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      laila

      “If you keep grinding on my thigh like this, doll, you’ll ruin my suit pants.”

      I pulled my gaze away from the beautiful woman across the bar at The Syndicate, who kept throwing glances at me, and looked back at my husband, not even realizing that the woman had gotten me this horny.

      “I didn’t tell you to stop, did I?” Constantino pulled me further onto his lap, my ass against the throbbing bulge in his pants, then pushed some hair behind my shoulder. “Ruin them for me. I want all my men to see how wet your pussy gets for me and only me.” He chuckled darkly and followed my gaze. “And maybe some hot chick across the bar too?”

      “Sorry,” I whispered, tearing my gaze away from her again. “I know I shouldn’t …”

      “You want to know how I feel about my wife getting off on some woman at my club?” Constantino murmured in my ear as I pressed my aching cunt against his thigh. He seized my waist with one of his large hands, pulled my skirt up enough, then sat me down right on his bulge. “You feel that, doll?”

      Whimpering, I sipped on my drink and nodded. “Mmhmm.”

      “Words,” he growled.

      “Yes, I do.”

      “How does it feel against that aching pussy of yours?”

      “Good.” I ground myself on him. “Really good.”

      Constantino slid his rough fingers up the insides of my thighs, pushing my short skirt with them and sending goose bumps down my legs. I sucked in a sharp breath and grasped on to the bar in front of me, my nipples aching.

      “I should fuck you right here in front of her.” His facial hair pricked my bare neck. “I know how sexy you are when you moan. Do you think I can get you to moan loud enough so she notices us?”

      “Constantino,” I scolded, though his fingers were already moving in circles around my swollen, aching clit. I furrowed my brow and stared at the pretty girl who sat alone at the bar.

      “Hover over me for a second, doll.”

      When I hovered over him, he reached between us and undid the zipper on his pants. Before I could move away and tell him not to because we were out in public, where any of my friends could see, he grabbed my hips and pulled me down onto him, filling me all the way up.

      I slapped a hand over my mouth to suppress a moan and clamped my pussy down on his cock—hard. My feet were inches off the ground, my entire body weight pressed on him.

      He started pumping into me slowly, filling me up and leaving me empty. I squeezed his dick even harder and peeked over at the woman, who glanced back over at us.

      Constantino eyed her from over my shoulder. “Do you think she can tell that you’re full with my cock? She can’t stop looking over here and at you. You should go talk to her when I’m finished with you.”

      “I-I can’t.”

      Constantino bounced me on his cock, slight enough to not make it noticeable unless someone was really staring over here. And I didn’t doubt that some people were. Constantino was the boss of The Syndicate and of the mob.

      The woman looked over at us again, her eyes lingering longer than they had before. She glanced behind me at my husband, then back to me, her pale cheeks flushing pink. She sipped her drink, eyes curious.

      “Doll, she wants you,” Constantino whispered, tucking some hair behind my ear.

      I tightened around my husband’s cock and whimpered, the pressure building up inside me. I dug my fingertips into the bar top until they turned white and sucked in a sharp breath.

      “Show her how you ride me, how desperate you really are.”

      “Constantino,” I breathed, warning him to stop.

      “Don’t make me ask again.”

      Whimpering softly, I kept my gaze on her and moved my hips up and down on his cock, trying not to draw any attention to us in this crowded Mafia-run bar. But Constantino was so freaking big.

      My pussy tightened around him, and I furrowed my brow. “Oh God …”

      “Clench your pussy and keep riding my cock,” he growled, gazing over my shoulder at her. “And tell me what you’d do to her if we brought her home tonight. Tell me all those dirty fantasies you have about sleeping with another woman.”

      “I …” My breath caught in the back of my throat as I tensed harder. “I want to touch her, want my fingers inside her to see how she’ll tighten around me. I want her cunt on my mouth and for her to ride my face.”

      I wanted Constantino to force her to ride my face, for him to fuck her pouty little mouth as she did, for him to fuck her pussy until her juices covered his cock, and then for him to shove himself into me, pushing her juices deep inside me.

      Constantino grabbed my hips, leaned back, and drove his hips up hard and fast. I gripped the bar top harder, crying out into one of my hands. He reached around my body to cup my breast, then seized and tugged on my nipple.

      Pleasure surged through my core, pushing me higher and closer to the edge.

      “Go chat with her about what we talked about the other night,” Constantino said.

      “I can’t go over to her and ask her,” I said. “What if she says no?”

      “Nobody could say no to you,” Constantino purred against my cheek, his thick Italian accent making me warm in all the right places. He slid his hands up my body and grabbed my waist. “I mean, look at you.”

      “You’re only saying that because you’re my husband.”

      He chuckled darkly. “Go see for yourself.”

      “Can you ask her?” I shifted in his arms and batted my lashes at him. “Please?”

      “You can do it by yourself, doll. She won’t say no.”

      “But …”

      “You do want this, don’t you? Want to see how another woman feels? Want to”—he slipped his fingers between my pussy lips and into me too, sinking them deep inside and curling them against my G-spot—“feel how tight she clenches around your fingers?”

      My core tightened as my breath hitched. “Y-yes,” I whispered, my voice coming out smaller than it had the first night I mentioned to Constantino that I sorta, kinda had a thing for girls too.

