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Antonella Ferraro

THE MOMENT I PUSHED open the bistro door, the scent of grapes and freshly baked cakes washed over me. My mother always said Bistrô La Ferraro was the heart of the vineyard. It wasn’t large, but it had something special—at least to me. The vineyard itself, inherited from my maternal grandfather and kept running through sheer effort by my parents, lay out back. That was where the wines came from, the ones savored by visitors to the region.

But now, everything felt harder.

I closed the door, and the little bell jingled, catching my mother’s attention. She was leaning against the counter, trying to relieve the weight of her seven-month belly. She could barely move.

I noticed she was alone. My parents had let the staff go last week, calling it cost-cutting.

From the look on her face, I could tell she didn’t want me there. At fifteen, I should have been in school, not helping out in the bistro. But seeing my mother, practically ready to give birth behind the counter, I didn’t have a choice.

“Antonella, sweetheart, you don’t...”

I didn’t let her finish. I knew I should be studying for exams. I grabbed an apron and slipped it over my head.

“Where’s Lea?” I asked, watching her expression wilt.

Lea Ferraro, my sister, three years older and perfectly capable of helping our mother. But, as usual, she preferred spending her time with her boyfriend or her college friends.

“And Dad?” I pressed on, knowing my mother shouldn’t be here alone.

“Giuseppe is out back, in the winery.”

I nodded, and just then the doorbell chimed. It was an elderly couple who were regulars. He ordered coffee, grape cake, and the special juice. She wanted bread with jam. I wrote it down quickly, feeling a quiet pride at being here, doing what I loved, serving the cakes and pastries made with our own grapes that Mama and my aunt prepared with such care and effort.

I returned to the counter and saw my mother sigh, uncomfortable with the weight of her belly. I knew my brother wasn’t due for a few more weeks, but I couldn’t help insisting. I asked her to go home, told her I’d stay here and handle everything.

I stepped closer, giving her a light kiss on the cheek.

“I’ll call Lea and ask her to take my place,” I lied, knowing it would help convince her to let me stay. “It looks like it’ll be quiet today.”

“But, honey...” she sighed. “You know what to do, right?”

“If anything comes up, I’ll say I’m eighteen,” I whispered, seeing a weak smile touch her lips.

“You’re an angel, Ella.”

With great difficulty, my mother left, insisting I call Lea. Better to work alone in this place I loved—where I’d spent my childhood running through the vineyard rows and eating grapes straight from the vine—than to have my sister whispering in my ear all day.

This place was my late grandfather’s pride and joy.

A few minutes later, the elderly couple left. Though a few people still dropped in for coffee or even a glass of wine in the morning, business was slower than usual.

All because of a damned casino. Sicily had stopped being a refuge for families and become a playground for the rich. The piazzas had given way to casinos, nightclubs, and gambling dens. The town no longer belonged to its residents, but to the powerful families profiting from the chaos.

Noting the lull, I grabbed the book I always carried in my backpack and opened it to the marked page. Lately, I’d been obsessed with romance novels, especially the saccharine ones where the man always brought his beloved flowers, said ‘I love you’ when they woke up and before they slept. They were my refuge, where I could read and escape reality.

I longed to live a love like that, where a man would respect me, be tender, careful, and understanding.

I was so absorbed that I lost awareness of everything around me. I lost track of time, until a large, strong, tattooed hand landed on my book, making me jump. My gaze immediately fixed on the hand. Clearly visible on the skin were three swords, drawn with precise lines. I followed the contour of that hand upward until I raised my eyes and found myself looking at him.

The eldest son of the Bellini family, accompanied by three other men in very nice, expensive suits. Everyone in town knew the rumors. His family controlled exclusive clubs and brothels, luxury hotels, the casinos, and according to some idiots with overactive imaginations, they were part of the mafia, and this man was the head of it all.

He stared at me, his dark green eyes fixed on mine, while a smirk played on his well-defined lips. My eyes traveled a millimeter down to his neck, where I observed a laurel wreath tattoo, contrasting with his fair skin and the intimidating, masculine face he presented.

Fabrizio Bellini snatched the book from my hands and began to read aloud, in a clear, carrying voice: “And then he pulled her by the waist, pressing their bodies together, and whispered in her ear that she was his.”

I grabbed it back the same second and shoved it under the counter. Heat and shame flooded my face.

“You shouldn’t do that,” I said, startled.

The men laughed, while he looked at me with a predatory gaze. The passage he’d just read was... far too explicit. I wished the floor would open up and swallow me.

“A young lady shouldn’t be reading pornography on the job.”

My eyes widened. Pornography?

“An interesting book for a quiet Monday morning, don’t you think, princess?” His voice was deep, firm, loaded with provocation.

“I... I...” I stammered, not knowing how to respond. I couldn’t look away from him, from a man so perfect. His wavy hair, cut in a modern style, shaved at the sides.

Damn it, Antonella. He’s the devil, that’s what people say. He’s not perfect.

I tried to focus, but his scent invaded my nostrils. The cologne, a fragrance so fresh and enveloping, made my brain short-circuit.

Bellini kept smiling, and my damn eyes betrayed me, analyzing every curve of those lips. I blinked as I felt his fingers take a strand of my hair and tuck it gently behind my ear. It was an intimate, invasive gesture that paralyzed me.

“Is your father around, princess?”

I nodded, almost robotically. This man never appeared in public, not among people like us, and certainly not looking for my father—a simple family man. But when I looked at the men with him, my blood ran cold. Those men, I knew. They came here every single month looking for my father.

“Be clearer, beautiful. Is your father here or not?”

“Y-Yes. Out back, in the winery, processing the grapes.”

“Good girl.” He snapped his fingers at the men, who moved past without a word, while his eyes didn’t leave mine for a second.

“A glass of wine, please,” he requested.

Well... at least he seemed polite.

My heart was still hammering in my chest as I fetched a glass under his gaze, which seemed to observe every detail of my body. I poured our best wine, the most expensive. His posture, his aura, the way he spoke and moved, everything about him overflowed with wealth and superiority.

He took the glass and took a long sip. I, with not a shred of shame, watched his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed it all in one go, as if it were whiskey.

“Would you like... anything else, sir?” I asked, watching him slide his tongue over his lips, willing him to leave so I could breathe. But instead of answering, Fabrizio Bellini picked up the wine bottle and poured himself another glass, unhurried.

“I would,” he replied.

An involuntary shiver ran down my spine, leaving me tense.

This man exuded an almost suffocating presence, dangerous and... irresistible at the same time, every detail demanding my attention.

Bellini rested his elbows on the counter, lacing his fingers, his light eyes traveling over every inch of my face. I thought about stepping back, putting distance between us, or pretending I had to clean a table. But then he took hold of my chin, his grip firm and, at the same time, surprisingly gentle. His index finger slid over my skin—into the dimple of my chin—stirring a strange warmth within me. A new feeling.

It was the first time a man had touched me like that.

“How old are you, princess?” His voice was almost a whisper.

I jerked back sharply, leaving his hand suspended in the air. The sensation of his touch was still there, burning. I thought about not answering, but I knew if I hesitated too long, he’d notice my nervousness.

“Eighteen. I’m eighteen,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady, even though the lie was written all over my face.

The man gave a lazy, sideways smile, shaking his head slightly.

“No fucking way, beautiful,” he murmured, his eyes half-lidded, assessing me. “With that little girl’s face?”

My face grew even hotter, as if he’d just exposed me, caught me in the lie.

Thank God, one of the men returned, leaning in to murmur something in his ear that I couldn’t catch.

Bellini sighed, seeming disappointed. He reached into the inner pocket of his jacket and pulled out a thick wad of euro notes. Calmly, he slid them across the counter, stopping them right in front of me.

“Keep the change, princess.” He winked. “Love the bangs,” he complimented, then turned and followed the man toward the back of the bistro, where my father was.

I stood frozen, my hand sliding over the fringe on my forehead. I looked at the wad of bills held by a band, picked it up, and glanced quickly. It was far more than any customer would pay, enough for five or more bottles of our most expensive wine, and he’d barely had half a glass.

I put the money in my backpack, resolved to give it to Mama later. This money had come at a good time. My brother still didn’t have a crib, and my mother was constantly worried about expenses.

Other customers came in, ordering cakes and pastries to go. I prepared everything quickly, keeping my expression calm while my mind remained fixed on the men still out back. When they finally left, I said goodbye to the customers, closed the door, locked it, and flipped the sign from ‘Open’ to ‘Closed.’

“Something’s wrong, they’re taking too long,” I murmured to myself, restless behind the counter.

Dad never talked about those men, but I knew who they were. Bad people. I thought of the times my father had shown up with a black eye or a cut lip. It wasn’t often, but every now and then, those secret visits ended that way. And now, they were out back again with none other than Fabrizio Bellini.

