	hand	soared	towards	mine
once	again
I	felt	the	swelling	start	to	embrace	my	eye	as	well.
My	phone	was	interrupted	by	the	telephone	ringing	in	his	pocket.	He	pulled	it
out	and	picked	it	up,	after
which	he	listened	to	for	a	while,	ended	the	conversation	and	put	the	camera	in
his	pocket.
"The	situation	is	a	little	complicated,"	he	growled.	-	Your	hubby's	on	the
property.
At	these	words	my	heart	almost	broke	from	my	chest,	and	tears	of	relief	and	joy
flowed	down	my	face.
I	closed	my	eyes.	He's	here,	he'll	save	me,	I	thought.	A	smile	danced	on	my	face



Flavio	couldn't	see	anymore	because	he	was	looking	for	something	at	the	desk.
There	was	a	noise,	and	suddenly	Massimo	stormed	into	the	room,	followed	by
Domenico
and	a	dozen	other	people.	God,	he	was	so	beautiful,	imperious	and	mine.	I	burst
into	tears	and	when
Black's	gaze	focused	on	me,	I	saw	him	almost	explode	with	anger.	He	stood	a
few	meters
from	me,	and	his	pain-filled	eyes	stared	at	my	face.	With	a	wild	scream
drew	his	weapon	and	pointed	it	at	Flavia.	Then	the	two	side	entrances	opened
and	into	the	room
dozens	of	people	ran	in,	including	Nacho,	who	froze	at	my	sight.
At	the	end,	slowly	and	dignified,	with	a	cigar	in	hand,	like	in	a	real	gangster
movie
Fernando	Matos	rolled	in.
"Massimo	Torricelli,"	he	said,	when	everyone	was	holding	up	aimed	at
themselves
weapon.	-	How	nice	that	you	accepted	my	invitation.
I	felt	someone's	gaze	on	me,	and	because	my	eyes	were	focused	on	Black,	I
started
look	sideways.	Holding	the	weapon	in	both	hands,	Nacho	looked	at	me
full	of	pain	and	despair.	I	saw	that	he	felt	guilty	about	what	I	looked	like
now.	Then	one
of	Matos's	people	put	a	gun	to	my	head,	reloading	it	earlier.
"Lower	your	weapons,"	Fernando	said.	"Or	what	you	came	here	for,	will	flirt
over."
wall.
Massimo	growled	something	at	the	men	who	were	with	him,	and	everyone	hid
the	guns.
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Everyone	else	did	it,	except	for	the	one	who	stood	next	to	me.
At	Fernand	Matos's	command,	all	the	bosses'	protection	began	to	leave
room.	Nacho	crossed	the	room,	assuming	a	mask	of	indifference	and	stopping
next	to	me,	patted	the	shoulder	of	a	man	aiming	at	me,	then	exchanged	with	him
roles.
"Laura,"	he	whispered	as	the	barrel	leaned	against	my	temple	again.	-	Excuse
me.
Tears	ran	down	my	cheeks,	and	the	lump	in	my	throat	grew	hard	to	swallow.