      I had never mentioned it to anyone else because the last time I had shown mere interest in another girl in middle school, the popular girls had bullied me so badly that I spent the rest of my lunches in the crappy restroom.

      And when the volunteers at the youth home had found out about that on top of everything else … they had nearly kicked me out of the place.

      I didn’t want that to happen ever again.

      I’d thought for sure that Constantino would immediately ask me for a divorce the next morning.

      “I would love to have another woman in the bedroom with you, doll,” he said, his stubble brushing against the sensitive part of my neck. “But only if you want it.”

      I slid my shot glass across the bar. “Another one, please.”

      “Another one?” Constantino asked, slipping a third finger inside me. He pumped his fingers in and out of me, faster and harder and deeper. “Needy tonight, aren’t we, doll?”

      “Constantino,” I whimpered.

      “And for you, boss?” the bartender asked, sliding a shot my way.

      “I already have enough to taste tonight.”

      With his husky voice in my ear, I shuddered against him and desperately tried to keep my legs from trembling. I was so close—so freaking close—to coming for him. But he pulled his fingers out of me and away from my clit completely, as if he knew.

      “You get to come when you ask her.” He gently nibbled on my neck and pulled his dick out of me too. “No sooner.”

      “Constantino,” I whined. “Please.”

      He swept the hair off my shoulders and took it in his fist, pulling it back. “Have some confidence in yourself, doll. Go ask her what we agreed upon. She won’t say no to you, I promise.”

      Once I swallowed my shot, I peeked back over at her. My pussy ached from the sudden emptiness, the desperation lingering inside me. Constantino wouldn’t let me come until I talked to her, until I offered her one million dollars to be our toy.
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      Dateless and nearly penniless, I sat at the bar in a club rumored to be run by the Mafia and took a sip of the only good thing I had going for me tonight—alcohol. Austin had left me nearly thirty minutes ago, and I couldn’t get myself to go home alone.

      Gaze drifting around the packed club, I spotted her for the seventh time tonight.

      Chocolate-colored hair. Huge fuck me brown eyes. Pouty, full raspberry-colored lips.

      She sat on a man’s lap and kept stealing glances at me all night. A silky pink dress clung to her curves with a necklace dipped between her cleavage, drawing my—and probably everyone else’s—attention to it. The woman was Instagram influencer perfect, but without the filters and the Photoshop.

      I hadn’t ever been with a woman. God, I’d be way too anxious for something like that. I was bad enough as it was with guys. Ahem, Austin. But I’d gotten off to the thought of being with one.

      Never one as beautiful as her.

      She was with her boyfriend.

      When she slid her shot glass across the bar for the third time tonight, I spotted a large diamond ring on her finger and a wedding band glimmering under the dim club lighting. A long, disappointed sigh escaped my mouth.

      Nope, definitely her husband.

      Figures.

      After averting my gaze back to my drink, I took one last sip of it and stared emptily at the bar top. I should’ve never come out tonight. Not only had I gotten to witness Austin flirting with every petite, prettier-than-perfect girl at The Syndicate, but he had left me here.

      Left me here!

      Who the hell did that to anyone? I would never invite a boyfriend out and leave him alone at a club without a way to get home and with a crazy-high bar tab. But I guessed he didn’t give a fuck. It wasn’t like we had ever been exclusive.

      “Hi,” someone said to my right.

      I snapped my head up and my gaze over to the pretty married woman, who scooted onto the barstool next to me. My breath caught in my throat. What is she doing over here?

      “What are you drinking?” she asked.

      My cheeks burned. I glanced to my left to see who she was talking to because it definitely wasn’t me. It couldn’t be me. Why would she come chat with me out of all these people here? She had a husband.

      Unless … she thought I had been staring at her husband and not her.

      “I’m talking to you,” she said, giving me a soft smile. “What’re you drinking?”

      “I, um …”

      She was smiling at me a bit too sweetly. What is going on?

      Darting my gaze around the room, I spotted large Italian guards posted at almost every door, walking around the club, lingering near the back offices. Those rumors about the mob had to be true.

      If she was with them—which she seemed to be—then maybe she was going to ask me to go for a little chat in the back hallway for staring in her direction and then blow my freaking head off.

      Damn Austin. Why’d he leave me?

      “Amalfi Coast cocktail mixed with Afterglow,” the bartender who had been serving me all night said.

      “Can we get two more?” she asked.

      I grabbed my purse, knowing that I had just spent the last of my money, trying to forget Austin, with a couple of drinks of alcohol and loud, blaring music. “I actually don’t have any more cash on me.”

      God, this is embarrassing.

      Glancing down, I gulped. “I should probably get going anyway.”

      “Nonsense,” she said, her hand on my thigh to keep me seated. “My husband owns the club. It’s fine. I was going to buy you a drink anyway.” When the bartender slid the drinks toward her, she thanked him and told him to put all the rest of my drinks tonight on her tab.

      “You … you really don’t have to do that,” I whispered.

      “You’ve been here all night. Alone.”

      “Yeah, I, um …” I sipped my drink. “My date left.”

      “He left you at a crowded club, all alone? Doesn’t sound like a winner.”