I headed toward the back, where the winery was. As soon as I opened the door, the strong smell of processed grapes took over, filling my nostrils with a sweet-tart aroma. The distant sound of the pressing machines echoed, but there was no sign of them.

The place was spacious, with high shelves, but almost no bottles aging. Oak barrels lined the walls. Looking at it all, my grandfather’s treasure, brought a mix of pride and frustration. We had customers, not many, but enough for a reasonable life, and yet we lived with overdue bills. In recent months, my parents had started closing the bistro more often, trying to save on ingredients for the cakes and pastries. All so we could open on Saturdays, the day that brought in the most customers.

How is this possible?

Is it bad management?

I kept walking. If they weren’t there, they could only be in the vineyard. I went out the back and was met by a gentle breeze. In front of me, the vineyard stretched for dozens of meters, endless rows of grapevines forming a small natural maze.

I crouched down, trying to seem invisible as I moved between the rows. In my grandfather’s time, this place was full of workers harvesting fresh fruit; today, the rows were empty of laborers, some clusters of grapes rotting where they hung.

I continued to sneak through the plants. My heart raced as I heard a noise up ahead, something that sounded like muffled conversation. I couldn’t make out the words, but from the tone, it was serious.

I approached carefully, trying to stay out of sight, while my eyes scanned every detail around me. Sweat began to trickle down the back of my neck, not just from the effort, but from fear of what I might see or hear.

Suddenly, I spotted the men. My father was there, surrounded by the four men, with the eldest Bellini son in front of them.

I jumped back and almost screamed, clapping my hands over my mouth to stifle the sound. He was holding a gun pointed at my father’s head. My father was on the ground.

I held my breath, my eyes filling with tears. My mind raced. They’re collecting some debt from Dad, it has to be, that explains why our life became so difficult overnight. Dad owes money to loan sharks.

Since no one had noticed me, I kept moving forward. I ducked under one of the vines, hidden by the leaves and clusters. The view was limited, but I could clearly hear the tense tone of the conversation. The dialogue seemed to be coming to an end, but what I heard next froze me completely.

“You’re really going to guarantee the girl stays pure until then, or are you going to let some miserable bastard get his hands on her before me?” Bellini snarled, his voice dripping with scorn.

My father trembled, his hands raised as a shield against a possible shot.

“I... I swear, sir. Antonella will remain untouched until she turns eighteen. No one... no one will lay a hand on her.” When he finally answered, his voice came out shaky, desperate.

Me? They were talking about me?

Bellini crouched down in front of my father, his face just inches away.

“It better be that way, old man. Because if she comes damaged, if that little cunt doesn’t slick my cock with blood, you’ll pay with your life.”

I took a step back, my heart pounding so hard it felt like it wanted to punch a hole through my chest and escape. I stepped on a stone, twisting my ankle, but it wasn’t the physical pain that shook me. I covered my mouth with my hands, stifling the scream that barely escaped. What really hurt, what crushed me inside, was the brutal truth I had just heard.

That man, for whom I’d felt an inexplicable attraction, was threatening my father... and he, desperate, had agreed to hand me over.

What kind of father would do that?

In exchange for what? Debts? Desperation?

I can’t believe I was enchanted by that man.

The love and trust I had for my father shattered, transforming into betrayal, into something impossible to bear. My own father... willing to sell my dignity as if I were just any commodity.
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Fabrizio Bellini

Three Years Later

“WHAT THE FUCK...” I muttered under my breath, checking the time on my watch.

I was rarely late. Always punctual, methodical, almost obsessive about schedules. But I don’t know why the hell I listened to Donato.

“Relax, Bellini, nothing a good piece of pussy can’t fix,” he’d said, trying to mess with me. And I, like an idiot, fell for it. Because, let’s face it, there’s nothing better than a good fuck. Sex, booze, and problems postponed.

Except now I was here, fucking late, straightening my tie while staring at the lazy bitch still asleep, her legs tangled in the silk sheets.

Donato needed a punch in the face just to stop filling my head with his shitty advice. And I needed another one for being a sucker and listening to that asshole.

He was my consigliere, practically a brother. The bastard was good at his job, loyal. He handled logistics, finances, supervised the arms routes, the money coming in and out... everything passed through him before it reached me. If there was anyone I tolerated getting too close, it was Donato. Not because I liked being advised, but because he was always one step ahead, keeping shit from blowing up in my face.

But the truth was, Donato wasn’t the only one to blame in this story. I’d been like this—impatient and on edge—because nothing seemed to satisfy me anymore. The nights were always the same garbage: beautiful women, perfect bodies, but sex without a soul, without emotion.

I needed something different. Something to wash away this bitter taste of boredom that seemed permanently stuck to me. Maybe that’s why I’d listened to Donato’s idiotic idea: “Who knows, Fabrizio, maybe if you fuck a woman old enough to be your mother, it’ll pass.” And in that goddamn moment I listened to him, I ended up with a woman in her mid-fifties in my bed.

I walked over to her and yanked the sheets off hard. The woman stirred, stretched, turned to me and flashed a smile.

“Good morning.”

“Good morning my ass.” I grabbed my jacket from the headboard and put it on. “Let’s go, I don’t have all day, Mrs...?”

“It’s you,” she replied, visibly disappointed. “My name is Matilde.”

“Like I said, Matilde.” I picked up her panties and tossed them in her direction. “Get dressed. Fast.”

I took my phone from my pocket and checked the thousand messages. Besides the business meeting I had now—arms quotes, extortion numbers—today there were also hires for the casino. I liked to be hands-on, to know every single person who worked for us.

Sicily was mine. Every cent that circulated passed through me. Arms trafficking, extortion, even the protection money merchants paid to sleep soundly... all under my control.

Officially, I was just a successful businessman, owner of luxury nightclubs. But anyone who really knew me understood that behind that glamour was the dark side of things. The side that kept the blood running hot in my veins.

The Montanari Mafia.

I answered directly to Carlo Montanari, Il Patron. He controlled the mob in Rome, but he’d organized it like three branches, each overseeing a region of Italy. Sicily was my responsibility. I commanded alone, but Carlo was the master. If anything went wrong, he’d be the first to know.

The fucking woman put on her panties and came over to me, sliding her hands through my hair in a pathetic attempt at intimacy. I sighed, irritated. This had already gone way too far.

“Was it good for you?” she murmured in a drawn-out voice, almost whispering in my ear.

I calmly adjusted my tie, without looking directly at her.

“Pussy...” I said, harshly. “In the end, it doesn’t matter the size or the color. They’re all the same. Don’t fool yourself.”

Her smile vanished. Before I could continue making it clear the fuck was just a one-night thing, someone knocked on the door.

“Come in!” I shouted.

Donato appeared in a hurry, saving me from that torture. Sometimes, his inconvenient timing pleased me. His eyes scanned the room until they landed on the still half-naked woman.

“Hurry up. Put that on and get out,” he said for me, already knowing I’d never see that woman again. Repeating a dish wasn’t part of my menu.

Matilde squirmed, visibly uncomfortable, but tried to keep her composure.

“You have my number, right? You’ll call me?”

“But of course...” Her half-smile grew. “...I won’t.”

She opened her mouth, but no words came out. She just started getting dressed, her movements clumsy. As she hurriedly pulled on her dress, Donato turned to me.

“The men have arrived. We’re late.”

I didn’t answer. I ran a hand through my hair, grabbed my phone, and followed them out. Matilde went ahead, trying to adjust her dress strap as she walked down the corridor of the luxury hotel.

In the meeting room, three men were seated at the mahogany table.

“Bellini.” One of them stood up, greeting me with a formal nod. “I thought you’d given up.”

I took the chair at the head of the table.

“Let’s be direct.” I folded my hands on the table. “The last arms shipments arrived late. That can’t happen again. Did you hire some rookie?”

“There was a problem with the routes,” the man in the middle, Paolo, explained quickly. “We had to divert because of the police.”

Donato let out a sarcastic laugh.

“If you can’t guarantee the cargo arrives on time, we’ll find other suppliers.”

“It won’t happen again,” Paolo assured.

“Better not.” I leaned back in my chair. “Now, if you think I’m an idiot, you’re mistaken. Gentlemen... I too had my fifteen years. And do you know what a fifteen-year-old boy thinks?” I asked, but the idiots stayed silent. “Pussy, fucking an ass, jerking off. Take it from me, when I was that age, I wanted to wallpaper my bedroom with drawings of pussy.”

I stood up, impatient. I knew they were training their sons, putting the kids in charge of the routes under supervision, but at that age? I know how it is. My fucking father did the same thing with me. I didn’t give a shit about guns or any of that crap. All I thought about was jerking off.

I approached the table and prepared a drink.

“Yesterday my wife found a magazine under my boy’s pillow.”

The man’s comment drew a loud laugh from me.

“But he’s stupid too. The safest way is to hide it under the mattress.”

As they presented the reports, I remained attentive to every detail. Donato’s phone rang. He answered in a corner and, five seconds later, approached me, speaking low, almost in my ear:

“It’s about the bistro owner.”

