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In honor of Forbidden Love 



Chapter One 

She couldn’t seem to cry. Bree O’Reiley Donovan watched as they lowered her dead 
husband's casket into the ground and though she felt like doing nothing more than 
pitching herself forward in after him, her eyes stayed dry. Her mother, Angela, called it 
shock. But it had been less than a week since Michael had died after one of Bernardo 
Dardano’s henchmen cut the brakes on his car. Shouldn’t the shock have worn off by 
now? 

At the time, she’d cried. She’d wailed. She’d felt as if she were being ripped apart 
inside. She’d cursed the Dardanos and vowed to destroy them. 

And now, Bree felt…nothing. She watched with an air of detachment as their four 
year old son, Will, stepped forward and looked down at the coffin, now resting at the 
bottom of the hole. 

Bree’s sister, Beth, moved close and pulled Will back. The boy turned and looked 
up at his mother with small brown eyes. His father’s eyes. 

“Mommy? We see daddy ‘fore he go in hev’n?” 

Bree blinked and stared down at her son. His cheeks were rosy from the cold. Was 
it cold? She opened her mouth to answer and realized she had no answers because 
nothing made sense anymore. 

Bree had lived most of her teen years selfishly, the spoiled middle daughter of the 
O'Reiley mob family, without thought for how her actions affected others. She’d been a 
wild child and Michael, a calming influence, had come in and stolen her heart. She’d 
finally gotten it right. She’d changed. She liked to think of herself as a better person now. 
Yet what did that matter in the end? Bree had lost everything in the end anyway. No, not 
everything, a small internal voice told her.  She reached out and clutched Will to her. 

The priest was talking, praising Michael’s virtues. He would have gotten a kick 
out of that. Bree absently ran her fingers through Will’s dark hair as she listened without 
hearing. 

And then it was over. Her father, John, was walking towards her and slipped an 
arm around her. “Come on, sweetie. Let’s go to the pub and get something to eat. How’s 
that sound?” 



She nodded, reaching up and holding on to the hand that was draped around her 
shoulder. Bree turned in towards him, needing his warmth, needing to feel something 
beyond this cold emptiness in the pit of her stomach. 

“Hey, little man,” John swung Will up into his arms. 

Bree gave him a silent ‘thank you,’ and walked alongside her father, past the 
bodyguards that had been a lifelong presence in her life. They kept the few reporters that 
were stupid enough to try and infiltrate this private moment at bay. 

As she slipped into her father’s Jaguar, she couldn’t help looking back at the 
freshly dug grave waiting for its shiny new tombstone. Michael Donovan. Beloved son. 
Beloved father. Beloved brother. Beloved. 

“I’m so proud of you, sweetie,” her father said once he got in on the driver’s side 
and started the car. 

She looked over at him in surprise. “Why?” 

“The way you’ve been holding yourself together for Will’s sake. You’ve been 
very strong throughout this whole ordeal. I just want you to know that nobody is going to 
blame you if you need a shoulder to cry on,” her father assured her. 

“Strong, huh?” Bree said wryly. “What if I told you that what you call being 
strong, I call…” She sighed and stared out the window as they made their way onto the 
road behind the other funeral marked cars. “I don’t even know what to call it, daddy. I 
just feel…nothing. Like a switch flipped off inside, you know?” 

“Yeah, I know,” John reached over and took her hand, his brown eyes warm. “But 
you listen to me, honey. We’re here for you. Whenever you need us.” 

Bree nodded. “I know,” 

As the day wore on, Bree realized that was the problem. As she went through the 
motions of fielding condolences from the hundreds of neighborhood friends and members 
of the other crime families in New York, she felt an unrest building in her. God help her, 
she felt crowded. She felt buried under the weight of everyone’s sympathy, and her 
detached feeling was giving way to the most overwhelming urge to scream bloody 
murder and tell everyone to get the hell out and leave her alone. 

But that would be selfish. And the new Bree wasn’t selfish anymore. Bree dug her 
nails into her palms as she wrapped her arms around Will, who was drifting off in her 
arms. The fish on her plate had long since gotten cold. 



“Here, honey. Let me take him and put him in the back,” her aunt Keira offered, 
reaching for Will. She was a petite woman with dark hair and violet eyes. She was 
married to Bree's Uncle Jack. 

Bree recoiled for a second. No, he’s all I have left! But she blinked and forced 
herself to lift her sleeping son into Keira’s arms. 

She caught sight of Mary, Michael’s mother, sitting in the corner weeping, 
leaning on Michael’s younger brother Charlie’s shoulder. 

It’s my fault. It’s my fault he’s dead. It’s my fault. Bree couldn’t breathe. She had 
to get out of there right now. She turned and rushed into the kitchen, out past the exit and 
back into the snow. 

She stood outside shaking as her mother came out to find her. “Charlie is driving 
his mother home,” she explained. 

Bree said nothing for a moment, just stared out and watched the moon turn the 
snow into blue silver. "If Michael hadn’t been married to me, he would still be alive-“ 

“Honey, no. Don’t do this to yourself,” 

“You’re right. I can’t do this anymore,” Bree said, sagging against the wall of 
brown stone, emotionally and physically exhausted. “I can’t…I need to get out of here.” 

“Sure, I’ll drive you home. We don’t want to wake Will, and I’m sure your 
grandfather wouldn’t mind staying with him for the night.” 

“No, mom. No. I mean out of here, out of town. At least for a few days,” 

“But Bree you should be with your family. I don’t feel comfortable with you 
going off somewhere when you’ve just had such a terrible loss. Besides, Christmas is the 
day after tomorrow. We’re going to try and keep something of the holiday for the kid’s 
sake. Plus the weather report-” 

“Mom, you’re not listening to me. I feel like I can’t breathe. Everywhere I look 
there’s someone who wants to tell me how sorry they are or share some memories of 
Michael, and I just want to forget.” 

“I understand this is painful for-“ 

“I’m begging you, ma. Stop,” Bree pleaded. She didn’t want to be mean, but she 
felt like many times when she spoke to her mother, she was speaking to a brick wall. 



Her mother was a fixer. Bree didn’t want to be fixed. She wanted to run and just 
keep running and if she couldn’t do that forever, then she would at least do it for a few 
days. 

“I’m thinking of just taking a few days off. Maybe going up to the family cabin or 
something. I just see him everywhere here, mom. I know you don’t understand-“ 

Angela took her hand and gave her a small smile. “It’s all right, baby girl. 
Whatever you need.” 

Bree stared at her mother in surprise, but she squeezed her hand gratefully. “But 
you’re right. Will shouldn’t have to miss out on Christmas. Do you think you could 
watch him for a few days until I come back?” 

“Yeah, I can do that,” 

Bree breathed a sigh of relief and thanked her parents. They made her promise to 
call them when she got to the cabin, and Bree assured them that she would. 

Her body felt a little lighter as she pulled out onto the highway in her own car, a 
sleek, navy blue Mercedes Benz. Every mile she drove was another mile further away 
from Michael and the loss of him. Relief took the edge off her pain a little, though her 
grief didn’t seem to abate any. 

As her walls slowly started to crumble, the tears started falling, and Bree let them 
come. She gripped the steering wheel and let her sobs break through that numb fog that 
had settled over her the past few days. 

Her body jerked as the car beneath her slid sharply to the left, the wheels losing 
grip on an ice patch and skidding onto the opposite side of the road. She remembered 
tensing her body for the collision as she saw headlights coming towards her. 

And then Bree remembered no more.  

* * * * 

She regained consciousness to the shrill sound of her car horn and the feeling of 
the side of her face cushioned against the cold surface of the airbag. And a faint dripping 
sound, like water trickling from a faucet. She shook her head trying to clear it, but that 
sent a sharp pain splitting across her forehead. 

“Okay. Don’t do that again,” she groaned, trying to blink the blurriness from her 
eyes. Slowly pulling herself back, Bree took mental inventory of any broken bones or 



cuts. Besides one bitch of a headache, she wasn’t gushing blood anywhere, so she figured 
she was pretty okay. Then she remembered the other car and risked shifting her body 
over the airbag to try and see the other person’s condition. She couldn’t see much beyond 
one wheel, which meant it was up in the air. The person’s car had flipped over. Heavy 
snow was falling, and Bree shivered in her seat. Her fingers felt numb, and she wondered 
how long she’d been out. 

And again, there was that ever present dripping sound. Bree reached for the 
handle of the door and noticed that the side of her car was pushed in, the handle sharp 
against her hip. “Goddammit,” she swore. She tried rolling down the window, but the 
handle was jammed. Bree struggled to her back and tried to lift her feet to prop them 
against the window. Taking a deep breath, she put all her energy into kicking the glass. It 
took her a few tries to get the right amount of leverage, but she finally felt the satisfying 
crunch of glass shattering and kicked the jagged edges free. To protect herself as she 
shimmied out, she draped her coat over the edge of the door. She hit the ground with a 
painful thud, there not being enough snow yet to cushion her fall. 

And that’s when she noticed it. There was smoke billowing out the front of her 
car. Bree struggled to her feet and hobbled over to the other car. She had to get down on 
her knees again as the roof of the expensive looking sports car was at her feet. 

The driver was hanging upside down, strapped in. A man, about her age, with 
dark hair, but she couldn’t make out much else. “Hey,” she tapped on the window trying 
to get his attention. “Are you okay?” 

Sure. He was strapped upside down in an overpriced tin can that…”Oh God,” 
Bree gasped when she saw the flames beginning to flicker out the top/bottom of his car. 
And then she found the source of the dripping sound. Gas. “Oh, holy crap. Okay. Hey in 
there! Hey!” Bree cried, banging on the window. He stirred, but otherwise didn’t move. 

She grabbed her jacket and debated risking cutting him by smashing in the 
window or taking the chance that he wouldn’t go up like the fourth of July when gas 
touched fire. 

Right. Bree buffered her foot with her jacket, took a deep breath and braced 
herself for the pain of bone meeting glass. Her entire leg jarred painfully, but she 
managed to bust the window open, sending a shower of glass against the guy’s face. He 
blinked, dazed and then closed his eyes again. 

“No, no. Hey. I need you to stay with me, okay?” Bree pleaded. He groaned. 
“You gotta help me get you out of there. Dammit, wake up!” she screamed when his head 
lolled loosely back into unconsciousness. She poked her head in the car, taking a quick 



look around to find something she could use to cut the seatbelt off of him. She couldn’t 
see anything sharp enough.  

She cradled his face in her hands. “Hey.” Bree lightly slapped his smooth, 
chiselled cheek, the sharp smell of cologne mingling with the scent of gas. “Hey, I need 
your help. Come on, gorgeous, open your eyes.” And he was, Bree noticed even with the 
lack of light, gorgeous. When sleepy brown eyes met hers, Bree sucked in her breath, 
feeling a strange sort of quickening in the pit of her stomach. 

“Whahappen?” he murmured. 

“There was a crash. We need to get you out of this car. Do you have anything I 
can use to cut you out? No, no please. Please stay awake,” she begged when his eyes 
drifted shut again. 

“No,” he murmured, and Bree wasn’t sure if he was telling her he didn’t have 
anything or telling her to go take a flying leap and leave him alone to sleep and die in 
peace. Bree chose to believe the former. 

No knife. Okay. She remembered the broken glass and dug into the pocket of her 
coat to pull out her gloves so she wouldn’t cut herself. She picked up the biggest jagged 
edge she could find out of the snow and prayed it was strong enough to cut through the 
thick leather belt. 

“Whayoudoin’?” he murmured, his eyebrows coming together as he groaned in 
what must have been a spasm of pain. 

“I’m going to try and cut you free.” Bree worked furiously, trying not to pay 
attention to the flames above her getting bigger and warming her face. 

“‘side down?” he asked, groggily registering his position. 

“Yeah. This would be a good time for a ‘dropped on your head’ joke.” She slid 
her legs in through the window, trying to give him something soft to land on if he 
couldn’t brace himself. 

“Think you can hold on?” Bree asked him as she made good progress on the 
seatbelt. 

“Not…likely,” he murmured. He blinked and shook his head, trying to clear it. He 
reached out and gripped the edge of the window. “’right then. I’ll try.” 

“Okay, I’m almost done here. As soon as you’re free, you try and shimmy out.” 



“Wha’s-“ he cleared his throat. His eyes met hers more clearly, and they widened 
a bit with an appreciative gleam that Bree tried to ignore. How good could she really look 
banged up and considering that he was looking at her upside down? He seemed to 
remember himself and looked around. “That smell?” 

“You don’t wanna know. Seriously. Just concentrate on getting free, okay? Brace 
yourself, Bridget,” Bree joked, using a familiar Irish expression that had always amused 
her. 

The man snorted and gave her a weak smile. Bree held her breath and sliced the 
last hanging bit of thick fabric. 

The man fell forward with a dull thud against Bree’s shins. “All right, come on. 
Come on.” She grabbed his shoulders and pulled his long body out of the window. He 
landed flush on top of hers, and it was then that the top of his car caught in a loud whoosh 
of fire. 

“Oh God, we have to get out here now!” she pushed against him and tried to get 
him to his feet and moving before the car exploded. “Can you stand?” she asked 
desperately. 

He took a deep breath and groaned in pain as he struggled to his feet. Bree tried to 
hold him up by propping her arm under him, but he was too heavy for her to take all his 
muscular weight, and they stumbled together. 

She blinked the snow out of her eyes, but the wind whipped against her face and 
she looked around and felt a disorienting rush of panic. The falling snow had turned into 
a full blown snow storm, and she wasn’t sure which way the cabin was anymore. 

Bree dragged him another few steps and then felt more than heard the man’s car 
explode behind them. The earth rumbled beneath her feet, and heat warmed her back as 
the shock sent them both to the ground again. 

She moved to get up, but the man held her down as her car exploded next. 

Bree lifted her head and looked back at the wall of fire behind them. “Well. We’re 
well and truly screwed now.”  



Chapter Two 

How had the storm gotten so bad so fast, Bree wondered as she and the stranger stumbled 
blindly through the snow. His face was buried in her hair to protect him from the 
whipping snow and every few seconds Bree buried her face in his chest. He was still 
warm, and Bree took that as a good sign. Neither of them spoke. It was hard enough to 
breathe against the force of the wind. Panicking was only making that worse. She had no 
idea if she was anywhere near the cabin now. Maybe she was moving further and further 
away from it with each step. But Bree didn’t dare change direction. When she turned her 
head briefly, she could still see the wreckage of their two cars and she knew where the 
cabin was in relation to the cars, so she kept forward in that direction. God help them if 
the visibility got worse, and they passed it. 

I’m so cold…she wanted to cry. Her legs were trembling with the effort of 
marching through snow and carrying the man’s substantial weight. Every once in a while 
she felt him shift against her, trying to ease her burden and pull her closer into his body to 
stop her shivering. 

Then all of a sudden there was a door. Bree staggered up the few steps and turned 
the knob, taking a second to realize it wasn’t the same knob on the O’Reiley cabin’s front 
door. But it was open, and on the other side was shelter. 

They fell together through the doorway, the man landing with a heavy thud on top 
of her. The back of Bree’s head smacked painfully against the wooden floor, her face was 
buried in a broad chest and there was something poking her hard in her hip. She took a 
deep breath and shifted out from under him.  When Bree was finally free, she sat up with 
a groan and rubbed the back of her head. She looked at the prone body next to her. 

His eyes were closed and he was breathing hard, but he was breathing. She 
grabbed the arm of his long black coat and put all her waning strength into turning him 
over onto his back. She fell, exhausted, across his chest when she finally got him on his 
back. His face was alternately red and pale in places, and she touched the cold skin 
lightly. “Hey, you okay? Can you open your eyes for me?” His dark eyebrows came 
together, but otherwise she got no response. 

Bree looked around her and gave a sudden jerk of surprise. Nothing looked 
familiar. This wasn’t the O’Reiley cabin, but a house. An empty house that had been 



empty for a long time judging by the dust settled over the sheets covering various 
furniture pieces. “Where the hell…?” She turned back to the man next to her. He 
managed to walk and wasn’t bleeding, outwardly anyway, and she could see no bruising 
in his face, but what if he was hurt inside? “Are you in any pain?” 

“Mmmphgh,” he mumbled. 

“Oh good, I’ll file that away for the doctors when they get…oh God,” Bree said as 
she searched for her cell phone in her pockets and came up empty. She dropped her head 
in her hands. The car. She’d left it on the passenger’s seat. Of her car. That had exploded. 

“Goddammit!” She swore and began patting down the stranger. “Tell me you 
have your phone. Tell me you have your phone,” she pleaded, digging through his 
pockets. She moved to his pants pockets and froze when what she pulled out in no way 
resembled a cell phone. A gun. The man had a gun in his pocket. A shiny black, lethal 
looking thing with a short snub barrel. 

He was breathing more deeply now, and Bree eyed his sleeping face warily. “Who 
the hell are you?” she whispered, a renewed sense of panic racing through her veins. She 
didn't recognize him, having grown up with almost all the sons of New York City's five 
families. A hired gun? No, his clothes looked expensive and tailored to his long form. 
Was she going to regret saving this stranger who carried a weapon in his pocket? Bree 
looked from the gun to his face and looked around for somewhere to hide it. Instead, she 
decided it was safer on her. Her father and uncles had all taught her to shoot, and she had 
taken to it with more enthusiasm than her sister Carrie. John called her his little ‘Crack 
Shot’. She tucked the gun in her pocket and went back to looking over the man’s body for 
a cell phone. Nothing. ‘Son of a bitch,” she whined, feeling a wave of despair. 

She tried to make a mental list of things to be grateful for. Her grandma Alison 
was big on counting your blessings. “Okay, well. We survived the car accident. We 
managed to find shelter. It’s relatively warm in here. Oh God, who knows how long that 
damn storm is gonna last? And here I am with some pretty boy with expensive looking 
clothes who carries a gun in his pocket. What if there’s no food? What if-gah!” Bree 
squeezed her eyes shut to force the despair back. “Good thoughts, O’Reiley, come on.” 
She took a deep breath. “Oh, I am so screwed.” 

She got to her feet and scanned the room. She rubbed her shivering arms and 
started pulling the sheets off the furniture. They were elegant, beautiful pieces, and Bree 
wondered why the previous owners had left them behind. 

“Maybe they left in such a rush ‘cause the place is haunted?” she thought with a 
snort. 



The light in the room was fading. It would be dark soon, and the howling wind 
outside was doing nothing to calm her nerves. She went to the light switch by the front 
door, not surprised when flipping it had no effect. Maybe there was a back-up generator 
or something she could use. “Please God, let there be a generator,” Bree pleaded. She 
wasn’t sure she would know how to use it, but still, just having it to figure out would 
make her feel better. And maybe handsome here would know how to work it. Bree took a 
moment to study him.  What was he doing with a gun? Maybe he was a cop? Bree 
dismissed that thought as she again took in his clothes. Though they had many of NYPD's 
finest in their pocket, they didn't get paid well enough to dress like this guy.  She patted 
the gun against her side to re-assure herself. His black hair still held a few ice crystals, 
and a few flakes still clung to the longest lashes she’d ever seen on a man. She had the 
strangest urge to see his eyes again. Full lips, a strong chin and long nose rounded out the 
striking face. And speaking of long, Bree hadn’t been able to take in his full height as 
they stumbled through the snowstorm, but looking at him now, spread out on the floor, 
Bree felt a little awestruck at just how very tall he was. Bree, cursed with the petiteness of 
all the O'Reiley women, felt about as tall as his shin. She felt a shiver of apprehension. 
Conscious, he must certainly cut a hell of a figure with that height and the broadness of 
his shoulders. Again, Bree touched the gun at her side. 

“Okay, let’s worry about one thing at a time,” Bree told herself. “Where would 
the generator…basement,” Bree bit her lip nervously. It would be darker in the basement. 
Maybe she should wait for tall, dark and handsome to wake up and send him down there. 

No, she couldn’t wait. It was warmer in the house, but only in comparison to the 
nightmare outside. They needed that generator. She went into the kitchen and luckily 
found a working flashlight in one of the drawers. 

“All right then,” she opened the door in the wall between the living room and the 
kitchen and gave a nervous shudder at the black abyss that hid the bottom of the stairs. 
“No guts. No glory.” She gingerly began to make her way down into the darkness.  

Bree fought a shudder as she made her way down the creaky stairs. She’d seen the 
movie ‘The People Under The Stairs’ as a kid back in Colorado, visiting her grandparents, 
and it had scared the bejeezus out of her so bad, she had made her twin brother, Brian, 
come with her anytime her maternal grandparents sent her to get something from the 
basement. She briefly wondered again if she should wake up Prince Charming/Gangster 
Boy and send him down there instead. She figured a man who knew how to handle a gun 
would be good protection against any creepy crawlies or undead someone would 
encounter in a basement. She stiffened her spine. She was Bree O’Reiley. She didn’t need 
anyone’s protection, and lord knew she would never depend on anyone again. She would 
just lose them like she lost Michael. 



His name knifed across her heart, and she closed her eyes as she realized that in 
all the ensuing chaos of the car accident and the fight to find shelter, she had, for a few 
blissful minutes, forgotten about him. Blissful, she thought guiltily. Free from the pain of 
her grief, having replaced it with the fight to keep herself and some stranger alive, but oh, 
God, how it had lightened the dark, numb cloud that had been hovering over her. I’m 
sorry, baby, Bree whispered silently. She swiped the light of the flashlight in wide circles 
over the room and nearly laughed out loud, her first genuine smile in she couldn’t 
remember how long. There was food. Canned soup, Spam, Spaghetti O’s and crackers. A 
small box of food apparently forgotten in the last occupants’ move. Nice to know they 
wouldn’t starve…that was of course if they could find the generator to work the stove or 
if the appliance was a gas one. “There you are,” Bree said triumphantly as she rushed to 
the large black generator in the back of the frigid room. She ran the glare of the flashlight 
over it and tried to see if she could figure out how to use it. She was not the most 
technically inclined person, and she did just cheat death once today already. Bree 
wondered if she should dare to push her luck. “Hmm, electrocution or freezing to death. 
Deal or no deal,” she grumbled wryly. Holding the flashlight between her teeth, she dived 
in to the task and prayed she didn’t burn down the house. 

It took her an hour and a slew of frightening noises and smoky belches, but the 
generator finally sprung to life and light filled the basement. Bree squealed in triumph 
over her accomplishment. When she put her hand to the heater, she could feel it 
beginning to warm up, and she sat down on an apple crate as exhaustion and relief 
washed over her. She’d just rest her eyes for a few minutes and then maybe warm up 
some Spaghetti O’s on the stove. She was starving. Will loved Spaghetti O’s. Michael 
had thought they were gross… 

* * * * * 

Alessandro woke up on the hard floor; the glare of the light overhead knifing 
through his brain and making him cover his eyes with his arm until he pushed himself 
upright. When the room stopped spinning, he opened his eyes. Where the bloody hell was 
he? He scanned the unfamiliar surroundings. He had brief flashes of being out in the 
cold…ice and snow whipping at his face…being upside down…a woman’s voice…a 
woman? Alessandro groaned as he got to his feet. There was a woman. Alessandro could 
remember nothing about her except for her voice in his ear, begging him to wake up, to 
stay alive. That voice, sweet and urgent. A beautiful voice, and he had the briefest 
memory of his face in her hair…green apples, the scent wafted over his memory like a 
tease. Where was she? He gripped the edge of the couch until the floor righted itself 
beneath him and looked towards the window, the blowing wind making his chest tighten 
with panic. Was she still out there? No, then how did he get here? Alessandro knew for 
sure that she had dragged him with her into the house. He quickly patted his coat looking 



for his gun, not finding it; he turned and noticed the open door by the kitchen. He rushed 
to the door and stopped when another wave of dizziness claimed him. He stood at the top 
of the stairs. “Hello? Is there anyone down there?” He received no answer. He slowly 
made his way down and was reassured to see a flash of blonde hair and a jean clad limb 
poking out from the corner of the room. 

When he rounded the long, thick, white beam in the center of the room, his heart 
felt as if it had stopped in his chest. Her head was tilted to the side resting against the 
pillar, and her face was flushed in sleep. Beautiful. Good God, she was the most beautiful 
thing he’d ever seen. For a moment Alessandro couldn’t breathe. He just stood there and 
watched her, watched her chest rising and falling with each breath. This slip of a girl had 
pulled him from his car and all but carried him to safety? No wonder she was tired, he 
thought with a small smile. Alessandro didn’t want to wake her, but he certainly had no 
intention of letting her poor tired, albeit tempting, body sleep on an apple crate. He 
gingerly eased his arm around her back and another beneath her knees, gathering her into 
his arms. He felt his gun sticking out of the pocket in her side. Alessandro eyed the stairs. 
Had his equilibrium returned enough that he could carry her up the steps without getting 
dizzy and tumbling backwards? His head still throbbed painfully and a thick sort of haze 
had settled around it, but his mind no longer felt as if it was swimming. He needed to get 
her somewhere comfortable, and the only way to do that was to get upstairs. He climbed 
slowly, more for her benefit than his as each step was surer. She didn’t wake and that told 
him how utterly exhausted she truly must be. ‘Thank you, angel,” he whispered into her 
hair, placing a soft kiss on the crown of her head after he made it to the top. 

He looked around the living room. After pulling off the dusty sheets, he settled 
her gently on the couch, immediately missing the warmth of her body against his. He 
took his gun back, feeling better once he had it in his possession. She was a smart girl, 
taking it from him, not knowing if she could trust him, but she’d certainly be safer if he 
kept it, seeing as he was surely the better shot. He followed the staircase up to the second 
floor hoping that whatever squatters had left behind the food had also left blankets. 

Alessandro found a few comforters sprawled across the beds in three bedrooms. 
Grabbing one, he walked back downstairs and laid it over the woman, tucking it around 
her. He pushed her blonde hair off her face and studied her. In his jet set life he had 
encountered plenty of beautiful women and enjoyed many of them, but there was 
something about this one that grabbed him in a way he simply did not understand. Maybe 
it was her courage coupled with her beauty. The women he knew had never been 
challenged beyond juggling pedicure and spa appointments. Alessandro doubted many of 
them would have tried to save a stranger during a frigid snowstorm, would have all but 
carried his dead weight through said snowstorm. They might break a nail or crack the 
heel on their Prada boots. 



He wished she would open her eyes, but he didn’t dare wake her. She needed her 
sleep. 

* * * * 

Apparently so did he.  He came awake with a jerk, not even remembering when 
he’d drifted off. He got out of the easy chair and stretched, trying to alleviate the kinks in 
his body from being in the same cramped position for who knew how long. That 
damnable wind was still howling outside and when he pushed the curtain aside to look 
out the window, he still saw nothing but white. His stomach grumbled loudly, reminding 
him he hadn’t had anything to eat beyond the filet mignon they’d served on his private jet 
into New York City. What time was it, he wondered. His stomach growled again. Time 
for food. 

The stove was electric, and he managed to heat up some soup on the griddle that 
ran along the side, finding no pots or cutlery. He looked around for any dishes and found 
a few pieces of Tupperware and a single mug. He sighed and gave a wry snort as he 
poured the vegetable beef soup into one container. Not quite dinner at Madrigo’s in Italy 
but it would have to suffice. 

He hadn’t slurped his soup since he was four years old, and Alessandro decided 
he was rather looking forward to it again. His nanny, Cordelia, was constantly despairing 
over teaching him manners.  Most of the time, he’d liked to shock her by doing 
something disgusting ‘cause it made him laugh to see her grey eyes bug out and her 
mouth gape like a fat trout. 

He grabbed a long packet of undoubtedly stale crackers out of the box and walked 
back to the living room. He wished he didn’t have to wake his sleeping beauty, but she 
needed to eat. He rested the Tupperware on the coffee table and sat on the edge of the 
couch, softly nudging her awake. “Rise and shine, sweetheart.” 

“Nghhforfiveminsnoschoolday…” the woman mumbled, making Alessandro 
smile. 

“Come on, beautiful. We have food waiting.” He stroked her cheek. 

“Mmmmmnobaconeggsgottagostore…” She slowly ran her hand down his 
forearm and gave him a sleepy smile as she sat up. Her eyes remained closed as she 
rested her hand on his shoulder and before he could realize her intention or even 
remember his manners and stop her, her mouth was on his in a kiss that was so soft and 
sweet Alessandro could do nothing but fall into it with her. 



Chapter Three 

Bree woke to the feeling of warmth surrounding her and the heat of a soft mouth moving 
over hers. Her heart raced in her chest. Oh God. Had it all been some terrible dream? 
Michael was alive! She clung to him, kissing him back with all the passion she possessed. 
She wound her fingers through his hair and burrowed herself closer to him, needing to 
feel the beautiful sound of his heart beating against hers once again. She cupped his face, 
moving her tongue into his mouth as his met hers. He tasted different, Bree noticed 
distantly, but she pushed the thought aside and let the kiss send her senses spinning. A 
hand went to her breast and Bree arched into it. His mouth broke from hers and went to 
her neck, trailing kisses down along her skin. Bree kept her eyes closed and just revelled 
in the feel of her husband’s touch. He was alive and holding her and loving her again. 
Thank you, God, Bree whispered, tears of gratitude burning in her eyes. She pulled him 
against her, leaning back and needing to feel the comfortable weight of his body on her. 
She cradled his hips with her thighs, moving against him and hearing him groan in her 
ear. 

“God,” an unfamiliar voice growled against her. 

Bree’s eyes flew open in sudden confusion. She froze when her gaze met the 
ceiling of the abandoned house. 

The man above her stilled and looked down at her. Bree sucked in her breath 
when their eyes locked. She felt fifty different things all at once. Panic, confusion, 
despair, lust, shame.  “What the hell are you doing?” she screamed at him, pushing him 
off of her so that he tumbled off the couch on to the floor. 

“Uh, responding, sweetheart,” he pointed out, his voice smooth yet polished with 
no doubt an upper crust education. British. 

“I was obviously sleeping and what? You just decided to maul me?” Bree 
demanded, clutching her blanket to her chest. 