      “He’s not,” I admitted, leaving out that part where I had only been seeing him because he had a huge dick and loved taking me to fancy places—something I’d never see otherwise. “But he takes care of me … sometimes.”

      “Sweetheart,” she murmured, inching closer and leaning against the bar. Tequila lingered on her breath, her eyes a bit hazy, as if she’d had a bit too much to drink tonight. But if she really was the mob boss’s wife, they wouldn’t cut her off. She brushed her fingers against my forearm. “If he cared about you, he’d bring you home. Not leave you in a club, where strangers like me could come flirt with you.”

      Almost as if she realized what she had said, she widened her eyes and stiffened.

      Warmth exploded through me as my heart raced inside my chest. I swallowed my pride, my insecurities, everything, thanks to the liquid courage I had drunk tonight, and smiled back. “So, that’s what you’re doing here? Flirting with me?” I asked playfully.

      She dropped her hand to my knee again, her fingers lingering on my bare flesh. Instead of moving her hand up my thigh, like I’d suspected her husband had been doing to her earlier while she stared over at me, she held it there, face softening.

      “Is that too forward?” She giggled.

      I glanced down at her hand on my knee and pressed my thighs together slightly to suppress the ache between them. When I looked back up at her, she dropped her gaze to my thighs.

      “Maybe not forward enough?” she offered, fingers moving an inch higher. “Hmm?”

      After pressing my lips together, I clutched my glass tightly and stared into her playful eyes. Slowly, she slithered her fingers up my thigh and underneath my skirt, and I didn’t stop her. I let her touch me, tease me, taunt me with her fingers.

      When she reached my panties, she stiffened, sucked in a breath, and gnawed on the inside of her cheek. “God, you’re wetter than I am,” she murmured, which only made my pussy ache even more.

      I sucked in a sharp breath, too, and spread my legs a bit wider. “Still … not forward enough,” I said, caught in the moment.

      Her pink-painted lips twitched into a small smirk, and she gently touched my clit, rubbing it in circles underneath the bar top so nobody could see. Still, I peered around to make sure everyone had busied themselves with someone or something else.

      If anyone saw this, saw us …

      “What’s your name?” she whispered.

      “Sage,” I said in a breath as she massaged my clit. “Wh-what’s yours?”

      “Laila,” she said, gaze dropping to my lips. “Say it.”

      “Laila,” I repeated.

      “One night …” she said, smirking. “One night, you’ll be moaning it.”

      Another wave of pleasure rushed through me, nearly pushing me to the edge already.

      “I’ve wanted to talk to you all night.”

      “But your husband …”

      “Is okay with this,” she finished. “He even suggested it.”

      “Are you … serious?” I whispered, unable to believe this was real.

      She was either dead serious or had had a few too many drinks or a combination of both.

      She took my hand. “Let me show you.”

      “Show me what?”

      “How serious I am.” She pulled my hand up her dress and placed it over her panties, which were completely soaked through.

      Warmth rushed through my core, and I clenched.

      This couldn’t be happening. This really couldn’t be happening.

      I glanced around to ensure nobody was watching us, then couldn’t stop myself from drawing my thumb over her swollen clit. I furrowed my brow and whimpered to myself, the heat growing inside me.

      Laila softly moaned, staring at me with huge fuck me eyes that no woman had ever given me before. I had been the one to deal those out to Austin every night for the past few months.

      And while I knew I should be getting away from this place and going home, I couldn’t stop myself from rubbing my thumb faster against her clit. My hand was buried underneath her skirt, and heat was coming off her in waves.

      “Do you want to come meet my husband? We have a proposition for you,” she asked suddenly, still rubbing my clit.

      “What kind of proposition?” I asked, heart pounding.

      “One million dollars in exchange for you being our toy.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      sage

      Wh-what did she just say? She wants me to be their toy in exchange for money? She wants her husband to use me, touch me, thrust himself inside me? And she wants to grind her pussy against me while he does?

      After pulling her hand from my skirt, Laila grabbed my hand and led me through the dancing crowd, then through a dimly lit back hallway. I stared down at the marble tiles, heart pounding inside my chest when I spotted two large bodyguards standing in front of the last door.

      This has to be a joke. Or more like a death sentence.

      Intertwining her fingers with mine and squeezing, Laila pulled me toward her until her breasts brushed against my arm. Warmth exploded through my core, my pussy pounding already, and she hadn’t really touched me yet.

      When we reached the guards, I stopped Laila. “Are you sure this is okay?”

      She giggled, the sound making me tighten, and nodded to the guards anyway. They glanced briefly at me, and then one opened the door into the large luxury office. A white fur rug. A black marble desk. And the mobster with a handsome face and devilish smirk.

      With dark brown hair slicked back, a black Rolex clasped around his wrist, and a tailored suit that hugged his muscular body, he gazed across the desk at me and pressed his full pink lips together.

      Once the door shut, Laila dropped my hand and walked to her husband. “This is Constantino.”

      “H-hi,” I squeaked out, nerves nipping at my insides. “I’m Sage.”

      “I know,” he said, voice deep and gruff.

      “Y-you know?”

