
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: ]


[image: ]

EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING

www.evernightpublishing.com

––––––––

Copyright© 2026 Sam Crescent

––––––––

ISBN: 978-0-3695-1402-8

Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

Editor: Lisa Petrocelli

––––––––

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

––––––––

WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal.  No part of this book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in reviews. No AI Training permitted.

This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 


WORDS CUT DEEP

––––––––

[image: ]


Sam Crescent

Copyright © 2026

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Childish. Immature. Grow up. Stupid. Idiot. Useless. Waste of space. 

The insults kept whirling in Mia Fabbri’s mind. She couldn’t get them out of her head. It was like they were cemented there with no way of escape. She was used to insults. Being the only daughter and the youngest child of six had been hard. 

She’d been surrounded by brothers who could stand on their own two feet. Brothers she didn’t speak to, nor the rest of her family. She tried to avoid going to any functions they attended, and she also never extended an invitation for them to visit her with Giovanni, her husband who also happened to think of her as a child. That complaint had been heartbreaking. 

All three of her friends had heard their husbands complain about them. She knew hers weren’t the worst complaint, but to her, it had cut to the core. 

She didn’t know if she would have been happier to be in Tatiana’s position, where her husband found comfort elsewhere. Or Clarissa, who was boring, according to her husband. Then there was Liana, whose husband had called her a doormat. 

Mia could handle all of them. If Giovanni had needed a mistress, fine, she would have made him pay for it, but she could handle it. If Giovanni had thought she was boring in bed, then it was simple—spice things up. She had watched porn and had read some erotic fiction. She could do all of that. She could even handle being called a doormat. 

But to be called childish and have everything she loved thrown in her face just crushed her. 

Life fucking sucked. 

Back home, she had constantly been told what a failure she was, how she didn’t measure up to other women in the Colombo Mafia. 

Her father had been so happy at the prospect of marrying her off. At eighteen, this marriage had been arranged, but for a good three years, something had happened to always get in the way. She did believe for a short time that Giovanni was trying to end the union, and now she was starting to think it was because he didn’t want to be married to her. 

She kept trying. Mia knew Giovanni was trying to make this work. He’d organized an amazing Halloween party, or as amazing as an amateur could. Not that she could call herself a professional, she had just been better at organizing parties.

Her parents never knew she helped organize the best parties for them, and that Casey Owens, the woman who organized parties for her family, often reached out to for her advice. Casey had even hinted that if Mia ever wanted to not be a mafia wife, she would make a kick-ass event planner. It was something Mia kept to herself, because if anyone found out Casey had even suggested it, it would mean certain death. Mia appreciated that there was a chance for her to have a life away from all of this, only that was the illusion. If she attempted to divorce Giovanni, she had no doubt her parents would kill her. If not her parents, then her brothers. 

Image meant everything to him, and she already failed since she was overweight and not the prettiest girl in the Colombo Mafia. 

Her parents also didn’t like that she had become friends with what they called “misfits.” Her best friends didn’t quite fit in. They were all different, and it just so happened they had all been married off to husbands who were also friends, and some of the scariest men within the Colombo Mafia. 

She took a deep breath and thought about all she had gotten through—Thanksgiving, the attack that had cost them a few members of staff, and then Christmas. 

Mia looked around at her women’s shed. At first, it hadn’t seemed like much when Giovanni presented it to her a few weeks after their wedding. Now, she spent a great deal of time here. It was the only place she knew she could come where Giovanni couldn’t see her. He’d told her about all the security cameras in the house, so this was the only place she could call her own. 

She sat on her comfortable chair, pulled her knees up to her chest, wrapped her arms around them, and just held on. 

There was no possibility of a divorce, and what hurt more was, she had fallen madly in love with her husband, especially on their wedding night. She had been terrified about losing her virginity, thinking about the whole bloody sheets ritual, and everyone looking at them. Giovanni had insisted on just getting showered and lying next to each other. He had cut a small part of his arm to provide the blood in the morning. 

They did have sex, but it had been away from prying eyes. Giovanni had even taken care of the sheets, so none of the staff knew what had happened. She didn’t ask how he did it, and he had seemed like the perfect gentleman. 

Only, that hadn’t been true. It was all a façade. 

He probably didn’t want to have sex with her on their wedding night, because she was too childish, or a complete and total failure. Her brothers had been taking bets on how long it would take for her to mess up. Just the memory of stumbling into that conversation broke her heart. Her own brothers expected her to fuck up. She was nothing more than a disappointment to them all. She couldn’t help but wonder if Giovanni was looking for a replacement. 