Massimo	and	Domenico	stood	opposite	Flavia	and	Fernanda,	and	I	wondered	if
there	was	one
the	person	will	come	out	alive.
The	four	men	talked	for	a	moment,	stuck	like	stones	on	each	other
place.	After	their	faces,	I	concluded	that	they	seemed	to	get	along.	A	moment
later	he	heard	it
calm	voice	of	my	husband:
-	Come	to	me,	Laura.
Nacho,	understanding	the	whole	conversation,	left	the	weapon,	and	I	barely	kept
on	my	feet,
I	started	towards	him.	When	Bald	grabbed	me	to	help	me	go,	Massim's	jaw
clenched
a.
"Don't	touch	her,	you	son	of	a	bitch,"	he	growled,	looking	at	Marcel,	who	let	me
go
and	pulled	away.
Before	I	reached	Black,	out	of	the	corner	of	my	eye	I	saw	Flavio	pull	a	pistol	out
of	the	drawer
and	aims	at	Fernand	Matos,	pulling	the	trigger,	and	it's	raining.	At	the	same	time
it	rang	out
second	and	one	more	shot,	Flavio	dropped	behind	the	desk	and	my	husband
grabbed	me	and	hid	me	behind	him,
standing	with	his	weapon	out	pointing	straight	at	Nacha	who	had	just	shot
hated	brother-in-law	who	had	killed	his	father	a	second	earlier.
Stuck	behind	Black's	back,	I	felt	the	adrenaline	rush	in	my	veins,
and	the	legs	are	getting	weaker.	I	was	safe,	my	body	knew	it	could	stop
fight.	Don	felt	that	I	was	sliding	down	after	him	and	turned	me	over,	leaving	me
alone
Domenica	and	Nacha	facing	each	other	with	their	barrels	pointed	at	them.
Then	there	was	a	bang,	and	I	felt	something	like	a	blow	and	suddenly	spilled
over	my	body
heat	wave.	I	couldn't	catch	my	breath	and	I	could	see	Massim's	face	more	and
more	blurred.
I	felt	my	legs	turn	like	jelly,	and	I	slid	down	with	him	to	the	ground.	fearful
he	looked	at	my	face,	said	something	to	me,	but	I	could	not	hear	the	words.	I
only	saw	it	move
with	his	lips	and	raises	a	bloody	hand	to	his	face.	My	eyelids	felt	heavy	and	I	felt
incredible	tiredness,	and	finally	bliss.	Black	kissed	my	lips,	probably	shouting.
The	overwhelming	silence	around	me	grew	deeper	and	deeper	until	everything



was	gone.	I	closed
eyes…
***
-	Massimo!	-	Domenic's	voice	snapped	me	out	of	dullness.	-	They	can't	wait	any
longer.	-
My	brother's	quiet,	calm	tone	seemed	to	scream.
I	turned	from	the	window	towards	the	room,	looking	at	the	group	of	standing
doctors
in	front	of	me.
-	You	fucking	save	both!	I	draw	through	clenched	teeth,	shivering	with	anger
and	barely	holding	back	tears.	-	Or	I'll	shoot	them	all.
I	reached	with	my	dirty	hands	into	the	belt	of	my	pants	to	draw	my	weapon,	but
The	young	stopped	me.
"Brother,"	he	whispered,	tears	in	his	eyes.	-	It's	been	going	too	long,	they	won't
save	Laura	or
a	child,	and	every	minute	...
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I	raised	my	hand	to	make	him	stop,	and	a	moment	later	I	fell	to	my	knees,
burying	my	head
in	hands.
I	didn't	know	if	I	could	raise	my	son	without	her,	and	I	didn't	know	if	life
without	it	will	make	sense.	My	child	...	Part	of	her	and	me,	heir	and
successor.	Over	the	head
I	had	a	million	thoughts,	but	none	of	them	brought	relief.
I	looked	up	at	the	doctors	and	took	a	deep	breath.
-	Save	...
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THANKS
I	always	thank	my	parents.	Mom,	Dad,	you	are	my	inspiration,	love	and
world.	I	love	you	very	much	and	I	can't	imagine	my	life	without	you!	Thank	you
even	when
I	doubted	-	you	were	overwhelmed	with	pride.
Thank	you	to	the	man	who	proved	me	that	age	does	not	matter;	that	adulthood	is
a	state
mind,	not	numbers.	Maciej	Buzała,	Darling	-	there	are	no	words	that	I	could
express



gratitude	for	your	patience,	caring	and	commitment.	These	months	it	was
the	most	difficult	time	in	my	life,	without	you	I	would	give	up.	I	love	You,
Young,	and
Thank	you	that	you	are!
Ania	Szuber	and	Michał	Czajka,	thanks	to	the	cover	looking	so	crazy.	Your
photo
is	divine	and	the	graphics	capabilities	are	reliable!	And	you	are	cheaper	than	a
plastic	surgeon.
But	above	all,	thank	you,	reader	-	whoever	you	are.	Thanks	to
you	hold	my	book	in	my	hands,	I	have	the	opportunity	to	change	the	world.	I
hope	the	second	part
was	better	than	the	first	one	and	you	can't	wait	for	the	third	one.	Because	the
third	...	it	will	be
just	fired	up!
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