“I beg your pardon, Sunshine, but you were the one who came on to me.” 

“I thought you were someone else! I was dreaming,” Bree insisted, her cheeks 
burning with shame. She realized she no longer had her jacket on, which meant she didn’t 
have his gun. 



“Looking for this, darling?” he asked lightly as he held up the gun. 

Bree’s eyes widened, and she backed further into the couch. 

“Relax, darling. I would hardly repay your rescue of me by shooting you. I think 
that’d be the height of bad form, don’t you? This is merely for protection,” he told her, he 
went to the fireplace and placed the gun on the mantle, turning to her and raising his now 
empty hands. 

She watched him as he walked. Good God, the man was tall. Long, lanky limbs 
and broad shoulders that filled out his expensive looking white shirt. 

“There’s a belief that once you save someone’s life you’re bound to them forever. 
I must say it’s a pleasure to find myself bound to so lovely a creature.” 

“Uh…thank you…I guess?” Bree said, still dazed from their kiss and the shock of 
being brought so cruelly out of her dream. 

“Would you satisfy my curiosity?” he asked. 

“About what?” she asked warily. 

“Who did you think I was?” 

Bree closed her eyes, feeling the tears spring to her eyes again. She rested her 
arms on the backrest of the couch and leaned her chin on her folded hands. “My husband. 
God I’m so humiliated,” she replied in a small voice, covering her face with her hands. 

“Please, don’t be, sweetheart. You’re married?” 

There was no way Bree could miss the disappointment in his voice. “He died,” 

“Oh. I’m sorry. This was recent?” he asked sympathetically, he kneeled against 
the couch, the backrest in between them. 

“Yes.” She shook her head, really not wanting to get into any discussions about 
Michael right now. “How are you feeling?” 

“Me?” he asked in surprise. Then his hand went to his head. “Oh, I had a bit of 
pain for a while, but I think that kiss healed me completely,” 

Bree didn’t want to, but she laughed. She pressed her lips together. She glanced 
over at the window, but she didn’t really need to ask if the storm had passed. That damn 
wind was still howling. How long had it been? 



“It’s still pretty bad out there. I can’t believe you managed to get us both in here. 
You’re quite a remarkable woman, Mrs…?” he waited. 

“You know, I came here to forget about everything for a while, so would it be 
okay if we just didn’t do names?” 

He nodded. “If that’s what you wish, certainly.” 

“Thanks a lot.” Then she sniffed the air and turned back behind her. “What is that? 
Food?” 

“Vegetable beef soup, milady,” he came around and gave her an elegant bow. “I 
regret that our establishment has a cutlery shortage so I hope you have no aversion to 
slurping your soup.” 

“Slurping? You know slurping?” Bree asked skeptically. 

“Well, it took quite a few lessons in deportment to break that particular habit. I’m 
quite looking forward to it actually.” He took a seat next to her. 

“And crackers too. Do you think there were squatters here? What if they come 
back?” 

“Then the gun will come in rather handy won’t it?” he said with a smile that 
betrayed the confident glint in his eyes. Big brown eyes. “I found some of that Chef 
Boyardee stuff, some beans, vegetables and some odd looking thing in a tin called 
Spam.” 

“You know slurping, but you don’t know what Spam is?” Bree asked in surprise 
as she lifted her container to her mouth. She took a blissfully long slurp of the still warm 
soup. “Mmmm. Yummy.” 

“’Fraid not. It looks like some kind of ham in a can? Not very appealing, I would 
think.”  

“Oh it is. Sliced and fried up, oh my God,” Bree insisted. 

He screwed up his face, clearly not believing her. “You want appetizing, Sunshine? 
Bangers and Mash. Mashed potatoes, big fat sausages and gravy all over the whole 
cholesterol ridden mess. A London staple” 

Bree stared at him, her mouth literally watering at the delicious picture he painted. 
“Okay, you win.” Then she smiled. “Is that what they sell at the frou frou restaurants 
back in England?” 



He snorted and then proceeded to take a long slurp from his soup. 

“Impressive,” Bree said, relieved that the air between them was much lighter now. 

“No, in the pubs. A pint and a big plate of bangers and mash, perhaps a lovely 
lady by my side to enjoy it. That’s my idea of heaven.” 

“It’s hard to imagine someone like you stuffing his face with mashed potatoes. 
You look like you live in a gym.” 

He smiled at her. “Flattery, darling, will get you everywhere. Now I said it was 
my idea of heaven, not that I get to partake all that often.” 

Bree slurped her soup and playfully sucked a long noodle into her mouth. “Let me 
guess, you’re a model and carbs are the enemy?” 

“Not hardly,” he said with a short laugh. 

“So what do you do?” 

“I thought we weren’t doing personal details?” He asked with a raised eyebrow. 

“Nope, just not names. I think it’s a bit…I don’t know, easier that way, don’t you? 
No baggage, no expectations, just two strangers taking shelter from this crazy storm. I 
like the idea that the outside world just stops for now.” 

“The world stopping. How tempting,” he said, his brown eyes meeting hers, full 
of hidden meaning. 

Bree found herself unable, unwilling to break away. No, she didn’t mean it like 
that. It was too soon. It would be too big a betrayal of Michael’s memory, regardless of 
the shiver that moved through her body as this stranger’s eyes moved over her. She 
remembered how he had kissed her. How she had dizzily clung to him, unable to think, 
just feeling. The sensation of near oblivion had been very intoxicating. 

“So, what do you do? In the real world, I mean.” 

“Guess,” he said, grabbing a cracker. 

“Oooh, okay. This could be fun,” Bree said, grinning at him. “Well, judging by 
your Armani-ish suit, I’m guessing you’re not a truck driver.” 

“Not a truck driver,” he confirmed. 



“Or a garbage man,” 

“Or a garbage man,” he agreed. 

“I know. You’re a male escort, and you were on your way to your latest…what 
are female clients called? Not Johns…Jean’s?” 

He choked on his cracker, and Bree reached over and patted his back until his 
coughing fit passed. “Afraid not, darling.” He wheezed. 

“Male stripper?” 

He snorted. “I don’t know if I should be flattered or insulted by that.” 

“Some kind of business tycoon, right?” Bree asked. “A pretty Donald Trump?” 

“Pretty? Oh dear.” 

Bree raised her hands. “Handsome. Handsome. Better?” 

“Quite. And you’re on the right track. That’s a hint by the way,” he said, smiling 
devilishly. 

Bree bit her lip, enjoying the game. “Track huh? Mmm, you’re some kind of 
railroad tycoon?” 

“Wrong track,” 

Bree narrowed her eyes in concentration.  “You own Nascar?” 

“No, not own it.” 

“But you work for it?” 

“I do,” he nodded with an evasive smile. 

Bree gave up and punched his arm. “As what?” 

“A driver,” he provided. 

Bree looked at him with obvious skepticism. “You’re a race car driver? Oh shut 
up, you liar.” 

“Are you impugning my honesty?” 



“Yes I am,” Bree confirmed with a laugh. 

“I’ve never been a boy scout, but,” he raised three fingers. “Scout’s honor.” 

“Race car drivers don’t dress like you do or talk like you do.” 

“What? You expect those shiny jackets with the logos on them?” 

“Well, yeah.” 

“Well, let me confess that I’ve only recently begun to dabble in racing 
professionally, the last few years. I don’t get to indulge that passion as much as I like, 
because you’re right, I have many business interests that need my attention. Uh, as you 
American’s say, I have fingers in many pies.” 

“Ah, that’s what I thought. A hot, English, Donald Trump,” Bree satisfied that 
she’d had him pegged correctly. 

“You’re very good for my ego,” 

“Right, like you need me to inflate your ego.” 

“No, you’re right, I don’t,” he admitted. “But I’ve never had my…ahem…ego 
inflated by such a lovely woman.” 

Bree raised an eyebrow. “You’re good. I’ll give you that.” 

“Thank you. Now it’s my turn. I wouldn’t guess you were a model because 
believe me, I would have never forgotten seeing your face,” he assured her, reaching up 
to cup her cheek. 

Bree jolted at the sizzle beneath her skin that his touch provoked. “You really 
shouldn’t do that,” she pleaded, pushing away from his hand. 

“What?” 

“Flirt with me.” 

“No? And why not?” he asked, and Bree felt his gaze on her mouth like a brand. 

“Because, I told you, my husband just died,” Bree reminded him. 

“Yes, but that doesn’t mean you’re dead too. Besides, I thought you said the 
world stopped in here. There are no dead husbands, no obligations, nothing but us in the 
house. That was the deal, right?” 



Bree conceded that he had a point. It made her feel better to, just for now, push 
everything aside and not think about her grief, to pretend for a little while that nothing 
else existed but the freedom to just be with this stranger. 

“Besides, I don’t think I could stop flirting with you if my life depended on it. 
You’re far too lovely.” 

Bree pursed her lips and rolled her eyes. 

“Why is that so hard for you to believe, sweetheart?” 

“Because, the accident obviously scrambled your brain, if you’re using such a 
line.” 

“My, we are skeptical aren’t we?” 

“Yes, we are,” Bree replied with a grin. “Nobody has ever referred to me as 
lovely. Michael called me beautiful, but my sister is the one everyone says is lovely,” 
Bree scrunched up her face in dismay. 

“You say it like it’s a dirty word,” he said, amused. 

“They use it to imply that she’s all sweetness and light inside.” 

“Where as you are full of…?” 

“Piss and vinegar,” Bree replied with a laugh, thinking of her grandfather in 
Colorado’s words. He’d said them with affection at the time and it always cheered her up 
when she thought of it. 

He stared at her in confusion, not understanding her smile. “Does that mean 
something different in America?” 

“Nope, but he meant well. He meant that I was strong, that I never let anyone 
walk all over me.” 

“A much more necessary commodity to survive in this cruel world, I’d say. Okay. 
I promise to never refer to you as lovely again. How about exquisite?” he asked, reaching 
for her face again. 

Bree held her breath at the intensity in his eyes. He wasn’t going to kiss her again, 
was he? Because she would definitely have to stop him if he did. 

“You’re like a diamond. Strong and exquisite all the way through,” he whispered. 



“Please don’t kiss me again,” she whispered, her heart pounding in her chest as 
his mouth came closer. 

“Then stop me, sweetheart,” he said. 

She didn’t.   



Chapter Four 

Warning bells clamoured in Bree’s head. Stop this. Stop this now! That would be the sane 
thing to do. The right thing to do. Bree felt a renewed burst of defiance. Look where 
trying to do the ‘right’ thing had gotten her. She no longer had a husband, and her son 
had lost his father. Bree grabbed the man’s shoulders and kissed him back, feeling herself 
sink into much needed oblivion. He cupped her face and Bree shivered at the warmth in 
his touch. How did he know; she wondered? How did he know that she had been cold 
since the second Michael had slipped away from her? He didn’t. Couldn’t. Nobody could 
possibly know what she was feeling right now. He suddenly pulled back, and Bree stared 
at him questioningly. 

“You loved him very much, didn’t you?” He asked softly, running a thumb across 
the upper curve of her cheek, and that is when Bree realized she was crying. 

“Damn it,” she cursed, pulling away and wiping the dampness from her cheeks. 

“Perhaps it would be better if you talked about it? It might help-“ 

“Help what?” Bree snapped. “Help bring him back? As if I’ll spill my guts to you 
and then when we get out of here, I’ll go home and he’ll be sitting there waiting for me 
on the couch? Talking about it won’t change one damn thing!” 

The man sat back and nodded. “You’re right. It’s none of my business, and I had 
no right-“ 

Bree closed her eyes and shook her head. “No, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have…God. 
I had no right to blow up at you like that. I mean I don’t even know you, and I-“ 

“Yes, but that’s my point. If you don’t mind my saying, you may feel better if you 
allow yourself to vent. I imagine that anger you felt right now felt pretty good, yeah?” 

God yes, Bree admitted to herself. “That’s the problem. If I start, I don’t think I’ll 
be able to stop. I mean…I go through the motions, but inside I just want to…” Her fists 
clenched, her nails digging into her hands. 

“What? What’s the end of that sentence?” He urged. 



Bree tried to stop shaking, but the feelings churning inside of her seemed to be 
rolling into larger waves. “Scream. Break something.” 

“Well, what’s stopping you, darling? Barring the windows, which are sort of 
necessary thanks to that nightmare out there, I say have at it, love. Scream the bloody 
place down if that’s what you wish. Break anything you want. We have no dishes, and the 
Tupperware won’t give you much satisfaction, but I found some porcelain knick knacks 
in the closet of one of the bedrooms upstairs. Hideous things, really; spotted dogs, purple 
elephants and the like. You’ll be doing the world a favor getting rid of them.” 

Bree shook her head as a burst of laughter bubbled in her chest. “How do you do 
that?” 

“It’s a gift. Now come on, up we go,” he took her hand and pulled her to her feet. 

“No, I really…I don’t know,” Bree resisted, trying not to respond to the warm 
sensation of his strong hand wrapped around hers. 

 She let him lead her up the stairs.  He stopped just outside one of the bedrooms. 

“I don’t think I can do this,” Bree insisted, rubbing her arms. “I feel ridiculous.” 

“Why? ‘Cause I’m here? Why should that matter? We’re never gonna see each 
other again after the storm is over so what bloody difference could it make what I think?” 

Bree was surprised at the sharp pang she felt in the center of her chest at the idea 
of never seeing him again. He’d brought some lightness into her life over the past few 
hours, and she felt at ease with him like she hadn’t with anyone else in a while. 

“But if it’ll make you feel better, I’ll leave you up here to your own devices and 
go down stairs and see if I can figure out what the hell to do with that…Spam,” he 
screwed up his face in disgust, which made her smile. 

He turned away after pushing the door open for her and good as his word, left her 
alone in the bedroom. 

Bree stared around the room, noting the large bed stripped of its linen and 
blankets. The closet was open, and she could see the box with the figurines he had 
mentioned. She sat on the edge of the bed and just stared at the box. “This is stupid,” she 
told herself. But really, she felt like if she didn’t do something soon, she’d explode. Bree 
felt as if she were on the edge of a cliff, down below was madness and chaos, behind her 
was numbness, order and the sense that she would just be getting through every day like 
some god damned lab rat spinning on a wheel. That would be her existence, spinning just 



for the sake of spinning, living just for the sake of getting through the day, feeling 
nothing. Would she eventually shut down completely? Even from Will? It was that 
frightening thought that got Bree to her feet. She couldn’t go back to her little boy like 
this, like some monotonous robot. Should she jump into the chaos, just for a little while? 
Did Bree dare let herself feel the frightening, angry monster that wanted to burst out of 
her and destroy everything in its path? She felt like a wounded animal that was muzzled, 
unable to scream its pain, bound, unable to attack. 

The churning in the pit of her stomach and the roaring in her ears got louder. She 
stormed towards the closet and picked up the box, setting it on the bed, her arms shaking. 
She picked up one ugly purple elephant. She closed her eyes and jumped off the cliff. 

Digging inside for all the rage in her heart, Bree screamed while she pulled back 
her arm and smashed the figurine against the wall. Feeling as if a bit of the weight had 
been lifted from her. Throwing her head back, she grabbed another figure, an angel, and 
threw it with all her strength. The cathartic rush had her reaching for another figure and 
then another, smashing item after item. Tears streamed down her face, rolling into the 
collar of her neck, mixing with the sweaty sheen on her skin as she gave into the madness 
for what felt like an eternity. It was frightening, heartbreaking and Bree didn’t stop, 
letting herself live there for what felt like an eternity. When she finished with the 
figurines, she reached for a small vanity mirror on the desk, and when she finally 
exhausted herself, Bree fell onto the bed and sobbed until she was sure she had nothing 
left.    

**** 

Alessandro found her curled up on the bed, the room cloaked in darkness. He 
kneeled next to the bed and met her eyes. “Feeling better?” He certainly hoped so. The 
screams and crashes he’d heard coming from the room had him questioning the wisdom 
of his suggestion. 

She was clutching something in her hand. When he closed his over hers to pry her 
fingers open, he saw the tiny porcelain bear. “I wanted to save it. To remember.” 

Her voice was hoarse and raw, and he could only imagine how painful it would 
feel tomorrow. Alessandro planned another trip down to the basement to look for some 
tea, if he found none in the kitchen cupboards. Maybe if he was lucky, there’d be some 
honey too.  If he was lucky, Alessandro thought with a snort. He’d been a car accident, 
totalling his baby, nearly frozen to death…but he hadn’t, and the reason was laying right 
here, curled up like a child he just wanted to take in his arms and soothe. 



The feeling surprised him. He wasn’t used to this sense of protectiveness. Women 
were sweet, amusing creatures to be enjoyed. Respected of course, charmed usually, but 
for the most part, after a night of mutual enjoyment, they went their separate ways. 

But this… He’d been on his way to New York City at his father’s request. 
Request? Since when had Father ever ‘requested’ anything? It had been an order, plain 
and simple and one that, though Alessandro knew he would comply with, left him with a 
bit of a bitter taste in the back of his mouth. He knew he would do what his father asked. 
It was too important to even contemplate denying him, which Alessandro had never done 
in all his twenty-eight years. His father was all he had left in the world that mattered to 
him. He wasn’t going to let his father die. No matter what he had to do. 

This feeling for this woman whose name he didn’t even know, shocked him, 
thrilled him a little even. Alessandro found himself relieved that he didn’t have to fulfill 
his father’s wishes for a while yet. He could just stay here and watch this lovel...He bit 
his lip and reminded himself to change the adjective. Exquisite. 

Lucky indeed. He’d survived the car accident and was in the company of the most 
exquisite thing he’d ever seen. Red rimmed eyes, damp, puffy cheeks and all.   

“I broke the mirror on the table,” she suddenly said, breaking into his thoughts. 

Alessandro turned back and saw the broken shards of mirror on the carpet. 

“I’d say that was bad luck, but I think I filled my quota for the year,” she said. 

“We make our own luck, sunshine,” he promised her. 

“You obviously don’t know that many Irish people,” she said. 

“You’re Irish? Uh oh,” he remarked with a small teasing smile. God, he so badly 
wanted to see her smile again. 

“What?” 

“Well, I’m afraid I have to remind you that you and I are natural enemies, love. 
Irish and English? Like oil and water.” 

“Or piss and vinegar,” Bree added. "I wondered about the accent." 

Alessandro watched her tempting mouth lift in one corner, and he almost went in 
for another taste of her. He restrained himself. Now was not the time. "I was born in 
London, yes." 



“Well, I’m willing to overlook that if you are,” Bree whispered. 

“Deal,” he extended his hand, and she let go of the bear long enough to take it. He 
pulled her up into a sitting position. 

“You want to come down and show me what the bloody hell I’m supposed to do 
with that Spam thing?” 

She sat up, cradling the little bear in her hands. “I hate him,” she whispered, so 
low, he almost missed it. Her blonde hair fell over her face, nearly obscuring it. 

“What?” he asked. 

“I hate him,” she repeated. “I hate him for dying. How terrible is that? I know it 
wasn’t his fault. I know he didn’t die on purpose, and yet I was up here screaming, 
breaking things and it finally hit me. The reason I’m so angry is because he left me.” 

“How did he die?” Alessandro asked. 

“We made promises to each other. We were supposed to grow old together, raise 
our son and… 

“You have a child?” Alessandro was unnerved by this revelation. A strange sort 
of possessive tug deep inside of him told him that he didn’t want her having children by 
other men. He didn’t want her tied to anyone else. He pushed the thought away. What 
right did he have not wanting anyone else, dead or alive, having any claim on her? After 
the storm, they’d never see each other again, and if that wasn’t the way Alessandro 
necessarily wanted it, it simply was the way it was. He would fulfill his father’s wish, 
then he’d bid New York City goodbye and go back to living his life, if not completely out 
from under his father’s dominant presence, at least he’d enjoy the perks being his father’s 
son afforded him. 

Alessandro watched her face light up as she spoke of her son, Will. Again, he felt 
a tug deep in his chest. What would it be like to have her speak that way of a child they 
shared together? Alessandro mentally shook his head. That wasn’t going to happen. That 
wasn’t the plan. 

“And here I am, hating him for leaving not only me, but his son,” Bree sighed. 
“Hating him for something he had no control over. I really must be the bitch everyone 
sees me as, huh?” 

“I certainly don’t,” he assured her. 



“That’s because you don’t know me,” Bree reminded him. 

“I think I do. Maybe better than those others who put you down. How’s that for 
arrogant, hmm?” 

As he had hoped, she smiled at that. He took her hands in his. “You’re grieving. 
You’re railing against the injustice of losing the dream you had for yourself and your 
family. I can only imagine the fury that would cause me. I can’t even imagine how 
you’ve managed to hold it together for this long. I certainly would have done more than 
break a few god awful knick knacks.” 

“But to blame him?” she asked weakly, and his heart broke for her as he watched 
fresh tears spring to her eyes. 

“He left you behind, right? Even though it wasn’t by his own choice.” 

“Everyone leaves. Why do I keep forgetting that? Even you. After this storm is 
over, you’re going to leave, and I’m going to leave, and it will be like we never even met 
and this night never happened. You’ll go back to your race cars and your businesses and 
forget all about me.” 

“Let me tell you something, darling. I can promise you right now that I will never 
forget you. Not ever.” 

They stared at each other, and Alessandro seriously considered turning away from 
his father’s wishes and just taking this woman and running off somewhere with her. He 
could imagine being happy with her. He felt free, easy. The feeling was heady. But 
dangerously so. He could never just toss aside his father’s demands that way, even if he 
wanted to. There would be too much at stake. 

“Would you stay with me?” Bree asked. 

Alessandro blinked in surprise, part of him yearning to say yes, part of him 
warning him to say no. 

“Just lie down with me, here? I imagine it’d be a hell of a lot more comfortable 
than sleeping on the couch or the floor, and I’d like it if you were just…you know…here 
when I closed my eyes.” 

He closed his eyes against a piercing stab of disappointment. Of course she hadn’t 
meant it like that. She hadn’t meant forever. 



There was no such thing as forever in Alessandro’s world. But he could pretend 
for a little while longer. He kicked off his shoes and climbed onto the bed next to her. She 
turned on her side, and he wrapped an arm around her, closing his eyes and inhaling her 
sweet scent.  



Chapter Five 

Bree felt a full, warm pressure against her back, and it took her a sleepy disoriented 
second to realize what it was. Oh boy. She opened her eyes and turned her head slowly to 
“look behind her. He was still sleeping, his deep breath caressing her face as he softly 
snored, making her smile. Definitely not a gun in his pocket this time, Bree thought wryly. 
She felt an answering tug between her legs, her body responding automatically. She 
slowly turned on to her opposite side, not wanting to wake him. Her eyes took in the 
sharp contours of his face. She could see the European fierceness in his features, his sharp 
cheekbones and his long straight nose could be English, but there was a darkness there 
too in his brown eyes and brown hair. Her eyes moved to his mouth. That could definitely 
be a European, sensual mouth, Bree mused. Again, she felt that flutter between her legs 
as she remembered that mouth on hers. 

She shook her head. No. She shouldn’t be thinking of him like that. She shouldn’t 
be thinking of anyone like that so soon after Michael. Yet there was something deep 
inside her, calling to this man. Something that wanted him, if not forever, then for now. 

Why not, Bree thought, lifting her hand to his face, stopping short of touching 
him. She wasn’t sure yet. Why not indeed? Who would know except the two of them? 
And once the storm was over, they would go back to their lives and their obligations. 

Will. This man had given her back to her son. She could go back now and love 
her little boy fully, as she had before his father…died. The grief still washed over her 
brutally but she no longer felt crippled by it, controlled by it. She could go back to her 
life and really live again. The rage was gone, and with it, the numbness. 

Because of this man. Her fingers rested softly against his cheek. In the darkness 
she could feel the beginnings of stubble. Could she take this one last good thing with her 
when she went back? Could she have this one last moment of selfishness? 

“Are you awake?” she asked softly. 

“Not quite sure how to answer that question. Saying yes would be rather 
redundant considering I’d have to be awake to tell you so,” 

She smiled in the darkness. “Good point,” 



“I think so,” he replied smugly, and she could imagine his cocky grin as he spoke 
the words. 

“Can I ask you a question?” 

“Anything.” 

“Why do you have a gun?” 

Prince Charming or gangster boy? Hero or criminal? She didn't know which she 
wanted considering she had grown up around those society deemed as criminals all her 
life. 

Silence. Long, full silence. 

“Carjacking,” he replied after a long while. “Some bloody gang member snuck up 
on me in a parking garage and took my car.” 

He’s lying to me, Bree thought. I don’t know how I know, but I do. And really, 
wasn’t it better if she didn’t know for sure? Bree moved closer to him and pressed her 
mouth to his, inhaling the strong, musky scent that seemed to be his alone. Like a mix of 
spiced wine, dark chocolate and warm leather. Bree eased her tongue in and ran it across 
his teeth as his fingers moved up her spine to cup her head and bring her closer. 

Bree pulled back. She could feel his disappointment. She felt a little thrill burst 
through her knowing he wanted her. She went to the light switch, barely making it out 
against the wall but she managed to flick it on. Then she turned back to him. “I want to 
see you.” 

He lay on the bed, sprawled and dishevelled like some debauched English school 
boy. But he was all man, Bree marvelled, taking in his long muscled body, his erection 
prominent and his mouth wet from their kiss. He reached his tongue out to wet his bottom 
lip and Bree jolted as if he had touched her. She could feel herself grow wet at the hunger 
in his eyes. 

“Come back to bed.” 

Bree pulled off her sweater, feeling a frisson of nervousness as she followed it 
with her jeans, then her bra and underwear. Naked and trembling, she stood before him. 
Dear God she wanted this; wanted him with a deep dark part of herself that she’d kept 
under lock and key. 

Again. “Come back to bed.” His voice was deep with purpose. Deep within her. 



“I w…w...wanted to thank you for helping me,” she explained. 

“It’s not your gratitude I want right now. But you’re welcome, Sunshine.” 

The endearment ran over her like warm honey, settling between her legs, her core 
beginning to throb. 

“Now, if you don’t mind, you’re painting much too tempting a picture standing 
there naked. I’ll come to you if you don’t come to me, but if I don’t touch you soon-“ 

“No,” Bree replied quickly. “Stay there.” She took a few steps closer to him, and 
he reached out and grabbed her hips, bringing her close to him so that the lips at her 
center were level with his mouth. 

“I’m not a patient man, sweetheart,” he warned. 

His hands on her thighs made her gasp out loud and if anything, his grip made 
Bree grow even wetter. 

“Make sure you’re sure because once we start, I won’t let you go until neither one 
of us can move anymore.” 

She shook now, but with full blown desire, rather than nervousness. Her juices 
warmed the skin of her inner thighs. “I want you,” Bree told him. “I’m sure.” 

He pulled her closer and covered her center with his mouth, heat and wet over 
heat and wet. 

Bree’s knees buckled, but he held her tight, supporting her as his tongue slid up 
inside of her. 

“Oh God…” she whispered, her hands moving down to cup his head and urge him 
closer. “Please…” 

With his teeth, he gently sucked her clitoris into his mouth and Bree arched back, 
shocked, wanting and more alive than she’d felt in weeks. He took a long finger and 
eased it into her as his mouth worked insistently over her. She sucked in her breath, her 
eyes falling closed and yet she wanted to watch him, wanted to watch his dark head bent 
with purpose as her blood sang through her veins. 

He stopped and looked up at her, his face damp and smiling. “Oh darling, I’m 
going to fuck this delicious body so well that we’ll both be feeling it for days after we 
leave here.” 



She leaned down and kissed him, tasting herself, not wanting to speak of 
goodbyes. She urged him back to where he had been, and he complied.    

Bree couldn’t breathe. Her entire being was centered on the heat of his mouth, wet 
and purposeful between her legs and that finger…now two fingers pumping slowly inside 
of her. “Oh…fuck…” she moaned. Her hands weaved through his hair, thick and lush, 
the smell of coconut and sex wafting up to tease her nostrils. He pulled back slightly and 
his thumb worked magic on the swollen nub of nerves at her center. Slow and round in 
torturous circles. His mouth came up to kiss her stomach, yet his fingers remained where 
they were, spreading her open, playing with the moisture and swollen flesh he found 
there. 

His tongue dipped into her belly button, making Bree curl inward with a squeal. 
He looked up at her, and Bree found herself blissfully drowning in smiling eyes the color 
of dark caramel. 

“Should I let you come, darling?” he asked, running his tongue just above her 
pubic bone, making the area tighten eagerly. 

“Yes…please. I’m soooo close,” she moaned desperately. Oh God, the man knew 
what he was doing down there. She felt delicious, free, alive. She didn’t have to censor 
that greedy part of herself. She felt unrestrained, unencumbered by what everyone else 
wanted her to be. Here, for this night, with this man, she could just…be. 

He ran the tip of his tongue over her swollen clitoris. Bree’s fingers tightened in 
his hair. “I would love to know what you look like when you come, love.” He gave one 
sharp thrust with his fingers, adding a third. “Do you scream?” Another sharp pump. “Do 
you tremble?” Thrust. 

Bree held her breath. Once more and she’d go over. 

“But no. I believe I want to be inside of you when you come the first time,” and 
with that, he pulled his fingers out. 

“Son of a bitch!” Bree cried in stunned frustration. 

He smiled at her. “The kitten has claws. I like that.” 

“Kitten, huh?” Bree said, her eyes narrowing. “Get on your back, Prince 
Charming.” She shoved at him, feeling her swollen center tremble a little as she moved 
over him. She undid the buttons of his shirt, kissing her way down, watching the hard 
muscles in his chest and stomach contract from the heat of her mouth. His erection was 



full and thick against the zipper of his pants. Bree closed a hand over the bulge and heard 
him hiss. She rubbed slowly. “I wonder if I could make you come just like this?” 

“Fuckin’ ‘ell…” he groaned, his eyes closed tight in ecstasy. 

“Or will I have to work for it?” Bree ran a dark fingernail over the metal teeth of 
his zipper, easing it down less than an inch. 

His hips bucked upward. 