I frowned, irritation grabbing me instantly.

“Ferraro?” I murmured, disgusted. “What is it now?”

“Late again. Three months.” Donato replied curtly. “We got him. He’s in the holding room.”

I slammed a fist on the table. The solid wood vibrated with the impact, and the men looked at me in shock.

“Shit...” I cursed through my teeth.

I stood up, adjusting my jacket.

“Let’s reschedule this meeting. I have more urgent matters to deal with,” I announced, already leaving the room.

Donato followed close behind. My shadow.

My head was boiling. Three fucking months without paying. Ferraro was in over his head, and the debt just kept growing. The winery was barely standing, the bistro, once bustling, seemed on the brink of collapse, and he knew he’d already crossed every line.

Today that bistro will have a new owner.

A deal is a deal.

Goddamn the moment they let the old man into the casino.

Three years ago, he promised his daughter’s virginity to settle his debts. And I accepted. Not that I liked that kind of deal, but that girl... that frightened look she gave me when she saw me in the bistro never left my head.

That fringe... motherfucker. Does she still have bangs?

Since then, no woman had managed to satisfy me. Fuck, three years stewing over this damn debt and only thinking about her. Fucking pussy and nothing made me forget that little face, that olive skin, hair black as night, long, straight, fragrant.

A damn nymphet.

If this shit isn’t worth it, Ferraro won’t see the next morning. If Antonella isn’t a virgin anymore, if this old man has lied to me... I’ll kill that bastard and send his head in a box to his family.

Fuck it.

I hated to admit it, but something about that girl got to me in a way no other had. And now, after three years, the debt had only grown. In my ledger, Ferraro was fucked. And I was already out of patience with this asshole.

“If that girl isn’t a virgin anymore...” I growled, looking at Donato, my gaze pure ice. “I’ll kill Giuseppe Ferraro that same second.”

“You still thinking about fucking the girl?” Donato asked, with his usual provocative tone.

“Thinking?” I murmured, angrily. “I’ve already fucked that damn girl so many times in my dreams she’s been upside down.”

Donato laughed, but fell silent.

“I noticed you didn’t like Matilde,” he murmured, almost regretting saying it.

“Go fuck yourself.” I took my gun from my waist, checking the clip and how many bullets were there. “The next time I listen to you about women, rip my head off and mount it on a pedestal.”

[image: ]

WITH A KICK, I SWUNG open the holding room door. Giuseppe was tied to a chair in the center of the room, trembling like a leaf in the wind.

I walked slowly to him and crouched down, gripping his face hard, forcing him to look at me.

“Three months...” I murmured, dripping with contempt. “Three fucking months without paying a cent. And you thought I’d let that slide?”

“I... I was trying to get the money,” he stammered.

“Trying?” I smirked. “Trying not to pay the debt, you shitty old man. You go to my casino, bet that failing bistro of yours and still have the nerve to say you were ‘trying’?”

My hand clenched into a fist, and the punch I landed on his face made the chair rock. Ferraro cried out, and I didn’t stop. I kept hitting until I felt the bones in my hand burn. Only then did I step back, breathing heavily, controlling the fury.

“Your face is even uglier than it was, fuck.” I laughed to myself, wiping blood from my knuckles. “I have plans for the bistro. Maybe a new casino. What do you think, Donato?”

“I think it’s perfect. It would be the biggest casino this fucking country has ever seen.”

“No!” Giuseppe shouted, his gaze lost between me and the floor. “The bistro was my father-in-law’s inheritance...”

“Your father-in-law’s?” I guffawed. “You bet your father-in-law’s inheritance? You’re going to lose the bistro your father-in-law left for your wife. You really are fucked.”

Ferraro lifted his head, spat blood, and murmured:

“I said I would give Antonella to you... She is still untouched.”

My smile disappeared.

I stopped. I felt my whole body burn, a desire exploding inside me. This shit was inexplicable. I felt like a fucking virgin kid desperate to fuck for the first time.

“Untouched?” I repeated, drilling my eyes into him, mesmerized by the word. “That’s what I wanted to hear, goddammit.”

I ran my tongue over my lips, trying to control the thoughts that had me on edge. Expectation and anger fought for space inside me, feeding the fire burning within.

I moved closer, my eyes fixed on the old man, who, in the 21st century, still sported a ridiculous mustache.

“And this fucking mustache here?” I asked, crossing my arms.

The man didn’t answer. A devilish idea occurred to me.

“That’s not handsome. How about a shave?”

“No!” he objected immediately. “No, sir. If you want Antonella, she will be yours, but leave my...”

“Mustache?” I finished, laughing loudly. “Fuck you. At least look in the mirror. That’s ridiculous.”

I stepped back a little.

“Did you manage to keep her intact, old man?” I asked, almost dying of curiosity.

“I didn’t have to try too hard...” he replied. “She’s a proper girl. Never had a boyfriend, never went out with anyone. I guarantee it.”

I sighed, signaling to the men standing in the corner of the room.

“Untie him.”

Donato looked at me, incredulous.

“Seriously, Fabrizio? You’re going to forgive the debt for one night of sex?”

“Don’t question it. Do as I said.”

The soldiers began untying Giuseppe.

“Prepare your daughter for tonight, old man,” I growled.

“Tonight?” Giuseppe’s eyes widened, hardly believing what he was hearing.

I moved closer, almost touching him.

“Fuck, what do you want? More time? It has to be tonight. And if she’s not worth it...” I paused, my gaze fixed on him. “Your family won’t just be saying goodbye to you, but to the bistro too.”

Giuseppe swallowed dryly, unable to respond.

“There’s one more detail, old man. Antonella needs to come to me of her own free will. I’m not some fucking rapist, understand?”

“But... what if she doesn’t accept?”

My lips curved into a slow smile, making my intention clear.

“Like I said.” I put my hand on Giuseppe’s shoulder, and the old man trembled with fear. “For the three-year-old debt to be forgiven, and if you want to keep the bistro, your daughter needs to accept our... arrangement. But you still owe me for the three months you didn’t pay the fucking security contribution.”

Security contribution was the affectionate name I gave to our extortion. Those who pay, get protection. Those who don’t cooperate, become an example. In the end, everyone learns. And no one forgets. The city becomes safe again.

“Sir...” Ferraro called. “Can I ask for one thing?”

“You really have some nerve.” Impatient, I gestured for him to speak quickly.

“My girl... she’s not like the others. Antonella is a dreamer, sweet. Don’t mistreat her.”

I sighed, as if bearing benevolence was a burden.

“I never mistreat women, Giuseppe. I mark them in a way they never forget. And I guarantee, your daughter will be no different.”

I turned my back, ordering them to toss the man in a corner. I could still feel my blood boiling, but now there was an anticipation that helped me keep control.

Tonight, finally, the debt would be paid in the best way possible.
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Antonella Ferraro

“HE CUPPED HER CHIN in a firm grip, his fingers grazing her warm skin. His lips were so close she could feel his breath. When he finally kissed her, it was slow, exploring every inch of her mouth. His hands slid down to her waist, pulling her closer. ‘You don’t know how long I’ve waited for this,’ he whispered against her lips. She could only nod, desire burning across every inch of her skin.”

My breathing grew heavy as I read. My hand slid to my thigh without me realizing. I bit my lip, pressing my fingers over my panties, feeling my body pulse in a strange, unfamiliar way.

I closed my eyes, trying to push the feeling away, but it was useless. My body was reacting, even as my mind screamed at me to stop.

I pressed my fingers harder, feeling the wetness between my legs. I gasped, remembering that damned face. Fabrizio Bellini. Even after all these years, what I’d overheard had never left my head. Maybe Dad had made a deal with him after all and given up on using me as a bargaining chip.

I’d never had the courage to talk about it with anyone. I could barely look at Dad, and he never mentioned a thing. He didn’t even know I’d heard.

Suddenly, the door flew open.

“Antonella!”

I jumped, dropping the book and snatching my hand away. It was Lea, my sister.

“What? Don’t you know how to knock?” I tried to sound annoyed, but my voice came out shaky.

She walked into the room, her eyes suspicious as they scanned the space.

“This is my room too, remember? Where’s my charger? Did you take it?”

“No.”

“Get out of this room, girl. Let’s get some sun, put those books down. Live in the real world, Ella.”

I tried to cover my ears with the sheet, but Lea stopped me.

“Don’t even think about it.” She yanked the sheet away and crossed her arms. “Mom needs help in the kitchen. Let’s go.”

Before I could protest, she grabbed my arm and hauled me out of bed.

“Your little boyfriend is in the living room, too.”

“Diego?” I asked.

“Who else?”

Anxiety bloomed inside me. I just wanted to finish the chapter where the characters would have their first night together on that romantic yacht. But I had no choice; Lea was already dragging me down the hall.

When I reached the kitchen, Mom and my brother started singing “Happy Birthday.” She was holding a small cake, candles marking my long-awaited eighteenth. A few balloons decorated the room.