      “I know everyone who comes into my club more than once.” Constantino walked around the desk so he stood in front of it, then leaned back and didn’t say another word, his hooded eyes terrifyingly dark.

      Laila stood next to him, her left breast pressed against his chest.

      I stood next to the couch and stared at them through wide eyes, my core warming. This … this really couldn’t be happening right now. Maybe she was testing me, seeing if I’d touch her husband with her so she could … kill me. Was that what the Mafia did?

      “Come here,” she said, reaching for me.

      Gulping, I stepped toward her and looked between the married couple.

      She dropped her hand and placed it on the front of her husband’s suit pants, stroking the bulge. Wetness pooled between my thighs. I ground my legs together, trying to ease the ache between them.

      “Share my husband’s cock with me,” Laila purred.

      Dropping to her knees in front of him, she undid his belt, unzipped the front of his pants, then pulled them down. His cock was hard, long, and so thick through his briefs, and I’d bet it was throbbing, like my pussy was.

      I peered up at him, my entire body hot.

      But he didn’t say anything, just leaned back and gently drew a finger down the side of her cheek. When he looked back up at me, his eyes were dark and hooded again, making him look like the man of all those rumors, about the man who ran The Syndicate, the man who killed for his wife.

      Laila curled her slim, manicured fingers around the waistband of his briefs and slowly pulled them down, revealing his huge cock inch by inch until Constantino’s dick sprang out of them.

      She held it by the base and pressed her full lips on the tip, her tongue traveling around his head to lick up Constantino’s pre-cum. I swallowed hard, unable to pull my gaze away from her as she took him into her mouth and stared at me.

      After bobbing her head on him a couple of times, she came up for air, strands of spit dangling from her mouth to his cock. “If you don’t like it, you don’t have to accept any offer we give you,” she murmured, unbuttoning the top button of her dress to reveal even more cleavage.

      My gaze dropped to her tits, and I whimpered softly, desperately wanting to see them.

      “Order my wife to take off her dress,” Constantino said to me.

      Heat grew between my legs. “T-take off your top.”

      Laila undid the rest of the buttons and let her dress slide off her slim shoulders, leaving her top half in nothing but a lacy bra that I would’ve sworn was a push-up bra before she took it all off.

      “And her bra,” Constantino continued. “Tell her you want to see her tits.”

      I ground my thighs together, watching Laila suck on the head of her husband’s cock while he ordered me to tell her what to do. I swallowed hard, desperately needing someone to touch me, and whimpered.

      “Take off your bra too. I want to see your tits.”

      With his cock in her mouth, Laila unfastened her bra and let her tits bounce out. While her frame was small—not quite petite, but tinier than mine—her tits lay heavy on her chest, not perky, like I’d expected them to be.

      But, fuck, they were even sexier than I’d imagined. I wanted to run my mouth all over them, feel them against mine, feel her nipples glide against my chest as her husband pounded into her from behind.

      Laila bobbed her head faster on her husband’s throbbing cock, her tits bouncing around. I clenched and found myself dropping to my knees next to her. She took all of Constantino into her mouth until her lips met the base of his cock and stared over at me with hot tears in her eyes. After gargling on him for a moment, she pulled away and held his dick out toward me.

      I stared at her, my stomach bubbling with nerves.

      “Share it,” Constantino said to Laila.

      She pulled me closer to her and nodded at me, as if to say it was okay for me to touch her husband. Constantino pushed himself between us, and our lips traveled up and down his shaft. At first, it was just his cock on my lips, but then I felt Laila’s lips on mine too.

      With the head of his cock between us, Laila moved her raspberry-stained lips against mine. Warmth exploded through my core, and I hungrily kissed her back, swirling my tongue around his head and against hers.

      Instead of thrusting his dick between us again, Constantino gently pulled himself away so the only thing Laila and I had left to kiss was each other. She shifted closer to me, her lips moving against mine and her hesitant hands resting on my knees.

      I wanted her to touch me more. I wanted her hands all over my body.

      When I finally pulled away for air, I spotted Constantino leaning against his desk and stroking his hard cock. His gaze drifted from his wife to me and back, lips parted slightly, but his stare was still harsh.

      “Don’t stop, doll,” he ordered.

      Laila glanced over at me and furrowed her brow, her drunken haze becoming clearer.

      “Touch her, doll. Then, tell me how she feels.”

      Goose bumps rose on my skin, the anticipation growing inside me.

      Laila leaned closer to me again and pressed her lips against mine, her hand sinking between my thighs. I found myself spreading my knees to give her better access as she rubbed my clit in small, torturous circles.

      “Laila,” I moaned against her lips.

      She moved her fingers faster and crawled toward me, straddling one of my legs and rubbing her cunt against my thigh. When she moaned into my mouth, I tilted my head back and spread my legs wider, the pressure building up higher inside me.

      “How does she feel, doll?” Constantino asked her.

      “God,” Laila murmured, her breath catching and her mouth hungrily back on mine. She bucked her hips faster and harder against my thigh, getting herself off. “She feels so good. So fucking good. I don’t wanna stop.”

      “Please,” I whispered against her mouth, “don’t.”

      As she continued to grind her cunt against me, she rubbed her fingers against my sensitive clit. She moved even closer, her breasts bouncing against my collarbone. She wrapped her free hand around the front of my throat, forced me to look up at her, and kissed me hard on the mouth.