“How tight is your control, hmm? Will this do it? Or maybe when I wrap my 
fingers around you?” The zipper came down a little further. “Or my mouth?” 

“Jesus Christ,” he sighed when his cock sprang free. 

Bree reached out and circled the thick shaft with her fingers. “Oh. Jesus Christ is 
right. God, you’re beautiful.” 

He was heavy and so very hot in her hand, like burnt steel covered in leather. Her 
mouth actually watered, wanting to taste him, to have him fuck her with this beautiful 
shaft. “How ready are you to burst?” Bree ran her thumb over the top of his damp cock’s 
head. 

“Oh darling, you just wait until I get inside of you.” 

“I wonder if you’ll last that long?” she purred, heady at the sense of power his 
moans were giving her. She reached back and cupped the heavy sac at the base of his 
cock. 

“God damn it.” 

Bree reached down and gave the head of his cock a slow lick, giving his balls a 
small squeeze at the same time.  

“No, that’s it. Enough, you wicked little tease.” He grabbed her and turned her 
over onto her back. He pulled his shirt off, allowing her a small moment to appreciate the 
deliciously chiselled beauty of his broad muscled body. 

Bree gave a small thrilled laugh. Oh, to be wanted again this badly. How god 
damned good it felt. 

“We’ll go slow later, love. Right now, I’m dying to punish your teasing with a 
good, hard fucking. Shall we?” he growled as she ran her fingers through the dark soft 
hairs of his chest as he moved over her. 



“Yes,” she sighed, lifting her hips so that she rubbed against him. 

“Yes what, sunshine?” he asked, rubbing the head of his cock against her wet 
pussy. 

Her body thrummed with the need to say the words, to shout them to the sky. 
“Fuck me. I want you to fuck me; come inside of me now.” 

He pushed her thighs apart. “Wrap yourself around me.” 

Bree wrapped her legs around his waist just as his long, thick cock filled her. “Oh 
good God,” She whimpered into his neck. He was so tall that her face buried in his chest 
when he lunged up over her, thrusting all the way up inside of her. 

“Fucking Christ,” he growled into her hair. For a second, neither of them could 
move. 

He feels so good, Bree thought, clenching around the hard thing inside of her. She 
felt so full, so absolutely full and impaled that her body was already shaking. He pulled 
back, lowering his mouth to hers before thrusting up hard again. 

“So wet…so tight…” he remarked through clenched teeth. Her grabbed her hands 
and pinned them up above her head, trapping her, raising her breasts. 

Bree arched beneath him, her eyes fluttering closed as sensations too powerful to 
control barrelled through her. “Oh….Oh…fuck….Oh I’m…” 

His thrusts grew faster, more powerful and she was so near the edge that he didn’t 
need to stroke her, but only ground against her for a few minutes, alternately pounding 
her as well. 

“Come for me, sweetheart,” he urged, his body hot and damp above her. She was 
utterly drunk on his scent, on the feeling of him pushing and pounding, driving into her 
with a fierce passionate rhythm. The roughness of his body scraping deliciously against 
her soft skin. He was strong and hot everywhere, rubbing, rubbing her from the inside out, 
and Bree knew she was going to die if she couldn’t touch him, brand him as he was 
branding her. 

“Let me…Oh God…Let me touch you,” she flexed her fingers, willing him to let 
go of her wrists. 

He released his hold on her, and Bree grabbed his behind, pulling him into her, 
undulating with him in a dance that stole the breath from her body, squeezing her muscles 



tight around his cock. His eyes met hers, glazed with passion, and Bree was on the 
knife-edge of her orgasm. Her breath was coming in shallow, desperate pants. Air was 
secondary, this burning need churning through her held claim over all her senses and then 
she was screaming. He angled his hips, his cock scraping against her center with every 
hard, deep shove down, and then Bree was arching and screaming and clawing at him in a 
rush of delicious explosions that rocked her to her very soul. His eyes were locked on her, 
watching her, and the intensity in his gaze frightened her and yet intensified the 
explosions that shot through her like electric fire through her veins. 

She was sated and sweaty, staring up at him in shocked surprise at the force of 
what they had generated and were still generating between them. It was more than the 
orgasm, more than his body that continued his thrusting, hard and achingly full inside of 
her. She’d known love. She’d known passion, and she’d known casual sex. This was 
different. There was something here that scared her with its intensity.  Bree tightened her 
grip on his hips, urging him on, wishing with her body for things she could never promise. 
She would say goodbye to him tomorrow, and that would be the end of it because she 
would never go through a loss like Michael again. Not ever. Anything she was starting to 
feel for this stranger would simply dissipate when they got back to their separate lives. 
Forever. Her soul cried out for forever as she moved with him. Bree buried her face in his 
chest and shivered with both pleasure and fear. No. Never again. 



Chapter Six  

Alessandro was drunk on this woman. Completely, blissfully drunk on the feel of her 
clenching him tight. He felt suffused with her heat, her scent. Green apples and vanilla. 
The soft moans in the back of her throat, the sting of her nails in his back. Her eyes 
meeting his. He could drown in those eyes. The only time he’d seen blue like that was 
looking up at the sky in Florence, the sun beating down on him as he lay in the grass on 
his family’s land. For a second, he entertained the flight of fancy of taking her there, 
making love under the hot Mediterranean sun. But there would be nothing for them but 
this. This time. For the umpteenth time, he wished he were someone other than who he 
was. It would be over too soon. He could already feel his balls tightening with upcoming 
release, and he wanted to stave off the inevitable for just a little while yet. Alessandro 
gathered her into his arms and flipped her over so that she was on top of him, her blonde 
hair falling over him like a gold curtain. The strands tickled his face as she righted herself 
over him. She caught her lower lip between her teeth as he pushed up inside of her, and 
Alessandro reached up, bringing her mouth down, wanting to taste that swollen lip. Her 
breath wafted over his face, and he grabbed her hips, pulling her down as he pushed up 
deeper, wanting to fill her to her very soul. Captivated, Alessandro thought. He was 
completely captivated. Her beautiful face was flushed and glistening. He rocked his hips 
with increasing speed, wanting to fuck her into oblivion, fuck her until she couldn’t stand. 
Up. Up, he shoved. Harder, faster. He was determined to make her come again, come 
with him. He moved a hand between them, finding her drenched, swollen center. He 
pressed his thumb right against her clitoris and rubbed slowly, watching her features 
tighten and her moans turn to desperate cries. Good God, she was going to kill him. 
“Fuck….oh fuck….” Alessandro swore, feeling his cock begin to swell harder and pulse 
with an orgasm that was mere seconds away.  “Come with me, sweetheart. Come with me, 
now.” 

Her body arched back and her walls convulsed around his shaft, squeezing him, 
milking him, pulling his very soul out of his body and up into hers.  Mine! He thought 
selfishly, driving up as his body surged and rolled with the force of his release. Mine! 
Mine! Mine! He thought of keeping her here. Tying her to the bed and never letting her 
leave. The image of her tied, spread eagle to the bed, naked and there for him whenever 
he wanted was too much for him to bear, and Alessandro cried out and let the violence of 
his orgasm pound through him.  



She dropped over him, boneless and damp and Alessandro grabbed her behind, 
undulating gently as his cock spent itself. Her mouth was open and Alessandro caught her 
warm panting breath, running his tongue along the curves of her lips before diving in for 
another taste of her. That mouth. Oh the things he could imagine that mouth doing to him 
before the night was over. 

She curled up on top of him, and Alessandro felt her fingers trail through the 
damp hair on his chest. 

“Oh,” she purred, her breasts rising and falling against him with her heavy 
breaths. 

“Quite,” he agreed; his voice tight. His body was exhausted, spent, and yet he 
wanted her again. His mind was immediately aroused once more. He’d just wait for his 
body to catch up. 

Her fingers trailed down his arm, and she found his hand. The gesture caught him 
in the chest, making his heart squeeze. Her fingers linked with his. 

“These are some talented fingers,” she sighed, making him laugh. “I could just 
imagine them playing some instrument like a violin or a piano. Do you play anything?” 
She propped herself up on one elbow and lifted their joined hands. 

“Mmm, piano, a little. I suffered through lessons when I was young. Hated them 
with a passion and gave my instructor no end of grief, but he told me I had an ear for it. 
My father loves music, so for him, I kept at it. Now when I can find the time, it relaxes 
me.” 

“Your father. Is he a musician?” 

“No. But he loves the opera. I grew to love it too, and when he’d take me all 
around the world with him on business, I’d be utterly captivated by the spectacle of it 
all.” 

“So you work for your father?” 

His stomach tightened. He didn’t like talking about the family business, the 
empire that he’d been born into, and the things that were required of him because of it. 
“In a fashion,” 

She picked up on his tone. “You don’t enjoy it?” 



Alessandro licked his lips, and she smiled down at him, kissing him gently before 
giving him a chance to reply. “I like the lifestyle it affords me but if I had my 
druthers…it’s not the life I would have chosen for myself, no.” 

“So why don’t you just do something else? Race your cars. Though I gotta say, 
I’m not looking forward to imagining that they had to scrape you off the side of a track 
someday,” she said, and Alessandro felt warmed by the worry he saw in her eyes. 

“I’m very good at what I do, love,” he assured her. 

“Oh, of course,” she remarked with a smile that stole his heart. 

Good God but he could love this woman. If he was a different man he could love 
this woman and give her children and grow old with her. If he was a different man. 

“It’s irrelevant though, Sunshine. One doesn’t cross Father.” 

She reached down and kissed his shoulder. “Looks like our families are pretty 
much the same, huh? They both have these expectations for us and it’s like they don’t 
have a clue who we are as individuals. We’re just expected to fall in line like good little 
soldiers and do what we’re told and act how they expect us to act.” 

“Good little soldiers,” Alessandro said with a sigh. “That’s it exactly.” 

“I think I like the image of you behind the wheel of your race car. Free and loving 
what you’re doing. Do you think…” her voice trailed off, and she shook her head. 

“What?” Alessandro asked, running his fingers along the satin skin over her spine. 

“Well, maybe you’ll think of me every time you race. Like a good luck thing or 
something?” 

Carry a part of me with you. No demands. No promises. Just a wish. As if he 
could ever forget this incomparable woman. 

He pulled her against him and turned her onto her back, covering her with his 
wanting and ready body. “I can swear to you, darling. I shall think of you every time.” 
Every time. Every day. For the rest of my life.  

*** 

Bree awoke with a jolt. A heavy arm around her pulled her close to the body that, 
throughout the whole night, had become achingly familiar. She knew every inch of him, 
knew how every inch of him felt, smelled, and tasted. She knew that when he was about 



to come, he made this possessive, primal sound in the back of his throat, and that he 
would draw her up against him, hands securely cradling her back and drive into her, 
making that sound as he came. 

He liked to fuck her hard at the beginning, as if to brand her, his fingers tight on 
her hips then when her body caught up and was in a near frenzy, he’d slow down, 
tormenting her, himself. Making it last. Then, when both were rising to the fever pitch, he 
drove fast again, pumping even, quick, driving strokes as if he wanted to drive his entire 
being inside of her. After he’d come, he’d lift his head when he was able and right before 
he smiled at her, he’d have this stunned bemused look on his face, almost slightly 
panicked before he changed his expression. 

Bree imagined she looked at him like that too. Who was this man that could rouse 
her so easily and shatter her body into a million pieces over and over, yet leave her still 
insatiable? She wanted like a greedy, selfish child. More and more, never enough. He 
fucked her until they were both gasping and weak and raw and still she wanted more. 
That mouth, those hands, those arms, that cock. She took her fill of him, knowing these 
memories would have to last her the rest of her life because after Michael…after this 
stranger, there would be no one else. There would be no other man who would see her in 
this desperate, needy state. 

She realized what had awakened her. The wind had stopped. It was deathly still 
and quiet outside. Bree knew that chances were the storm would end by the morning, but 
knew for sure this was the end. Her whimper sounded loud in the quiet room, and the arm 
around her tightened. Bree felt him stir behind her and wake up. His hand drifted lower in 
question and Bree parted her legs in acceptance. Her back nuzzled against his chest, and 
she eased a foot back to rub against his leg. He sighed against her hair. Who are you? The 
greedy part of her wondered. What are you doing to me? The frightened child inside of 
her asked. 

His palm cradled her pussy, the heel of his hand rubbing her gently, sending little 
bursts of sensation beneath her skin. Her entire body was entirely languid and heavy, like 
someone who had gorged on a delicious meal and was stuffed, but still craved the taste. 
She felt wet and swollen all over, and he stroked her with his fingers in the lightest of 
touches. It was almost painful because of how over sensitized she was, but in a way it 
helped prolong the sensations because she wasn’t striving for release. He pushed two 
long fingers inside of her, and Bree bit the edge of her pillow, moving her hips to take his 
fingers in deeper. He shifted down and gently bit her shoulder, making her tighten around 
the penetrating digits. His free hand rubbed her lower back before stroking her ass. That 
was the one place he hadn’t been yet, and Bree shivered with nervous anticipation. “Yes,” 
she sighed, the words tumbling out of their own accord. She felt the edge of his penis 



nudge her ass, pushing against the tight ring of nerves. Bree held her breath, trembling 
with need and trepidation. She had done this rarely enough for the idea to still stir that 
deep, dark part of her that liked to be taken, controlled, and conquered. He’d taken her so 
completely tonight, it felt only right to give him this vulnerable part of her as well. “Take 
me,” she whispered. He eased in now, slowly and Bree clenched her fingers into her 
pillow. 

His fingers continued their pumping rhythm and as he filled her ass, he rubbed her 
swollen nub of flesh with his thumb. Arousing her enough to loosen her muscles. “Easy, 
love. Easy, just relax.” 

There was a slight sting of pain, her body unaccustomed to being taken this way, 
but the pleasure was catching up and threatening to override her nervousness. 

“Good?” he asked, running his tongue along the side of her neck, making her 
nerve endings sing. 

“Mmmm,” she agreed, and it was. He felt full and wonderful, and Bree wished for 
a split second that she was on her knees. The image made her juices run down his hand. 

“I want you on your knees,” he growled into her ear. 

Bree’s eyes flew open. Had she uttered her desire out loud? Bree turned to look at 
him, and the hunger in his eyes made her come in a sharp tearing orgasm that made her 
cry out in surprise. 

He swore and Bree imagined her muscles had tightened very much with the 
convulsions of her orgasm. 

“Oh God…” Bree cried, burying her face in the pillow. “I don’t think I can 
move,” 

“Mission accomplished then, eh?” He said, and Bree could hear the smile on his 
face. “Let me then,” He pulled her up against him and turning her around, cradling her 
limp body against him. “Hold on, love,” he purred, placing her hands on the iron of the 
headboard. 

He entered her a little more forcefully this time, her muscles loosening eagerly to 
accept him. 

“Fucking Christ, what have you done to me?” he growled, pistoning his hips 
behind her. 



Bree was a bundle of rolling nerves, her body was used, taken, and pushed past its 
limit, and she was loving it. Let him take her. Let him brand her. “Fuck me. Oh God, fuck 
me and don’t ever stop…” His fingers were back there between her legs. She cried out 
weakly when he pumped three fingers in her pussy in an alternate rhythm from his cock 
in her ass. 

“Darling, if I could, I’d fuck us both to oblivion,” he admitted. “My God, this 
ass,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking perfect all over. So perfect,” his hips snapped 
harder, his cock hitting her deeper. He grabbed her hip with one hand and pulled her back 
as he drove forward, guiding her as she didn’t have the energy. “You’re going to kill me, 
darling,” 

“Ditto,” she whimpered. She couldn’t come again. She couldn’t. Her body 
couldn’t take it. A full body shiver that felt as if she’d been eased into an surge of 
electricity washed over her, not as intense as her earlier orgasms, but more thorough, 
claiming her from the top of her head to the tips of her toes. 

“Oh fuck, Sweetheart!” he cried behind her. “Oh, God, like that. Suck me in like 
that! Christ….Christ,” Harder he pushed into her, and Bree tried pushing back, but her 
body was threatening to give way any second, and then he spurted his hot thick release 
into her with a hoarse cry. 

**** 

They showered together, not fucking, merely running their tired, sated bodies 
under the spray of lukewarm water. Touching everywhere, laughing, sharing everything 
but making no demands and then when he wrapped her in a bed sheet, as there were no 
towels, and carried her to the bed, Bree curled up against him like a cherished child and 
when he laid her down on the bed pleading with his eyes to let him take her as the sun 
came up, Bree lifted her hips up to accept his cock with an eager shiver. Her eyes 
fluttered closed, but a low growl urged her, “No. Keep them open. I want to see your eyes 
as I slide inside,” Bree whimpered but tried her best to lock her gaze with his as he filled 
her inch by deliciously hard inch. Her nails dug into his wrists, propped on either side of 
her. 

He ground his hips gently against hers. Her pussy was still damp and nearly 
unbearably sensitive, but he moved slowly, drawing her body tight ever so tenderly. 

They’d kept the lights on to keep sleep at bay, but as they made love this last time, 
Bree could feel tears spring to her eyes as she watched the sun that filtered through the 
window falling over his skin so he looked bathed in fire as he moved above her like some 
mythological god. His eyes flickered with what Bree knew was an echoed sadness, and 



he moved deeper, slower, drawing it out more and more, his forehead meeting hers before 
he kissed her and came with a reluctant trembling. 

Dawn.  



Chapter Seven 

They dressed slowly, silently. Bree lowered her head as she buttoned her jeans, her hair 
falling over her face and allowing her to give in to her sadness for a few seconds. She 
closed her eyes tightly, willing the tears back. She would not cry. 

She felt him come up behind her and drop a kiss on the crown of her head, and it 
was all she could do not to sag against him and burrow herself against his chest. 

“I quite literally owe you my life, sweetheart. I can’t ever repay you for that.” 

She sniffled and lifted her head, turning to him with a forced smile. “Well, I kinda 
owe you too. You helped me deal with…everything. I think I would have gone crazy if 
I’d gone on as I was.” She stepped back, not daring to place her hand on his chest as she 
wanted to. No more touching. This was hard enough. Dammit. Why was this so hard? 
Bree had had one night stands before, in her wilder days, and she’d always been able to 
walk away the next morning, in fact, she usually left skid marks. Now granted, she’d 
never experienced with those men what she had experienced with this stranger. Not even 
Michael, she thought guiltily. Bree mentally bitch slapped herself for the traitorous 
thought. Not only had she fucked another guy right after burying her husband, but she 
was actually comparing the two of them and finding Michael wanting. 

Bree turned away from the stranger. It had been good with Michael. Passionate, 
loving. Bree wouldn’t deny that, but what had happened with this stranger had set some 
dark part of her ablaze, consumed her so thoroughly that it terrified her and she was 
almost as glad as she was heartbroken they would never see each other again. Loving 
Michael had been safe. It had been real. He demanded nothing. They gave to each other. 

Last night, Bree had been taken. Thoroughly, utterly taken. Gently or roughly, it 
didn’t matter. This man had reached into the darkest part of her mind, had brought out 
and laid bare the desires she admitted to no one but herself in her most secret, quiet 
moments. Her hunger had been allowed to run free. There’d been no guilt, no remorse. 
Nothing was ‘wrong’. And God, the feeling of freedom was damned addictive. What did 
that say about her? How could she love Michael, yet give a part of her she’d never felt 
comfortable sharing with Michael to this stranger. 



“Last night was…” he murmured, leaning against the wall as he slipped into his 
shoes. He shook his head. “I’ve never experienced anything like that.” 

Bree looked at him skeptically. “What? Your string of lovers across Europe 
doesn’t measure up?” 

He smiled at her. “I wouldn’t call it a ‘string’ necessarily.” 

“Of course not,” Before she began to enjoy herself too much, she stifled her smile 
and forced herself to remember that she wanted to leave. “We’d better get going.” 

The twinkle in his eye flickered out, and he gave her a curt nod and Bree’s pang 
of sadness tightened in her stomach. 

The temperature outside had improved considerably, but there was still enough  
bite in the air that when Bree looked up at the man walking next to her, his cheeks were 
rosy and his hair, thanks to the absence of any hair styling products, was curled and 
tousled, giving him a decidedly boyish look. She couldn’t help smiling. He really was 
impossibly handsome. Now she could add adorable as well. Her heart squeezed in her 
chest. She really was gonna miss him. His long legs allowed him bigger strides than Bree 
and a few times he managed to get ahead of her before catching himself and letting her 
catch up. 

She was staring at his broad back again when she got an idea. Bree reached down 
and scooped some snow into her hand. Shaping it into a ball, Bree bit her lip and stifled a 
gleeful giggle of anticipation. Pulling back her arm, Bree threw the snowball. It caught 
him squarely in the back of the head. 

He stopped mid stride and whirled around in surprise. “Wha-“ Then realization 
dawned, and his eyes flashed with a devilish glint. “Oh, is that what we’re doing now, 
Sunshine?” He bolted after her, the snow slowing him down considerably but not enough 
for Bree to get away. With a victorious grunt, he caught her by the waist, and they 
dropped to the ground. 

“Looks like I win, love,” he said smiling above her. 

Just five minutes more, Bree pleaded mentally before reaching up and cupping the 
back of his head to bring his mouth back down to hers. 

He gave a soft growl in the back of his throat before meeting her tongue with his 
own and sending her senses spinning in a muted reminder of the night before. Bree let 
herself revel in the feel of his mouth, a heated contrast to the chill in the air, before 



forcing herself to pull away. “One last moment of weakness, I guess,” she explained with 
a small smile. 

They reached the O’Reiley cabin about twenty minutes later. Bree was both 
relieved and disappointed to find that the phone was working. No more excuses. 

“How quaint,” he remarked, taking in the décor. “Very Debbie Travis.” 

Bree rolled her eyes and called her mother to send someone to pick them up. She 
waited for Angela to pick up the phone. “Mom, it’s me,” Then jerked the phone away 
from her ear as her mother demanded to know what happened to her. 

The stranger gave her a sympathetic smile. 

When Bree managed to break through her mother’s tirade of, ‘How could you not 
call? Your son misses you and you never should have left,’ she explained about the 
accident and again jerked the phone away when her mother gasped and demanded to 
know that she was alright and was on her way to help her and wanted to know who was 
the man who’d been in the other car and what was she still doing with him and-” 

The man at her side pulled the receiver away from her and took over the call. 
“Hello, Mrs. Lovely Blonde Woman’s Mummy. I just wanted to put your mind at ease 
and let you know that your daughter is in perfect health. She’ll see you soon, okay? Buh 
bye now.” Once he hung up, Bree buried her face in his chest and gave a soft relieved 
laugh. 

“Thank you for that.” 

“My pleasure,” he said, stroking her hair. 

“My mom’s a little…hard to take some times.” 

As they waited, the minutes ticked desperately by.   

Bree felt sick when she saw him look down at his watch and then meet her gaze. 
They sat across from each other. Bree on the daisy print couch she’d always hated and he 
on the coffee table that was propped up on one side by a telephone book thanks to the 
time Bree had taken Brian’s steel bat (which she had wanted for Christmas when they 
were both six) and whacked it into the side, creating a huge gash in the bottom. 

“Listen, Sweetheart. I’ve been thinking. Maybe we can -“ 

Bree shook her head quickly, the look in his eyes making her panic. “Don’t. 
Please, don’t.” The hope she’d seen flickered out. 



He sighed and rubbed the side of his face, then propped his chin on his fist. “Why 
not?” 

Bree blinked, the tension coiling tighter in her stomach. “Excuse me?” 

“Give me one good reason why we can’t see each other again?” 

“Because…” Bree flailed. “Because…I don’t want to,” The blatant lie made him 
smile. 

He sniffed the air briefly. “Why, I do believe someone’s pants are on fire.” 

Bree rolled her eyes. But then shook her head again. “You know why. I can’t…I 
just…that part of my life is over. For good.” 

He stared at her. “That must be the most maudlin, ridiculous thing I’ve ever 
heard.” 

“Well, I don’t care if it’s ridiculous. It’s what it is.” 

“You’re barely thirty if you’re a day, and you’re going to lock yourself in a 
metaphorical convent?” 

“Okay, if you knew me then you’d know how hilarious the idea of me in a 
convent is,” Bree pointed out. 

He moved closer to her, reaching to take her hands. “But I do know you. I know 
the life that burns inside of you, the passion, the part of you that I know you show to no 
one else. The idea that your fire will be allowed to burn out just breaks my heart. I can’t 
bear the idea of not seeing you again, darling.” 

Bree pulled her hands away and got to her feet. “Stop. I’m begging you. 
You’re…you’re breaking the rules dammit!” 

“What rules?” he asked, crossing his arms over his chest. 

“They were implied. You knew damn well this was a one time thing. Don’t turn 
around now and-“ 

He got to his feet and grabbed her shoulders, kissing her hard. 

Bree didn’t give herself time to enjoy it. Panic had set in as feelings she was too 
frightened to name welled up inside of her. She pulled away with a whimper. “I won’t do 
this again. Are you listening to me?” she yelled at him. “Is this getting through? I won’t 



go through this again. Don’t ask me to. Whatever this thing is that happened with us is 
over. Done, okay?” she was trembling so hard she winced when she bit her tongue. 

He looked down at her and clenched his jaw stubbornly but released her. Bree 
rubbed her arms, silently cursing him. She didn’t want them to leave it like this. Why did 
he have to push? Why couldn’t he leave her with her sweet memories instead of spoiling 
how she thought of last night? She’d remember arguing with him, pulling away instead of 
the bliss she had experienced in his arms. 

He turned away from her and rubbed the back of his neck. He moved behind her 
and paced. “You’re right, of course. You’re right. We both have our own lives. Our 
own…” he closed his eyes briefly as if thinking of something that made him a little ill. 
“obligations. My course is set, and I can’t deviate from it now.” He stopped and stared at 
her intensely. “No matter how much I wish to.” 

“That’s right,” Bree replied with a shiver. She jumped when she heard the sound 
of a car driving up to the cabin. No! No, wait! Please. I’ve changed my mind. I don’t want 
this to end. It’s too soon. Please! 

She saw the same flash of panic in his eyes too and forced herself to look away. 
No matter what she wanted, she had to be smart and for once not just jump into things. 
Use her head, not her heart. She grabbed her coat. “Finally,” she said, her voice shaking. 

Bree couldn’t speak as a car pulled into the driveway. She recognized the guard, 
Gavin. He told her he was sent by her uncle. The man next to her kept his eyes on her for 
most of the drive as if memorizing her, and Bree felt herself growing perilously close to 
tears.   

When he reached out to take her hand, Bree closed her eyes and leaned her head 
on his shoulder. 

“Give us a few minutes, please?” he asked the guard and urged Bree to come out 
with him as he exited the car. 

She followed him out and stuck her hands in her pockets, more so he wouldn’t see 
how badly she was shaking than from any sort of cold. “You’re just making this harder, 
you know?” She pointed out, her voice choked. 

“I’m well aware,” he assured her, pulling her into his arms. She felt him inhale the 
scent of her hair and rested his chin on the crown of her head. Bree blinked back the 
burning in her eyes and slowly pulled her hands out of her pockets, clutching his coat and 
burying her face in his chest. She was sure he could feel her shaking for sure now, but it 
didn’t seem to matter; she felt him shaking too. 



“No regrets, eh?” 

“Not a one,” Bree assured him. 

His arms tightened around her almost painfully but then he was letting her go and 
for a moment, Bree felt weightless, as if she’d lost her anchor. “All right then. You’d 
better go now before I give in to another fit of madness and toss you over my shoulder 
and carry you off.” 

The image made her smile through her tears, and he smiled back. “Ah, there we 
are. That’s what I want my last image of you to be. That smile.” 

He looked at her carefully, reaching up to cup the sides of her face. “Do you 
believe in fate, darling?” 

“I used to,” Bree replied honestly, thinking of Michael. 

“Well, call me a romantic fool, but I do believe in it. I think you and I will see 
each other again.” 

She opened her mouth to object. There would be no promises between them. That 
would only make things harder, and Bree already felt as if another part of her was dying. 
Before she could say anything though, he lowered his head and kissed her softly. He 
pulled back and tucked a stray lock of her hair behind her ear. “Go on then, sweetheart.” 

She kept her eyes on him as the car pulled away, and he was still standing there 
when she got her last glimpse of him before the car turned the corner. 

Bree closed her eyes and wrapped her arms around herself, holding the hurt in. 
Feeling the crinkle of paper, she reached in to her pocket and pulled out the small note he 
must have sneaked in when she hadn’t noticed. 

Darling, 

Anyone who knows me would tell you that I’m not really one to follow the rules. I 
know we said no promises. I know that it is fear that drives you now, fear of what you lost; 
fear of feeling that loss yet again. 

But there is one thing that we must allow for. In our passion, we weren’t exactly 
careful. There’s nothing you need to worry about on my score, and I know that your 
marriage makes you just as safe in the same regard. 

That leaves one other significant outcome. Call me selfish, but I will willingly use 
the idea of a child if it means I can see you again, hold you again. 



I want you to call me if such a possibility comes to pass. 

I want you to call me if you need anything, ever. 

I want you to call me so I can hear your voice. 

I want you to call me. 

I want you. 

Prince Charming 

  

The end of his note made Bree giggle through her tears. She traced the numbers of 
his home phone with her fingers. Rip it up. Roll down the window and throw it out. 

Bree put the letter back in her pocket.   



Chapter Eight 

“Mommy! I got pezents for Chrismy! I got da Spidaman. I got da Tansfomas, Gammy 
Angela give me da Tico Me Elmo and Gammy D give me a thweater with a doggie on it 
but“ Will took a long enough breath to put his finger to his mouth in a secret gesture so 
Bree had to lean over to hear him, “ ‘is nod my favit thing.” 

“Will,” Bree tried to scold him, but she was smiling too hard in understanding. 
What kid liked clothes of any kind for Christmas? She held her son tight to her body, his 
heavy weight comforting her as she sat in the O’Reiley Pub. 

“But ‘s okay. She gimme an estra donut and Unkie Jack gimmie two dollas!!! Ima 
buy a modacyco.” 

