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Blurbs




Tutto Pepe


Jane has wanted to be loved her whole life, instead she's been pushed aside, forgotten and used.


None of this changes who she is. She smiles through it and hopes each day will shine brighter.


She is the light. 


The explosion at the Costa's home injured her and now she is scarred. Will she ever find love? Will anyone ever look past the scars to see her.





Ricardo is the head of security for the Don. His life is to protect the famiglia at all costs.


How can he have anyone in his life when his duty is to the famiglia?


She is the light to his darkness and so much better off without him.


What could he possibly offer her?





Tutto Pepe is book 4.5 in The Ladies of the Mafia series. Please be sure to read all the previous titles first:


Lealta


Guerriera


Punizone


Dono de amore


Forza


Tutto Pepe
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Dedication


Jane is a woman who grew from a girl straight into adulthood basically. 


She had a crappy hand and she didn't let life drag her down, she kept her light and she tried to keep her positive outlook. 


There are so many things in life that can really make us feel like we are failing, or that we got a raw deal.


It is so easy to fall prey to that bad and dark pit, we all fall to.


My hope is a little bit of Jane will rub off on anyone who reads this and when life gives you lemons, you can try and make lemonade.


Jane had physical trauma and she felt unloveable, due to her circumstances and the trauma.


In life, remember you are loveable. You deserve love and by spreading your love, others will too.





To all the women out there that grew up too fast, I hope you find your Ricardo to take care of you,


and so you can share your light with him.





To my Mom, thank you for always sharing your light with the world, no matter how hard your life was and how fast you had to grow up. 


You have made a difference in so many people. They gravitated to your good and your love.


Thank you for being the incredible role model you are!
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Chapter 1




Jane

Being around the Costa's family reminds me of how different my childhood was. Yes, there are some similarities, but not a lot. My childhood was not like most. My younger years were okay, but I was teased in school because I wore ratty clothes, from Goodwill or wherever my mother would buy them. They were never new, almost always had holes, but I was clean. I showered and I took pride in how I looked and smelled as I didn’t need to give the kids more reason to pick on me. 

Not having many friends, meant my schoolwork was usually done at home on the rare days when my parents weren’t tearing into each other. And for clarity, those days were few. I tried to focus, I really did, but concentration was hard to hold onto when the walls felt like they were always vibrating with anger.

My father was a drunk. Most nights he stumbled through the house looking for something to lash out at, and too often, that something was me. He’d hover while I studied, slurring insults, poking at me like my effort offended him. One day he ripped my books right out of my hands and tossed them into the trash.

“Those won’t give you anything,” he said, like it was a fact carved in stone. “Get a job. Earn your keep. That’s where you’ll learn about life, not in books.”

I remember standing there, frozen, watching the pages I’d worked so hard on, crumble under coffee grounds and empty bottles. And the worst part wasn’t the loss of the books, it was the way his words burrowed under my skin, making me wonder if he was right, if wanting more made me foolish.

My mother left one day after my father hit her, really hit her, and she finally snapped. She stood there, cheek swelling, eyes blazing, and told him she was sick of his shit. Then she looked at me. Just… looked. No softness, no hesitation, nothing that resembled a mother seeing her child.

“Good luck,” she said.

Then she turned and walked out.

I chased her outside, heart pounding, begging her to take me with her. I grabbed her arm, desperate, terrified of being left behind in that house with him. She pulled away like my touch burned.

“Honestly, Jane,” she said, voice flat, almost bored, “I never wanted a child. He was drunk one night and we forgot the condom, and here you are. A drunken mistake.”

She didn’t wait to see what those words did to me. She just turned on her heel and kept walking, leaving me standing in the driveway with the truth echoing in my chest, hollow and breaking.

At fifteen years old, it was every girls dream to know they were a drunken mistake. When I went back into the house my father was raging and throwing things. Plates, glasses anything he could get his hands on. I tried to stay out of the way, but I ended up with a few cuts from flying debris. When he finally passed out, I went about cleaning up and seeing what we had left. There wasn’t much. I knew I needed to get a job.

Being my age, not many people wanted to hire me, but I did find a diner in town that hired me to wait tables. I would get tips and a small salary. I even had a uniform, it wasn’t brand new, but it had no holes and they gave me three of them. Holding the uniforms to my chest that first day, Glenda the manager looked at me and said, “It’s really not that special, but yet you hold it like it’s the best gift you’ve ever received.”