Mia knew she was bound by rules that meant there was no other place for her to go, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t find comfort and companionship elsewhere. 

Looking around, she couldn’t help but judge her space with fresh eyes. She’d painted the inside of it pink, and there were fluffy cushions, and idea boards, and ... it was all so girly and immature. She decided to start tearing it down. It was time for the childish, hopeful Mia to disappear and fade away. She was not important. Growing up was. 

Her hands stuffed with cushions and torn-up idea collages, she left her space, found one of the guards, and immediately asked him how she should handle the trash. Within a few hours, her space was bare, apart from a few pieces of furniture, but even that seemed immature to her. It was time to grow up and not look for the joy in the little things in life. She was not going to be a failure. 

She had one job as a wife, and that was to present a perfectly respectable front for her husband, and to provide him children. They were still having sex, but it was a duty—her duty—and that was exactly what she would do. 

****
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Giovanni watched as his wife completely tore apart her space. He had never told her he had also put security cameras in her women’s shed, so he could keep an eye on her at all times. 

Mia didn’t have a clue as to why he installed the cameras in the first place. It wasn’t for their enemies, although the Colombo Mafia had quite a few, which he had to help take care of just a few weeks ago. 

He tightened his grip around the stress ball he had been using for quite some time over the last few weeks. He had known married life was not going to be all smooth sailing, but he had thought they would have a longer honeymoon period. Of course, he knew this was all his fault.

He hadn’t kept his big mouth shut, and seeing as the guys were just talking about married life in general, he had come up with the first thing that came to his mind. It helped that they were currently having a party to celebrate entering fall, but that was beside the point. 

Giovanni loved her energy and excitement. For the first time in his life, he looked forward to coming home, and he knew that was all down to Mia. 

It wasn’t that she was childish or immature, she hadn’t lost that excitement about life. Life always seemed fun to her. There was always something to look forward to, even during the summer months. 

She tore everything down in her space. He didn’t know what it was that had made her do this, but he knew there was more to it. He couldn’t stop her, couldn’t even let her know he had lied to her, that there were cameras in every room of the house, so he could watch her. 

She had stopped greeting him at the door when he arrived. Their mealtimes were separate. She didn’t ask him to come shopping with her anymore, or even to throw a party. He’d been the one to arrange the last party. His wife was freezing him out, and he hated it, but there was nothing he could do. 

No one knew this, but from the moment he had met Mia, when she was eighteen years old until the time he married her, he had fucking adored her. She was a breath of fresh air. The smile on her lips always seemed genuine. He had wanted to marry her at eighteen, but one commitment and problem after another had kept them apart. Their wedding had been a trial. There was even one point when her own father had asked if he was attempting to sabotage the wedding. He hadn’t. He wanted to marry Mia. 

And now, he needed to fix whatever fuckup this was. He knew he was probably the only one to fucking blame for what was happening right now. Squeezing his stress ball, he got to his feet and pressed a few keys on his computer to lock it, so Mia wouldn’t know he liked to watch her. 

He left his office and made his way down the hall, out toward the back, in time to see some of his men carrying Mia’s furniture around the front. 

“What is going on?” he asked, calling to Steven, one of the men who worked for him. 

“Your wife has asked us to take all her stuff to the trash.”

Giovanni nodded, and then he was able to make his way down toward the end of the garden, where he heard a small growl coming from her shed. The shed was designed to look like a small house on the outside, and it still looked the same. Some might consider it a child’s playhouse, but it wasn’t. It was a luxury shed, one he gave her so she could have her own space. Married life for mafia women could be overwhelming, and he wanted her to have the best. Unlike most sheds, this was fully heated, well-insulated, and he had made sure to get an electrician to install some outlets so she could have whatever her heart desired out there. There was no television, but there was a small beauty space, along with a music player as well. 

They couldn’t seem to get past this nonsense, and it was driving him crazy. It didn’t matter what he did or said, it was like she couldn’t hear him. Standing at the doorway of her shed, he looked inside and stared at her. 

“Are you ... redecorating?” he asked. 

Mia looked toward him, a little red in the face. She wore a pair of jeans and an overly large flannel shirt. 

“I’m doing a pre-spring cleaning. Do you think I can go to the DIY store?” she asked. 

“What do you need?”

“Paint and brushes, and whatever else I think of that will change this space.”

“Mia, why are you doing this?” he asked. 

“Because it’s time. I’m not going to have that old stuff there. It’s time for new.”

Giovanni had no interest in going to the DIY store. There was a reason he hired interior designers, so he didn’t have to deal with any of that shit. 