“A motorcycle? How come?” 

“Well, I tell you, but you no be mad ‘kay?” 

Bree knew that tone of voice all too well. Hell, she’d used that tone of voice 
throughout most of her life. “Okay.” 

“You pomish?” 

Bree cocked an eyebrow but nodded. 

“Max took me on his modacyco fo a wittle bit. It was lotta fun mommy!” 

“Did he?” Bree asked, feeling her heart drop into her stomach. She met the young 
man in question’s eyes as he was coming out of the kitchen in the back. He saw her glare, 
spun on his heel and hurried back into the kitchen. 

Her grandmother, Alison, came out from behind the counter with a plate of animal 
crackers for Will and a bowl of chili for Bree who took it with a small smile when she 
noticed the melted cheese on top. 

“How are you doing, dear?” Alison asked, taking a seat across from her. She 
paused to smile at one of the regulars, Patrick Quinlan, a tall shaggy haired, blue eyed 
man with an easy grin and a quick trigger finger. He was a part of the O'Reiley muscle, a 



group of at least ten men sent out on all manner of assignments from intimidation to out 
and out beatings on those who defaulted on any O'Reiley loans or other insults. 

“Better,” she admitted. “The will reading is today, and I’m trying to postpone 
going as long as I can.” 

“I can get Max to watch the place if you’d like me to come with you."  

“No, thanks for offering though. It’s not just Mary; I can handle her. I’m just not 
looking forward to taking that final step, ya know. I guess that doesn’t make sense. My 
not going isn’t going to bring Michael back, and the will is just a collection of his things, 
possessions, they’re not him. But to just…I don’t know.” 

“You feel like you’re going to be splitting up parts of him into neat little boxes 
and giving them away?” Alison suggested reaching across the table. 

Bree took her hand gratefully. “Kinda, yeah. I mean, I haven’t even packed his 
things up at home. I just can’t seem to make myself go through them. I’ve accepted he’s 
gone. I’ve made peace with that but…” she trailed off. She knew where that peace had 
come from and thinking of that man gave her a bittersweet pain in the center of her chest. 

“I understand, sweetie.” 

No, you don’t, Bree thought. She gave her grandmother an appreciative smile. She 
felt peace at the loss of her husband but at a loss in every other part of her life. When 
she’d been with him everything had seemed to make sense. Everything had been clear 
and simple in a way that her life had never been. Now she just didn’t seem to know what 
to do with herself. Only her son anchored her, and she focused on him with a smile. He 
smiled sweetly back at her, cookie crumbs in a ring around his mouth. Bree had a mental 
image of using Will to confront all of her future heartache. Anytime things got hairy, 
she’d just pick up her son and hold him up in front of her. She laughed to herself and 
reached over and kissed his dirty face. “Mommy’s gotta get going okay? 

His face fell. “But you gonna come back?” 

Bree’s stomach twisted guiltily. “Of course, babe. Just have to go out and run 
some errands. Be back in a flash.” 

“Okie dokie. If you go McDonalds, bing me Happy Meal?” 

Bree pointed a finger at him. “Eat all your cookies, smarty pants.” 

**** 



Dammit, she was coming down with the flu. She knew she had to be too lucky to 
survive that miserable storm without incident. But when she started sniffling a few weeks 
later and started seeing every meal she ate in reverse, Bree knew she had to bite the bullet 
and bring out the medicine. 

When the sniffles passed but the nausea didn’t, Bree began to worry as another 
possibility presented itself. 

It was all Meggie’s fault. She’d been over at her sister-in-law’s apartment when 
Meggie was telling her about how her fashion line was gonna start branching out into 
stylish line of clothing for mothers, and could she borrow Will for one of the shoots? 

Bree had been looking at samples for beautiful maternity dresses when the 
possibility that she herself may be pregnant slowly began to creep into her thoughts. How 
late was she? Bree wondered as the room began to narrow around her. 

“No fugly prints, no absolutely hideous stripes. You can still feel sophisticated 
even when you’re kissing the porcelain God,” Meggie pointed out as Will rammed the 
head of his Tickle Me Elmo doll into the front bumper of his Transformer truck. The doll 
giggled maniacally and for a second, it sounded to Bree as if the doll was laughing at her. 
She clamped a hand over her mouth and ran to the toilet, barely making it in time. 

“Aww, mommy’s still got the foo,” Will explained, popping up beside Meggie 
who had rushed to follow Bree to the bathroom. 

“The foo huh?” Meggie asked, Bree meeting her skeptical gaze in the mirror as 
she splashed cold water on her face. “So, dare I ask if I’m gonna be an aunt?” Her brown 
eyes were shining with both sympathy and happiness. 

“Oh God,” Bree groaned burying her face in her hands. 

**** 

Congratulations, her idiot doctor had said after examining her. Her whole entire 
world had just sent her spinning yet again, and the red headed woman was smiling at her. 

Meggie had told her it was like God was giving her a gift, one last piece of 
Michael to carry with her into the world. 

Michael…Bree thought with a shudder. Dear God forgive me. Bree hadn’t 
corrected Meggie’s assumption. Dear God, make her be right. Never mind that she and 
Michael hadn’t been trying to conceive before he died. Never mind that the last man she 



had slept with hadn’t been Michael. Never mind that she had been fucked so thoroughly 
that night that the idea that this was anyone but the stranger’s child was laughable. 

I want you to call me. I want you. 

Bree sat in bed staring at the note with the numbers that would connect her to him 
once again. 

She didn’t dare. 

Didn’t he have a right to know? 

She could so easily fall in love with him. 

No, never again. 

She missed him so much. 

She’d only lose him like she lost everyone. 

He didn’t just fuck her and send her on her way. 

Loving him would be betraying Michael. 

He wanted to make sure she was okay. 

She’d never depend on anyone to take care of her again. 

She missed him so much, missed how he made her feel. 

Bree touched the phone and lifted the receiver. God help me, I need to hear his 
voice. 

**** 

“You son of a bitch!” the old man spat, red faced as he leapt from his seat across 
Alessandro’s desk. 

Alfonso, the guard next to the door took a step forward, but Alessandro raised his 
hand to halt him. 

“You think you can just swoop in and take over everything I’ve built over the past 
fifty years?” 



“I can and have, David. This is business. Save the hysterics for your wife, eh?” He 
got to his feet, signalling the end of the meeting. He extended his hand to the furious man, 
whose black eyes widened at this final insult. 

“You’ll pay for this, you silver spoon-fed, boarding school brat!” 

“I assume lunch is off then?” Alessandro asked, sticking his hands in his pockets. 
“Give my best to your wife, David. Tell her I couldn’t have done it without her,” 

“I’ll kill you! You and my whore of a wife. You’ll both pay dearly for this.” 

“Let’s not forget who I am, old boy. Threats don’t work on me.” 

“That’s right. Hide behind your family, you coward.” 

“I detect some bitterness on your part. If I may suggest directing your bitterness to 
your dearly beloved who seems to have the unfortunate inability to keep her legs closed 
the minute she smells money?” 

Before David could lunge for him again, Alfonso was there, grabbing him from 
behind and dragging him out of Alessandro’s office. 

Alessandro moved to the decanter of brandy and poured himself a few fingers. He 
cradled the glass in his palm, his thoughts distracting him. He should be feeling energized, 
thrilled by his victory. Usually, a takeover of this magnitude would have him celebrating 
with the blonde of his choice on an impromptu trip to Paris or Greece. 

Except he couldn’t look at a blonde woman without thinking of her.  

A knock on the door pulled his train of thought off that particular track, and he 
was momentarily grateful. His secretary, the lovely and buxom blonde, Marissa, came in 
and gave him a slow smile that normally would have had him hard as a rock under his 
desk, where the enthusiastic Marissa would soon follow. 

“You really gave it to that old fart, didn’t you?” she asked, impressed. 

“I don’t think we’ll be seeing Mr Beaton again,” he briefly entertained the idea of 
indulging his baser natures with dear Marissa but just as quickly discarded the idea when 
his stomach twisted at the mere thought of burying his face in that blonde hair. 

It was the wrong shade. More strawberry that spun gold. And as she walked in 
front of him, Alessandro smelled some kind of perfume, not vanilla and coconut. 

Wrong shade, wrong smell, wrong everything. 



“Was there something specific you needed, Ms. Canton?” 

Marissa’s face fell at his formal use of her name. 

“I just wanted to let you know that your three o’clock cancelled.” 

“That’s great. You know what? Cancel the rest of my appointments today as 
well.” 

“What?” Marissa asked in surprise. 

He gave her a small smile. He could understand her shock. For all his playboy 
tendencies, Alessandro was a bit of a workaholic. 

“I’m feeling a bit out of sorts today. I believe I shall go home…“ 

“Are you coming down with something? I can make you some chicken-“ 

Alessandro shook his head quickly. No. That was the last thing he wanted. He 
wanted to be alone so he could think about her. 

Well, if he was really being honest he wanted to be with her period. What 
possessed him to just let her go like that? She’d brought out feelings in him he hadn’t 
known he had. 

There had to be a way to fulfill his father’s wishes and still have the woman he 
wanted. Hundreds of married men had mistresses on the side. Hadn’t his father? And his 
father before him? 

Alessandro considered using his father’s connections to find her again, but part of 
him balked at the idea. He promised he’d let her go. And really, hadn’t he put the ball in 
her court? Which definitely went against his nature. But as much as he was going mad 
waiting to see if she called him, it wasn’t the time to push. 

When he got home he stared at the phone with loathing. There was no blinking 
message light. 

He felt like some damned woman. 

After visiting his father, he’d come back to London to wrap up some last minute 
business before he would make the permanent move to New York City. He’d be leaving 
at the end of the week. He still couldn’t keep his mind from drifting back to that night. 
He’d felt happier and more free and more himself that night than he had in all his 
twenty-eight years. He’d never been in love. How fucking ridiculous was it that he found 



himself in that sad state now? And with a no named woman who had gone back to her 
safe life, convinced it was what she wanted. 

“You never do things the easy way, do you, old boy?” he asked himself. He 
flopped onto his bed and stared at the ceiling. It was early yet, not quite midnight, but 
Alessandro knew he couldn’t concentrate on the work he’d brought home with him. 
Damn her, he thought stubbornly. What was it about her that had him all tied up in knots 
like this? 

She was beautiful. 

He knew scores of beautiful women. Intimately. 

She made him laugh. 

There were more important things he was dealing with in his life than a fit of the 
giggles. 

She knew him. 

No, she only thought she did. 

He connected to her in a way he never had with anyone. 

Good sex does not a relationship make. 

It was more than sex. 

That was the problem. 

His heart leapt up into his throat when the phone rang. The noise exploded into 
the silent room with the force of a bomb. He jackknifed up in his bed and stared at the 
phone. It was her. It had to be her. He needed it to be her. 

The past few weeks had been a nightmare of utter dullness. 

He had money, power and influence. 

But he didn’t have her. And as he held his breath he knew that more than his next 
breath, he needed her. 

The ringing stopped after one ring. Rage like he’d never known exploded through 
him. No! He couldn’t have just missed his chance. That had to have been her. She’d 



called and chickened out. He should have picked up on the first ring. He buried his face 
in his pillow and screamed. He almost missed the phone ringing again. 

This time, he didn’t even wait for the first ring to finish. He grabbed the receiver. 
“Hello?” he asked, cursing the way his voice suddenly cracked. 

There was no answer. 

It was her. He knew it. His heart was pounding with the force of a loud roar in his 
ears. 

“Hello?” he asked again, urging her to speak. “Are you there?” The silence on the 
other end was broken by a sudden small distant voice. 

“Mommy, can I sleep with you? I go pee pee in my bed.” 

“Hang on, sweetie, mommy will be right there. Go get your other pj’s and wait for 
me in the bathroom okay?” 

“‘kay, mommy.” 

Alessandro closed his eyes and imagined the small homey scene. Mother and son. 
God, he’d give anything to be there with her, to help her raise her little boy. 

Was there another child on the way? Was that why she was calling? 

She still hadn’t said anything, and Alessandro was afraid to push so he simply 
listened for a few seconds, hearing the occasional sniffle. 

She was crying. She missed him as much as he missed her. The knowledge 
strengthened him. No fucking way he was letting her go now. 

“I miss you so much, darling,” he whispered. He’d have to go slow, baby steps. 

A sob broke from her throat, and then Alessandro heard the dial tone indicating 
she had hung up. 

He took a deep breath and closed his eyes. He let himself revel in the moment 
before jotting down her number from the display screen  

Alessandro stared up at the ceiling and smiled, his heart so full he felt as if he was 
going to burst. 

**** 



Bree woke up with a jolt, her heart racing and a muffled scream in her throat. 
Sending her sleeping son a short glance, she caught herself in time. She’d been dreaming 
of Michael. But why would that terrify her? 

She got out of bed, careful not to wake Will, and poured herself a glass of water 
as she tried to remember the details that had her heart racing. Michael had been yelling at 
her, demanding vengeance for his death, berating her for having forgotten her vow to rain 
down vengeance on Bernardo for what he’d done. Guilt choked her as she sat on the 
couch, staring out into the darkness. How could she have forgotten her promise? Worse 
yet, how could she let another man be the reason for her distraction? 

It had been a mistake to call him. What did she expect?  She would confess her 
pregnancy, and he’d come running? Yes. Because she knew he would, but she couldn’t 
see him again, no matter how much she wanted to. This baby, if it did turn out to be his. 
“If,” Bree whispered with a snort. As if deep down she didn’t very well know it was. If it 
turned out to be his, well, she’d raise it on her own because that’s how she could keep her 
sanity. On her own. Depending on no one. This nightmare just proved her point. She 
couldn’t let herself be distracted by feelings for a man she had no future with. She had 
more important things to worry about. Like revenge. Bree would not make the mistake of 
forgetting a second time. Bernardo Dardano had messed with the wrong O’Reiley this 
time. 

In the morning, she drove to her father's house. 

“Mornin’, sweetie,” he greeted her, getting to his feet and kissing her cheek 
lightly. 

She spotted Carl Morraldo, the patriarch of the Morraldo crime family, stepping 
away from the fireplace, his coat folded over his arm. He greeted her warmly with a kiss 
on each cheek. "How are you, bella?"  

She gave him a weak smile. "Day by day, you know?" 

He nodded. "Si. Anything you need, you call, eh?" 

Bree promised she would.  

He turned back to her father. "John, we talk more later. You and Angela, you 
come for dinner this Sunday? Brianna, you as well. You bring the bambino, William." 

"I'd love to," she said. She waited until he left and turned back to her father once 
he returned to the living room. 



"I want to know when we're going to hit the Dardanos," she snapped after he 
stepped back.  

"Bree-"  

She could tell by his tone the he was going to object to her involvement, tell her to 
be patient, and she quickly shook her head. "I’m so sick of Bernardo taking from us. 
Someone needs to dish out some of his own medicine to him. He needs to pay for every 
miserable thing he has done to our family,” Bree hissed, her fury boiling up inside of her. 

“That is not your job, Bree. Let us handle Bernardo.” 

“Right, ‘cause you’ve done such a bang up job so far?” Bree snapped, 
immediately regretting her outburst. She covered her eyes. “God, I’m sorry. Look. I 
didn’t mean…I’m just,” 

Her father sighed and pulled her in close, kissing the top of her head. “We 
understand, sweetie. Believe me, we’re as frustrated as you are, but we can’t go after 
Bernardo with guns blazing ‘cause that would give him the advantage. We must lay low, 
plan, and take our time.” 

"So you do have something planned?" She pressed. "Is that why Carl was here?" 

John hugged her, and his face held the same look she'd seen him give to pacify 
her mother, but to also let her know it was not her place to press. Angela was okay with it, 
Bree never had been. “Come, let's have a nice lunch and talk about more pleasant things, 
aye?” 

Bree met her mom at the park to pick up Will. Frustration still churned inside of 
her, and her dream had left her out of sorts for most of the day. Angela insisted they go 
out for dinner at the O’Reiley Pub. “It’ll do you some good to be around your family. 
We’ll help you get your mind off things,” 

“Things, huh?” Bree asked wryly as she held open the door for her mother, who 
carried Will. “So how long after I left dads did he call you?” 

Angela gave her sheepish smile. “We love you, sweetheart. And we worry about 
you, that doesn’t change just because-“ 

Her mother’s words were drowned out by arguing at the other end of the pub. 

“One of these days, you Dardanos are gonna get exactly what’s coming to you,” 
Bree’s grandfather Joe was red faced with rage as he glared at Bernardo. 



“If it wasn’t for the O’Reileys-“ Bernardo growled. 

“All right, Father, that’s enough. Let’s just go, all right?” 

That voice. Bree’s breath stopped in her throat. She looked across the pub, and the 
room seemed to shrink to one point. A man stood next to Bernardo, towering over him. 
She recognized the curve of that ear, the slant of that cheekbone, the sharp angle of that 
jaw. 

And then he looked at her, and Bree stumbled backwards as if punched in the 
stomach.  

Father. He’d called Bernardo father. His son. Hissonhissonhissonhissonhisson. 
Bree couldn’t breathe. 

He stared at her, that intense, wanting gaze that could turn her insides to jelly. His 
face broke into a wide, beaming grin. 

“Gammy, can I have amimal cackers?” 

“Sure thing, Will,” 

His grin wavered as he looked from Will to Angela to Bree. And Bree saw 
understanding start to dawn. He went deathly pale. 

He. Him. The man she’d slept with, shared herself with both body and soul. The 
father of her child. Oh God. 

No wonder he had so readily agreed to not share anything about himself. He must 
have known the whole time. Bree felt the room begin to spin and nausea rise in her throat. 
The whole time. Something his father wanted, Bernardo’s plan. 

Him inside of her, making love to her, making her laugh, holding her. 

Bernardo’s plan. 

“One doesn’t say no to Father.”  

Lies. All lies. Bree was shaking so hard she bit her tongue, but she didn’t even 
feel the blood in her mouth. 

Kill her husband and seduce the widow. She thought she’d never felt as angry as 
when Michael died, but this, oh God, her entire body was a live wire of rage. She was so 



furious, she was almost numb. So numb that she didn’t even feel herself reaching for the 
gun she had pulled out of the glove compartment and pocketed. 

So numb that she didn’t feel herself lift the gun and aim. 

So numb that she saw nothing, but his eyes, staring back at her in wide eyed 
surprise and confusion. 

She felt so numb she didn’t even feel herself pull the trigger. 



Chapter Nine 

Bree opened her eyes to see Will staring back, nose to nose with her. He gave a startled 
jerk but then smiled widely. 

“Oh good, mommy. I ‘a’ scared you go in hev’n like daddy.” 

She stared at her surroundings in confusion. She wasn’t in the pub anymore, but 
in the hospital. “What happened?” 

“Before or after I had to explain at the police station why they shouldn’t throw the 
book at my daughter for opening fire in a public place with an unregistered fire arm?” 
John asked, glowering down at her. 

Then it came rushing back to her. “Oh, holy crap,” she covered her face with her 
hands. She stared up at her father. “Where is he?” 

“Bernardo? Don’t worry about him.” 

“No. Not him, the other man.” Did she shoot him? Had her rage found its target? 
She didn’t know what to hope for. 

“His son? Wait, is that who you were aiming for?” Angela asked, and Bree turned 
in surprise to find her mother on the other side of the bed. 

“His son,” Bree repeated, the words filling her mouth like acid. Son a bitch. She 
decided she did hope she had shot him. 

“Right. Alessandro Dardano. A carbon copy of his father right down to his Italian 
leather shoes.” 

Alessandro. A copy of his father. Bree rolled the name around in her head. Was 
the English accent a fake? 

“He arrived a few days ago. But there was something so familiar about him, I just 
couldn’t put my finger on until just this second,” Angela said, picking Will up into her 
arms. "I only remember seeing him once or twice when Bernardo brought him to New 
York from where he'd been staying with his mother before she died. He had to be about 
five or six then." 



Bree tensed, afraid that her mother would figure out how she and Alessandro 
knew each other. “So am I gonna have to go to jail?” 

John sighed. “I explained that you were going through a rough time what with 
Michael’s death, and they’re still gonna charge you but instead of time, you’ll just have 
to undergo a psychiatric evaluation. You’re lucky you missed.” 

“I’m gonna have to see a shrink?” Bree asked annoyed. 

“And count your blessings that it’s not prison,” Angela reminded her. 

Bree leaned back against the pillows with a belligerent sigh. Okay. So that was a 
good point. And really, she was pregnant with Satan’s spawn. That called for a lifetime 
on some shrink’s couch for sure. Oh holy fucking crap. What the hell was she gonna do? 
“But hang on. Why am I in the hospital?” 

“You fainted after you pulled the trigger. Alessandro should thank his lucky stars 
you passed out when you did, otherwise he’d be whistling through his chest,” John 
pointed out. “So is there something you want to tell us, Bree?” 

Bree swallowed, looking up at her father with a tight sick feeling in the pit of her 
stomach. “Uh…What do you mean?” 

“When were you going to let us know you were pregnant?” Angela asked. 

Bree’s mouth fell open. “What the…how did you know?” 

“Meggie had to mention it to the doctor before he could put you on I.V. Not only 
are you pregnant, but you’ve hardly been eating. What are you thinking, Bree?” 

“Mom, can we save the ‘Bree’s screwing up yet again’ lecture for when I’m out 
of the hospital?” she snapped. 

Angela shook her head in obvious disapproval but didn’t push. “Now, about 
Alessandro. I recognized his voice from when you called me after the accident. He’s in 
the waiting room right now, demanding to see you. Would you care to explain?” 

Bree felt her throat close up. “Explain what?” she choked. 

“You two obviously know each other, and he’s practically running a hole into the 
floor out there worrying about you. Is Alessandro the father of your baby?” 

“What?” Bree asked, horrified. She wasn’t sure she could come up with a 
convincing enough lie while her brain was firing off thirteen billion panic signals “You 



keep him away from me. I hardly know the man and believe me if I had known he was 
Bernardo’s son-“ 

“All right, enough is enough. You and I need to have a chat and we need to have 
one right now,” Alessandro burst into the room, frustration steaming off of him and 
sending Bree’s panic up yet another notch. 

“Daddy, you keep him away from me!” she pleaded, burrowing closer to her 
father. 

“No, I’m sorry. There are things we need to discuss. In private. So if you two 
would excuse us-“ 

“No!” All three of them replied at the same time. 

“If you think I’m going to leave my daughter alone with you, you are crazier than 
your old man,” John insisted. 

A whimper broke through the shouting. Will was staring at all of them, tears 
filling his eyes and his hands over his ears. 

“God. It’s okay Will,” Bree assured him reaching out for her son. Angela eased 
him back into Bree’s arms. “I’m sorry we’re all being loud, sweetie.” She glared at 
Alessandro over her son’s head. He glared back. 

“Mom, here, you’d better take him. Leave us alone for a few minutes.” 

“Bree-,“ John protested, but Bree shook her head. 

“Don’t bother. Let me just get this over with and then if you could give me a ride 
home?” 

“I’ll be driving you home,” Alessandro insisted. 

“Keep pushing, Dardano,” John warned. 

“I wouldn’t get into a go kart with you. I’ll hear what you have to say, and then I 
want you to get the hell out of my sight.” 

Angela and John looked at Bree uneasily but took Will and left her alone with 
Alessandro. “There’s a guard posted at the door, so if he tries anything, you just scream, 
okay, Sweetie?” 

“Oh, you’ll hear me. Believe me,” Bree promised, her furious eyes on Alessandro. 



“Well, this is hardly how I imagined our reunion” Alessandro said, pulling up a 
chair and sitting next to her bed. 

“Really? And how exactly did you and Bernardo plan this moment?” Bree spat. 

“I’ve missed you so much, Brianna,” he reached for her hand, but she jerked away 
from him. 

“It’s Bree,” she spat, the sound of him using her full first name giving her a 
strange shiver. 

“Yes. I know. Bree O’Reiley,” he said her last name like it was a dirty word. 
“Brianna Francesca O’Reiley Donovan. Daughter of John and Angela O’Reiley, wife of-“ 

“So help me, if you say his name, I will kill you,” Bree hissed. 

“I know what you must be thinking,” 

“Oh, believe me, you have no idea.” 

“I had no idea that my father was the man behind your husband’s death. I promise 
you,” 

“Bull!” Bree spat. “You were in on it the whole time. That’s why we met. That’s 
why you slept with me and that’s why…” she caught herself before she told him about 
the baby. 

“Don’t do this. Don’t let your hatred for my father blind you to what we have 
between us.” 

“We have nothing!” Bree reached out and slapped him with all her might. He 
couldn’t know the baby she carried was his. Not ever. 

Alessandro’s dark eyes flashed angrily at her for a split second, making Bree’s 
insides tense in anticipation of his rage, but then he smiled at her, his hand going to her 
thigh. “Well, I was hoping we’d get to know each other a little better before delving into 
S & M, but I’m game if you are, sunshine.” 

“I want you to get out,” 

“And I want you naked screaming my name, now that you know it,” Alessandro 
growled, leaning in so that his breath brushed across her face in a tantalizing caress. 

Bree shoved at him. “You’re delusional.” 



“Now, let’s get down to more important matters, shall we? I think we should 
discuss names, don’t you? Let’s not leave it until the last minute or the poor lad will be 
stuck with something like Jacob or John and please, no original names like Moon Zappa 
or any of that nonsense, eh?” 

“What the- What?” Bree asked, feeling the beginnings of a migraine coming on. 
He couldn’t possibly be talking about her baby. He couldn’t possibly know that she was- 

“The dark haired woman out there…Marsha or something,” 

“Meggie,” Bree corrected. 

“That’s it. Yes, she mentioned your delicate condition when you were brought 
in.” Alessandro gave her a wide smile. “I admit at first I was dreading this moment, but 
knowing that you’re going to be the child’s mother…do you believe in fate, Brianna?” 

“I believe in this nurse call button thingy-“She held up the call button, her thumb 
hovering over the top. Oh, God, he knew about the baby. He knew she was pregnant. 
Okay…okay… Bree closed her eyes, forcing herself to calm down so that her panic 
wouldn’t show. Think, Bree, think! When all else fails, deny, deny, deny. She forced a 
laugh. “Wait, hang on, you don’t…think it’s…yours, do you?” 

“Of course it’s mine,” he insisted, his jaw clenching at her laughter. 

“Sorry to burst your bubble, Alessandro. Well, no, I’m really not, but this baby 
isn’t yours. It’s Michael’s, my husband, remember him? The man you killed?” 

“I didn’t kill your precious Michael, Brianna,” Alessandro assured her. 

“Right and you didn’t set out to seduce me as some kind of sick plot your father 
dreamed up. I remember what you told me, Alessandro. You don’t disobey your father, 
no matter what he asks you. Let’s get one thing clear. Whether you knew about it or not, 
your family killed my husband. And if it’s the last thing I do, I will make you pay for that. 
I will make it my life’s mission to destroy every single Dardano.” 

Alessandro held up a hand. “Hang on a second, I admit the Dardanos hold a lot of 
power in this world, but we can hardly manufacture snow storms and random car 
accidents.” 

“Well, Bernardo thinks he’s a god, so I wouldn’t put it past him.” 

“You’re the one who saved my life, remember? I would hardly send myself into 
the path of an oncoming car as some part of my father’s manipulation.” 



“Well, believe me, if I knew who you were when I saw you in that car-“ 

“What?” Alessandro dared, his eyes wide and challenging. “You would have left 
me in there to die?” 

“Yes!” she hissed. 

“Liar!” he snapped. “You would have saved me even if you knew I was a 
Dardano because you know that deep down, we’re connected you and I. We were meant 
to crash into each other on that road. We were meant to take shelter from the storm, and 
we were meant to make love because we are meant to be together. This child is proof of 
that. I’m always careful. I had no desire for some bored socialite I slept with to try and 
use a child to get at my family’s millions.  Always, but what happened to me when I met 
you, you changed everything for me. You reached in and turned me completely inside out, 
Brianna. No games. No lies. I lov-“ 

“Oh, God, no!” Bree pleaded, terrified what he would do to her if he said the 
words, how those words would make her feel. She didn’t want him to love her. She 
couldn’t love a Dardano, and he couldn’t love an O’Reiley. That was the world she 
understood, and it had already been turned upside down in so many ways. She needed 
this one constant. She needed her hate like a shield. “Please don’t say the words. Look 
Alessandro, you and I both agreed that what happened between us was a one time thing-“ 

“That was before I couldn’t stop thinking about you. It was a ridiculous 
agreement, and one I don’t plan to make again. I made you mine that night, Brianna, in 
the most fundamental way possible. And I mean to claim you now.” 

She clenched her eyes tight. “Claim me? What am I, a poodle?” Then she studied 
him as something he’d said earlier came back to her. “Wait a minute. What was that part 
about, me being the child’s mother? As opposed to who?” 

Alessandro shook his head. “It’s not important now. Brianna, all that matters is 
that-“ 

“No, no, no. Tell me. I wanna know. And stop calling me that. It’s Bree. Got it? 
Bree, Bree, Bree,” 

Alessandro grimaced. “Brie, is a type of cheese. It is not a name befitting the 
future Mrs Dardano.” 

Bree stared at him. She’d almost be impressed with his open, caveman gall if she 
wasn’t about ready to tear her hair out. “The future Mrs. What Now?” 



“Well, we’ll have to get married of course. Before the baby comes.” 

“Oh, my God. Alessandro. Do you need me to get a blow horn to scream into 
your thick skull? This baby is not yours! Not. N-O-T.” 

“Prove it,” Alessandro said leaning back in his seat as if he asking her to tea. 

“Excuse me?” Bree asked, a nervous shudder going down her back. 

“We can have a D.N.A test done as soon as possible.” 

“What? No! You have no right to demand anything from me, and stop trying to 
distract me. What were you talking about earlier?” Bree asked, hoping to distract him. 

“It’s irrelevant now, darling. You are the O’Reiley I would have chosen anyway.” 

“What does that mean? If the accident was so random as you keep claiming, then 
what?” 