      When she slipped her tongue into my mouth, I fucking lost it. I moaned into her, legs trembling and pleasure rushing through me. Laila rubbed me even harder and giggled into our kiss, her hips still moving against my thigh.

      “Fuck, doll,” Constantino grunted, pushing himself off the desk and moving toward us. His hand was tightly wrapped around his cock, stroking it back and forth quickly. He cupped her chin. “Open your mouth and share my cum with her.”

      As Laila opened her mouth and stared up at her husband, she continued to rub my clit and grind her pussy against my thigh. Constantino pressed the head of his swollen cock on her tongue and came into her mouth.

      My pussy pounded as the pressure rose higher inside me. Laila took all of his cum in her mouth, licked her lips clean, then leaned over to kiss me. I parted my lips and swapped spit and cum with her, tasting her husband.

      Wave after wave of pleasure exploded through me again. I threw my head back and moaned loudly, my pussy pulsing with delight. Strings of her husband’s cum hung between our mouths. My entire body tingled.

      Laila stared at me through hazy eyes and moved her pussy higher up my thigh, closer to my cunt. She bucked her hips back and forth a few more times and cried out in pleasure, coming all over my leg.

      Once I finally came down from the high, I leaned back against Constantino’s desk and took a deep breath. Laila crawled off me and tugged on her dress, watching me carefully, as if the alcohol had worn off. Or maybe it was the lust.

      Constantino stuffed himself back into his pants and walked around his desk, pulling a manila folder out of one of his drawers. He handed it to me, and I flipped it open to find a contract for their proposition.

      Laila smiled worriedly at me. “Think about it, Sage. Please.”
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      In exchange for one million dollars, Sage Stonewell agrees to be a plaything for Laila and Constantino Buratti for the term of one year. She must acclimate to the Burattis’ lifestyle of travel and luxury during the term of this agreement.

      I sucked in a sharp breath and continued reading the lengthy contract that detailed everything that I would have to do as their toy, including a list of kinks that each of them wanted to explore with me or that they would be participating in with each other.

      On the last page, they had left space for me to write my kinks.

      Swallowing hard, I glanced around the office and inched closer to my desk. It was ten in the morning on Friday, and I had already finished my work for this week, which meant that I had the next six hours to stare at this contract.

      Like I had been doing for the past week.

      But I had been way too nervous. I hadn’t even returned any of Austin’s phone calls. Not that I even wanted to get back together with him after he left me to fend for myself at the club on Friday. He had just wanted some pussy.

      I continued down the page.

      Shared Kinks: weapon play, domination, oral, anal, toys, BDSM of all kinds (with the exception of watersports or scat play), name-calling, degrada⁠—

      “Sage?” my boss called, peering out of his office.

      After quickly hiding the contract in the hundreds of papers on my desk, I grabbed my iPad with the designs on it for the upcoming project and hurried to his office. I had been working all week on creating the best artwork for an upcoming animated streaming romance series.

      But it had been hard to focus. So hard.

      Once I stepped into the office, the balding man stood behind his desk and nodded to the door. I closed it behind me and walked to the chair in front of him, placing the iPad on my thighs and remembering how it had felt when Laila put her hands there.

      We sat in silence for a couple of moments until he sat down and sighed.

      “There’s no easy way to say this, Sage. I know we just hired you a few of months ago, but”—my boss grimaced and shook his head—“the company ordered me to lay off people on the design team.”

      My eyes widened. “Wh-what?”

      This had been my dream job. I had spent over a hundred thousand dollars in college to perfect my art skills and get a degree so a studio of this scale would even recognize my work in a sea of amazing artists.

      Everyone had called me stupid for going to art school, but it had landed me a job here.

      What would I tell my family? That I was now hundreds of thousands of dollars in debt with no job, only to hear them say, I told you so?

      “Please pack up your desk and hand in your iPad by the end of the workday.”

      Tears forming in my eyes, I gave him the iPad and stood. My chest tightened.

      Why? Why is this happening?

      I walked out of his office with a shattered heart and moved aimlessly toward my desk, feeling so numb. Once I made it to the small cubicle, which really hindered all sense of creativity, I gathered my belongings.

      No way would I wait until the end of the day.

      If they were firing me, then I would leave now. I grabbed all the things that I had brought to work over the course of the last month—all the papers and pictures of my family, the cute knickknacks sitting in the cubicle corner.

      And then … I grabbed the manila folder with the contract.

      I peered down at it and swallowed hard.

      One million dollars per year.

      That was how much the Mafia boss and his wife had offered me to be their toy. They wanted me to live in their home, sleep in their bed, and submit to them on my hands and knees at a moment’s notice. The deal was to do whatever they wanted sexually and nothing more.

      But no strings attached never worked out.

      It would be enough to pay back my student loans, not default on any money owed to the bank. I would be able to finally buy an iPad of my own and draw all day long without the need to sell my soul to some studio.

      Of course, the money wasn’t legal, and the job came with countless cons. If anyone found out about me, I’d be harassed by the cops, targeted by rival families, and seen as nothing more than a filthy, easy slut by the Buratti relatives.