Diego appeared from behind and hugged me. He wasn’t my boyfriend, but if it were up to him, he would be. I’d always refused his advances, though I made it clear I liked him—not like a man likes a woman, but I liked him. Mainly because he was always kind and polite to me. And that was what attracted me most in a man: how he treated a woman.

I smiled, looking at the cake fondly.

When the singing ended, Mom pulled me into a tight hug.

“I’m so proud of you, sweetheart.”

“What about me, Mom?” Lea cut in, and my smile faded at her petty jealousy.

“You too, my love.” She hugged us both together. “All of you, my children.”

As we ate the grape cake, Diego sidled up to me. I already knew what he wanted.

“Ella...” he murmured in my ear, taking my hand and leading me to a corner of the living room. “You’re eighteen now.”

“So?” I smiled, unable to hide my curiosity.

Despite everything, Diego was beautiful. Always well-dressed, almost too well. He looked like someone with money, but he never talked about his family or where he came from. Still, I noticed the difference. His posture was different, so far removed from the simplicity of my home.

We’d met at the bistro, where he always showed up. We became friends.

“What do you mean, ‘so’?” He looked me in the eye. “You’re eighteen, I’m twenty.”

Silence settled between us. Diego sighed, hesitant.

“I want to date you, Antonella.” His voice was low but firm. “You said you’d give me a chance.”

I really had said that, but Dad couldn’t stand the idea of me with Diego. He always complained about his clothes, the way he seemed to have money. He said rich men only took advantage of girls like me, that Diego wasn’t from our world.

“But... there’s my dad, Diego.”

“He can’t control you forever.”

Suddenly, the living room door opened, and my father walked in. My body froze the instant I saw him. He was hurt, his face bruised, dried blood on his nose and mouth.

“Giuseppe?!” Our mother screamed, and we all rushed to him.

We held his arm and helped him sit on the sofa.

“What happened, Dad?” I asked.

He didn’t answer, just shot a direct look at Diego, as if silently questioning what he was doing there. I met his gaze and gave a slight nod toward the door, making it clear it was time to go. Diego rolled his eyes, reluctant, but obeyed. He left without a word. He knew Giuseppe’s temper.

My father took a deep breath, looking at all of us.

“Lea, take your brother to the room.”

“Why me? Antonella gets to stay?”

Mom, with a firmness she rarely showed, ordered:

“Do as your father says, daughter.”

I sat on the sofa, feeling my heart race. This time, it seemed serious.

Lea took Leo by the hand and led him to the bedroom. My father, unable to look me in the eye, began to speak, haltingly:

“Forgive me, Antonella...” His voice wavered, and a chill ran up my spine. “You know I’ve always done everything to protect you. Above all, you know I love you, don’t you?”

“What are you talking about, Giuseppe?” Mom questioned, but he continued, avoiding my gaze.

“If I had any other way out, I would have done whatever was possible. I’ve always done everything to keep you all in school, fed, safe.”

Those words didn’t comfort me. On the contrary, something was very wrong. I looked at him, feeling panic rise.

“Dad, I don’t understand.” Or maybe I did, but deep down I wanted to doubt what my mind was already starting to piece together.

He took a deep breath.

“I did what I did to protect our family and the bistro.” His eyes, filled with tears, rose to meet mine. Beyond the bruises, there was a sadness there that hurt to look at. “Antonella, I got involved with powerful men. I created a debt that’s almost impossible to pay, and now...”

“And now...?” I pressed, my breath catching.

Mom watched us, confused, as if she knew nothing. My father looked so ashamed I doubted he’d told her about that deal.

He stood up, running his hands through his hair, agitated.

“Fabrizio Bellini wants you... in exchange for forgiving the debt.”

Mom stood up suddenly. My chest tightened, my heartbeats deafening.

“What?! Explain this to me properly, Giuseppe! You’re drowning in debt and decided to hand over our daughter to who? Fabrizio Bellini? The casino owner?!”

“He’s much more than that, Mom.” My voice came out almost a whisper. “Fabrizio Bellini is the one who controls the nightclubs, the brothels, the casinos...”

Even though I remembered that deal every day, I wanted to believe Dad had paid off the debt, that he’d found another way out.

“That man doesn’t just control the businesses, daughter. He commands everything and everyone in this city. Commerce, factories, the police...”

Mom stepped back, her eyes wide. As if her legs had lost their strength, she sat back down on the sofa, pale.

“And you agreed to sacrifice our daughter, Giuseppe?”

My father looked at us, desperate.

“I had no choice, Elena! They were going to kill me! You’d lose the bistro that belonged to your father!”

He tried to approach my mother, but she shied away. At that moment, Lea appeared in the living room, her face grim.

“Is that what I heard? My sister is going to sleep with that man because of your debt?! What kind of deal is that?!”

“Lea, go to your room now!” Mom shouted, beside herself.

Lea crossed her arms, furious, but obeyed, stomping her feet.

“It has to be tonight, daughter,” my father murmured. “It’s the only way, Antonella...”

I stood up, facing him directly.

“I am not sleeping with that man.” My voice came out firm. “You always treated Diego badly, said he was a stuck-up rich kid, but you want me to give myself to a man I don’t even know?!”

Before I could continue, he interrupted me:

“It’s different now. Are you going to let them kill me? Do you want to lose the bistro? You love that place, Ella.”

The knot in my throat became unbearable. My hands trembled.

I remembered the man standing before me that night, the warm fingers sliding over my chin, the predatory gaze devouring me in silence.

“Dad...” My voice failed. “I... I can’t.”

His eyes widened.

“I can’t do this! I won’t!”

I turned and ran to my room, feeling the weight of that sentence crush my chest.

When I entered, I slammed the door hard and threw myself on the bed, hugging the pillow so tightly a pain shot through my arms. Yes, he was handsome. More than that. He had a rare beauty, the kind that commands attention effortlessly, as if every feature had been sculpted by divine hands. But, at the same time, there was something dangerous and dark about him.

After a few minutes, the door opened. I kept staring at nothing.

“Sweetheart.” It was my mother. She sat beside me, her fingers sliding through my long hair in a tender gesture. “I understand you, and I admire you so much for it. I’m proud to be your mother.”

I looked at her.

“But you want me to sleep with him anyway?” I asked, recognizing the tone in her voice. “Dad convinced you quickly.”

She wiped a tear from her face.

“I will never forgive your father.”

I laughed, but a sob cut my breath, making me hiccup.

“I would give my life, Antonella, to not see you like this. For you not to have to do this.” She moved closer. “I’ll sell the bistro and pay this debt.”

I lifted my head, looking at her.

“You’d have the courage to sell the bistro?”

“Of course I would. I’ll do it right now.” She tried to get up, but I held her hand.

“Grandpa loved that place. Don’t do it, Mom.”

“I’d do anything for you all...”

“No!” I sat up in bed and, even with my heart slamming hard against the walls of my chest, I said: “If it’s just once... I think I can do it.”

She still tried to convince me otherwise. But sleeping with him couldn’t be worse than losing our livelihood. It would be just once, and then I’d never see him again. Dad’s debt would be paid, and we’d be free.

I spent the whole day locked in my room, not letting Lea in. Even though I’d agreed, I was fragile. And Lea had a gift for humiliating people with her tasteless jokes.

I didn’t want to see or talk to anyone, as if shame were consuming me. I ate lunch in my room and stayed there, not sleeping, not reading, just lying down, thinking about what this night with... him would be like. If Bellini would be gentle or not. If it would hurt. If he would like me.

The debt seemed too high. And I didn’t know if I was worth all this.

When someone knocked on the door, I jumped.

“Antonella, take a shower and come to the living room.” My father’s voice. “It’s almost time.”

Everything in me trembled as I got out of bed and went to the bathroom: arms, legs, hands.

“Stay calm, Antonella,” I murmured. “It’s just for one night and never again. Just tonight. Only once.”

But repeating the words like a mantra didn’t help. The fear only grew. And with it, a strange feeling of wanting to be accepted. The fear that he wouldn’t like me was the worst. If this man rejected me, we’d lose everything.

I took a shower, washed my hair, and chose a loose yellow dress with purple and pink roses. I pulled my hair back and put on some flat sandals. I knew he was rich, but I didn’t have any better clothes for the occasion.

I left the room, and when I reached the living room, my heart almost stopped. Two tall men stood at the door, rigid postures, closed expressions. Their presence was intimidating, but what held my attention was the glint of guns at their waists.

My mother came to me, hugging me tightly and whispering in my ear:

“They’ll bring you back tomorrow morning, sweetheart.”

I nodded, mute, paralyzed.

“You look wonderful, my love.” She smiled.

When my father tried to approach, I took a step back, avoiding his embrace.

“Let’s go, Miss Antonella Ferraro. Mr. Bellini is already waiting for you.”