Alessandro sighed. “Fine, but I want you to keep yourself calm for the little one’s 
sake, all right?” 

“Start talking,” Bree demanded, through clenched teeth. 

“Very well. My father wanted me to come to New York City and impregnate one 
of the O’Reiley women to carry on the Dardano legacy. An act of vengeance against your 
family.” 

Bree had no words. For one of the few times in her life, she was quite literally 
speechless. The…perversion of it all! The distorted, egomaniacal…insane… 

She leaned in close to him and whispered, “If you don’t get out of here right now, 
I swear by my son Will out there, I will scream.” Then she began furiously pressing the 
nurse’s call button.  

He not only didn’t get out, Alessandro grabbed the sides of her face and pulled 
her towards him, capturing her mouth with his.  

Bree’s squeak of protest quickly turned into a whimper as his possession of her 
mouth went from hard and insistent to soft and thorough. She clenched her fists at her 
sides, the call bell forgotten as she tried to resist the urge to touch him. His tongue traced 
the roof of her mouth in a teasing motion. His fingers slid into her hair. Bree took a deep 
shaky breath, feeling her nerves being blasted in so many different directions. She hated 
him, she wanted him. He had to stop. Dear God, please don’t let him ever stop. Her body 



grew warm when his hand moved down to her breast, closing his palm over the soft 
mound of skin that seemed to be arching closer to his touch of its own volition. Her body 
was opening, growing damp in a flurry of sense memory. 

“Bree, you have a Dardano stuck to your face,” a voice remarked, loudly clearing 
her throat. 

Bree pulled back with a shocked gasp. Her eyes widened when she saw Meggie in 
the doorway. “Meggie. Uh…I…” 

“You might have knocked,” Alessandro objected. 

“Now that wouldn’t have been much fun, would it? So, at least now I know why 
you’ve been skulking around the hospital all this time. I figured since she tried to shoot 
you that you would have been down at the police station throwing your Dardano money 
around.” 

“Well, aren’t you a treat?” Alessandro said with a charming grin getting to his feet 
and extending his hand towards her. 

Meggie cocked an eyebrow at Bree who merely rolled her eyes, the taste of 
Alessandro still in her mouth. She told herself that she was thrilled Meggie had 
interrupted them when she had. 

“My name is Meggie Donovan. You were just sucking face with my brother’s 
widow.” 

“Oh. Let me offer my condolences then,” Alessandro said. 

 “Mmm. The least you could do after your family killed him,” Meggie reminded 
him. 

Alessandro sighed. “I wish I could convince you and Brianna as well, that my 
family had nothing to do with Michael’s death. I am not a murderer.” 

“Well, your father certainly is. He’s killed more people than Jeffrey Dahmer and 
Ted Bundy put together. Someone gets in his way, and he eliminates them. Who’s to say 
you’re any different, junior?” Meggie demanded. 

“He’s not,” Bree remarked loudly, though her declaration had a decidedly inward 
tone, as if trying to convince herself. 



Alessandro turned and looked down at her. “I do hope you can come to trust me 
soon, darling, for our child’s sake,” and with that damning statement, he gave Meggie 
another smile and walked out. 

“‘Our child?’“ Meggie asked, her brown eyes wide. 

Bree raised her hand and shook her head. “He’s as delusional as his father is 
dangerous.” 

“Right. But even if the baby isn’t his, the fact that he thinks it is would suggest 
that you two did something that would result in a child being created, wouldn’t it?” 

Bree lifted her knees and dropped her head onto them with a groan. “God, 
Meggie.” 

“Bree!” Meggie exclaimed, moving towards the chair Alessandro had just vacated. 
“Did you two sleep together?” 

“I didn’t know who he was, I swear. We were taking shelter from the storm and 
then, we…I…God. I don’t know. Everything was so crazy, and I guess I just wasn’t 
thinking straight, and I just needed someone to help me forget. I don’t expect you to 
understand-“ 

Meggie shook her head. “Bree, I know you loved my brother, and I’m not one of 
those people who are gonna slam you for however you chose to work through your grief. 
God knows I’ve done some pretty insane things when I’ve been hurting. I’m the last one 
to judge you for something like this. But Bree, he’s a Dardano. If you’re carrying his 
baby-“ 

“I’m not!” Bree assured her. 

“How can you be sure?” Meggie pressed. “I mean, you may have not known he 
was a Dardano during the storm, but you certainly know he’s one now. You weren’t 
exactly fighting him off just now.” 

Bree scowled, angry that her own response to Alessandro didn’t seem to have 
diminished any regardless that she now knew he was the enemy. “He caught me off guard. 
I didn’t have a chance to fight him off before you walked in.” 

Meggie didn’t look convinced but didn’t pursue that matter. 



“I…It can’t be his baby, Meggie. It would just be a nightmare if this baby turned 
out to be Alessandro’s. Which, thank you by the way, for letting all of New York City 
know.” 

“Oh, come on. Only your family knows and, well, that guy. He looks pretty 
convinced the baby is his. Looks about ready to shout it from the roof tops, I’d say. 
Doesn’t seem like he’s gonna back off any. Maybe you should get out town for a while?” 

“Like hell, that’s what got me in this mess in the first place. No. The Dardanos are 
not running me out screaming like a little girl. There’s no way I’m going anywhere and 
there is no way, I’m going to let this baby be Alessandro’s.” 

“‘Let’? There’s not much you can… Oh, no. Bree. You’re not thinking of lying 
about the paternity of this kid?” 

“I’m going to do what I have to in order to protect MY baby. And if you’re really 
my friend, you’ll help me,” Bree pointed out. “Do it for Michael,” 

“That is hitting below the belt, Bree.” 

“Yes it is,” Bree nodded, unrepentant. 

Meggie sighed. “Fine. I promise, from now on. Tick and lock,” she mimicked 
locking her lips together. “But with the Dardanos breathing down your neck, looks like 
you’ve got a hell of a war on your hands, kid.” 



Chapter Ten 

“Hi,” a small voice said behind him. Alessandro turned after testing the key in the lock to 
his new penthouse suite. He had to adjust his gaze significantly downward. Her son. 

“Hello there,” he said, looking up for a moment to see if he could catch a glimpse 
of Bree through the open doorway of the suite across from him. The little boy wore a 
navy blue snow suit, the hood hanging loosely off the back of his neck. His face was 
flushed and no doubt, the child was melting in that thing waiting for his mother. A silver 
toboggan was propped next to him on the wall. 

Alessandro felt a tight pang in the center of his chest wishing he could join them. 
Not that he could even if they let him. Bernardo wanted to see him. 

“You’re big,” the boy announced with a child’s propensity for stating the obvious. 
“Like a twee.” 

“Uh, thank you?” Alessandro asked with an amused smile. He half expected the 
kid to ask him how the weather was up here, having heard that particular jab throughout 
most of his childhood. 

“My name is Will. ‘Is short for William. How come my mommy no like you?” 

“Ah…Well,” Alessandro stammered. He didn’t really know how to explain such a 
situation to a four year old. 

“She go ‘bang bang’ like a cowboy. Are you a bad guy?” Will asked, craning his 
neck up to look at Alessandro. 

Alessandro bit his lip, thinking of the dozens of enemies he had who would 
classify him as exactly that. He crouched down onto one knee so that he was eye level 
with the boy. “Your mummy and I are just having a bit of a disagreement.” There. That 
was diplomatic enough, Alessandro figured. 

“You fight? When my mommy and daddy fighted, they say sorry, and then he 
give her kiss. Vewy icky but she always smile. Maybe you give her kiss?” 



“Right,” Alessandro said, trying to stifle a grin. “Tried that, ol boy. Didn’t work 
too well.” 

“Maybe you do it wrong?” Will suggested. “You should patise.” 

“Practice makes perfect, eh?” Alessandro asked, thinking he’d like nothing better. 

Will’s eyes widened. “My daddy aways say dat! When he twoed da ball to me and 
I miss it.” 

Alessandro felt a sick knot in the pit of his stomach. The last thing he wanted was 
to talk about Michael. He told himself he had no reason to feel guilty for something he 
had no hand in, but looking into this child’s face, Alessandro thought he might vomit. 

“My daddy go to be with Jesus. I miss him lots. Did you know my daddy?” 

“No,” Alessandro replied, the word coming out choked. Regardless of whether he 
had been the one to kill this boy’s father or not, the child had no father now. Because of 
his family. 

“Oh,” Will replied sadly. Then he looked at the toboggan by his side and 
brightened. “Hey you wanna bobogganing with us?”    

“Will!” Bree’s voice lashed out with the force of a whip, making the little boy 
jump in surprise. 

“Mommy, I’s axing if da man wanna come wid us to play,” 

Bree met Alessandro’s gaze, and he couldn’t help responding to the fire there in 
her eyes. If she had the gun now, he was certain he’d be a dead man. It was irrational, 
really, how her fury aroused him so. 

“I heard you,” 

He could see her struggling for control in front of her son. Her blonde hair was 
tied back in a tight braid and Alessandro’s fingers itched to pull it loose and feel it free 
through his fingers. 

“Can he come mommy? I think he like you even though you had a 
dis...dis...disgageemend.” 

“I’m sure Mr. Dardano is busy, aren’t you?” Bree asked, blue eyes blazing. 

“Afraid so, Will. I have to get all my things organized in my new place.” 



If it was possible, her fury seemed to grow behind her tight control. 

She took a deep breath and forced a smile. “What?” 

“Oh, did I forget to mention? I just moved in,” he smiled back at her, enjoying the 
heated angry flush of her cheeks more than he knew was healthy for his own mortality. 
He pointed to the door behind him. 

“You’re living here now?” 

“Yeah, so now you can say you sowwy fo going bang bang,” Will pointed out. 

Bree pulled her son close to her body, as if to protect him from Alessandro. 

Okay, now that was uncalled for. He glared back at her. As if he would EVER 
harm a child. 

“Will, why don’t you go back inside while mommy talks with Mr. Dardano for a 
minute.” 

“But…mooommmmyyyy! I’s wanna go now. I’s hot!” Will whined. 

“I’ll only be a minute,” Bree promised pushing him back inside. 

“Fine, but I be countin’ da sesonds,” Will insisted slapping his thighs in 
frustration. 

“Kid can’t count past ten but sure,” Bree remarked to herself then she stared at 
Alessandro. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” 

“Well, I was about to have a beer before I get started unpacking.” 

“Why are you unpacking here? Why have you moved in here?” 

“Really, Darling, playing dumb doesn’t suit you. Surely you know why,” 

“Is it a minnid yet?” Will asked, sticking his head around the door that Bree had 
kept ajar. 

“No,” Bree answered turning back to Alessandro. “I don’t want you living here,” 

“My, my, and you accuse the Dardanos of trying to run the world. As you so 
succinctly put it, you have no desire to be a part of my life, which means you have no say 
in where I choose to live, sunshine. I, on the other hand, made no such declaration.” 



“God, I hate you,” Bree seethed. 

Alessandro smiled and tapped the end of her nose playfully, resisting the urge to 
tear her thick coat off of her and take her right against the wall. “You keep telling 
yourself that, love. We both know better.” 

**** 

“Ah, Alessandro. Come. Come tell me how our plans are coming along,” 
Bernardo extended his arms out to his son, and Alessandro stepped into the embrace 
easily, used to his father’s ardent affection in regards to him. He’d never been one to 
boast about this special relationship to his brother, Arturo. Alessandro brought it down to 
him being the oldest. It simply was what it was. He also chose to ignore Arturo’s 
resentment of this most of the time, but he could sense the younger man’s irritation with 
him more often of late. “Brianna is with child, yes?” Bernardo’s thick Italian accent 
dripped with glee. 

Alessandro tried to control his own desire to share in that joy, knowing his father 
would not be happy with the next bit of news. “She claims the father is Michael.” 

Bernardo’s face darkened. “Bah! That little pipsqueak? No, Alessandro, that child 
is yours as sure as I am standing here. Tell me you can see through that particular ruse of 
hers." 

“Yes, father, I’ve demanded she have a D.N.A test done.” 

Bernardo reached up and patted his son’s cheek. He moved towards the 
elaborately set table. “Let us eat, uh?” 

“How are you feeling, Father?” Alessandro asked when Bernardo groaned as he 
took his seat, next to his younger son, Arturo. 

“I’m all right.” He grinned at Alessandro. “In a few months, I will be better, 
When the baby is born. When the future is secure for all the Dardanos now and to come.” 

“And the future that now includes the O’Reileys as well?” Arturo asked, his 
disdain for his father’s plan evident. 

“Yes. Yes. That Alessandro aligns himself with the O’Reileys is crucial to my 
plan.” 

“Which you haven’t seen fit to tell me or your precious Alessandro,” 



“You will know when you need to know. Now, enough. Eat, drink and then we 
talk some more. I do not like to talk of business during my meal. It gives me-“ 

“Indigestion,” Alessandro answered, supplying the word at the same time his 
father did. 

Bernardo pointed his fork at him. “Nobody likes a smart aleck,” but his voice was 
light. 

Alessandro took a moment to take in the décor. Not that he really had to. He knew 
exactly what each piece of furniture would look like, what color the walls would be 
painted and what kind of fabric would hang over the windows. His father was a creature 
of habit. Every time he moved into a new mansion, he liked the décor to stay the same. 
He said this was so that every place would feel like home. Some psychiatrists would 
probably classify it as a mild form of OCD. They had moved often when Alessandro was 
a child, and he wondered if Bernardo had kept things the same on purpose, to make it 
easier on his son, before deciding it was best Alessandro stayed in London, getting a 
better education than Bernardo thought he would receive in America. Alessandro liked to 
think that was the reason. It made Bernardo less of an imposing figure to him. 

Oh, he knew what his father was, knew the violence he was capable of and, 
Alessandro had helped him carry out that violence on numerous occasions, but he liked to 
think there was always a reason. To protect oneself against one’s enemies, to avenge a 
wrong done, to strike before being struck down. Alessandro never doubted Bernardo’s 
right in all his dealings. 

Until Arturo brought up the fact of young Will Donovan. 

They sat in their father’s library, which contained the same books Alessandro had 
seen all his life. An avid reader, Alessandro still hadn’t been able to make his way 
through his father’s huge collection. Descartes to Shakespeare (his father’s favourite) to 
the modern day Tom Clancy and John Grisham. (who bored Bernardo, but he liked 
finding loopholes and ways around the courtroom dramas described). 

“So you have moved into Brianna’s building?” Bernardo asked, nursing a brandy. 

“Yes. Right across the hall. Much to her consternation,” Alessandro said, smiling 
in remembrance of Brianna’s beautiful fury. “I think I can use her son Will to get close to 
her.” 

“Good. Well done.” 



“Father, I don’t think it would be a good idea if Alessandro were to get too close 
to the boy,” Arturo said. 

“Why not?” Alessandro asked. It seemed like a foolproof plan to him. Will had 
taken a liking to him and that would certainly help him endear himself to Brianna. 

Again, he thought. Why couldn’t things have stayed as simple they had been back 
at the abandoned house? 

Arturo took a deep breath. “I keep hoping you’ll remedy the situation with young 
Will as you should have when you killed his father,” 

Bernardo’s face looked positively murderous as he regarded Arturo. 

Alessandro’s jaw fell open. Surely they weren’t discussing what Alessandro 
thought they were. “Wait a minute. Will? You’re actually talking about murdering a four 
year old boy?” 

“This subject is closed. We do not murder children and you disgust me by 
suggesting we do so!” Bernardo raged, jumping to his feet. 

“Are you out of your mind?” Alessandro asked, joining his father. 

“Oh please, Alessandro. The only reason you even look twice at the boy is 
because he’s your means to your precious Brianna. Do I need to remind you that the goal 
here is not for you to get your jollies with that little trollop but to ensure the complete and 
utter destruction of the O’Reiley clan?” 

“Nobody is touching a hair on that child’s head. Do you hear me, Arturo?” 

“We have already discussed and closed this matter,” Bernardo insisted. 

Alessandro stared at his father, more than a little shaken. “There shouldn’t have 
even been a discussion. He’s four years old!” 

“But someday he will be a man. And don’t you think he will come straight to your 
door, demanding vengeance for his father’s murder? I say we strike now. Before he has 
the chance.” 

Alessandro was amazed at his outward calm considering how shaken he was by 
Arturo’s demand. “The answer is no,” he said simply. “Move against him or Brianna and 
I will kill you.” 

“Oh, don’t tell me you’re in love with the little slut-“ 



“Enough!” Bernardo bellowed. “Will Donovan is to be left alone, and that is my 
final word on the matter. When he is a grown man…well, we will leave the future up to a 
higher power than us, uh?” 

Arturo glared at Alessandro, and he stared at Arturo in awe and a growing inner 
panic that told him not only did his younger brother resent him, but the man was quite 
possibly insane. 

**** 

“Tell me, how great I am?” Meggie said as Bree let her in to her apartment. 

“Why would I want to-“ Bree suddenly gasped realizing that Meggie was holding 
up a yellow manila envelope that had to be the D.N.A results. 

“I have good news and I have bad news,” Meggie warned, before handing it to 
her. 

“Auntie!” Will said, popping up from the side of the couch. “Der’s a new man 
living across da hall. He’s really, really big,” 

“I bet I could beat your bad news,” Bree said holding out her hand for Meggie’s 
jacket. “You want some coffee?” 

“Always. What’s your bad news?” 

“Guess who’s living across the hall?” Bree grumbled. 

“Noooo,” Meggie gasped. “Are you serious? He actually had the balls to move 
not only into your family's hotel but across your penthouse suite? Wow. Score one for the 
Dardano nerve.” 

“All my energy is into not going over there and tearing him a new one. What’s 
your news?” 

“Good or bad?” Meggie asked as Bree went into the kitchen to pour her a mug of 
coffee. 

“Why ruin a streak? Bad first.” 

Meggie’s face grew grave. “I’m sorry sweetie, but Michael isn’t the father of your 
baby. Alessandro is,” 



Bree’s hand shook around the mug, spilling some of the hot coffee on her skin. 
She knew already, of course. Deep inside of her, a small voice had known the child she 
carried was not her husband’s. But to hear the words… 

“You okay?” 

“That I’m having Satan’s grandchild? Sure, why not? I mean, what was that 
movie with that girl with the really short hair?” 

“Mia Farrow in Rosemary’s Baby?” 

“Right. Look how that turned out,” Bree said with a short burst of hysterical 
laughter. Her hands went to her abdomen, as of yet, still flat. 

Meggie grimaced and forced a bright smile. “Well, on to my good news. 
Alessandro may have been the father of your baby before, but he isn’t anymore,” And 
with that, she handed Bree the envelope. 

Bree clutched the envelope to her as if it were the Holy Grail. It didn’t matter if he 
was the father or not. As long as Alessandro didn’t know, she was safe. 

“How did you manage to do this?” 

“Carl, the lab tech has a crush on me, and I promised I'd go out with him if he just 
did me this teeny tiny favour,” Meggie explained. 

“Nice,” Bree said impressed. “Seriously. Thank you so much for doing this for me. 
I owe you huge.” 

“Yes, you do, and you can bet your ass I’ll call in that favour some day, but for 
now, you were married to my brother and you gave me my nephew who is just the most 
adorable little guy in the world, didn’t ya?” Meggie grabbed Will and pulled him onto her 
lap. 

“I nod adodable! I tough! I beat you up!” Will protested. 

“Yes you are. You’re adorable and cute and sweet, and if you were covered in 
sugar, I would just bite you all over,” Meggie insisted, tickling him and lowering her 
head to pretend to bite him. “So, what’s the plan now?” 

“Uh, have my baby, destroy the Dardanos, go on with my li-“ 



“Wait. Are you kidding me? Bree, you’re not seriously thinking about going after 
Bernardo? I mean, the whole reason I did this was so you would be safe from Alessandro 
and Grandpa Lecter.” 

“Oh, don’t worry about that. There is no way I’m letting Bernardo or any of the 
Dardanos hurt me and my family again. This time, I’m hitting them first.” 

“Bree, stop. Okay? Listen to me,” Meggie moved Will next to her on the couch 
and stood up. “You have Will to think about and now this baby-“ 

“I am thinking about them!” Bree assured her fiercely. “I will not spend the rest of 
my life waiting for the Dardanos to take someone else away from me. I thought you 
would understand?” 

“Understand that you have a death wish? Understand that you are putting your 
need for revenge ahead of the safety of your family?” 

“Well, thanks a lot. I knew it’d be too much to ask that you would be on my 
side-“ 

“Oh, please, don’t get all ‘poor me, no one understands me,’. That’s an old record. 
I understand what you’re feeling. I’m just saying there might be a better way to go about 
it. A safer way,” Meggie said. 

“Like what?” Bree countered. 

“Well, I don’t exactly know yet, but you can’t just go in there with guns blazing.” 

There was a knock on the door and when Bree went to answer it, she found a 
messenger with a long white box with a red bow. 

“Who’s this from?” Bree asked. 

“Mommy got a pezent?” Will asked following her to the door. 

“Don’t know, ma’am. Secret admirer maybe?” he suggested with a smile. 
“There’s a card, so maybe they signed it there?” 

“Mmm. Thanks,” After tipping him, Bree brought the box inside and laid it on the 
couch. She pulled out the card and read it out loud. ‘Practice makes perfect,” She looked 
at Meggie blankly. “What the hell does that mean?” 

“Dat’s da big man on da oder side, mommy!” Will exclaimed with a wide grin. 



“Alessandro? Well, that makes sense, I suppose since he doesn’t get that I would 
rather stick needles in my eyes than go near him again, but what exactly does he mean by 
‘practice makes perfect’?” 

“Hee,” Will said practically bouncing. 

“What do you know, you little mischief maker?” Meggie asked. 

“He’s gonna kiss mommy. I told him to patise.” 

“You told him to what?” Bree asked wide eyed. 

“‘s okay, mommy. I don’ think daddy would be mad since he’s in hev’n and can’t 
kiss you no more.” 

“Ah, set up by a four year old. Very Tom Hanks and Meg Ryan. Who needs 
online dating?” Meggie remarked with a wry grin. “And like I said, there’s an easier way 
to get your revenge, and I think you just found it.” 

“What? Alessandro?” Bree asked in disbelief. There was no way she was going to 
encourage Alessandro in his pursuit of her. She had no desire to do that to herself ever 
again. She barely got through unscathed the first time. 

“I’m just saying. You weren’t exactly fighting him off when he kissed you. 
Maybe you do feel something for him. You can use that.” 

“I do feel something for Alessandro. Loathing.” 

Meggie pursed her lips in obvious disbelief. 

Bree opened the box. Roses, but not red ones. Blue ones. More rare. Her breath 
caught at how beautiful they were, and she stiffened herself not to weaken. “This might 
impress his London sluts, but this is what I think of that presumptuous, silver 
spooned-“She grabbed the flowers and stormed into the kitchen. She flipped on the 
garbage disposal. 

“Ah, the course of true love never did run smooth,” Meggie remarked over the 
noise of the demise of Alessandro’s blue roses. 



Chapter Eleven 

It was ridiculous to feel guilty over something she knew was the right thing. Bree wasn’t 
used to feeling guilty for doing something positive. She forced a smile as she opened the 
door to let Alessandro in. Her breath still caught in her throat when she looked at him. 
The effect he had on her would take longer for her to get over than she’d first thought. 
Christ, but he was a beautiful man. Then again, wasn’t Lucifer supposed to be one of 
God’s most beautiful angels too? Figures. 

“You look radiant, my darling,” Alessandro said, his voice washing over her like 
honey. 

Dammit. If only he’d been a different man, she’d feel perfect joy having his child. 

“Yeah, well, you spend all morning throwing up and you’ll be all glowing too,” 
Bree replied wryly. 

“Hi!” came the childish squeal behind her as Will ran out of his room to see their 
guest. 

“And how are you, young William?” Alessandro asked, grinning down at the little 
boy. 

His smile put Bree on guard. She didn’t like the way he was looking down at Will, 
all warm and…well…sweet. If he thought she was gonna melt into his arms just because 
he was nice to her son, he had another thing coming. 

“I’m good. You wanna come see my new dums? Uncle Max gotted dem for me, 
But mommy says dey make too much noise and dat she gonna kill him.” 

Alessandro moved his gaze to Bree and the amusement in them made her heart 
break a little. He was gorgeous anytime, but when he smiled…Bree shook herself 
mentally, reminding herself why she had invited him over. “Will, you wanna go and play 
in your room for a little while. Mommy and Alessandro have to talk in private.” 

“Nope,” Will said. “I want him to come pay wid me. Then you can talk pivates.” 



Alessandro smiled, his eyes twinkling mischievously at the child’s obviously 
unintentional meaning. 

Bree rolled her eyes. “Your room. Now.” 

Will mimicked her rolling eyes perfectly and sighed. “ ‘s nod fair. I found him 
first.” 

“Yeah, well, life’s not fair kiddo,” 

“It is fo da growed up’s.” 

“Now,” Bree insisted pointing to his room. 

“I hope you received my small gift,” Alessandro said, moving towards the couch. 
He perched himself on the arm rest. 

“The flowers, yeah. What the heck are you trying to pull?” 

“She put da fowers in da guzzzzzzhhhh,” Will accused, making his own version 
of the sound of the garbage disposal. 

“Close the door!” Bree called out. An insolent slam followed. 

“Perhaps next time I should try lilies? But I could have sworn you said blue roses 
were your favourite because they were so rare. I might have heard wrong though,” He 
reached for her hand and pulled her towards him, lowering his voice so that Will couldn’t 
hear. “as I was inside of you when I asked the question.” 

Bree’s mouth went dry at the memory of that image. They had just finished 
making love, his body hot and damp, flush with hers and he was going soft inside of her, 
but she had kept her legs locked around him, not wanting to separate. His hands had 
brushed the damp locks off her forehead, and they lay like that for a long time, touching 
and talking. 

Alessandro’s fingers ran over the back of her hand. Bree felt goose bumps rise all 
up her arm. She forced herself to jerk her arm back. “I got the results back.” She said, 
hoping to get the words out and get him out of the apartment as soon as she could. 

He sensed her tone and his eyes rose warily to her. She saw his Adam’s apple bob 
against his neck as he swallowed hard. “And?” 



“Michael is the father of my baby. Not you, Alessandro,” There, like ripping off a 
band-aid. Quick and painless. Except the look Alessandro gave her didn’t seem painless 
at all. 

He cleared his throat. “You’re…lying. You have to be-“ 

Bree turned away from the broken look in his eyes and picked up the envelope 
with the test results. 

“Read it and weep,” she said, being deliberately callous so she wouldn’t weaken 
herself. God would forgive her, she was sure of it. She was saving her baby from the 
Dardanos, saving him from the lion’s den. What kind of mother would she be if she did 
any less? 

He all but jerked the envelope out of her hands and pulled the sheet of paper out. 
Bree watched as he seemed to deflate in front of her eyes. He slid off the arm of the 
couch onto the cushion, his eyes never leaving the sheet. 

“This isn’t possible. I was…sure. I was so sure,” 

Bree forced herself not to respond to how small his voice sounded. She blinked 
back the burning in her eyes. For a second, she debated throwing her arms around him 
and telling him she was lying. But no. That was unthinkable. 

"It doesn’t matter because the truth is there in black and white. You and I have 
nothing more to say to each other. You can stay the hell out of my life,” 

His eyes flickered with anger, and he got to his feet, towering over her. “Oh, not 
bloody likely, darling. This isn’t the end of us, Brianna. Not by a long shot,” 

Bree stared up warily, a frisson of both fear and desire warring in her body as he 
licked his lips. “What d-do you mean? It’s over. I want nothing more to do with you,” 

He went on as if she hadn’t spoken. “We’ll just try again.” 

“Come again?” she asked, hoping she hadn’t heard him right. 

He gave her a small smile and ran a finger along her collar bone. “Mmm, and 
again, and again.” 

She smacked his hand away. “If you think I’m ever gonna let you touch me 
again-“ 

“Sunshine, you won’t have to ‘let’ me,” 



“So, what? You’re just gonna rape me?” Bree asked, her body trembling. 

“We both know damned well it wouldn’t be rape,” and with that, he grabbed her 
by the waist and hauled her against him, crushing her mouth under his. 

Bree thought to push her arms against his chest and instead her hand moved to his 
arms and gripped them tight. Nononononono! Her mind screamed. Oh, God, yes, her body 
countered. After a few seconds, she realized his arms were no longer trapping her but had 
risen for his hands to cup her face as he explored her mouth with his tongue. 

He let her go, his dark eyes blazing triumphantly. He ran a finger down her cheek. 
“A wise young man once told me practice makes perfect.” 

**** 

Bree ran her fingers over the engraved letters on the marble. Beloved. “It’s not too 
cold today,” she said, laying the carnations down in front of the tombstone. White ones 
were his favourite because he said they reminded him of popcorn balls. "Will is amazing. 
He wants to know if heaven is where Santa lives, and he asked me if he was a good boy 
next year, could Santa send you back. I didn’t know what to tell him,” Bree sniffled as 
her eyes watered. “I don’t know what to tell him a lot of the time. He’s so smart, Michael, 
and he has all these questions. He misses you so much.” She wrapped her arms around 
herself. “We both miss you so much.” 

She wiped at her cheeks with her gloved fingers. “I wanted to come tell you 
something that I’ve been avoiding telling you for a long time. Old habits die hard I guess. 
I just didn’t want you to think I wasn’t coming to see you because I was moving on or 
whatever. About three months ago, I met someone. It was shortly after your funeral, and I 
was in a real bad place, Michael. I really felt like I was coming apart. I’m not trying to 
excuse what I did, I hope you get that. There’s no excuse, but, well, he’s a Dardano. 
Bernardo’s son of all people. Please, Michael, you have to believe me, if I had known 
who he was,” Bree covered her face with her hands, her regret threatening to overwhelm 
her. She ran her hand over her stomach. There was still no outward sign of her pregnancy, 
but her body felt fuller, slightly heavier as if already starting to make itself ready for the 
growing baby inside of her. “I’m pregnant. And oh, God how I wish it was yours. I 
prayed so hard that it would be yours, but…it’s his. Please forgive me. It’s his. I’m so 
sorry.” Her shoulders shook with sobs, and she let herself cry for a few minutes before 
pulling herself back together. “But I’ll be damned if I’m gonna let them get their filthy 
murdering hands on my baby. I told him it was yours, and that’s what everyone is going 
to believe. This baby will be raised as yours. It’ll know what it is to be loved and safe. 
It’ll grow up strong and honourable. I swear that to you,” she shivered under her long 



black coat. “And I swear I will make them pay for what they did to you, to my whole 
family. They’ll pay.” 