He liked killing people. He liked taking care of his sector. Do-It-Yourself maintenance was not him, and he certainly was not a nine-to-five kind of guy. But even though he had a lot of men at Mia’s disposal, he found himself agreeing to go with her. At first, she tried to tell him she could find someone else, which he fucking hated. If anyone was going to take his wife anywhere, it was going to be him. End of fucking story. 

Once in the car, he kept his annoyance at bay, and Mia sat beside him, arms folded, and stared out the window. 

He didn’t have a clue what to say to her. There was this distance between them he couldn’t seem to cross. He never had difficulty communicating with anyone, not even fucking rats or snitches. He was an expert in getting whatever shit he wanted out of people. Only, right now, he felt like a fucking failure. 

“It’s a good day,” he said, looking for anything to fill the silence. 

“Spring’s nearly here,” Mia said. 

Spring! That was a change of season. “Is there anything you’d like to do to ... you know, celebrate?” He glanced over to her, then returned his attention back to the road.

“Nah, it’s okay,” she said. “No one needs a spring party, especially with Easter around the corner.”

There was a time she would have been all over it, and now she was giving him the cold shoulder, and he was struggling with it. 

“Are we hosting Easter?” he asked. 

They hosted most events. 

“No.”

“Look, Mia, you can have any party you want. All you’ve got to do is name the time and place.”

“Liana’s hosting Easter this year,” Mia said. “We’re going to theirs.”

And that was it, conversation terminated. 

They were going to their friend’s place. He should have known. His grip tightened on the steering wheel as he tried to fill the silence once again. There was a time Mia didn’t need any help in filling the gap. She could talk about anything. It’s strange how he suddenly missed her excessive talking. He would give anything to have her talk about the day, or the clouds. 

“Isn’t Liana pregnant?” he asked. 

He felt Mia’s gaze on him. 

“Yes.”

“Do you think it is wise that she should host Easter for us, when we’re quite capable of doing it ourselves?” he asked, hoping to extend the olive branch. 

“I, Clarissa, and Tatiana will be with her. We’re all helping and chipping in. You don’t need to worry about Liana’s health. We’re all going to take care of her.”

That would mean their husbands were going to be present. 

“That’s nice,” Giovanni said. 

“I thought so. She was so excited when she talked about it.”

He had hoped that conversation would spark a deeper one. Only, after Mia said her final part, that was it. Back to arms folded, she sat staring out the window, and he just drove her to the damn DIY store. 

Four of his men had joined them in the car behind. Since the recent threat to the Colombo Mafia, this would be how they traveled until they were sure all threats were eliminated. Last year they had a group of thugs who had come together, distributing a drug that looked like Colombo product but was causing people to die. They had taken care of the scientists and the people behind it, but there were always threats. 

So far, everything had been quiet. He didn’t trust the quiet. That was when bad things tended to happen. 

It was why he knew if he didn’t get his wife talking to him soon, bad shit was going to go down. He didn’t want to be in a bad marriage. He ... liked his wife. 

Mia didn’t wait for him to open the door. She climbed out of the car the moment he put it in “park,” and he had to run to keep up with her. He saw she had already grabbed a cart, and they were heading toward the painting section. 

She was full of surprises today, especially as she grabbed a can of magnolia and black paint. Next were cushions, also black and brown. His bright, colorful wife was creating herself a space that was cold, artless, and not what he had expected.

There was nothing she chose that matched Mia’s personality. Everything was cold. And he hated it. He knew the damage he had done was not yet repaired, but he didn’t have a clue how to change it. He was at a loss for how to make his wife whole again. 
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Chapter Two
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It took a week, but Mia finished her space, and then, after sitting in it for two hours, felt herself get even more depressed. 

There was no color. The furniture was black, and the cupboards and storage boxes were also black. The walls were magnolia, which did match the white carpet, but she hated it. There was not even a speck of color. There was no warmth. 

After a few hours, she left the women’s space, and that had been two weeks ago now. Three weeks in total of her life, gone. 

Mia stood at the porch with a thick jacket wrapped around her as she looked out across the yard. She had also put on a hat, as well as some gloves and a scarf. It had snowed overnight. She didn’t know if it was going to be the last snowfall of the season, but it looked stunning. 

All she wanted to do was go out and walk in it. Actually, she wanted to build a snowman. How fucking childish was that? Instead, she stood outside in the freezing cold with her red-hot coffee, only wishing she could go and play. There would not be any playtime for her. All childish games and attitude had ceased. She was a grownup now. At least, that was what she kept telling herself. 
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