Hearing that name made my heart leap. I swallowed hard and walked to the door, without looking at my mother or my father. She called after me, but I didn’t stop. I kept to my fate.

A black, luxurious car waited in front of our house.

I got in, and during the entire ride, the only thing I heard was one of them saying:

“We’re on our way with the girl, sir.”

After that, nothing more. They didn’t even look me in the eye.

I crossed my arms, squeezing my own body as I tried to contain the despair. My mind kept returning to Diego. He knew I was a virgin. But after tonight... how would I explain to him that I’d slept with another man?

The car parked in front of an absurdly luxurious hotel.

One of the men got out and opened the door for me.

“Let’s go,” he said, guiding me to the lobby.

Everyone there looked at me, chic men and women, arrogance sky-high, staring at my clothes. It was all too much luxury, and I inevitably felt out of place. The walls seemed coated in pure gold, a gold so bright it was almost blinding.

The elevator arrived. I got in, but when I thought the man was coming with me, he stopped, pressing the button on the panel labeled “penthouse,” then typing a code.

“Have a good night.” He nodded politely to me. “Mr. Bellini awaits you in the penthouse.” He stepped back. The doors closed, leaving me alone, and the elevator began to rise.

I held onto the mirrored walls, feeling the space closing in around me, wanting to suffocate me. The numbers on the panel flashed by and didn’t stop. It was as if I were on my way to hell.

A soft chime sounded, and the elevator stopped. The doors slid open smoothly, revealing a penthouse that seemed to have come straight out of a dream.

It was breathtaking, and even from inside the elevator, I could see the enormous floor-to-ceiling glass windows offering a panoramic view of the city, not to mention the glitter of the stars.

With my delay, the doors began to close. I rushed to get out, almost getting crushed.

The place smelled of lavender. The marble floor gleamed, and the modern furniture, in neutral tones, had gold details. A crystal chandelier hung in the center of the living room. On the terrace, there was an infinity pool, with lounge chairs and well-tended plants. Everything there was sophisticated and luxurious.

I took a few more steps inside, clutching my purse against my body. Inside it, only my phone and some loose change, but it felt like it weighed a ton. I heard no sound, but I knew I wasn’t alone. He must be in one of these huge rooms, waiting for me.

I approached the wide window, enchanted by the city view. The moon lit up almost the entire sky, and the stars seemed closer than ever. I lost myself for a moment, until I heard a rough throat-clearing behind me, freezing my body.

I turned, rigid, gripping my purse, only to come face to face with Fabrizio Bellini leaning against the corridor wall. Smiling at me. Arms crossed, hair messy and damp, wearing only a white towel around his waist. His body is covered in tattoos: biceps, arms, abdomen.

My gaze traveled down his stomach, following the path of the tattoos, until it stopped at the large, prominent bulge he held beneath the towel, making the fabric arch forward.

He pushed himself off the wall and began walking slowly toward me. Instinctively, I stepped back, my back colliding with the window. The man crossed the entire room without so much as a blink, his gaze fixed on me, and as he walked, that bulge swayed slightly. My skin burned so hot I swore it was the color of a chili pepper. That body was too perfect. Bellini must spend hours in this hotel’s gym.

The masculine man stopped in front of me, far too close. The scent of soap mixed with his own fresh, clean smell as droplets traced a path down his neck, over his defined abdomen. He lowered his face, his eyes locked on mine, and an arrogant smile curved his lips.

“Hey, piccola...” he murmured, and my hair stood on end instantly. “No need to be afraid. I’m going to take very good care of you.”

​
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Fabrizio Bellini

I LEANED AGAINST THE wall, trying to process what my goddamn eyes were seeing. A girl in a yellow floral dress. Ridiculous, if she wasn’t so fucking beautiful. My mouth went dry, and one thing I knew for sure: I was crazy to touch that skin. She could be painted, covered in bronze or whatever, and I’d still want her. And, to my misfortune—or luck—she came.

I’d already decided to turn that insignificant little bistro into another casino. It would be easy, practical, profitable. But her, lost in there, her eyes wandering over the city, got to me. Damn it, what an absurd urge to take her right there, press her body against the windows, ignore that she’d never been touched and do what I wanted, the way it should be done.

I crossed the room with a hard-on. I held her chin, tilting her little face up to look at me and... fuck, the girl still had bangs.

“Hi, piccola...” I breathed, seeing the terror stamped on her face. “No need to be afraid. I’m going to take very good care of you.”

I wanted her to feel calmer, but of course, what I said only made it worse. The girl shuddered, as if I were going to bite. And maybe I would. That’s my way, rough and direct, no room for bullshit. If she was expecting something pretty or gentle, she was in the wrong place. I’ve never been that way and I’m not starting now.

I’ve fucked virgin pussies before—not one, several. And even being rough, they all trembled on my cock, coming like crazy, without me needing to be nice.

The girl stepped back, clutching her bag tightly.

“I... wanted to know...” She could barely form a sentence. “Will you forgive my father’s debt?” she asked, her back to me, avoiding my eyes.

“Your father is a wretched old man with an unpayable debt, princess.” I walked over to her, pressing my body against her back. “But that was the deal, and I usually keep my word.”

She flinched as I took the bag and tossed it aside. I buried my face in her neck, smelling her skin, her long, dark hair. The girl pulled away, making me sigh in disapproval.

“It’s just... maybe... we can make a deal, Mr. Bellini,” she said, turning to face me, and I smiled, amused by it all. “I can work for you for free.”

“Work?” I ran my tongue over my lips. “And what do you know how to do?”

She shrugged.

“I don’t know much, but I learn fast.”

“To pay off the debt that your father’s sorry ass ran up in my casino, you’d have to work for me for the rest of your life, and that still wouldn’t be enough, princess.”

“Ca-Casino? Daddy goes to the casino?”

I smiled crookedly, moving closer. I slid my fingers over that face, feeling its softness. Fuck. She’s perfect. Tender. Sweet. My cock throbbed.

“You came here for a reason, but I won’t force you if you don’t want to.”

“No?”

“No, princess. And I’ll gladly accept the bistro and the vineyard. I know it still doesn’t cover the fucking expense Giuseppe Ferraro caused, but I’ll be content.”

I saw her sigh, her eyes dropping from mine to the floor.

“Okay.” She brought a hand to the strap of her dress, letting it fall over her shoulder, then did the same with the other strap. The dress slid down her body and pooled at her feet. “So... get it over with.”

I stared at those full breasts hidden by a white bra. Her skin was so perfect, fresh, smooth. The kind of skin you want to bite, suck, mark. A slender, delicate waist, but it was the contrast that got me: fragile on the outside, but I knew deep down she’d end up giving in like all the others. No matter how much they trembled or cried, they always gave in.

I took a step forward, my hands going straight to her ass, grabbing it fully, squeezing, making her body rub against mine, letting her feel my cock. Antonella gasped, squeezing her eyes shut tight, and that made me smile. It was a sigh of lust. I knew it well.

With a firm motion, I lifted her into my arms. The girl let out a low, frightened moan. I carried her to the bedroom in my arms as if she weighed nothing, and sat on the edge of the bed with her on my lap, facing me.

“Open your eyes,” I ordered.

The girl trembled, her hands gripping my shoulders.

“I said open your eyes. I won’t repeat it.”

She hesitated, but slowly lifted her face, and her big, watery eyes finally met mine. I ran my hands over her thighs, squeezing the soft flesh.

“No need to be afraid. I’ll take good care of you.”

She just nodded. I held her waist and squeezed, marking the skin with my large hand.

“First, I want to ask a few questions, princess.” I brought my hand to her hair, releasing it, letting it fall heavy over her shoulders and back.

The fresh scent hit my nostrils. I grabbed the strands and inhaled, sighing deeply.

“Has any man ever touched you the way I’m touching you now?”

She shook her head, almost imperceptibly.

“Answer with words,” I demanded, my voice rough.

“No.”

I gripped her waist tighter and pressed her against my cock, making her feel its hardness.

“What do you know about sex?” The question came out as I slid my hands to her back, unhooking her lingerie.

She hesitated, biting her lip before answering:

“It’s... something beautiful. Passionate. When two people truly love each other and want to be together, start a family, have children.”

I laughed, short and sharp, leaning in so my face was inches from hers.

“Beautiful and passionate?” I repeated, sarcasm dripping from every word. “What I’m going to do to you has nothing beautiful about it, much less passionate. And it’s definitely not for fucking reproduction.”

The girl’s eyes widened and I ignored her shock. She needed to know what would happen in this room, and now there was no turning back.

I slid the bra straps off her shoulders, but when I saw those breasts right in my face, with the pointed nipples aimed at me, I couldn’t hold back.

“Fuck... I want to fuck you so bad, girl.”

I leaned forward, trying to capture a nipple with my tongue, but Antonella covered her breasts with both hands, depriving me. My fucking mouth was watering, and my cock ached with want.

“Could you... be a little gentle?” Her voice trembled, whiny, almost pleading.