**** 

The dress was a perfect fit, neither too slutty nor too conservative. Bree pinned 
her hair up. 

She grabbed her purse and pulled open the door ready to leave. “Alessandro,” 
Bree said, surprised to see him standing in the doorway as if he'd been about to knock. 

He stared at her, and the naked hunger in his gaze unnerved her. She could deal 
with his wise cracks and innuendos, but when he looked at her like that, it was 
too…honest. 

“Wow. Brianna you look…Good God.” There was a little crack in his voice that 
gave her a beat of satisfaction that she quickly squelched. 

The last thing she wanted was for him to be turned on. 

"I have a business dinner for the hotel, so if you don't mind." 

"That's why I'm here. I'm going to be accompanying you." 

Bree blinked and took a step back. "Excuse me. I'm not having dinner with you." 

"No, not a date. Purely business. It's best if the people in this city get used to 
seeing us together since you're going to be the mother of my future children." 

She stared at him. "Are you drunk, high, or just stupid? I'm an O'Reiley, you're a 
Dardano, we don't do lunch, dinner or any meals. We shoot each other, blow up each 
other's cars, steal each other’s money, threaten, lie, cheat-" 

Alessandro lifted a hand. "That is all in the past. This is about the future, and your 
future is with me and you know it." 

"Good God," Bree groaned.  

"I am not letting you go around like you have, just as you please with no 
protection. You should be watched at all times. Kept safe." 

Bree narrowed her eyes. "I have guards when I need them. This is a business 
dinner." 



"Ah, so your family lets you pick and choose when you're protected-" 

She cut him off quickly. "My family doesn't let me do anything! I'm a grown 
woman, a mother-" 

"And the woman I love," Alessandro cut in. "That means you are never to go out 
without protection. Ever. Now I meant what I said about the future, Brianna. I want the 
animosity between our families to end. Starting tonight. I'm coming with you whether 
you want it or not." 

Bree felt her face growing hot and fisted her hands against her thighs to stop 
herself from hauling off and hitting him. Who the hell did he think he was?  

"What? You're just going to follow me everywhere like some damned stalker?" 

He shook his head. "Of course not. We'll go in my car." 

Bree struggled to even out her breathing. "I swear, in my world I come up against 
a lot of arrogant sons of bitches but you..." Then Meggie's words came to her, use him. 
Yes, she thought, changing tactics, She had to keep her eye on the goal. She could not 
allow herself to get sidetracked from her goal. Vengeance. Making the Dardanos pay. 

She exhaled as if arguing with him drained her energy, in fact, the opposite was 
true, she felt alive, trembling and more than a little aroused.  

Bree told herself it was the distinguished suit that made him look so handsome, 
but the son of a bitch could wear a potato sack and still look devastating. "All right. 
Fine." 

His eyes had a flicker of skepticism at her change of heart, but he smiled and gave 
her his arm. 



Chapter Twelve 

He held the limo door open for her, not allowing the driver to do it. “What? Your 
Mercedes is in the shop?” Bree asked. 

“Dardano Enterprises has an image to uphold, darling. First class all the way.” 

Bree shook her head as she sat back in the genuine black leather seats, a row of 
crystal champagne glasses on her left. “There’s a difference between elegance and 
pretension. Not that I would expect the Dardanos to understand that.” 

“Have you ever made love in the back of a limousine?” Alessandro asked, his 
hand on her knee and snaking upwards, making her jump. 

“What?” 

“You need to relax, Brianna.” His hand traveled slowly, purposely up her thigh. 

“And you need to keep your hands to yourself. I could have you charged with 
sexual harassment, you know?” 

He tapped her nose. “But you wouldn’t because you enjoy my company too 
much.” 

“Okay, someone’s been smoking the wacky tobacky. And keep your hands to 
yourself!” She smacked at his roving fingers, fighting the shivers following his touch. "I 
agreed to let you accompany me because, well...maybe you're right. We should try and 
put the animosity between our families-stop that!" She gripped his fingers and tried to 
twist them, but he easily pulled out of her grip. 

Alessandro laughed. “Darling, I haven’t laughed in ages like I do when I’m with 
you. I propose a clean slate, eh?” He sighed and sat back against the seat. “Brianna. I’m 
not going to give up until you are mine. You could make this so much easier if you just 
accept the inevitable.” He lifted his hand to cup the side of her face. “We belong to each 
other, and you know it.” 

“Alessandro, listen to me. Hear me, okay? Please,” Bree turned towards him, 
pulling his hand from her face, unable to think while he was touching her. “In another 



lifetime, maybe we would have worked. Maybe. But we will never work because of who 
we are. Do you get that? There is nothing here between us anymore. I look at you, and I 
see the man who killed my husband-“she forged ahead when she saw his mouth open to 
protest. “And even if you didn’t do it personally, your father did. He ordered it done, and 
that’s why I can never feel anything. When I say I want us to move past the anger 
between our families, I mean a stalemate. I don't think we'll ever be friends, but we've got 
to stop attacking each other.” 

“Prove it,” Alessandro said simply. 

“What do you mean?” Bree asked warily. 

“Kiss me,” 

“Alessandro-“ Bree moaned. 

“No, seriously. Kiss me, and if you can honestly tell me you feel nothing, I won’t 
bother you again. That’ll be the end of it.” 

Bree narrowed her eyes. “As if I would buy that,” 

“Only one way to find out isn’t there?” Alessandro countered, looking 
meaningfully at her mouth.     

Bree looked at him, her eyes narrowing at the blatant attempt at seduction. “I’m 
not going to kiss you,” 

“Well then, I guess we have our answer then, don’t we?” Alessandro replied 
smugly. “You’re afraid to kiss me because you’re afraid it’ll show the honesty of your 
feelings for me.”  

“No, for me to show my true feelings for you would require me to bite off a piece 
of your anatomy that God only meant to be treated nicely,” 

Alessandro blinked and cringed a little before the smug smile returned. “If I 
remember correctly, you had a particular talent for that sort of nice treatment.” 

Bree almost swatted him again, but he easily held her wrist down between them. 
“Come on, Brianna. One little kiss and I’m out of your life.” 

“You’re really so arrogant to believe that one kiss from you and I’m gonna fall 
into your arms like one of your British bimbos?” Bree leaned closer to him. “You’re not 
that good, Alessandro Dardano.” Her wet pussy testified loudly to that lie, and he hadn’t 
even really touched her yet. Hormones she told herself. Lately, the memories of the night 



they’d spent had been coming back in full force, and Bree figured it was the pregnancy 
hormones bringing them back so powerfully. 

“Is that right? It took days for the scratch marks on my back to fade, sunshine,” he 
retorted, his voice a low soft growl. 

Angry sex, Bree told herself. She had been perfectly comfortable with the idea in 
the past. AngrysexAngrysexAngrysex. Her body positively hummed for it. 

“Fine. If that’s the only way to shut you up,” Bree grabbed the sides of his face 
and kissed him, telling herself all the while to show him how little it meant. She hated 
him. Kissing him disgusted her. No, not even disgusted her, kissing him didn’t move her 
at all. It was like kissing a fence post, a dead fish, dirty socks. 

How had she ended up in his lap, Bree wondered distantly, as her mouth seemed 
to have fused itself to him. His tongue tickled the roof of her mouth in a beckoning 
motion, and Bree gripped his shoulders. His hands went down to her bottom, cupping it 
as he lifted his leg so that her pussy came down on his thigh. He lifted her dress up her 
thighs to keep it from tearing. Struggling for breath, Bree broke free, but Alessandro kept 
his mouth on her, leaving a heated trail of raised nerves along the column of her neck. 

“Oh God…Please, Alessandro…please…” Bree shivered, digging her nails into 
the fabric of his coat. 

“Please what, darling?” Alessandro whispered. He took her hips and guided them 
back and forth so that she was rubbing against his thigh. Teasing her just enough to bring 
her to the brink, but the contact through too much fabric wasn’t good enough to send her 
over. His hand moved upwards to cup her breast, bare beneath her dress. 

Her nipple puckered in the center of his hand as he squeezed the heavy flesh and 
Bree whimpered, burying her face in the crown of his hair, inhaling the powerful scent of 
him. Damn him to fucking hell for being able to play her body so well. She’d never been 
roused so easily, so powerfully. Every touch, gentle or hard, was as if he was pulling her 
inside out. What was wrong with her? The man touched her, and everything else went out 
the window. Yet another reason to stay away from him. So why was she clutching to him 
as if he were her lifeline? 

There was an insistent knock on the glass divider, the sound vibrating through the 
space with the effect of a bucket of ice water. Bree leapt off of him, horrified at her own 
behaviour and still so painfully turned on. Her hands shook as she straightened her dress 
and her hair. Alessandro was breathing hard, and it gave Bree a moment’s satisfaction to 
know he wasn’t as in control as he always seemed to be. 



“What is it, Morgan?” Alessandro demanded. 

“We’re here, Sir,” 

“Well,” Alessandro said, trying for a blasé smile, but his voice was choked. “I 
suppose that proves my point there, darling,” 

“Fuck you,” Bree threw at him as Morgan came around to open the door for her. 

“Sorry, sweetheart. No time.” 

****  

Graham Addleworth was a sixty year-old Trump-looking tycoon from Texas who 
owned a string of hotels in Vegas and was looking to re-vamp their image. He stood up 
when Alessandro led Bree to his table. “Pleasure to see you again, gorgeous. Yes indeedy. 
Though I didn't know we'd have company.” He took her hand and brought it to his lips, 
distracting Bree enough from Alessandro’s hand at her lower back so that she could smile. 
“Dardano, right? Come on and sit down. First round of drinks are on me.” 

“Ms. O’Reiley won’t be drinking, She’s expecting. Just call me arm candy.” 

Bree glared at him, jumping when she felt his hand on her knee. 

“It’s Mrs. Donovan,” she reached under the table and pulled his fingers off of her. 

“Oh, yes, that’s right. I keep forgetting. Forgive me?” Alessandro asked giving 
her a look of puppy dog eyed sincerity. 

“Well, congratulations, Mrs. Donovan. So it’ll be just us boys then, Mr. D? 
What’ll ya have?” 

Alessandro gave his preference, but Bree missed it because his hand had slid back 
onto her knee, squeezing suggestively. 

Bree bit her lip. She was going to kill him. He couldn’t really think they were 
gonna…Oh God, he did. His fingers were traveling upwards, though his face remained 
interested in Addleworth’s comments as they discussed the forms that Bree had brought 
with her and the next steps they would be taking. Alessandro ordered for her, her powers 
of speech lost as his fingers tickled the inside of her thigh, his knuckles brushing the 
damp center. He picked up talking for her for a while, looking to her for confirmation 
occasionally. 



She should reach down and twist his God damned wrist out of its socket, but her 
body was begging for relief, having been effectively wound up in the limo. And if she 
was honest with herself, it thrilled her a little. She’d never done anything like this, having 
someone teasing her under the table in such a public place. 

Bree threw him a murderous glare as the food arrived, and he continued to 
converse with Addleworth while stroking her to a fever pitch. She looked down at her 
plate, afraid her flushed cheeks would give her away. She squeezed her eyes shut and 
refused to look at him as her thighs opened a little more, and she heard him sigh beside 
her before he slid one long finger past her damp panties and inside her soaked pussy. 

**** 

She was a consummate actress, Alessandro thought, watching her as she tried to 
hide the fact that he was finger fucking her under the table. Every once in a while, her 
flushed face would send a look of bloody murder his way, but then he would pump a little 
faster and her eyes would flutter closed and her mouth would part in a small nearly 
inaudible gasp. She propped her chin on her hand and bit her lip, appearing to be intent 
on Addleworth’s plans for his hotels and how she could invest. 

Alessandro grabbed his glass of wine with his free hand and took a sip, looking 
over Bree’s way, watching her tongue dart out gently to lick her lips. If only she had a 
clue as to how hard her pleasure was making him. She could stop him easily. She could 
get up, smack his hand away, or stab him with her salad fork, but she didn’t. That 
knowledge sent a surge of pure primal triumph through him. As much as she tried to fight 
it, as fervent as her denials were, she wanted him. Wanted him as much as he wanted her. 
Loved her. He brought his thumb into play as he pushed a second finger into her, and 
Bree again lowered her head. He felt her body tense at the added pressure, and her hand 
went to the edge of the table clutching it hard. 

A mental image of her bent over this very table filled his mind, and he imagined 
fucking her over it. He filed the image away for later. The child she carried wasn’t his, 
but he’d do his damndest to make sure the next one would be. 

He curled his fingers and rubbed the soaked walls of her center. In and out, in and 
out, gently. Too quickly and she would come too hard. He had no desire to embarrass her. 
He wanted to be the only one who knew she had come. 

“I say, how ‘bout ya’ll join me at my Mondego Hotel this weekend as my guests? 
You can get a feel for the place, and we can start making plans how we’re gonna get me 
back in the black.” 



“It would be our pleasure, wouldn’t it, Brianna?” 

She looked up blankly, and Alessandro knew she hadn’t heard a word. She forced 
a smile and pretended she hadn’t missed a thing. “Of course.” 

It would be highly amusing when she realized she’d just agreed to a weekend 
alone with him in Las Vegas. He curled a finger and felt the round bundle of nerves just 
inside of her, and she sucked in her breath, her pussy clenching his fingers tight. God how 
he loved her, loved how that pussy felt, tight around his cock. Soon, he told himself. 
Maybe in Vegas. His cock grew harder under the table, and he surreptitiously brushed his 
hand against his dessert spoon so that it clattered to the floor. 

“Oh, how clumsy of me,” he ducked down under the table and gave himself the 
pleasure of tasting just the inside of her thigh, watching her jump in her seat. The scent of 
her dripping arousal was driving him blissfully mad, and it took all his willpower not to 
drag her under the table and fuck her hard and fast. 

Her legs opened just that little bit more. Ah, my devilish little greedy Brianna, his 
mind purred, and he rubbed her clitoris in slow insistent circles before getting back to his 
seat and sliding now three fingers back into her. The dim lighting of the restaurant helped 
conceal her growing arousal, and when she looked at him, Alessandro knew he was the 
only one who could tell her eyes were dazed and full of hungry desire. Oh how he’d 
missed that look. 

“If you’ll excuse me for a second, I just forgot to mention something to Mrs. 
Donovan,” Alessandro leaned over and whispered in her ear. “It killed me to see how wet 
you were and not put my mouth on you. In about ten seconds, I want you to come for me, 
darling,” 

He pulled back and gave Addle-whatever an apologetic smile. “Silly details. I 
swear, if it wasn’t for our darling Brianna here, I would lose my head. Try some more 
bread. It’s quite good.” He handed Bree the last dinner roll, pumping his busy hand a 
little harder as she bit into the bread. She bore down on his hand and Alessandro felt her 
pussy convulse in a small shuddering orgasm. Her juices flowed onto his skin, branding 
him as much hers as she was his. She took a deep shaky breath as Alessandro pulled his 
fingers reluctantly free and wiped them under the table with his handkerchief. Her eyes 
widened when he licked one finger and leafed through the menu. 

“Dessert?” he asked innocently, the taste of her on his tongue better than anything 
the restaurant could offer. 

**** 



She was quiet as the limo drove back. 

“So I hope you understand now that as much as you want to deny it, what we have 
is real, Brianna. I have no intention of letting go of you.” 

“You made that pretty damn clear,” she said wearily. She turned to him and the 
sadness in her eyes made his stomach tighten nervously. 

Her anger, her fury, he could deal with, and he could even say he’d been looking 
forward to, but this…sense of defeat from her… 

“So my body responds to you. You think that’s love, Alessandro?” Bree asked 
him quietly. “You think you won some kind of victory by breaking me down and making 
me want you? This doesn’t change anything. What we had that night was good. Fine. I’ll 
admit that, but it wasn’t real.” 

“The hell it wasn’t!” Alessandro objected. 

“You know very well that if I had known who you were that night, you and I 
would never have had sex.” 

“Well, I didn’t know who you were either, and I’m willing to overlook the fact 
that your family has been trying to destroy my father for decades. Why can’t you do the 
same?” 

“Overlook? You told me that your father wanted you to get me pregnant so that he 
could destroy my family.” 

“An O’Reiley. Any O’Reiley. I was to choose, but when I met you…Brianna, you 
made me question my father’s plan for me. For once, I wanted to veer off course. That is 
love to me.” He reached over and cupped her face. “You were more important than any 
duties my father wanted me to perform.” 

She slowly pulled his hand off her face. “Including killing Michael?” 

Alessandro felt as if she’d sucker punched him. “I told you repeatedly that I had 
nothing to do with Michael’s death.” 

“I think I’m starting to believe you, I never would have let you… But that’s not 
the point.” 

“Then please get to it because this conversation is starting to wear thin. I’m 
getting tired of defending myself to you, Brianna.” 



“If Bernardo had asked you to kill Michael, you would have done it, wouldn’t 
you?” 

Alessandro closed his eyes. Why couldn’t she understand? In his father’s world, 
sometimes he had to do things that he wasn’t always happy about because people were 
always waiting to destroy the Dardanos. Strike first. That was his father’s lesson, and 
Bernardo had used Michael Donovan to teach the O’Reileys a lesson. The irony that he 
would fall in love with the widow just proved to him that God had a sense of humour. 

“Well, you’re not saying anything or offering any of your sarcastic comebacks, so 
I’m gonna take that as a yes,” Bree said. “That is why you and I can never be anything to 
each other.” 

“Oh, so you’re crucifying me based on something I might have done. Brianna, 
that’s ridiculous.” 

She shook her head as Morgan turned down her street. “No. The idea that you 
could ever be anything other than Bernardo’s soldier is ridiculous. So I’m asking you for 
the last time, you say you love me? This time you prove it. Think of me instead of 
yourself. Leave me alone.”     

Alessandro watched her climb out of the limo and felt as if he might be sick. He’d 
won his victory. Bree had responded to him like he knew she would. He should feel 
triumphant. So why was he the one who felt as if he’d been defeated? 

**** 

Time for a change of plans Alessandro thought as he hung up the phone, 
concluding his conversation with Tim, his pilot, to confirm that the Dardano Enterprises 
private jet would be ready to go when he left for the airport on Friday. He lifted the 
receiver again and dialed Rebecca Malford's extension, a woman who worked for the 
public relations division of the company. She certainly wasn't shy about her interest in 
him, and at another time Alessandro would have fully enjoyed her attentions. Now, since 
Brianna, all women seemed to have paled for him. Still, she could be useful.  

She agreed to join him, but he could hear the surprise in her voice. Yes, Bree had 
been his original choice as a companion on this trip. Alessandro had visions of a steaming 
hot seduction in mind, but her last words to him had put the brakes on that. Wanted him 
to leave her alone, did she? “Well, my darling Brianna, be careful what you wish for,” 
Alessandro remarked to the empty room. 

He’d underestimated her guilt over her feelings for him, and Alessandro had no 
doubt that’s what it was. Guilt over wanting someone else so soon after her beloved 



Michael died. Alessandro rolled his eyes. When was she gonna see that what she and 
Michael had would never compare to the feelings between her and Alessandro? So he’d 
come on too strong. Alright then, he’d change course. He’d make her see how much she 
wanted him. He’d make her admit that she loved him, and he’d do it using the oldest trick 
in the book: another woman. Some arm candy of his own as he took care of some 
business of his own back in London for a few days, giving Brianna some time to come to 
her senses. 

Rebecca was an exceptionally beautiful woman. Just the type of woman he’d be 
all over back in London. Worldly and seductive with no designs on him other than a 
satisfying sexual encounter. 

And she had a brilliant mind to boot. There was no love lost between Rebecca and 
Brianna, that was for sure. She’d spent the entire flight regaling him with tales of 
Brianna’s nefarious exploits since childhood. Apparently both women had been rivals for 
Michael's affections, and she was still bitter that Michael had chosen Brianna over her. 
Alessandro feigned boredom, but he found himself rather impressed with Bree’s initiative 
and drive. Not that he’d admit that to Rebecca. It wouldn’t do well to praise the enemy of 
the woman he needed on his side if his plan was to work. 

He checked in to his room at Mondego, with Rebecca in the next one and couldn’t 
help wishing that Brianna was here with him. Looking at the bed, he imagined laying 
there with Brianna tonight, wrapped up in her and rising with her sweet body pressed 
against him in the morning. 

For now though, he took a few minutes before dinner to shower and change. 
Patience wasn’t really one of his virtues, but he also believed in anticipation. His plan 
would take time, but Alessandro had no doubt that at the end of it, Brianna would be his. 
And once she was his, Alessandro planned to enjoy her for the rest of his life and had no 
intention of ever letting her go. 



Chapter Thirteen 

The second day there, Alessandro and Rebecca were having lunch together, and a 
nightmare the night before had left him with a fit of melancholy. He had to admit, after 
more drinks than he usually consumed at this hour, he was pleasantly buzzed. His mood 
gradually improving, he saw no need to stop. 

In his nightmare, he and Bree had been making love, and there’d been the sound 
of maniacal laughter. He’d looked up and seen a man about his age on the other side of 
the room. He remembered seeing pictures of this man in Brianna’s apartment. Michael. 
Michael pointed a gun at him and called him a murderer, then pulled the trigger, but 
instead of hitting Alessandro, the bullet somehow missed him and hit Brianna, killing her. 
She died in his arms, cursing him and his Dardano name. Again that laughter, and right 
before Alessandro had woken up, he knew without a doubt it had been his father 
laughing. 

“It’s a little early isn’t it?” she asked watching him down his third Scotch. 

“What’s that saying you Americans are so fond of? It’s five o’clock somewhere or 
something like that?” 

“I’m serious. You’re going to have one hell of a hangover in the morning and the 
plane ride back to New York City isn’t going to make it any easier.” 

“Will you nurse me back to health, then?” 

She smiled at him, but it was a questioning, skeptical smile. “I thought Bree was 
the one you intended to get your hooks into. Though I can’t for the life of me figure out 
why,” she said, taking a sip of her wine. 

“Brianna has decided she’s too afraid to play in the fire, so let’s just say I’ve set 
my sights elsewhere for a while,” he gave her what he hoped was a meaningful look, but 
he couldn’t be sure because everything was starting to get a little blurry. 

“For a while, hmm?” Rebecca asked getting message loud and clear if her foot 
brushing his under the table was any indication. 



Alessandro remembered what he had done to Brianna under the table, and the 
memory made him grow hard. “I’m hoping to make her see the error of her ways.” 

“And what? You want me to help you?” she asked with a delicately raised 
eyebrow. 

“Let’s just call it two people enjoying each other’s company for a while, with 
extenuating benefits for me.” 

“Mmm, not too sure it’s a good idea to mix business with pleasure.” 

“I’m sure you won’t let that stop you,” Alessandro countered. “Your hatred for 
Brianna is legendary. I doubt you’d let a few scruples stop you from your chance to stick 
it to her.” 

“So you want me to help you make her jealous? My, what a big ego you have.” 
she said with a saucy smile. “You really think you’re that irresistible?” 

“I think you’re a beautiful, brilliant woman. I think there is an attraction here that 
is going to make my plan as enjoyable for you as it will be for me.” 

“And I get to make Bree miserable in the meantime? Sign me up, handsome.” 

After lunch, they made their way back to the hotel elevators, his hand on the small 
of her back. He didn’t think he’d have any problem putting the plan into action now, 
though he wasn’t that into drunken sex as a rule. He didn’t like to relinquish control. The 
closest he’d ever gotten to that was that one night with Brianna, and that one time, he 
hadn’t minded the loss of control for one blissful minute. 

He had to keep the final goal in mind. Bree his forever. If he had to fuck a 
beautiful woman to get there, Alessandro imagined he could make the sacrifice. 

But he kept Bree’s face in his mind as he eased her onto the bed. 

And when it was over, he couldn’t help crying out Brianna’s name. 

Alessandro knew by the way that Rebecca stilled beneath him, she had heard his 
inadvertent outburst. He usually had more decorum than to scream out another woman’s 
name during sex, but the alcohol had played havoc with his brain, rendering his censor 
non-existent. He slowly removed himself from her, discarding the condom and 
disappearing into the bathroom to clean up. He heard the thump of something being 
thrown at the door, and he sighed. He couldn’t blame her really, but he hoped that would 
be the extent of her histrionics. He hated harpy, nagging females. He stared himself in the 



mirror. Step one accomplished, but instead of the victory he expected to find in his gaze, 
he looked nauseous. Guilty even. His gaze grew cold. He had nothing to feel guilty for. It 
was hardly a hardship fucking a beautiful woman, and the main goal in mind was Brianna. 
She would be positively seething when she found out, and then she would have to admit 
that it was because she was jealous. She loved him and wanted him for herself. 
Alessandro smiled imagining that day. 

The alcohol came back up to greet him and he narrowly missed the toilet bowl. 
His stomach clenched as he washed his mouth out. He’d make sure to take things easier 
next time. 

He braced himself after washing his mouth out and left the bathroom. 

“Let’s get something straight, shall we?” she asked, now dressed and sitting on 
the edge of the bed. “I did not agree to THAT!” 

“Look Rebecca, I’m sorry that I offended you. It was incredibly inconsiderate of 
me, and I can only blame the alcohol,” 

“I’m all for getting a rise out of that little bitch, but if we’re gonna do this, I 
expect a little more respect from you than to call out her name when you’re with me.” 

“Yes, you’re right,” Alessandro agreed raising his hands. 

“When we’re together, it’ll just be the two of us in this bed. Understood?” 

“Rebecca, I apologized, all right?” Alessandro insisted, losing his patience. “Our 
agreement does not give you reign to act like a jealous fish wife,” 

Alright. That might have been the wrong thing to say, judging by the way her 
cheeks reddened and her brown eyes widened furiously. Funny how when Brianna looked 
at him like that, he felt turned on, when Rebecca did, he felt his growing headache 
worsen.  

“Would someone please explain to me what it is about that woman that turns men 
into such blind, moronic asses? I mean what? Does she have caviar between her legs or 
something because I simply don’t understand the appeal of that juvenile, emotionally 
stunted bimbo,” 

Caviar? Alessandro thought, fighting a grin. No, better. Much better. But what he 
said was, “Don’t be crass, Rebecca.” 



“No really, I mean Michael bought into that little twit’s schemes and lies, now it 
seems she's accomplished the same feat, yet again, with you.” 

Alessandro felt a strange cold knot in his uneasy stomach. “What do you mean by 
that?” 

She blinked and took a step back, her face that of one who had just spilled some 
inadvertent secret. But then she smiled. “Well, I was going to wait for the best moment to 
reveal that little whore’s secret, but I guess now will have to do.” 

Alessandro grabbed her arm. “Make yourself a little clearer, Rebecca.” His blood 
was roaring in his ears, and he feared he might be sick again. Surely she wasn’t referring 
to what he thought she was. 

“A couple of weeks ago, I’m leaving the cemetery after visiting my dad's grave 
when who should show up but your darling Brianna. I overheard her apologize to 
Michael for trying to pass your spawn off as his. I can’t believe she would try and pull-“ 

But Alessandro had ceased listening. Rage was boiling his blood. He grabbed 
Rebecca by the throat and shoved her against the wall. “Are you sure?” 

She gasped, scratching at his hand. “Alessandro, you’re hurting-“ 

“ARE YOU SURE?” he shouted in her face. 

“Yes, for God’s sake. Yes! Now let go!” she pleaded. 

How was it possible? He had Bree watched for just such an eventuality. Unless 
she’d gotten help. But who? Whoever it was would suffer. 

But not as much as Brianna would suffer. Damn her. Damn her to hell. 

His baby. His. And she was trying to keep it from him because he was a Dardano, 
and in her brainwashed mind, he was the enemy. 

He was going to be a father. He and Brianna had created a child. He’d known it 
somewhere deep in his soul, and to hear that he’d been mistaken had nearly devastated 
him. 

How could he be feeling such joy and rage at the same time? 

He grabbed his clothes and began putting them on. 

“What are you gonna do?” She asked. 



“That’s really none of your concern now, is it?” He asked buttoning his pants. 
Brianna was his forever now. And after he made her pay for her betrayal, they would 
make it official. They’d be married and raise his son together with little Will. They’d be a 
real family. 

“Call it morbid curiosity,” Rebecca said. 

But first, Alessandro thought, as a fresh burst of rage speared him, he’d make her 
pay. He would make her feel his betrayal, his devastation. He’d cut her down until she 
begged him to forgive her. He’d enjoy making her beg. 

“I’m going back to New York City and have a little chat with the lovely Mrs. 
Donovan.” 

“A chat?” She asked skeptically. 

“You make my excuses to our associates and take care of the rest of our business 
here.” 

“What? You’re just going abandon me so you can go kill Bree? Don’t I even get 
to watch?” 

“Fraid not, darling,” he took her hand and kissed it gallantly, outwardly calm, 
inwardly ready to explode. “Thank you for a highly pleasurable, most informative 
evening.” 

A few hours later, the Dardano jet touched down in New York City. Brace 
yourself, my darling Brianna. Dardano vengeance is about to rain down on your lovely 
little head. 

**** 

Bree was gladly pounding the hell out of a slab of sirloin she was going to bring 
over to the pub that afternoon to help out her grandmother Alison. 

He took Rebecca. To London. He took Rebecca. Son of a bitch. She pounded with 
the mallet harder. Not that she cared she wasn’t with him. “Good riddance to bad rubbish 
as the snobby Brits are so fond of saying,” she said out loud. She just hated the idea that 
it had to be Rebecca. The old slut was probably over the moon that she had taken Bree’s 
place. 