Smiling at Glenda, I said “Because it is. I love it.”

Working hard, I would work as many hours as they would give me. Glenda worried about me and my school work, but I was more worried about food on the table, utilities, rent. She had asked me once about my home life and I smiled at her and lied. “It’s fine. Mom had to go out of town to take care of an ill family member, so I’m just helping out. Plus, I’m trying to put money away for college.”

After a year at the diner, I had quit school and had to tell Glenda I needed to work full-time. Making another excuse about my family saying my mother was sick and I had no choice but to work.  She gave me every shift she could. When I’d get home most times my father would be passed out drunk. 

One morning I found him in my room rummaging through my things. Waking up I said, “Dad? What are you doing?”

He yelled at me, “I know you are keeping money from me, where is it?”

He was going through my clothes that were stacked neatly on the floor since I had no dressers to put them in. He threw everything around making it a disarray which I hated but worst of all he found the money. “No Dad, that is for food. We have no food in the house, I was saving it to go to the grocery store and rent is due.”

He grinned at me and said, “Get another job. This is mine and don’t try to hide money from me again.”

After that, I learned to keep my money separated when I got home. Just enough to appease him and some set aside for rent, bills and food.  I never opened a bank account. I was too scared to leave my money somewhere that I couldn’t access it and run. I realize the bank ATM would give me money, but I felt safer keeping it on me because if I ever got the courage to run I planned to grab clothes and go. There was no denying though, that I’d never get anywhere in this life. But, I wouldn’t let it break me. I smiled at work, I loved meeting people. Giorgio worked in the kitchen and when we were slow he’d show me how to cook. It was when I first found my passion for food. 

Glenda and Giorgio took an interest in me, trying to slip me extra cash, making sure I ate at the diner and always asked questions. Most times I’d just wave them off spouting my usual, “I’m doing fine. I just love working.” Half of that was true, I did love working. 

One day on my shift a boy came in. He sat in my section and he smiled the most brilliant smile at me. He had blonde curly hair and bright blue eyes. He was the most gorgeous person I’d ever seen. He flirted with me, at least that’s what Glenda had said he was doing, and when he left that night, he said “I’ll see you soon.”

Not thinking too much of it, I cleaned up the table he’d sat at and continued on my night. Two nights later he showed up again. Then two nights after that he’d shown up again. Always sitting in my section of the diner and always smiling at me when I’d approach him. 

That third meeting with him he told me his name was Damon and I introduced myself. He asked me if I’d go out with him the following night. I had told him I had to work. He said he’d meet me after. Agreeing, I walked away from the table and smiled bigger than I’d ever had. 

Damon met me after work four nights out of the week and we’d walk in the park afterward and once he’d taken me to a movie. It was overwhelming to me. That huge screen, the loudness of the speakers and the smell of the popcorn. But I loved every second of it. There wasn’t much in life that I had, so each moment and each memory with Damon I soaked up.

After a month of going with him after work, he’d asked me to go to his house after work. His parents wouldn’t be home and we could spend some time together. Damon was seventeen and I was turning seventeen in a few weeks. He had told me he wanted to give me an early birthday present.

When Damon picked me up that night, he took me to his parent’s home and showed me around. We sat on the sofa and watched a movie. Damon had his arm around me and pulled me close to him. At some point he had draped his arm around my shoulder and was touching my breast. I wasn’t sure what he was doing, but I let it go. About halfway through the movie Damon stopped it and said, “Let’s go up to my room so I can give you your present Jane.”

Looking at him I felt uncomfortable, but I agreed. Once we were in his room he pulled his shirt off and I was awestruck. He worked out and he looked so tan, he had a smattering of hair on his chest and he took my breath away.

Damon looked at me and said, “Now your turn. Take your shirt off Jane and let me see you.” 

“I don’t know Damon, shouldn’t we just go watch the movie.” I asked hesitantly.

He moved close to me and took my chin in his fingers as he tipped my head up. He brushed his lips over my mouth and kissed me. He had kissed me on multiple occasions on our other dates and I always loved it. He made me feel special and treasured. I’d sometimes get butterflies in my stomach when he’d kiss me.

Damon looked down into my face and he said, “I’m going to be going away to school soon, I’m not going to get to see you as often, but I want to take the next step in our relationship Jane. I want to make love to you, so you’ll always know I’m here with you even when I’m not able to be with school.”