I looked up, frowning.

“Gentle?” I spat the word out like it was poison. “What’s going to happen here has nothing to do with gentleness. This is hunger. Possession. It’s not about affection, it’s about me doing what I want with you.”

I took her hands from over her breasts and carefully moved them aside. I took a breast into my mouth, sucking. Antonella gripped my shoulders, letting out a low moan. I moved to the other, nibbling lightly. Giuseppe has no idea he delivered his daughter to the devil. I’m going to corrupt every piece of her, every particle of her body will be marked by me.

“Fabrizio... wait.”

I felt my blood boil hearing that sweet moan carrying my name. How did she know who I was? Damn media, always sticking its nose where it doesn’t belong.

I sucked the breast hard, tasting the warm skin, and released it with a pop, already leaving my mark on those swollen nipples.

I gripped her hair firmly, pulling her head back and forcing her to look at me.

“Do you want me to stop, Antonella?” I growled. “Want to leave? If you do, go now. But if you stay...” I leaned in, brushing my lips against her ear. “I’ll do whatever I want with you. Now answer.”

She blinked, hesitating. Blinked again, her lips trembled, but the answer didn’t come.

“Fine,” I began, whispering. “Since you don’t have the courage to say.” I slid my fingers over her pussy, rubbing slowly, making her flinch at the sudden touch. “If this little pussy is wet, you stay. But if not, I’ll let you go.”

She swallowed dryly.

I stared at her lips, so perfect, pink, inviting. My patience was already gone, but I savored every second of that moment, of that fear. I slid her panties aside, unhurried, just to feel her body tremble a little more. Her legs were open, seated over my cock, which made the position too favorable, giving me exclusive access.

When my fingers finally touched that hot slit, I let out a low, hoarse curse. The fucking girl was soaked, slippery. Excited. Her clit was hard.

She squeezed her eyes shut, biting her own lip. Ashamed. I slid my fingers carefully, pressing harder. I felt her nails dig into my skin. She whimpered, breathing heavily.

“Kiss my mouth, princess.”

Antonella opened her eyes, frightened. Her gaze wavered, but soon dropped to my lips, getting stuck there. I could end it all at once, take those lips and claim her once and for all. But there was something in the way she surrendered, submissive, hesitant, that made my blood simmer.

The girl closed her eyes and gave my lips a quick peck, so fast my brain barely processed it. I pressed against her pussy, and it was like I’d turned a gear. She kissed me again, the hands that held my shoulders moved up to my face, pressing delicately.

I kissed her, invading her mouth with my tongue, with no fucking delicacy at all. The taste was sweet as hell, but her hesitation was what really drove me insane. She didn’t know what to do, but she tried to keep up, and that only stoked me more, pissing me off with desire.

My fingers slid further, reaching the hot little entrance. Fuck. It was too tight, too fucking small, so virgin it seemed like a divine provocation.

It had been years since I’d felt this excited, fucked with pleasure, as if that pussy was the only thing capable of pulling my mind from the hellish boredom I lived in.

“See how dirty it is?” I murmured against her lips, before biting her lower lip hard, drawing a surprised moan from her.

Antonella gasped, trying to catch her breath, but I gave no fucking quarter. My tongue explored every corner of her mouth, rough, hungry, with no patience at all. She struggled slightly, fighting my strength, but, shit, that only made me thirstier.

I gave her the fucking chance to run from me—once, twice. But the girl chose to stay, decided to face whatever it took to keep her grandfather’s inheritance, or whatever the fuck it was, and now it was too late. There was no going back.

I grabbed her hair by the roots, breaking our kiss.

“Take these panties off for me,” I ordered. She stared at me, eyes wide, mouth swollen from the force of my beard scraping her skin.

Antonella slowly got off my lap. Her movements were hesitant, unsure. Fuck, the girl was trembling. My eyes slid to her breasts. The full, soft curve messing with me.

She crossed her arms over her chest, trying to shield herself from my gaze. What a waste of time. To give her the courage she needed, I stood up.

With a tug, I ripped the towel from my waist, exposing my cock, completely hard, drooling, throbbing to end that game of innocence.

Her eyes dropped, and even in silence, I saw her swallow dryly. I gripped the base, pumping it slowly back and forth. She watched, and I loved it.

Then, with trembling fingers, Antonella brought her hands to the sides of her panties. Holy fuck, the girl took the initiative.

She pulled slowly, letting the fabric slide down her thighs. Her pussy is waxed, smooth, small. Hell. I moved closer to her and buried my face in that neck, sucking and licking. She moaned, her hand gripping my chest firmly.

I rubbed her pussy, spreading the wetness all over. Antonella moaned into my mouth. This girl was coating my fingers, she was so fucking wet. I held her by the waist, lifting her off the floor.

“Mr. Bellini...” she murmured in shock.

I laid the girl on the bed, spreading her legs. My mouth watered seeing the tiny, minuscule slit. I knelt, holding her thighs.

“Sir... what are you going to do?”

“Why, I’m going to taste this pussy, princess.”

“But...” She gasped when my tongue found her clit. I didn’t give her time to finish the sentence. I held her thighs firmly, spreading them wide, keeping her still as I explored with my tongue, slow at first, teasing, just to see her tremble.

I alternated between strong sucks and licks. Every time the tip of my tongue pressed her clit, she arched her back, panting. I brought one hand to her lips, pressing with my thumb while the other hand squeezed her thigh.

She tried to close her legs reflexively, but I didn’t allow it. I squeezed her thighs tighter and dove even deeper, licking, fucking with my tongue. The girl squirmed incessantly against my mouth.

I looked up, watching her face in pleasure. With every movement of my tongue, I heard her moan my name between ragged breaths. I continued, and it didn’t take long to feel her legs start to tremble uncontrollably against my hands. I sucked her clit, her lips, didn’t stop, she moaned and didn’t even seem like the frightened girl from minutes before.

Antonella gripped the sheet tightly. Her body arched against my mouth.

Suddenly, I felt her body stiffen, her legs shaking violently against my hands. A loud moan escaped her throat, almost a scream, and before I could process that whole fucking thing, a jet of warm liquid hit my face. Fuck. I pulled back reflexively, shocked, staring at the scene as her body writhed on the bed, still pulsing with the orgasm.

“Fuck...” I murmured, wiping the fluid dripping down my chin, completely stunned.

She covered her face with her hands, visibly embarrassed, but I couldn’t take my eyes off her, fascinated and fucking aroused by what had just happened. I’d been with many women, but I’d never seen anything like it. A wicked smile appeared on my lips as I approached again.

“I never imagined you could be so fucking hot... And I’m going to make you do that again, princess.”

I pulled her hands away from her face, forcing her to look at me.

“Don’t hide.” I held my cock toward her face. “In the pussy or in the mouth?” I asked, seeing her face all red. Inside, she must have been wondering what the hell just happened.

“In... the mouth.”

Holy fuck, this girl messes with my head. Tomorrow I’ll have to thank that bastard Giuseppe. How the fuck did that worm manage to produce something as perfect as Antonella Ferraro?

“You want some warm milk, don’t you, you little slut?” I slid my finger over the head, spreading the pre-cum. I held her face and pulled her closer. The damn girl opened her mouth, greedy as hell. “Crazy to taste my dick.”

I closed my eyes, feeling her tongue slide. The urge to fuck that throat was insane, but it was priceless watching her learn, slowly, how to suck a cock the way it should be done. Her mouth swallowed with every thrust as I controlled her movements by holding her long hair.

“You like sucking, princess?” I growled between hoarse moans, feeling the cum start to leak. That little mouth was already full. I let out a loud moan, praising her.

My breath caught, my thigh muscles tensed, and I knew I was at my limit. I held her head with both hands, forcing her to go deeper, faster.

The hot jet came in pulses as the little slut sucked hard, swallowing. I saw her eyes go wide, but she didn’t pull back, she took it all without me telling her to. The sight of her struggling with the taste, the movements of her tongue, made me even more fucking horny. I even thought for a second that this girl was made for me, and I hadn’t even fucked her pussy yet. Ridiculous.

I pushed her away, putting her on all fours on the bed. Leaving her ass wide open. The nymphet’s legs were wet, slippery from the violent spurts. I rubbed my fingers over her opening, smearing it down to her little asshole. Antonella tensed all over, moaning, clutching the sheets.

I slapped that ass, drawing a sharp little cry from her lips.

“Mr. Bellini...” she said, all soft and pleading. “I don’t want to see. Can you cover my eyes, please?”

I smiled, not believing the request.

“Ah, fuck, princess... You’re going to see everything.” I held her firmly, turning her to face me easily. I grabbed that soft hair, pulling her head forward, forcing her to look. “You’re going to see my cock tearing open this virgin little pussy, feeling every fucking inch going in deep.” I slapped her thigh, feeling her shudder.

I held her face tight, shoving two fingers into her mouth, pushing them to the back of her throat. Antonella obeyed, eyes scared, but sucking on them.