Bree wondered if they slept together there. Rebecca didn’t seem like the kind of 
woman who minded sloppy seconds if it meant besting Bree. The idea of her and 



Alessandro made Bree renew her attack on the meat. It alternately took the shape of both 
Rebecca and Alessandro’s faces. 

Will sat on the counter, pounding away at a loaf of bread with his own mallet. 
“Mommy. I axe you question?” 

“Sure, sweetie.” 

“Can Alessandro be my new daddy?” 

The mallet flew out of her hand and landed on the floor with a loud thud. “What?” 

“Daddy’s no here no more. D’ think he be mad if I wanned Alessandro be my new 
daddy, jus ‘till I go in hev’n to see him ‘gain?” 

Bree was speechless. She had no idea that Will had taken such a liking to 
Alessandro, and she knew that her first thought ‘over my dead body’ would be the wrong 
response. She also didn’t want to make her little boy feel guilty for needing a father 
figure, but Alessandro? God help her. That would be just the in Alessandro would use to 
manipulate her. 

“You really like Alessandro, huh?” Bree asked carefully. 

“He talk funny, but I think he nice and he wants to kiss you like daddy did. I think 
he make a good daddy.” 

Right. And Hannibal Lecter just had a bit of a nibbling fetish. 

“How about we give it a little more time before we start thinking about new 
daddies, okay?” 

“How long? 

She was saved from answering that toughie by a loud knock on the door. 

“Brianna? Open this goddamned door right now!” A very loud, angry British 
voice said on the other side. 

“Alessandro here!” Will said excitedly scooting towards the edge of the counter 
and motioning for her to let him down. He wrinkled his nose. “He sound mad doh.” 

Bree looked nervously at the door. What the hell was he pissed about? “Will, you 
wanna go into your room and play for a little while?” 



“No mommy. I wanna see Alessandro.” 

“Later, okay? Just let us talk for a little while, and then you can come out and say 
‘hi’? Deal?” 

“Brianna!” The knocking grew more violent. 

“Geez, what the hell is your problem?” Bree asked, opening the door after Will 
was safely ensconced in his room. 

“You’re gonna give me some answers, darling. Right now,” he grabbed her by the 
arm and pushed her further back into the room. 

“It would help if I knew the questions. Now get your hands off of me. I don’t 
want any of Rebecca’s cooties to rub off on me.” Through her own jealousy, she felt a 
shiver of apprehension. Whatever Alessandro was mad about, it was bad. 

“You really don’t want to start this conversation with indignation, Brianna, 
believe me. You know. I knew you had a colourful past, and it’s one of the things I love 
about you, but I had no idea how much of a lying slut you really are,” 

Bree stared at him in open mouthed astonishment. “First of all, keep your voice 
down, my son is in the next room. Secondly, if you’re done insulting me, I want you to 
get the hell out.” 

Alessandro grabbed her arms and hauled her against him, his fingers digging 
painfully into her arms. “I’m not going anywhere until you say the words.” 

“You’re hurting me, dammit!” she struggled. 

His eyes widened. “Pain? Darling, you haven’t yet experienced the pain I can 
inflict when I’ve been played for a fool. I’m in awe at your gall to try and fool me.” 

Bree went still as panic froze her. Oh, God. No. 

“Ah, the light bulb finally goes off,” he purred against her face; his voice low and 
cold. 

Even knowing who he was, and the family he came from, Bree could say that 
deep inside, she’d never felt any real fear of him. 

She did now. He knew. The look on his face told her he knew that she had lied 
about him being her baby’s father. Frantically, she grasped for any foothold she could 
find. “I don’t know what you’re talking-“ 



“DON’T!” he snapped, grabbing the sides of her face. 

Bree pushed against his chest, her punches landing with little or no effect against 
his wall of anger. 

“Rebecca told me that she overheard you talking to your dearly beloved corpse of 
a husband-“ 

Sweet Jesus, help me. “You son of a bitch. How dare you talk about Michael that 
way. He was a decent man, and you are not fit to shine his shoes!” Bree railed, fighting 
back desperately. “You fell for her baloney? You believed Rebecca? The woman hates 
me. She’d say anything to make my life miserable.” 

“Shut up! For once in your life, stop lying. I want you to say the words” 

“I’m not lying!” 

“SAY IT! THIS BABY YOU’RE CARRYING IS MINE!” 

“It’s not!” 

He grabbed the back of her hair, painfully tugging her head back to scream in her 
face again. “IT’S MINE, YOU FUCKING LYING WHORE!” 

“You think if I knew this baby was yours…Let me tell you something Alessandro 
Dardano. If I had any idea this baby was yours, I would have taken a coat hanger-“ 

She didn’t get to finish the words she didn’t mean. Alessandro pulled his arm 
back and let go with a sharp stinging backhand across Bree’s face that sent her sprawling 
forward against the couch. 

She sat on the arm of the couch, her hand to her stunned face. Alessandro stared at 
his hand and then her, his face no longer red but pale. 

“You hit my mommy!” a small voice shook with anger. Both Alessandro and 
Bree turned to see Will with his fists clenched tight at his sides, glaring at Alessandro 
who if anything, seemed to go even whiter. “I don wan you to be my daddy no more! Go 
away. You nod nice!” Will ran at Alessandro, his small body making up in fury what he 
lacked in size as he punched Alessandro’s legs. 

“What the hell is going on in here? I could practically hear you screaming from 
the elevator,” Meggie asked, coming through the open doorway. 

“He hit mommy! Make him go away,” 



“He WHAT?” Meggie asked, staring up at Alessandro in horrified anger. 

“It was…I didn’t mean-“ 

“You better get the hell out of here before I have a go at you myself, you son of a 
bitch.” 

Alessandro clamped a hand over his mouth, breathing hard. He gave Bree one last 
look. “This is not over,” 

“Get out!” Meggie yelled shoving him towards the hall and slamming the door 
shut in his pale face. 

Bree’s hand was still pressed to her stinging cheek as she slid from the arm of the 
couch down to the cushions. She could feel the skin there beginning to tighten and it felt 
hot to the touch in addition to the warmth of her own hand. 

“What the hell just happened?” Meggie demanded. 

“He hit mommy. He’s nod nice anymore. He’s bad man, Auntie,” Will’s lips 
quivered, and when Bree looked at him, his eyes were red with tears. 

That bastard. That son of a bitch. My son is heartbroken because of him. 

And her own heart…Oh God. He’d hit her! He’d actually raised his hand and 
struck her across the face. Not even when she’d pushed Michael as far to violence as she 
could, had he ever lifted a hand to her. 

But Michael wasn’t a Dardano, and the Dardanos were evil, vicious, violent men. 

Where was the man from the abandoned house? Where was that gentle, funny, 
sweet man who’d turned her insides to jelly with his passion? 

She’d felt the full brunt of the ugly side of that passion now. 

“Mommy say she gonna hit him with a coat hanga. But I don tink dat hurt. He 
hurt mommy with his hand.” 

He’d heard that! Bree closed her eyes as a sickening rumble of shame went 
through her. The coat hanger. Will had heard her, but thank God he’d misunderstood. Her 
free hand went down to her stomach. Oh she hadn’t meant it. God forgive her, she hadn’t 
meant anything like that. She could never kill her baby, Dardano or not. She had done it 
to hurt him, and for a split second, right before the rage had turned his eyes to ice, she’d 
seen a broken man. For that split second, she’d broken him, and she’d felt satisfaction 



having spit out the hateful words. The old Bree had reared her ugly head, coming out full 
force once being allowed to play. 

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but what were you arguing about?” Meggie asked. 
“Here, let me have a look.” She pulled Bree’s hand away from her face. She cringed as 
she examined Bree’s cheek. “I wouldn’t be surprised if that swells up nicely. Let me get 
you some ice,” 

Will moved closer to Bree. “Are you okay, mommy?” 

“Sure, sweetie,” Bree replied though she was shaking inside. “Hardly hurt at all. 
He’s from England. They hit like girls over there.” 

The lie had been designed to make him smile, but he simply lowered his head and 
shook it, his eyes closing tight as his face crumpled. “I’m so sorry mommy. I don wan 
him to be my new daddy no more.” 

“You don’t want what?” Meggie asked, coming into the living room with an ice 
pack. 

“Hey,” Bree reached for her son’s chin and lifted it. “You have nothing to be 
sorry for, okay? You didn’t do anything wrong.” 

“But-(hiccup)-I(hiccup)-wanned-(hiccup)-him be my friend like 
daddy-(hiccup)-was.” 

Bree felt her rage simmer again, and she forced herself to stay calm. “Come here, 
baby,” she pulled him into her arms and let him cry so he wouldn’t see how close she was 
to going across the hall and murdering Alessandro. 

“He knows, Meggie.” Bree took the ice pack and winced as the cold fabric met 
hot skin. 

Meggie looked blank for a second and then gasped as realization dawned. “He 
knows about the-“ 

Bree shook her head quickly. She still hadn’t told Will about the baby yet, nor 
that Alessandro, and not his daddy, was the father. What was one more secret after all? 

“Bree, I swear, I didn’t breathe a word to anyone.” 

“Rebecca. Of course, it would have to be Rebecca wouldn’t it because my life 
isn’t fuc-messed up enough as it is.” 



“So, wait, you told him about the news, and THAT’s how he reacted?”   

Bree closed her eyes and shook her head. “No. I…tried to deny it. Old habits die 
hard, you know. I told him,” she grimaced, looking down at her son whose sobs had 
lessened to the occasional sniffle. “Well, let’s just say I gave back verbally as good as I 
got. It involved a coat hanger and what I was keeping from him, and let’s just leave it at 
that, okay?” 

“Bree…” Meggie said her name in the way she had gotten used to over the years. 
With that down turned emphasis at the end. The sound of disappointment. “But wait, how 
the hell did that barracuda find out?” 

Bree raised her eyes to the ceiling. “She eavesdropped on my visit to Michael's 
grave. Can you believe that?” 

“Well, this is Rebecca we’re talking about so…yeah,” Meggie shrugged. “Christ 
this is all my fault, I should have never helped you switch the results; I should have 
talked you out of it. If Michael was here, he would so kick my ass-bum. He would kick 
my bum,” Meggie grimaced quickly, correcting herself. 

Will looked back from his mother’s chest. “You say ass.” He gave her a watery 
smile. 

“Oh, do you think that’s funny? Huh? Do ya?” Meggie asked, scooping him up 
and smacking his butt lightly to his giggling, squealing delight. 

“Auntie say ass! Ass! Ass!” 

Bree gave a relieved sigh. Thank God for kids’ resilience. Meggie ran with Will 
to his room and after a few minutes came out alone. 

“He’s about ready to go out for his nap, so I switched on the TV for him. He made 
me promise to beat up Alessandro for him ‘cause he’s too little.” 

“Thank you, and I don’t just mean for Will. I don’t regret switching the results, 
and you shouldn’t either. Today just proved it. The Dardanos are violent, dangerous men. 
I cannot let that man near my children. No way in hell.” 

“I’m with you. But what can you do now that he knows, Bree? You could get 
your father and uncles to protect you, but that will mean you’ll have to come clean with 
your family.” 



“Oh, God…” Bree groaned, leaning sideways to bury her face in the couch. 
“Maybe I could just take Will and disappear somewhere.” 

“Somewhere the Dardanos wouldn’t find you? They’re a pretty resourceful, if not 
more than a little insane, family.” 

“Well, we have to do something! I can’t…I won’t let me baby be raised by 
that…that…devil’s spawn!” Bree exclaimed. 

“Okay, relax. Breathe. I’ll be right back,” 

“Wait, where are you going?” Bree asked. 

“To keep a promise,” 

Meggie went out into the hall and when she returned less than a minute later, she 
was rubbing her fist. “Well, let’s just say this time, I gave as good as you got.” 



Chapter Fourteen 

Alessandro knew he was going to have a hell of a bruise on his jaw. Meggie Donovan 
had a hell of right hook for a woman. But he couldn’t really feel the pain he knew he 
should be feeling. She’d burst in, called him a mother fucker and clocked him one. 

He sat on the couch and stared at his hands. Good God. What had he done? He 
had never in his life struck a woman. Ever. Men who beat women were weak, cowardly, 
the scum of the earth. He lifted a trembling hand to his face. When Bree had made that 
crack about the coat hanger, Alessandro had felt as if something in him had snapped. He 
wanted her so much, loved her so much and wanted nothing more than to be with her for 
the rest of his life, be a family with her and Will and their son. 

He thought he’d been broken when Bree told him the baby wasn’t his, but the joy 
of learning he actually was Alessandro’s was overshadowed by the pain of knowing she 
had deliberately lied to him and would actually rather kill it than have a Dardano baby. 

No one tried to make a fool out of the Dardanos and got away with it, and that 
haze of rage had settled over him and hadn’t lifted until the second after he slapped her. 

He’d never known this feeling of utter self-loathing. Alessandro stood up and 
moved to the door, his hand on the doorknob. He wanted to say he was sorry. He leaned 
his head against the door. He wanted her to forgive him, to understand that he’d only lost 
control; that he loved her so much that he felt utterly out of control ninety-nine percent of 
the time. As if she’d care. Alessandro closed his eyes. All she saw was that he was a 
Dardano. That was enough for her to condemn him as unworthy. Who the hell was she to 
look down on him? No one looked down on the Dardanos.  

He looked over at his brandy snifter. The lure of oblivion was powerful, but no, 
he was still slightly hung over, not to mention jetlagged. 

He felt his eyes burn with tears. Dear God, he’d lost her for good this time. There 
would be no happily ever after with her and their child and Will. 

He’d never forget the look on that little boy’s face. His one small ally in New 
York City and Alessandro had ruined that little boy’s belief in him in one rash burst of 
anger. 



He wanted to grab his gun and put it in his mouth. Alessandro moved to the liquor 
and picked up the crystal. He threw the bottle against the wall, feeling a small beat of 
relief. 

What the hell was wrong with him? He had to think clearly. He had to take some 
time and figure out what his next move would be. Dardanos NEVER gave up something 
they wanted. Bree would be his. There would be no other outcome. There simply couldn’t 
be. 

Even as exhausted at he was, Alessandro simply could not sleep. He spent most of 
the night debating whether to go over to Bree’s and apologize, but each time he feared the 
look on her face, the hate of her words. He looked up at the ceiling, wanting to beg for 
forgiveness from whatever was up there but not knowing the words to use.  

Dardanos NEVER begged. 

Alessandro buried his face in the pillow and tried to shut out the screaming voices 
in his head. 

After a sleepless night, he showered, indulged in three cups of straight black 
coffee and left to go see his father. He gave Bree’s door one last longing look. Time, he 
decided. He’d give her time. He wouldn’t push. He had done the wrong. He’d earn her 
forgiveness. Somehow.  

“YOU DID WHAT?” Bernardo barked, struggling to his feet. 

Alessandro moved to help him out of the arm chair, but Arturo got there first, 
sliding a hand under Bernardo’s arm. Alessandro bit back the burst of resentment. 

“I lost my temper. I didn’t mean to-“ 

“That’s exactly right, you stupid boy! You lost. Dardanos never lose. At anything! 
And that includes our emotions.” 

“Father, she told me she would rather kill her baby than admit it was mine.” 

“Then you wait until the opportune moment, and you make her pay as she 
deserves for such a mortal sin. If you lose your temper you are giving her the power, you 
are letting her control your emotions.” 

“Well, I don’t know what you expected, Father. The man is so obviously being 
led around by his…” Arturo paused for effect to let the innuendo sink in. “heart.” 



Alessandro rolled his eyes. “Forgive me if I’m not some emotionless psychotic. 
But we are talking about the mother of my child.” 

“Yes. YES! This woman is having your child. Yours, and she should be shown 
what an honor that is,” 

Alessandro agreed, but he couldn’t imagine Bree jumping on board with that. 

“You chose her to give birth to the next Dardano heir. You chose her! And you 
must never let her forget that.” 

“Father, perhaps you’ve forgotten the fact that when my child was conceived, 
neither Bree nor I knew who the other person was.” 

“Ai, ai, ai… Alessandro, open your mind, please! It was fate, my boy.” 

“Oh, good God, here we go again,” Arturo threw his hands up. 

“Don’t you have a puppy to go kick?” Alessandro asked, his brother’s voice 
grating on his already stretched nerves. 

“Well, not exactly a puppy, but you’re right, I do have plans, and as fascinating as 
your love life is…” Arturo said. “Ciao.” 

“Arturo, you listen to me. You do not put anything into action without my 
approval, is that understood?” Bernardo insisted. 

“Father, please don’t strain yourself. I’ll see you at dinner,” he leaned over and 
kissed his father’s cheek. 

“And don’t patronize me. I’m old, but I’m not dead yet.” He turned to Alessandro. 
"I have no intention of dying before I hold my grandchild in my arms. Now, getting back 
to you and Brianna. Yes, my son. Listen to me. You’re meeting was fate. Pure and simple 
fate. You want to know how I know?” Bernardo asked, and Alessandro raised an 
eyebrow at the twinkle in his eye. 

“I’m on tenterhooks,” Alessandro replied wryly. 

“This is how I know,” Bernardo moved to his desk and pulled out a sheet of paper 
from his drawer. 

It was a photo. Alessandro stared at the man in the picture and then looked up at 
his father. 



“Adriano Dardano,” Bernardo explained. “Your grandfather.” 

He’d heard stories about his grandfather, most of them involving a trail of power 
and violence that spanned all four corners of the globe. 

"You are in love with Brianna, yes?” 

Alessandro felt his cheeks warm. “Well…” 

“Yes, Alessandro. A blind man could see that you are. So I know that you will go 
after her with everything you have in your soul, my son. You give her no choice in the 
matter, understand? You must take what you want, as your grandfather did, God rest his 
soul. He loved with all his soul and took that love with him to his grave.” 

“Grandmother Daphne?” 

Bernardo continued on. “But a word of warning, uh? You have fallen for a very 
deceitful woman, my son. Love her, yes, but do not forget the lie that she tried to pull 
over on you. Never let love blind you to a woman’s true nature.” 

“Father, I know all about Brianna’s true nature. It’s one of the things I love about 
her. And after what I did to her-“ 

“No!” Bernardo barked, pointing his finger in Alessandro’s face. “You weakened 
yourself by hitting her, yes. But you must never feel remorse for your actions. Guilt is a 
wasteful emotion. What that woman did to you was disgraceful after the honour you 
bestowed upon her. That you are like your grandfather is both a blessing and a curse, 
Alessandro. Never allow a woman to control you. Never, do you understand me?” 

Too late, Alessandro thought. Brianna owned him part and parcel. However, he 
simply nodded at his father. 

“Vengeance will be yours, my boy. Make no mistake.” 

They had just finished discussing the details of a conference call they were going 
to set up with a Japanese arms dealer when Alessandro's cell phone rang. Alessandro held 
up his hand and gave a jolt of surprise at the barrage of swearing that filled his ear. It took 
him a minute to recognize Brianna's voice through the screaming and crying. 

“You son of a bitch, I’m gonna kill you so help me. You tell me where he is,” 

“Brianna. What are you-“ 



“Don’t you dare pretend you don’t know what I’m talking about, you bastard. 
What did you do with him? I swear to God, if you touched one hair on his head, I will rip 
your guts out and stuff them down your throat! You fucking bastard, what did you do to 
him?” 

“Brianna, calm down. Are…are you talking about Will?” Alessandro asked 
looking at his father and feeling a cold nauseous knot in his stomach. 

“Don’t tell me to calm down! You tell me, YOU TELL ME WHAT YOU DID 
WITH MY SON!” 

“Brianna, listen to me, where are you right now?” 

“What the hell does that-“ 

“Where are you?” Alessandro demanded, his palms clammy. Good God, that little 
boy… 

“I’m outside of the pub, dammit! I’m exactly where you knew I’d be so you could 
snatch my son, you evil fuck! I promise you, if you’ve hurt my son, there is not a rock 
that you can hide under-“ 

“Stay right there. Do not leave until I get there. Do you understand, Brianna?” 

“Alessandro, I swear to you I’m gonna-“ 

“I’ll be there in ten minutes,” he hung up and stared at Bernardo, terror gripping 
his heart. “Father, what have you done?” 

**** 

He broke numerous speeding records racing to the pub, his father’s denials in his 
head. That left one other person and God help that child if Arturo had him. Dear God, let 
us find him in time. 

Bree was sitting outside the pub, being held by her mother as they sat on the 
bench next to the entrance. When she saw him, she broke out of her mother’s embrace 
and attacked him. He tried to deflect her blows but her fury added to her strength and it 
was a second before he could grab her arms. 

“Stop it, Brianna. This isn’t helping anything! 

“I’m gonna kill you, you bastard!” 



“It wasn’t enough to kill her husband, now you take her son? What kind of a 
monster are you?” Angela asked. 

“I swear to both of you, I had nothing to do with this. I would never hurt that child, 
any child.” 

“Then your father did, and you’re covering for him which makes you just as 
guilty,” Angela spat.  

“My father would never harm a child, but if you want to play the blame game, we 
can do it once Will is found.” 

“We’ll find him once you tell me where he is!” Bree shrieked. 

“Look at me, Brianna!” Alessandro cupped her face, wincing for a second as he 
noticed the discoloration of her cheek. Despite his father’s words, he couldn’t help feel 
the sting of remorse. “I swear on my love for you that I did not take your son-“ 

“Your love?” Angela hissed. “After what you’ve already done to her-“ 

Alessandro closed his eyes to shut out her words and get Brianna to listen to him. 

When he opened them again, he saw something under the bench. It was on its side, 
but there was no mistaking what it was. He thought it was a toy Yorkshire puppy at first, 
but moving closer to it, he felt a shudder wrack his whole body. It was very much real. Or 
had been. 

Now it was dead. 

Bree turned and followed his gaze. “What is…Oh God!” she jerked back when 
she saw the poor dead animal. Her vision swam as nausea overwhelmed her, but she 
willed herself to fight it. She could not lose it now. Will was counting on her. 

“Are you all right?” Alessandro asked her, looking carefully down at her. 

She blinked until his features sharpened before her eyes. 

“Brianna?” Alessandro pressed, resting his hands on her shoulders. 

“I... I’m okay,” She glared up at him and jerked out of his embrace. 

Angela pulled her daughter in close. “The police are on their way. It would go a 
lot easier on you if you admit that you took my grandson and just give him back to us. 
Bernardo has poisoned your mind against-“ 



Alessandro focused back on Bree. “You shouldn’t have called the police. If 
Arturo senses the police are anywhere on his trail, he could be pushed into kil-harming 
Will,” 

Bree didn’t miss the quick correction, and her heart stopped in her chest. 

“You’re saying Arturo took him?” Angela asked. 

Bree’s mouth was dry, and her hand went to her chest as she stepped back and fell 
onto the bench. “Oh God,” she moaned, lowering her head down between her knees. “Oh 
my God,” For all her hatred of Alessandro, there’d been a tiny part of her that held on to 
the belief that he would never harm Will. If any part of what happened between them at 
the abandoned house had been real, than that man was incapable of murdering a child. 

But Alessandro hadn’t taken Will. Arturo had. 

And Arturo had killed a small, helpless puppy, slit its throat like it was nothing. 

Bree felt tears of panic spring to her eyes, and her breath was coming out quick 
and uneven. 

“Yes, Arturo kidnapped Will.” 

“For God’s sake, why? What does Arturo want with my son?” Bree asked. 

“He’s only following Bernardo’s orders,” Angela snapped. 

“My father had nothing to do with it,” 

Like she was really gonna believe that, Bree thought. 

“Your father has brought nothing but death and misery to our family since-“ 

“Dammit, we don’t have time for this!” Alessandro burst. “Brianna, I need you to 
tell me exactly what happened.” 

“What the hell do you mean what happened? He stole my son!” Bree screamed. 

“I need details. How did he manage to take Will? Where were you?” 

“You bastard. You think this is my fault?” Bree shoved at his chest. 

“Not at all. I just need to know what happened.” 



“I...wa…”Bree wiped her nose and sniffled, her tears rolling down her cheeks. “I 
was inside helping my grandma Alison. Will was waiting for me as I finished up, and he 
must have wandered outside. That must have been when…when…” Bree shook her head 
and covered her eyes with her gloved hand. “I don’t understand. He’s wandered outside 
hundreds of times, but he only stays in the front of the building. Everyone who hangs 
around here knows Will, and they would never let anyone just grab him. How the hell did 
this happen?” Bree looked up at Alessandro, pleadingly. 

“He probably used the puppy to lure Will farther away from anyone loitering 
around the outside of the pub. Brianna, this was not your fault. You believe me, don’t 
you?” He asked her, his voice soft, any trace of his earlier violence or bitterness gone. 

Bree was glad for that at least. She couldn’t deal with it if he had come down to 
gloat and threaten her if he’d actually taken Will. She turned back to the poor dog, an 
uneasy possibility entering her mind. “You don’t think he killed the dog in front of Will, 
do you? You don’t think Will actually saw that, do you?” 

Alessandro hesitated, and Bree knew in that small beat that Arturo would have no 
scruples about murdering a small animal in front of a child. 

“I don’t know,” he admitted. 

Bree wrapped her arms around herself. 

“But I promise I’ll bring him back for you,” 

“I’m coming with you.” 

“Brianna-“ 

“Don’t even try and stop me. You have no right to tell me what I can or can’t do.” 

“Everyone is going to stay right here, and we’re going to let the N.Y.P.D handle 
this. Bree, think of your unborn child,” Angela reminded her. 

“I’m thinking of the child I already have, mom.” 

“Your mother is right, but Angela, I’m serious, you cannot send the police after 
Arturo. Let me handle this.” 

He looked down at Bree, and she turned away from the sadness in his eyes. “It’s 
the least I can do.” 



“You’re damn right it is,” Bree hissed, refusing to be moved by his apologetic 
tone. She got to her feet and glared at him. “Now you look at me in my eyes, and you tell 
me you had nothing to do with Will being taken. You tell me you didn’t help Arturo take 
my son, and that you’re not just using this as some plot to get on my good side again. 
You swear that to me right now.” 

Alessandro nodded. “I swear to you, Brianna. I had nothing to do with Will’s 
kidnapping.” 

Bree believed him about that much at least, and it went a long way in easing her 
heart. “I believe you, now let’s go.” 

“Bree-, “ Angela protested. 

“Please, Brianna. I can’t bear to think of anything happening to you.” 

“Relax. I have no intention of letting anything happen to your precious Dardano 
heir,” she snapped through narrowed eyes. She stormed off towards his car. 

“That was unfair and uncalled for,” Alessandro remarked as Bree slid into the car 
before he could open the door for her. 

“Life is fucking unfair, Alessandro. Haven’t you learned that yet?” 

Alessandro said nothing, just pulled out his gun, making sure it was loaded. 

Bree eyed the weapon warily. “I suppose you’ve fired that thing enough that I 
don’t have to worry about you hitting my son?” 

“That’s right,” Alessandro replied curtly. 

“So where exactly are we going? I mean, do you know where Arturo took him?” 

“There’s an abandoned warehouse where my family conducts business 
sometimes.” 

“And that’s where he took Will?” 

“He knows that’s the first place I’ll look, so no, I don’t think that’s where he took 
him. But I think that’s where we’ll find a clue to his real destination.” 

Bree let out an aggravated sigh and leaned her head against the head rest. 



“Brianna…” Alessandro started and Bree recognized exactly what he was going 
to say by the tone of his voice. 

“No. I don’t want to talk about that,” she snapped quickly. “I don’t want to hear 
your apologies. Let’s just find my son, and you can go back to fucking Rebecca or 
whatever it is that you’re doing with her and staying the hell out of my life. We might be 
working together here to get Will back, but as soon as we find him, the truce is off. Got 
it?” 

Alessandro swallowed hard and went back to staring at the road. “Sure.”  



Chapter Fifteen 

They drove in uncomfortable silence. Bree’s cell phone hadn’t stopped ringing from the 
initial five minutes in Alessandro’s car and onward. First it was her mother to make sure 
Alessandro hadn’t chopped her up into a dozen pieces. No, only my heart, Bree thought. 
Then it was her father, yelling at her for going after Will on her own. He wanted to know 
where they were headed. Bree repeated the question to Alessandro who shook his head. 

“No one else, Brianna. I’m not kidding." 

“Bree, you put that son of a bitch on the phone right now,” John ordered. 

She pointed the phone at Alessandro who grunted in dismay but took it from her 
and put it to his ear. 

Bree waited as Alessandro and her father talked. 

“Yes, I’m aware of that… Will is the most important thing right now… I know 
how Arturo’s mind works... That would be your mistake…He’s not only dangerous, he’s 
fearless…That’s between Brianna and me…I realize what I did was…Yes…Well, if she 
wants to press charges when this is over, I’ll let the police cart me off…But 
Will…No…Out of the…O'Reiley!…” Seemingly at the end of his patience, Alessandro 
threw Bree’s cell phone out the window. 

“What did you do that for?” Bree asked, shivering as Alessandro rolled the 
window back up. 

“I know now where you get your stubbornness from,” 

“Uh, kettle, this is pot, you’re black,” she scowled. “You owe me a phone. What 
did my father say?” 

“He’s sending a team of his men after us. Damn the man. If I allow your father to 
interfere, your son is as good as…” He let the word trail off. 

“Dead?” Bree asked, the word sticking in her throat. 

“That won’t happen. I swear it, Brianna.” 



“You just told my dad how dangerous Arturo is. You can’t really promise 
anything, can you?” Bree pointed out. She tried to keep the bitterness out of her tone. 
“But I still don’t understand; what does Arturo want with my son? I can understand 
coming after me or one of the other O’Reileys, but Will is just four for Christ’s sake.” 

“He’s Michael’s son.” 

Bree stared at him blankly, waiting for Alessandro to continue. Then she reared 
back as an idea slowly dawned. “Wait, he thinks Will is going to grow up and then come 
after you, right? That’s it?” 

Alessandro took a deep breath and nodded. 