      But I’d be under Constantino’s protection. And Constantino didn’t take anyone’s shit.
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      laila

      “So …” Bethany hummed over brunch mimosas. She tossed some blonde hair behind her ear and gently pressed a napkin to the corner of her glossy pink lips. “Federica said she saw you talking with a new girl at the club last Friday. Is she a dancer?”

      I swallowed hard, glanced down at my food, and took a sip of my Afterglow. “Federica, uh … said that?”

      Nobody was supposed to see me with Sage, never mind see me bringing her into the back room with Constantino. I didn’t know if she’d ever even message us back about the agreement—it had already been a week—but I couldn’t let the girls find out.

      Bethany would think that I liked her and totally toss me to the side, just like my parents had. And that could never ever happen again. I had worked so hard to get to this place, to feel happy and comfortable again.

      When I placed the glass down, a waiter grabbed it from me and poured me a new drink.

      I smiled at Bethany and shook my head. “We’re thinking about bringing her on as a maid. Definitely not a dancer. I don’t need Constantino staring at her all day. She’s way too pretty for that.”

      Bethany slid her knife into her chicken and popped a piece into her mouth. “You know what I’d do to him if he ever cheated on you, Laila. And, plus, you’re hotter than any of those bitches at the club.”

      Lips curling into a half-smile, I peered down at my food. “I know. I know.”

      God, I hated lying.

      But I had to keep up the act with her, or they’d kick me out of their little clique. And she and the girls were the closest damn thing I had to sisters. Especially in this family and in this life, I needed them.

      From the corner of my eye, I spotted a couple glancing our way and whispering. My stomach twisted, my food suddenly unappetizing. When they saw me staring at them, they quickly looked away.

      FBI.

      I turned back to Bethany and acted as if nothing were wrong. I didn’t want to worry her or alert the FBI that I had recognized them. Like I had said, I needed Bethany and the other girls, especially when the FBI was following Constantino.

      More than usual these days.

      Our informants within the police department had told us they were building a case against our family. And if Constantino went to prison, I would fucking lose it. I would have no one, except Bethany.

      “I booked us mani-pedis for tomorrow at Clouds,” Bethany said, tugging out her phone and glancing through her calendar. “I wanted to get my lips filled again, but all her appointments were booked for this weekend.” She peered over at me, her green eyes filled with excitement. “You should definitely tag along next time I go.”

      I drew my tongue across my bottom lip. “You think?”

      She grabbed my hand from across the table. “Once you do it one time, you’re not going to want to stop. Same with eyelash extensions. Do you remember how long it took me to convince you to get your lashes done?”

      Laughing softly, I took a bite of my food. “Forever.”

      “You should come with me and try it out. Get those pouty lips for Constantino.”

      “I don’t want them to fuck it up,” I said. “Besides⁠—”

      Someone wrapped their arm around my shoulders. I glanced up to see Constantino leaning down to kiss me on the lips.

      Once he pulled away, he peered toward Bethany. “I’m going to steal my wife away for a couple of minutes, Bethany.”

      “Hey!” she said to him. “Not for too long. It’s a girls’ day.”

      Constantino grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet, guiding me past the suspicious couple and toward the front of the restaurant. I intertwined my fingers with his and let out a breath I had been holding since Bethany had brought up Sage.

      “What’re you doing here?” I asked.

      Once we slipped out the exit, Constantino walked with me to our black Mercedes with tinted windows, but didn’t push me inside the way he usually did when he didn’t want anyone to hear our conversation.

      “I wanted to see my wife,” Constantino said.

      “Have you heard anything from Sage?”

      “She’s all that pretty mind thinks about, isn’t she?”

      My cheeks burned, and I glanced at the pavement. “Sorry.”

      He cupped my chin, lifted my face, and chuckled. “I already told you that I don’t mind, doll. If she doesn’t return to the club tonight, I’ll find her. We’ll get your horny ass a response either way.”

      “Don’t pressure her,” I whispered, heart swelling. “Please.”

      While I might’ve been his wife for years now and might’ve witnessed more than just him forcing someone to do something, I didn’t want him hurting Sage in any way. I wanted her to want this the way we did.

      I sure hoped she wanted this.

      Because I hadn’t been able to erase her from my mind. Her body. That kiss.

      I had touched myself every night this week while Constantino was working, just thinking about the way she’d feel against me. I wanted to kiss her again, to touch her again, to play with her anytime I wanted.

      “FBI’s here,” he said. “Vincent called me.”

      Looking back into the restaurant, I caught Vincent—my bodyguard—standing by our table, pissed off as Bethany gossiped to him about something. I stifled a laugh and watched the undercover couple walk out of the restaurant.

      They didn’t look our way once, but I knew they had been watching.

      They were always watching.

      I gripped Constantino’s hand. “Do you think they have something?”

      With his sharp jaw clenched, he shook his head. “They have a lot of shit, but nothing that can put me away. Or else they would’ve arrested me already.” He turned back to me and gently took my face in his hands, kissing me on the forehead. “I have to go take care of something, but I’ll see you tonight, doll.”

      After he ushered me back into the restaurant, I glanced through the large window as he slipped into his car. Every time he left me, I feared that it’d be the last time I saw him, the last time I touched him.