I pulled my wet fingers from her mouth and slid my hand down between her legs, until I found the little slit.

“So tight...” I murmured, running the tip of my finger over the hot entrance.

She gasped, her eyes fixed on all that mess. I sank the first finger in slowly. The tightness almost made me come right then.

“Fuck, look at that, princess.”

When I felt her starting to get used to it, I shoved the second finger in all at once, pulling a loud moan from her. My cock throbbed at the sight, the fucking girl was trembling, squeezing my hand between her thighs.

I leaned in, my lips brushing her ear.

“So beautiful, all fucked up for me... I’m going to tear you apart, my angel. And you’re going to love every second.”

“Mr. Bellini...” she murmured, her voice almost gone.

“That’s it... moan my name, you little slut.” I sank my fingers deeper, stretching her open. She whimpered softly. “That angel face is hiding a little whore ready to be fucked.”

Antonella started to grind against my hand. She moaned loudly, legs trembling, breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Fuck, look at you...” I took her face, forcing her to look at me. “All given over to me, so innocent and a whore at the same time.”

I kissed her mouth hard, biting her lower lip as my fingers drove in violently.

“Scream my name when you come, angel. I want to hear loud and clear who’s fucking you for the first time, okay?”

She nodded a yes, completely surrendered. Her chest rose and fell in uneven heaves.

I pulled my fingers out slowly, feeling her body shudder at the loss, and a crooked smile appeared on my face when she moaned in frustration. I ran my hand down her thigh, palmed her slender waist and pulled her closer to me, positioning the head of my cock at her tight little slit.

I slid in slowly, feeling the resistance give way inch by inch. Her body tensed, her fingers digging into my shoulders. I gripped the back of her neck, forcing her face against mine.

“You can take it, angel. This fucking cock is going to fit all the way inside you.”

I sank deeper, feeling the fucking resistance give way, her heat swallowing me.

“So tight...” I panted, pulling her face to look at me. “Look at me while I destroy this innocence of yours.”

She gasped, her body clenching as she felt me invading her space. I let out a growl as I was sucked into her soft flesh.

I pushed further, burying myself deep, feeling every involuntary contraction trying to push me out. Her skin was sweating, her eyes shining with pain and pleasure, and I knew I was taking something that would never be given back.

Her soul.

She let out a cry when I bottomed out, my cock lodged in her pussy. I started to fuck. But seeing those round tits bounce with our rhythm was driving me fucking crazy with lust, and I knew I wouldn’t last long. I started sucking on her hard little nipples, one after the other.

Antonella held onto the back of my neck, her fingers tangled in my hair, her legs squeezing my hips. I sped up the pace, my pelvis slamming hard into her. My little whore was clenching all over, wanting to come on my cock that was being crushed inside her.

“Fabrizio...” she moaned, biting her lip. Her body shook unexpectedly. Antonella started to come, her insides trying to expel my cock. I kept going, burying myself, feeling the pressure all around me.

“Ah... fuck, princess...” I roared, spurting deep inside. Antonella didn’t stop writhing, leaving me incredulous, but at the same time, enchanted.

I pulled out my cock, all smeared with come and blood. I laughed, seeing her father’s debt being paid. That son of a bitch got off easy. His daughter was right there, wrecked, trembling all over on my bed. I slid my fingers over her pussy and tasted the metallic, sweet flavor.

I kissed her, forcing her to taste it too. The taste was too good to waste.

I picked her up in my arms, taking her from the bed and carrying her to the bathroom.

“Mr. Bellini...” Antonella gasped, her face buried in my chest, full of shame. It was purity going straight to hell.

“It’s not over yet, princess. Your father has debts up to his eyeballs with me. This needs to be worth it.”

I took her to the shower, where there was a large mirror, and stood her up. From behind her, I held her against my body. My big hands slid over her breasts, kneading them. My cock was already showing signs of life again. I felt insane, I’d just come and I was still fucking hard.

I was going to wreck this girl and give her back to her father, just so he’d understand the shit he’d done, handing her over to me. I was going to drain every fucking ounce of energy from her.

I squeezed her against me. The mirror in front of us reflected everything—all the filth on our bodies. I held her in my arms, spreading her legs so she could see her whole little pussy reflected in the mirror.

“Bellini, what are you going to do?”

“Fuck you, beautiful. What else would I do? I want you to see everything, so you never forget.” I held her by the thighs, keeping her legs wide open. My cock was already throbbing, erect, ready to bury itself.

I positioned myself at her pussy and sank in. Antonella gasped, watching the scene right in front of her. My cock taking all of her. Going in and out. The trickle of blood was still there, mixed with our come.

“You know, girl. I don’t usually do this,” I murmured between kisses on her neck.

“This... what, sir?”

“Fuck the same pussy twice.”

She stared at me through the mirror. Our bodies gleamed with sweat. That cunt already fit me completely. I put her on the floor, ordering her to bend over for me, I wanted that perky ass. Antonella braced her hands on the mirror and I took the chance to slap it. The redness appearing in the shape of my fingers on that backside, driving me even more wild.

I shoved my thumb in her mouth, getting it good and wet. Then, I slid my finger down to her little asshole, pushing it inside.

“Nice and tight...” I muttered, fucking her pussy slowly while my finger didn’t stop in her ass.

Antonella bit her lips harder, holding back her moans. My little whore was enjoying it, delicious as fuck.

“I want to eat that little ass of yours,” I said, and the girl’s eyes went wide. “I’ll make it good, I promise.”

She didn’t say anything, she just knew how to moan softly.

“My little whore, you want to feel my cock in your ass, don’t you? Answer me.” I grabbed her hair. “I want to fuck you all over, now talk.”

“I... want to, Mr. Bellini.”

“You fucking bitch, you’re so good.”

I used my fingers to open her up, stimulating her. Antonella was a fucking submissive who was already fucking with me. That little asshole opened up around my cock, she clenched all over, but she didn’t ask me to stop.

That was, without a doubt, the most addictive fuck of my life. I wanted to fuck her, but I ended up getting fucked too.

​
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Antonella Ferraro

HIS HANDS SLID OVER my entire body, soaping me up. He cleaned even my most intimate parts. His fingers moving slowly, with care. I could still feel every inch of my skin trembling. I was raw, front and back, could barely stand, and this man was still there, marking every part of me.

His hand grabbed my face and he kissed me. His soft tongue entering my mouth, his beard scratching me roughly as the hot water poured over us both. I held onto his chest, feeling its firmness. He was perfect all over, his member large and thick, just as I’d imagined almost every day.

The truth was, he’d never left my head, and now I was there, in his arms, surrendered, letting myself be used however he wanted.

Suddenly, Fabrizio turned off the water, wrapped me in a towel, picked me up, and carried me to another room—the first one was too filthy with our fluids.

He set me down carefully on the bed and said, tenderly:

“You must be hungry. I’ll have them bring...”

“Don’t,” I interrupted, hugging myself, feeling even more ashamed. “I’m not hungry. I just want to sleep.”

He ran his hands through the wet hair falling over his forehead and stepped back a little, completely naked, his member half-hard. He turned to the dresser and opened a drawer. It was then, for the first time, that I noticed the enormous skull tattooed across his broad back.

Fabrizio turned and walked toward me, holding a small black velvet box. He sat beside me on the bed and opened it. I caught my breath at the sight of the necklace—delicate, so fine—with a red heart pendant that looked like a diamond.

“It’s yours,” he answered, already fastening it around my neck.

I ran my fingers over it, unable to believe the gift.

“Mine? Why?”

“For your birthday, princess.”

“I can’t accept this.”

I held my breath as I felt his beard brush against my earlobe.

“You’ll offend me like that, beautiful. Accept it.” He kissed my neck and moved away to put his clothes on.

I stayed there, a stupid smile on my face, while my fingers held the delicate pendant. Fabrizio didn’t seem like the devil everyone painted him to be. Quite the opposite.

“You sleep here. I’ll take the other room,” he said, pulling his black sweatpants up his legs, not even looking at me properly. “First thing tomorrow, my men will take you home. And when you get there, tell your goddamn father that fucking debt is paid. Understood?”

Something in his words made my chest tighten. The bitter taste of humiliation tore down my throat, reminding me this was nothing but a worthless transaction.

“Antonella, about what happened here... you can’t tell anyone.”

I looked at him.

“You don’t know me. You never saw me,” he explained, staring at me, demanding an answer.

“I never saw you, and I don’t even want to remember I ever met you,” I murmured, almost voiceless.

He froze, staring at me, but soon smiled, satisfied, came closer, and ran his fingers over my face.

“Good girl. That was just sex. Carnal. Payment on a debt. It was nothing but a good fuck,” he continued, “which I enjoyed. Very much. Tomorrow, Dr. Emília, a doctor I trust completely, will come to your house.”

“Why?”

He smiled.