Looking at the sincerity in his eyes I said, “I’m going to miss you Damon, but we’ll still see one another, you’ll only be a few hours away, right?”

He nodded, “Yes. I will be busy studying so I won’t be able to come around often, but when I do I’ll come get you at the diner. Please Jane, I want to give you me for your birthday, I want to give you all of me. I want to be your first, will you let me?”

Thinking I was special to someone in this world I stood on my tiptoes and kissed him. I wanted to feel special. I wanted to be loved and I thought Damon was the one. I agreed and that night I lost my virginity to a boy, I thought was my everything.

Over the next two years, Damon would come to see me at the diner from time to time. I literally would melt every time I’d see him. He had a cell phone, but I didn’t. I couldn’t afford one. So he’d just show up and when he would, he’d sneak me into his parent’s house and we’d make love with him whispering promises in my ear of our future and he’d tell me how much he missed me.

Yep, I fell for it all. Until after two years, he had his degree, I had just turned nineteen and he came to the diner to see me. He told me he’d be back later to get me and we could go to his parent’s house since they had gone out of town. He told me he had something important to tell me. 

I’d hoped this was it. I’d hoped this was when he’d tell me we could be together, have the future he kept telling me about. When we got to his parent’s house he nearly stripped me naked in the living room and had me pinned down on the sofa in just my undergarments. He told me he couldn’t wait to have me and he slid his pants down, pulled my underwear to the side and plunged into me and I cried out because I wasn’t ready for him. It hurt. 

What seemed like seconds later he was grunting and pulling out of me to spurt all over my stomach. He got off of me then and told me I could go clean up in the bathroom, while he pulled his pants up. When I came back into the room I grabbed my clothes and he sat on the sofa as if I wasn’t even there. Then he dropped the bomb on me.

Damon cleared his throat and said, “Now that I’m done with school, I’m moving on with my career. I found a job in New Jersey. I leave tomorrow.”

I stared at him, still trying to make sense of it. “That’s great, Damon. Can I come with you? Can we finally start our future together?”

He shook his head. “No. Not yet. I need to get established first. There are things I have to do. Then I’ll come back for you.”

Being so naïve made it easy for him, I asked where he was going and where he was going to work. I had basic information as to where he’d be living and working. So four months later when my father attacked me after working one night. He tried to take the money I had earned that night, so I fought him. Running to my room, I grabbed as much as I could and I left my home. I left my father and his abusiveness. I had four hundred dollars and I bought a bus ticket to New Jersey, to find Damon.

Knowing only the street his apartment complex was on, I waited. I saw him and I ran up to him when he got home. He looked at me as though he didn’t know me. Then when he realized I wasn’t going anywhere, he hustled me into the building. Once in his apartment I said, “Aren’t you happy to see me?”

Damon growled, “No. I hadn’t planned on seeing you again. I have a career now. I don’t have time for you.”

Letting the tears fall I said, “I thought we had a relationship, I thought you loved me.”

Damon scoffed, “Did I ever say I loved you?”

Looking back now, he’s right. He never did. I said it to him, but he never said it back. I was just so desperate to be loved, I never realized I still wasn’t.

Damon looked at me and dealt the final blow. “You can stay here on the sofa tonight. But then I never want to see you again.” He turned and went to what I assumed was his room and I laid on that sofa and cried myself to sleep. 

The next morning I left the apartment before Damon got up and I never looked back. I had found a job in another diner. Things were okay, I lived in a cheap motel for about six months, until one night on my shift a man slipped his hand up my uniform dress and I slapped him then dumped his food in his lap. Turns out it was okay for him to touch me, but not okay for me to retaliate.

Two days later, down to next to nothing in cash, I’d stopped at the coffee shop looking for a job. I bought myself a coffee and met Enzo. He was sweet to me, but I was skeptical after all I’d been through. He assured me there were no strings attached to his offer, he just wanted to help. He wanted to get me off the street before something happened to me. I was too sweet to be all alone.

Taking a chance with him, I agreed. I slept in my shitty motel room one last night and the next day met the car that took me to the Costa’s. Enzo checked in on me from time to time, but otherwise I was left alone to work and my money was mine. I saved it. I actually had quite a bit of money when the explosion happened. 

Coming out of my memories when I heard a knock on my door and Azzurra’s voice asking if she could come in.
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