      Being the wife to the most wanted mobster had never been easy.
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      constantino

      I strolled around the basement of The Syndicate, holding a chef’s knife in my hand. Blood dripped from its edge onto the cobblestone floor as harmonic screams drifted through my ears.

      “I’m going to ask you again,” I said, turning toward the man and placing the tip of my knife right over his heart. “And if you don’t answer me”—I trailed the knife down the center of his abdomen—“I’m going to finish taking those fucking fingers of yours and then cut off your dick.”

      Holding up the knife, I tilted my head and let him watch his own blood drip off its edges. “It won’t be a clean and easy cut with a knife like this. So, why don’t you open your fucking mouth and tell me who snitched?”

      “I don’t know!” he shouted.

      Sighing through my nose, I grabbed his hand and chopped off one finger. He gargled in pain as the blood leaked out of his wounds now. Three fingers gone, and this fucker still didn’t want to talk.

      “The hell do you mean, you don’t know?!” I growled. “We have the fucking FBI looking into us because someone opened their big fucking mouth. And, Flavio, you seem to have the biggest mouth in the family. Don’t know when to close it.”

      “I didn’t do it!”

      Another finger.

      “Please!”

      His thumb.

      He wailed out in pain. “I didn’t mean it!”

      I pulled my knife away from his second hand and tilted my head. “Ah, there we go. Finally want to start telling me the truth, don’t you? So, fucking spill it before I cut off your cock.”

      “I-it was a girl I brought home. She got me drunk, and—you’re right; I talk too much when I have some drinks in me.” He chuckled half-heartedly. “You know how it is, right? With those women and⁠—”

      I slammed my knife into the side of his throat and left it there, watching the light fade from his eyes. After ordering some men to clean it up, I walked to the bathroom to wash the blood off my hands, then headed back upstairs.

      I had better things to do than listen to the man who had betrayed our family.

      Amid flashing lights and grinding bodies, I walked through the Buratti family club toward the back offices, where my men were stationed in black suits. After nodding to them, I stepped into my office and closed the door behind me.

      When I made it to the desk, one of my men knocked twice on the door. “Boss, Sage is here to see you.”

      “Sage?” I asked, mind flickering to Laila. “Send her in.”

      Staring down at her feet, she scurried into the room and sat down in front of me on one of the two leather chairs, chewing on the inside of her lip. When the door clicked closed, she sucked in a breath and peeked a glance up at me.

      Awaiting her answer, I sat back in my chair, tapped my finger on the armrest, and glanced down at the contract in her shaky hands. “I see that you’ve come to a decision.”

      “Yes,” she whispered.

      “Speak up when you talk to me,” I growled, remembering how timid Laila had been when I first met her.

      “Yes,” she said a bit louder, obviously trying to fake confidence.

      “And?” I asked, unable to read her.

      “And I …” She fumbled with the contract and slid it across the desk. “I want to do it.”

      The corner of my lips twitched up as I grabbed the contract from her. “Do what?”

      “I want to be your toy.”

      After a couple of moments of staring at her intensely, I flipped to the last page of the contract, spotted her signature, and smirked. “Abele!” I shouted to my men.

      The security guard opened the door and stuck his head into the room. “Yes, sir?”

      “Bring the car around the back.”

      When Abele disappeared, I stood and held out my hand for her to take. “You will start tonight. Laila will be surprised. She’s been waiting for your reply since last Friday, Sage.”

      Hesitantly, she grabbed my hand. “And you?” she asked. “How do you feel about it?”

      Guiding her toward the door, I chuckled. “This might’ve been Laila’s idea, but I’ve been waiting for your response almost as much as she has. After seeing how excited my wife was when she saw you last weekend, I can’t wait to tie you up and have my way with both of you.”

      Not only because it made Laila happy, but because if this worked out, then Laila would have someone there for her if the FBI found something incriminating on us and hauled me off to prison. I didn’t trust any men with Laila, but Sage …

      I had looked into her history the first night that Laila glanced over at her and found that they had a lot of the same interests before I married Laila. The girls in the family had changed my wife, and I wanted her to find love in her art projects again.

      Sage shifted slightly and rubbed her thighs together while we walked down the hall, opposite of the club and to a back door. Abele opened the door for us, glancing briefly at her hand in mine, then handed me the keys.

      “Don’t call me for the night,” I said to Abele, glancing at Sage. “Laila and I will be busy.”

      After curtly nodding at me, Abele shut the back door. I slid into the driver’s seat and peered at Sage, who pressed her hands to her thighs in an attempt to stop them from bouncing.

      Once I drove about ten blocks down, I pulled into the underground parking lot of my luxury skyrise building. Nervously, she shuffled out of the car and walked with me to the elevators as I tapped on my phone to send her the first half of the payment.

      “You will get half now,” I said, pressing the top button in the elevator. “Half once this year is complete. All your expenses will be paid, and you’ll live in this building, a couple of floors down from us. We already have a place set out for you.”

      Sage’s phone buzzed, and my payment popped up on her screen. A deposit of $500,000.