“You’re so naive, princess. Jesus Christ.” He knelt in front of me. “We fucked without condoms. I don’t want any fucking unpleasant surprises.” He leaned in, giving my lips a soft kiss. “Take care of yourself, girl.”

He stood up and left, closing the door behind him without looking back. A tear came—a single, stubborn one, tracing a path down my face. I didn’t even know exactly why I was crying. Or maybe I did. I’d fooled myself, thinking for a moment it could be more than just sex.

In the bathroom, when he was taking care of me, there had been something warm, almost sweet, that contrasted with the brutality of the sex. A stupid illusion that, for an instant, I was more than a body, more than a payment. But now it was different. I felt empty, used. Every inch of my body still carried his touch, and I knew none of it meant more than settling a score.

Fabrizio Bellini said it was dirty. I just didn’t know I’d feel that way too. There was nothing beautiful about it, nothing passionate. It was visceral. Unlike how I’d imagined my first time would be—that after sex, we’d sleep together.

I looked at that wide bed, the large, cold room. I hugged myself, shivering. I tossed the towel aside and burrowed under the covers, feeling a huge lump in my throat. A sob broke through, racking my body.
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WHEN I WOKE UP, I BLINKED a few times, trying to understand where I was. My body ached, and my intimate parts throbbed, reminding me of what I’d done last night. I looked at the clock on the wall—almost six in the morning. I got up quickly, clutching the sheet to my body.

I opened the door slowly. Sunlight streamed into the penthouse, painting everything orange. I walked down the hallway, remembering my dress was in the living room.

I stopped when I heard a voice coming from one of the rooms. I moved closer. It sounded like a phone in the bathroom. Shower water was running. Fabrizio was in there, talking to someone.

“You chose to fuck a girl and postponed the casino hires,” said a man’s voice, seemingly on speakerphone.

“I’ll sort this shit out, Donato. Schedule it for tonight,” replied Fabrizio, his voice sending a shiver through my entire body.

There was a brief silence before he continued:

“And by the way, that story is over. The old man offered his daughter and I accepted. Debt paid. I did what I had to do with the girl, now we each go our own way. I’m heading out now, have the men ready to return her to her parents.”

I brought my hands to my mouth and took a step back, a lump forming in my throat. I ran to my dress, which was lying on the floor. I dropped the sheet and pulled the dress on quickly, over my head. I grabbed my purse and got into the elevator. As soon as I reached the hotel lobby, I ran outside, where several taxis were parked.

I got in, giving my home address to the driver. I looked back one last time at that luxurious hotel, and my hand automatically touched the necklace Fabrizio had given me, hanging around my neck.

When I arrived, I paid the driver and hurried out of the car.

“Antonella?” My father rose from the sofa where he’d been lying and walked toward me. I saw he had a pillow and a blanket there. Mom must have made him sleep there. “Ella, sweetheart.”

“Dad, I’m late for school.”

I walked past him, pressing my purse to my body, heading for my room. But Giuseppe grabbed my arm firmly, turning me toward him.

My father studied my face, then his gaze dropped to my neck. He touched the necklace, frowning. Even so, he said nothing, but when his fingers brushed my neck, he pulled back.

“What are these marks?” He lifted my arm, seeing some red marks there. “I’m going to kill that bastard.”

I pulled free from his grip.

“No, Dad, you’re not,” I answered, showing him the hickeys on my neck. “That... is the debt you made at the casino. And it’s been paid.”

“Did he hurt you, Ella?”

I couldn’t answer. The lump in my throat only grew. That question was too hard to answer. I wanted to scream, cry, ask if he had any idea of the price I’d paid. But Dad didn’t know. And maybe he didn’t even care, after all, he was the one who handed me over to that man.

Since my mother was probably already at the bistro and Lea at college, I took my shower in peace. I wasn’t ready to face anyone; my father was enough.

In the classroom, I stared at the open notebook in front of me, but absorbed nothing of what was written. The words blurred, and my mind wandered far away.

“Ella?” Sofia’s voice snapped me out of my trance. She frowned, studying me carefully. “Are you sick? I’ve never seen you like this.”

“I’m fine,” I answered too quickly, adjusting the high collar of my blouse.

“Really? Because, I mean... it’s infernally hot and you’re there in long sleeves and a high collar. Since when do you get cold in summer?”

I looked away. I couldn’t tell the truth, but knowing Sofia as I did, she wouldn’t leave me alone, and I was right.

“Ella? You’re really not going to tell me?”

“I argued with my dad,” I replied, trying to divert her attention from what really happened.

“And that’s why you’re wearing a winter blouse in this heat?” Sofia put her hand on my forehead. “You’re sweating, Antonella.”

The bell for break rang, and I hurried out. It really was very hot, and since I hadn’t had time to use foundation to cover the marks he’d left on me, I thought it would be easier to hide them with a blouse.

I reached the bathroom and splashed water on my face, but the gesture was enough to reveal the mark on my neck.

Sofia pulled my collar down.

“What the... hell is this?” she exclaimed. “Is that a hickey, Antonella?”

I moved closer to her, asking her to lower her voice, noticing the other girls looking at us.

“Did you sleep with Diego?”

“What? No, of course not! Sofia?”

“So almost, right? I knew he’d push things.” She started laughing, finding it funny.

“It wasn’t with Diego,” I blurted out, and she stopped, staring at me, shocked.

Sofia and I had been friends for years, true confidantes. She even helped us out at the bistro sometimes, for free... Well, in exchange for the grape cakes she loved. We never hid anything from each other, and she always knew when something was wrong with me.

I wanted to tell her. I felt that if I didn’t speak, everything inside me would overflow at once. But how to explain? How to put into words something so shameful, dirty, and yet... intense?

He marked my whole body, violated me entirely. He spared absolutely nothing of me. These marks would take time to fade, but they would fade. From my head, I knew they would never leave, no matter how much I wanted them to.

I gasped, looking at Sofia, who was still waiting for an explanation. I took her hand and we locked ourselves in a bathroom stall. I pulled the blouse off. Sofia’s eyes widened, staring at every inch of my skin. The marks from his thick fingers were clearly visible, even on my slightly darker skin, not to mention the bruises around my breasts.

“My father had a huge debt and agreed that I’d be with a man in exchange for payment.” I let it out all at once, eyes closed, omitting the worst part: according to Fabrizio, it was my own father who offered me.

I kept my eyes closed, ashamed. The silence stretched on for a long time, until Sofia grabbed me.

“Are you serious, Antonella? What the hell did you do?”

“There was no other way. He was going to take Grandpa’s winery and the bistro...” My voice failed, trembling. “I swear, if there had been another way...”

Sofia hugged me tightly, and I held on so I wouldn’t collapse. We said nothing. I just stayed there, feeling her embrace, as if, even in silence, she was saying it was okay, that it would be okay.

“He went hard on you, friend. Did he at least do the same to the bastard?” she joked as she pulled away, and I ended up laughing at that stupid question.

We stayed in there for several minutes, the entire break. Sofia didn’t hide her curiosity and wanted to know every detail, insisting on questions, even about who the man was.

“But... friend,” she began, more serious now, as we walked back to class. “I know all this seems too ridiculous, and it is, but you don’t seem like you... hated it, you know?”

“I... didn’t hate it.” I tried to explain, but it was complicated. “It wasn’t bad.”

She broke into a wide grin.

“So it wasn’t with some pot-bellied old man. That’s something.”

I nodded.

“He’s the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen in my life,” I murmured, embarrassed.

“Here in Sicily? I doubt it.”

I shrugged, his name almost escaping my lips, but she wouldn’t believe me. That man was unattainable. And he’d also made it clear that, from now on, we didn’t know each other. We’d never seen each other.

I looked at Sofia.

“Sofia, he called me a little whore. Said I was a slut,” I confessed. “He talks a lot of nonsense.”

She let out a sharp squeal.

“That’s so hot, my God! These things don’t happen to me.”

We went back to class, but my mind was still wandering. I was relieved, for sure, knowing the winery was safe. But there was still a problem: Diego.

I knew he wouldn’t give up on the idea of dating me. And I’d said I’d accept when I turned eighteen. It would be inevitable. He’d find out I was no longer a virgin, and I didn’t know how to explain how I lost it, why, or with whom. I’m the kind of girl who doesn’t go to parties. My world is romance books, studies, and the bistro.

My father always kept me away from any man, including Diego. Now I understood why. He was afraid I’d lose my purity before he handed me over to Bellini. Was that the only reason Giuseppe protected me? And what would happen from now on? I didn’t even know how to face my own father.

Classes ended, and I went straight to the bistro, as I always did. As soon as I opened the door, the aroma enveloped me, making me sigh. But sadness soon took over. The place was completely empty, unlike when my grandfather was alive.

I looked at the display cases with cakes, sweets, and a variety of fresh donuts, but no one was there to buy. I went straight to the back, adjusting the collar on my neck and the sleeve of my blouse, trying to hide.
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