      When the elevator doors opened, I grabbed her hand. “Come. We’re going to see my wife.”
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      sage

      Once Constantino pressed his finger to the door pad and tapped a couple of buttons on his lock, the door swung open, and I was hit with a shit ton of nerves. Yet, instead of moving back like I usually did, I stepped into their penthouse and gulped.

      It smelled just like her in here, the air doused in her rosy perfume.

      “Laila,” Constantino called, his usual demanding voice calm now.

      “In here!” Laila shouted from inside the home. “I’ve been waiting all day for you.”

      He placed a hand on my lower back and guided me down the hallway, toward a back room. A soft moan drifted down the hall, and I swallowed hard, the heat gathering between my legs.

      What will Laila do once she finds me here? Does she even know I am coming?

      When we reached the last door, I stopped in my tracks. Laila was lying back on the bed in the sexiest pair of maroon lingerie I had ever seen, her eyes closed, her breasts barely covered, and her fingers dragging along her lacy panties that didn’t hide anything.

      “Look who I brought home for us, doll.”

      Laila opened her intense brown eyes and froze, sucking in sharply. For a moment, I thought she wanted to pull her hand away, but when her lips curled into a small smirk, she continued playing with her wet folds, the sight making me clench.

      “What do you think?” Constantino asked, grabbing my hand and twirling me around like I was an object—I guessed that was what I was to them now. The Mafia’s toy. To use. To play with. To pleasure themselves with.

      “I love her,” Laila murmured, biting her lower lip. “She’s so sexy.”

      Constantino gently pulled me in front of him, one arm curling around my waist, his other hand dipping between my legs to touch me under my skirt. I yelped in surprise, my heart pounding against my rib cage. He massaged my clit from behind, his other hand trailing up my body to grasp my breast through my top.

      “Take it off of her,” Laila said. “I’ve been waiting to finally see her again.”

      With one of his hands still buried between my legs, Constantino pulled my shirt over my head and swiftly undid my bra, and my breasts bounced out of it. Laila spread her legs a bit further, hooking one finger around her panties and pulling it to the side so we could see everything as she rubbed herself.

      After popping all of the buttons on my skirt, Constantino let it fall to the ground and left me in just my underwear. He continued to rub my pussy, the pressure building higher and higher in my core.

      “Does my wife turn you on?” Constantino murmured in my ear.

      “Yes,” I breathed, watching as Laila’s head fell back as she moaned.

      “Do you want to eat her pussy?”

      A wave of heat rushed through me. “Yes.”

      Constantino slipped his fingers into my underwear and pulled apart my folds, teasing my pussy harder and faster until my legs started trembling. “She’s wanted to eat yours all week, kept asking me what you’d taste like.”

      After he pushed me a bit closer to the bed, I placed my knees on the edge and let him continue.

      He gazed over my body at her and gently kissed my shoulder. “Come over here, doll.” He held out his wet fingers toward her. “Have a taste.”

      Laila crawled over to us, grabbed Constantino’s wrist, and tugged his fingers into her mouth, wrapping her pink-painted lips around them. Like how she’d sucked his cock, she bobbed her head back and forth slightly. Heat gathered between my legs as she moaned.

      Moving even closer to me, Laila placed her knees on either side of my thigh, sat her sopping pussy against my leg, and ground herself against me as she leaned over my shoulder to kiss her husband, her breasts near my face.

      My breath caught in my throat, nerves zipping through me. I had never been with a woman like this before, but I had wanted to try it for so long. It wasn’t a phase or taboo or even something impulsive.

      Pushing my nerves to the side, I leaned forward and placed my mouth just above the hem of her lacy bra, kissing her softly at first. Laila set her hand behind my head and pulled me closer to her, moaning into her husband’s mouth and continuing to grind her pussy against my thigh.

      Constantino shoved his fingers back into my panties, and Laila followed, her fingers moving just as quickly as his. The sensation from two pairs of hands all over me drove me wild. I sucked harder on Laila’s breast, tugging down her lacy bra and taking her nipple between my teeth.

      “Fuck,” Laila murmured, pulling away.

      For a moment, I thought I had fucked up or done something wrong. But Laila pushed me down onto the bed, my back against the mattress, and forced me to spread my legs. She and Constantino dipped their heads between my thighs and ate my pussy, each wanting to taste me for themselves.

      The pressure rose in my core, my toes curling. “Oh my gosh …”

      With his callous hand gliding against my inner thigh, Constantino entered me with two fingers and pumped them in and out while his wife’s tongue flicked against my swollen clit. I laced my hands into her hair, my legs trembling hard.

      “I’m going to … to …” I threw my head back, on the verge of the most intense orgasm I had had in a while.

      And when Laila said, “Come for me,” and tugged on my nipple, I screamed out in pleasure.

      Wave after wave of ecstasy rushed through me, my arms and legs numbing with pins and needles.

      If this was what the next year would bring, I would be so happy, being their toy.

      Once I finished, Laila sat back next to me. “Sit on my face,” she said breathlessly, licking her bottom lip.

      My brow furrowed. “A-again?”

      “Yes, again.”

      Hesitantly, I crawled onto her with my pussy in her face and her pussy in mine before dipping my head to kiss just above her underwear line. I clenched at the mere thought of me kissing her further down, yet the nerves reappeared because I had never done this before. Ever.
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