“So he…” She linked her fingers together to try and stop them shaking even 
though hot air was warming her from her feet on upwards. “So he wants to kill my son 
before he grows up and gets the chance, right?” 

Alessandro said nothing, closing his eyes briefly. He pulled in towards what must 
be the warehouse. It was the widest structure in a row of squat, square, decrepit factory 
buildings. 

“You wait here,” 

“You know, I don’t see that happening,” Bree countered pulling on the door 
handle and stepping out into the cold with him. 

“Brianna-“he protested, pulling out his gun. 

“Don’t, ‘Brianna’ me. You said yourself that he wasn’t gonna be here, so there’s 
no danger.” 

“As if that would matter,” he grumbled. 

“You’re right, it wouldn’t, so stop yapping and let’s go.” 

The smell hit her first as Alessandro pulled the filthy steel door open, and she 
clamped a hand over her nose and tried not to throw up. 

“What is that?” Bree asked. “It smells like a dead fish in here. You actually do 
business here?” 

“It doesn’t usually smell like…” He tried to switch on the light, but nothing 
happened. 



Bree moved further into the room and then squealed and jumped back, grabbing 
Alessandro’s arm. “Oh, that’s…” 

“Well, there’s your dead fish,” 

It had been gutted, its innards spilling out of its body onto the dingy floor. 

“What the hell does that mean?” Bree asked. “He hasn’t scared the crap out of me 
enough?” 

“That’s our clue. I know where he is now.” Alessandro said, pulling her away 
from the dead fish. 

“A dead fish means…what? The docks?” Bree asked. 

Alessandro gave her a small smile. “You’re as smart as you are exquisite, my 
darling.” 

“I’m sorry. A crazy man has my son. Could we get a move on now?” Bree pushed 
him towards the door. 

“Forgive me, darling. Old habits.” 

Bree rolled her eyes, but she was grateful for the brief, light moment. It allowed 
her to regroup and focus, to lift her head from the haze of panic that gripped her thus far. 
She took her seat next to him in the car and wanted to turn and tell him she appreciated 
his attempt to make her feel better, but when she looked at him, she was reminded of 
what he had done to her. Her cheek still hurt if she thought about it, but it was nothing to 
what she felt in her heart. He claimed to love her and yet had hurt her. Now every time 
she thought of that time in the abandoned house, it was spoiled by the memory of his 
hand across her face. 

She thought it was that which she found the hardest time forgiving him for. He’d 
ruined that memory for her. 

Even though the windows were rolled up, Bree could still smell the salty, fishy air 
that told them they were approaching the docks. Her heart began to triple its rhythm. 
Please, God. Please help my little boy. Please let him still be alive. 

Alessandro stopped the car next to a tower of crates and turned to Bree. “This 
time, you are staying in the car.” 

“But-“Bree protested, but Alessandro placed a hand over hers insistently. 



“No discussion. You’re staying here. You let me handle Arturo. I’ll get Will, and 
he’s gonna need his mummy to stay safe and be here for him when I bring him out. You 
can’t risk anything happening to you or our child. Understood?” 

Our child. She clenched her teeth and wanted to shoot back that this was her baby, 
and he would have nothing to do with it, but her hand moved to her belly in an almost 
unconscious gesture, and she didn’t argue. 

“Give me about twenty minutes. If I’m not back with Will, I want you to use my 
phone. Call your father and tell him where we are. Then I want you to get the bloody hell 
out of here.” 

Bree shook her head quickly, a burst of panic making her grab for him. “No, I’m 
not leaving yo-“She bit back the honest emotion and replaced it with another one. “I’m 
not leaving my son.” Safer, but by no means a lie. 

**** 

Alessandro crept along the wooden floor as slowly as he could, trying not to make 
the wooden planks creak, but old damp wood could only keep his identity hidden for so 
long. He counted off in his head how many planks it was to the secret door in the floor. 
Seven. He heard a burst of diabolical laughter below and then a shot gun blast that 
narrowly missed his foot. 

“Shit,” he grunted, but at least he could open the door in the floor now 
considering there was a hole in it. 

He could hear a small boy’s voice, unmistakably Will’s. “My mommy’s gonna 
come get me and den you gonna be dead cause she gonna kill you bad! And den I’m 
gonna kill you lots too!” 

“Really, I’m terrified, young Will.” 

“Good!” Will said. “Cause it gonna hurt.” 

Alessandro bit back a smile. He hadn’t known the dearly departed Michael, but 
there was no doubt in his mind that this little boy was all Brianna. 

“What if I told you I want your mommy to come get you? And I want her lover 
Alessandro to come as well. Come on down and join the party Alessandro! Do you know 
why?” 

“Cause you toopid?” 



Whack! Alessandro heard the unmistakable sound of a hand hitting tender flesh, 
and he tightened his grip on his gun, seeing red. A whimper, followed by a pitiful wail. 

“I wannnn my moooommmmyyyyy!” Will cried, and Alessandro closed his eyes, 
feeling his heart break for the little guy. 

“Oh shut up, you little, whiny brat. You’re just like that slut of a mother of yours, 
always whining.” 

Silence broken by an occasional sniffle. “My mommy nod a sut. You a sut!” 

Alessandro rolled his eyes at the kid’s bravado. He looked down and noticed that 
the step ladder wasn’t there. He’d have to jump down. Bloody hell. It was at least a 
fifteen foot drop. He hoped he didn’t break an ankle. That would make his little rescue 
operation a tad awkward if he had to hobble around. Where the hell was the ladder? 

“Poor Will, first your daddy dies, and now your mommy and your pal Alessandro. 
You’re having a rough couple of months aren’t you?” 

“Alessandro nod my pal. He mean like you. He hit my mommy, and so I gonna 
kill him too when I get big.” 

Alessandro felt the sting of shame and then disgust that he felt so ashamed. 
Bernardo told him he should regret nothing, and really, what did the opinion of a four 
year old matter anyway? 

But it did. God help him, he wanted Will to like him, to look up to him, to look at 
him like a hero…or a father. 

What a bizarre feeling. And Alessandro had never even thought he liked kids 
unless they were to be his own. 

But he wanted Will to be his own. Him and Brianna and the baby that she was 
carrying. 

And for that to happen, Arturo had to die. His brother. Alessandro shuddered. 
True, there was no real love lost between them, and he was pretty sure the man was 
insane, but still…Bernardo had taught him loyalty was everything. But what about 
Alessandro’s loyalty to the family he was creating with Brianna? His brother or his 
children? Family vs. family. Loyalty vs. loyalty. 

“Well, then I suppose the smart thing to do would be to kill you before you get 
big, hmm?” 



Alessandro didn’t think. He leapt down to the basement. Landing with a jarring 
thud that sent a sharp pain up his shin, he quickly focused back on the gun in his hand 
and pointed it at Arturo, who smiled at him. 

“Glad you could join us,” 

“Kidnapping a child? You truly have no conscience.” 

“I’m only doing what you don’t have the courage to do. You know he has to die 
for the sake of our family.” 

“This is not what father wants, and you know that!” Alessandro reminded him. 

“Father will thank me for looking out for our family, for everything that we’ve 
built, and he’ll see that you are nothing but a mistake he made. I will take my rightful 
place as his heir.” 

“I waaaaannn my mooooooooooommmmy!” Will shrieked, impatient and 
terrified. 

Alessandro turned, the distracted moment giving Arturo the opportunity to tackle 
him. He landed on his back with a painful thud as the back of his head struck the floor. 
With stars swimming behind his vision, Alessandro grabbed Arturo and flipped him over, 
cracking the younger man’s nose with his elbow. He came up and head-butted 
Alessandro, sending a fresh burst of pain through Alessandro’s skull. Getting to their feet, 
he charged Arturo, sending him into the stacked wooden crates along the wall. 
Alessandro pretended to relinquish his grip on Arturo, so that when Arturo struck at him 
again, he let himself fall in the direction of the gun he had lost in the chaos of the fight. 
Gripping the weapon tight, he squirmed away from Arturo and struggled dizzily to his 
feet. Alessandro blinked sweat and, by the sting in his forehead, blood out of his eyes. He 
could do nothing about the haze of rage that seemed to settle over him, making him 
deadly calm as he kicked Arturo in the stomach and then rested the heel of his foot 
against Arturo’s throat. 

“You psychotic son of a bitch. That you would even contemplate harming a child. 
The world will be a better place once I send you to hell,” He felt no division of loyalty 
now as he pressed the heel of his foot down on Arturo’s windpipe. 

He looked back at Alessandro, red faced but smug. “I wouldn’t do that if I were 
you.” He motioned towards his foot and Alessandro turned to see that Arturo’s leg 
stretched out and his foot was hooked around the edge of a chair. 



And he saw what he had missed before. His quick glimpse of Will hadn’t given 
him a chance to see the rope around the little boy’s flushed, tear stained head. His small 
body was perched on a chair that Arturo currently had his foot hooked around. 

“Good God,” Alessandro breathed. 

“Not his choice, little brother. Mine. Or more correctly, I suppose, yours,” he 
wheezed. 

Could he get the shot off before Arturo pulled the chair out from under the little 
boy? He didn’t know and was too afraid to even take the chance. Alessandro felt a burst 
of frustrated anger. He pulled his foot away and moved the point of his gun away from 
Arturo’s face. 

“Ahem,” he remarked, motioning for Alessandro to give him the gun. 

Alessandro narrowed his eyes and tossed the gun to the side rather than hand it to 
him. 

Arturo grunted painfully and got to his feet. “You’re a disgrace to the Dardano 
name, you spineless little bastard,” Arturo spat. He moved towards the step ladder to get 
back to the floor above them, but not before in a lightening quick move, he kicked the 
chair out from under Will’s little body. 



Chapter Sixteen 

Alessandro ran to catch Will’s body and prayed he could before the rope broke the little 
boy’s neck. A one word prayer flashed across his mind before his arms reached out a 
second too late. GOD! Will’s eyes widened in fear, and Alessandro watched his skin turn 
red as he wrapped his arms around his short legs and heaved upward, reducing the 
tension in the rope enough so that Will could grab a small lungful of air.  

“I’ve got you. I’ve got you,” Alessandro promised. Out of the corner of his eye, 
he could see Arturo climb up the ladder and disappear above him. White hot rage 
mingled with panic and relief. Someday, I’ll kill him for this. I swear to God, mine will be 
the last face that bastard sees before he dies. 

Then, bringing the chair back under Will; he braced himself on one foot, climbing 
up onto the chair and easing the rope over the boy’s head. He heard a whoosh behind him 
and felt a blast of hot air. Turning, he saw the burning two by four Arturo had tossed 
down into the basement. It was too close to the trunks of weapons and flammable 
chemicals the Dardanos had helped smuggle overseas. He kicked the flaming wood away 
from the explosive items. 

Will, who was crying with pain and the last remnants fear, bowed his head to try 
and get the rope off, unable to move his hands, bound as they were behind his back, but 
Alessandro shouted at him not to. They had lucked out the rope hadn’t snapped his neck, 
but Alessandro wasn’t sure what damage had actually been done. 

At Alessandro’s shout, the boy startled and cried harder. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. 
Just don’t move, okay? I want you to stay very still,” 

Will coughed, the fire growing in the room and filling it with smoke. He winced, 
the action clearly hurting his injured throat. Alessandro quickly pulled the rope up over 
Will’s head but had nothing to cut the rope around his wrists. 

Alessandro blinked the sting of smoke from his eyes and helped Will down, 
wincing, as the pain in his leg he’d been ignoring thus far, made itself known again, and 
he was pretty sure something was wrong with his shoulder. The numbness brought on by 
adrenaline was beginning to wear off and as he pushed Will up onto the step ladder, the 
back of his mind was cataloguing a maybe sprained ankle, injured shoulder, and maybe a 



cracked rib or two. He felt a roll of nausea at the pain and almost missed Will’s body as it 
pitched backwards into him. What the- and then he saw that Will’s eyes were closed. “Oh 
no. Nonononono,” Alessandro pleaded. He gathered Will in his arms and felt around for a 
pulse, his own heart beating again when he found it. It was probably just the smoke that 
made Will pass out. Alessandro felt pretty close to passing out himself and tears were 
streaming down his face from the smoke as he coughed and struggled to get the two of 
them up the ladder together. He wasn’t sure if he was injuring Will further, but he 
couldn’t get them both up without propping Will up on his strong shoulder. 

“Alessandro! Will!!” He could hear Brianna’s voice a few seconds before his 
head came up through to the next floor. 

Stubborn, bloody woman! he cursed. 

“Oh God, Will!” Bree screamed. “What happened?” She rushed towards them, 
coughing as she grabbed for her son. He shifted his weight to hand him over to her, but 
the movement sent another bolt of screaming pain from his ankle up to his leg and 
Alessandro lost his footing, falling back into the basement. 

Alessandro!” Bree screamed, and then he heard no more. 

**** 

Bree stared into the basement, “ALESSANDRO!” she screamed, watching the 
flames lick closer to his unconscious body. “ALESSANDRO!” 

She felt arms go around her. “Bree we have to get out of here-“ She recognized 
her father’s voice and fought against him. “No! Alessandro’s down there. Oh God, Daddy! 
He’s trapped down there! Alessandro!” Please, God. I’ll do anything, anything just please 
don’t let him die. I love him. Oh God, I love him so much, don’t take him from me too. 

“Bree, we need to get Will-“ 

“Take him outside and then please, daddy, please, you have to help Alessandro!” 
Bree looked down into the hole, seeing the ladder. 

“You take Will outside,” John insisted grabbing Bree and pulling her to her feet. 
She jerked away from him. “NO! I’m not leaving him!” 

“Bree, listen to me. I’ll do what I can to get him out of there, but I need you to get 
Will outside and let the medics have a look at him.” 

“But-“ 



“I promise, sweetie. Now go.” 

Bree grabbed Will and with one last look down at the hole billowing smoke up 
into the entire building, she ran outside where the ambulance team assured her that Will 
was breathing, just overcome with smoke. 

She didn’t think it was possible to be relieved and terror stricken at the same time. 
She told them about Alessandro being trapped in the basement, and a few of the 
firefighters rushed into the building, leaving her to stare at the building and pray. Oh God, 
I promise, I’ll never lie again. I’ll never scheme. I’ll never do anything bad for the rest of 
my life if you just please bring Alessandro out of that building alive. I’m sorry for the 
things I said to him. I didn’t mean it. I didn’t mean it. The medic’s lifted Will up into the 
ambulance. Bree wanted to get up in there with him but she couldn’t tear her eyes away 
from the building. Pleasepleasepleaseplease… She sagged against the ambulance door as 
her father and then one of the firefighters came out, Alessandro slung over his shoulder. 

She watched as they eased him onto a gurney, his hair and face grey and black 
with soot. “Alessandro, can you hear me? ALESSANDRO!” she pleaded, his face 
swimming through her blurred vision. 

“Ma’m we need to get him up into the ambulance. You can follow along-“ 

“No, I’m riding with them.” 

“Sweetie-,“ John protested, placing his hands on her shoulders. She shrugged him 
off. 

“Daddy, I’m riding with them in the ambulance,” Bree insisted. “They’re gonna 
be okay, right? Tell me they’re going to be okay,” 

The medic assured her they would do everything they could and then Bree could 
do nothing more but hop in to the back of the ambulance between her son and the man 
she loved. 

She turned to Will, stroking his hair as tears rolled down her face. “Sweetie, 
mommy’s here. Mommy’s here and everything’s gonna be okay, I promise. Can you 
wake up for mommy? Huh, sweetie pie, can you open your eyes?” She wiped her eyes, 
emotionally exhausted. 

“B..Brnnna?” Alessandro voice murmured behind her. Bree turned around on her 
knees to look at him. 



“I’m here,” Bree whispered, stroking his face. His face contorted in a grimace of 
pain. She reached for his hand and felt him give it a squeeze before his grip relaxed and 
the tightness of his face eased into unconscious calm once again. 

**** 

“He’s sustained some superficial injury to his throat but nothing we can’t repair.” 

Bree stared at the doctor in confusion. “His throat? What? From the smoke?” 

Now it was his turn to look confused. “Well, no, Mrs Donovan, from the rope. I 
tell you, that is one lucky little boy. I don’t know how the rope didn’t snap his neck or 
suffoc-“ 

“Wait. What? WHAT?” Bree asked, trembling with the horror of what the doctor 
was telling her. “What rope?” She felt someone’s arms come around her. Her mother’s. 

“Someone tried to hang your son, Mrs Donovan.” 

A sob broke past her mouth and she grabbed her mother’s arms. 

“Hang him? Good God,” Alison exclaimed. 

“But yer sayin’ he’ll be all right. Yer sure?” Grandpa Joe asked. 

“Yes, my guess is that the man we wheeled in had something to do with that. If 
the boy had been alone…” 

“Oh God,” Bree clamped a hand over her mouth as tears filled her eyes. 

“Those damn Dardanos,” Jack hissed. “Going after a little boy.” 

“How is Alessandro?” Bree asked. He’d saved her son. Risked his own life to 
save her little boy. Arturo had tried to hang Will and if it hadn’t been for Alessandro… 

“A few broken bones, some bruising and stitches but he’ll survive.” 

Thank God. Thank you God for both of them. 

“We’ll need you to sign some forms to consent for the surgery for Will.” 

“Surgery. Oh God,” Bree whispered. She’d come so close to losing him…She 
took a deep breath and nodded. “Sure.” She followed the doctor who assured her that the 
surgery would take less than an hour and gave her instructions for his recovery. No 
talking for a few days. Liquid only for the first day. Nothing hot. Ice cream. 



“Oh, he’ll love that,” Bree said with a small smile, sniffling. After signing the 
forms she asked if she could see Alessandro. 

“Sure. We gave him something for the pain, but he should be coming out of it 
soon. That is one brave man, Mrs Donovan.” 

A brave man. Bree sat by his bedside and watched Alessandro sleeping. After 
everything she had said to him, he’d saved her little boy’s life. 

He looked like a little boy himself lying there. Vulnerable. It was odd seeing him 
like that considering that he’d bulldozed his way into her life. One arm was in a cast and 
sling and his left leg was in a cast as well and raised. Regardless of the horrible things she 
had said and done to him, he’d risked his own life to save her son’s. 

She reached and stroked his hair, tears filling her eyes. She startled guiltily when 
his eyes fluttered open and moved her hand away. He misinterpreted her tears and his 
dark eyes widened. 

“Will?” he asked, his voice groggy and hoarse from the smoke. 

“No, he’s fine. Thanks to you, he’s fine,” her words broke and she covered her 
face with her hands, the dampness seeping through her fingers. 

He let out a breath of relief. “So…” he grimaced and cleared his throat. “Why are 
you crying?” 

She gave a short laugh and sniffled. “Hormones I guess. Relief.” She lowered her 
head, picking at the blanket, close to where his hand rested. “I was so used to blaming 
you for every single thing that’s gone wrong in my life, but…Alessandro…when I saw 
you fall back into that room. When I saw you lying there. My God, if anything happened 
to you Alessandro I don’t think I…” She bit her lip, afraid to say the words. Afraid to let 
go of the comfort of her hate. His hand reached over and covered hers. His eyes told her 
he knew. Of course he knew, he’d spent the better part of three months trying to convince 
her of her feelings. “I owe you an apology for what I said before. Ab..About the baby. I 
didn’t mean it,” she said quietly. “I would never do something like that and I just wanted 
to hurt you I guess.” 

“You did,” Alessandro admitted and Bree lifted her eyes to him. “Even more than 
when I thought it wasn’t mine. Now I owe you one. I should never have hurt you like I 
did. I’ve never in my life put my hands on a woman in anger. I’m not excusing what I did 
but…just hearing you say…” 



“I know,” Bree assured him quickly. “That’s why I said it. To hurt you so badly 
that you wouldn’t want anything more to do with me.” 

“I don’t think I have a choice about that, darling.” 

“Alessandro…he…Arturo. He tried to hang Will?” Bree asked. 

Alessandro squeezed her fingers. “I was hoping you’d never know about that.” 

“They have to repair some damage…How did you save him?” 

“Brianna, I’m just grateful that I could. Is the baby okay? I was so worried that 
because of the smoke-” 

“No. They checked me out; I’m fine. Don’t worry about me.” 

“Now that’s gonna be impossible considering how much I love you,” 

“Alessandro…” 

He raised his hand. “Yes, I know. Bad Alessandro,” He smacked his hand. “I’ve 
just been hoping that since we’ve sort of made peace that-“ 

“I can’t, Alessandro. There are just too many things stacked against us. I can’t 
forget what your father did, and I can’t-“ 

“And you’re carrying my child, Brianna. That should trump everything, 
sweetheart.” 

“But it doesn’t,” Bree pulled her hand away. “Just the fact that we could hurt each 
other like we did proves that we would just be a disaster. Maybe for the baby’s sake…we 
could be…I don’t know. Maybe friends.” 

Alessandro grunted in frustration and grabbed her hand back. “I don’t want to be 
your friend, Brianna.” 

“We wouldn’t work as anything else. I mean, look what happened.” 

“You’re blaming me for Will.” 

“No,” she replied quickly. “Your name. Dardano. Your family is always gonna try 
and destroy mine and vice versa.” 

“We can fix that, darling.” 



“No, we can’t. Unless you’re willing to perform a Dardano lobotomy.” 

“Look, I can see you’re going to be stubborn about this, and we’re doing so well 
that I don’t want to ruin the moment, so for now…” 

“Wow, backing down from a fight? That doesn’t sound like the pigheaded 
Alessandro I know. You must be in a lot of pain, and you want me to get lost so that you 
can get the doctor back in here without me knowing about it, right?” 

He smiled at her. “No one knows me like you do, Sunshine. Save me some of my 
dignity and send the doctor in, would you?” 

Bree left Alessandro with his dignity intact, feeling slightly buoyed by their 
discussion. It felt so good to not have that antagonism between them, to have things be 
light and easy again. It almost reminded her of…earlier times. She went down to the 
cafeteria for something to eat and walked around a bit to brace herself for the 
conversation she knew she was going to have to have with her family now. 

The air got sucked out of her happy balloon as she made her way closer to the 
waiting room and heard her family cursing the Dardanos yet again. Her steps got heavier, 
and she could feel her head starting to ache. 

“They are not gonna get away with this.” Uncle Jack’s voice. 

“We’re sending some of our men to send Bernardo a little message while we track 
down that bastard, Arturo,” her father. 

“Dear God, when will it end?” That was her Aunt Keira “Why can’t they just 
leave us in peace?” 

“As soon as the doctor gives us the okay, we’re gonna have us a little chat with 
Alessandro Dardano.” 

“And if he thinks he’s gonna cover for that son of a bitch brother of his, “ That 
was Bree's father. 

“I don’t think he’d have gone to all the trouble of saving Will from Arturo if he 
was just going to turn around and help the man escape,” Meggie offered. 

That set off a firestorm of opposing voices that made Bree want to scream. This 
was exactly what she was talking about. Her family would not listen to any good about 
the Dardanos, and she doubted the Dardanos would be singing the O’Reiley’s praises 
anytime soon either. God, what a Goddamn mess. 



“All right, that’s enough!” Bree yelled trying to be heard above the cacophony. 

The loud voices gradually dissipated as they turned to her in surprise at her 
outburst. 

“I know the Dardanos have put this family through a lot, but the fact is that 
Alessandro saved my little boy and for that, everyone in this family owes him their 
gratitude.” 

“Bree, look, you’ve been through a lot, okay? I don’t want you to forget, “Carrie 
injected, her husband Colin’s arm wrapped around her. 

“Carrie, this isn’t stress. The man saved my son.” 

“That’s my point, honey. You’re letting that blind you to what he is,” 

“You know what? Never mind. That doesn’t matter. There’s something you guys 
oughta know, that I should have told you a long time ago.” 

“Oh, here we go,” Meggie said grimacing. 

“The baby I’m carrying. It’s not Michael’s.” 

Silence. 

“Oh Bree. Please tell me it’s not. Dear God, Bree, tell me it’s…” Angela pleaded. 

“Alessandro is the father,” Bree confirmed, trembling. 

“Jesus, Mary and Joseph,” Joe exclaimed, stepping backwards. 

“How did this happen?” Alison asked. 

“Uh, Ma-“ Jack began, but Keira smacked his chest. 

“Don’t even start, O’Reiley.” 

“Wait, how is that even possible? Alessandro came to New York City before you 
got back from-“ John asked, but Angela cut in. 

“That was it, wasn’t it? That time you spent hiding out from the storm. You were 
with Alessandro, and that’s when you got pregnant.” 

“Yes,” Bree answered simply, withering under Angela’s heated stare. 



“My God, Bree, what were you thinking?” John asked. 

“Uh, I was thinking that my husband had just died and for once I didn’t have to 
act like everything was okay. I didn’t have play the grieving widow and cry pretty tears 
but keep my chin up. For once I could just be myself-“ 

“What, with him? A Dardano?” John spat. 

“I didn’t know who he was,” 

“But he obviously knew who you were and took advantage of your grief,” Her 
younger sister, Beth, piped in. 

“He said he didn’t know who I was,” Bree replied weakly, knowing how that 
sounded since she wasn’t altogether sure she believed it herself. 

“Oh, and you believed him? Come on, Bree,” Colin said, looking down at her like 
she was a child. It was one of the things that had always irked her about him. 

“Look, none of that matters. The fact is  I’m going to have a baby, and he’s the 
father. We’re going to have to deal with that. Now you guys claim to care about me so 
are you gonna make this easier on me or harder?” 

“You expect us to just accept that this monster seduced you?” Angela asked, wide 
eyed. 

“Guess I have my answer. Thanks a lot, mom,” Bree said shaking her head. 

“Honey, you have to understand. He’s a Dardano,” Alison offered. 

“A Dardano who saved your grandson,” Meggie added. 

“Meggie, don’t help,” Jack insisted.  

“Look, all right. This discussion is over. I’m having a baby and at least now I 
know where my baby stands with the almighty O’Reileys. Because it’s half a Dardano, it 
will be found lacking. Thanks a lot.” Bree said through a haze of tears as she turned and 
walked away. God, when was she gonna get over needing her family’s approval? Bree 
the screw up. That was all she was gonna be to them. And they would look down on her 
innocent little baby because of that too. 

She wasn’t sure where she was going until she found herself in Alessandro’s room, 
but he wasn’t there. Bree made her way to Will’s room after finding the doctor who told 
her he was recovering in his room. She stopped when she heard a familiar English voice. 



“I really hope we can be friends again. I miss you very much,” 

Bree tilted her head in and saw Will sitting up in bed, listening to Alessandro, 
who sat by his bed, crutches propped against his chair. 

“I wanted to let you know that I didn’t mean to hurt your mommy. I just got very 
angry and did something very bad. I wanted to let you know I’m sorry, and I will never 
hurt your mommy again, and I will never let anyone else hurt either of you again. I hope 
you believe me.” 

Will, unable to speak just regarded him with solemn brown eyes. 

“Can we be friends again, Will? I’d like that very much.” 

Will shifted on his bed, moving closer to Alessandro, and in a gesture that broke 
Bree’s heart with its sweetness, raised his arms up to hug him. 



Chapter Seventeen 

“How are you feeling?” Meggie asked as Bree scooped a bit of chocolate ice cream for 
Will who was sitting in his pajamas on the couch watching SpongeBob. He turned and 
gave Meggie a gleeful smile. 

“I’ve been better. I’m trying to be grateful that we got Will back, but it’s hard to 
be cheerful when your family thinks you’re giving birth to the anti-Christ.” 

“So. I’m assuming YOU don’t think that anymore?” Meggie asked as Bree 
handed her the bowl. 

“Mmm,” Bree licked the ice cream scoop and tossed it into the sink. “Let’s just 
say that for the sake of the baby, Alessandro and I have reached a sort of…an...agreement, 
I guess.” 

“Does that mean I can’t punch him anymore? ‘Cause that was fun.” 

“Yes. It does. Sorry.” 

“So are you two…” 

“No. Hell no. Not after him using Rebecca Malford as a scratching post,” Bree 
grumbled, her stomach clenching tight at that little reminder. 

“He’s what? Alessandro and that...viper?” 

“That’s right.” Bree clenched her teeth. 

“Rebecca and Alessandro? Oh my God. Mental bleach! I need mental bleach!” 
Meggie rubbed her temples. 

“Yeah, keep doing that for another week and you might be where I am right about 
now.” 

“Oh, he’s a smooth one, that’s for sure,” Meggie said with a sudden smile. 

“What’s with that look?” 



“You’re so jealous,” 

Bree snorted, turning away from her and taking a seat opposite of Will. “That’s 
ridiculous.” 

“And so true.” 

“I don’t want Alessandro, okay? He and I are not good for each other and if 
there’s one thing I need throughout this pregnancy it is peace. He can knock boots with 
whoever he wants.” 

“Bree, if Rebecca Malford had a bunny you’d be boiling it right now.” 

“That is so not true-“ 

A knock on the door saved her from having to defend herself further. She pulled it 
open, and her stomach tightened for another reason when she saw Alessandro on the 
other side. A crutch under one arm and a box by his feet. 

“What do you think you’re doing?” Alessandro asked, dressed in his long black 
coat. His cheeks were red from the cold. 

“In America, it’s nice to answer a door when someone knocks on it,” Bree 
retorted. 

“Very cute, I mean what are you doing answering the door. I could have been 
some psycho. I could have been Arturo,” 

“Good point,” Bree shut the door in his face. 

If it was possible for a knock to have Alessandro’s dry wit, this one had it. 

“Excuse me? Who is there?” Bree asked, hearing Meggie laugh behind her. 

“Very funny, Brianna.” 

“I’m sorry, are you a psycho killer?” 

“Ha, Ha. Open the door.” 

“Oh, Alessandro, what a surprise,” Bree said with a fake smile. 

“I’m glad you find your safety such an amusement.” 



Seeing who was at the door, Will ran towards Alessandro, his ice cream forgotten, 
and threw his arms around Alessandro’s legs. 

Alessandro smiled down at Will and ran a hand over the crown of his head. “And 
how are you, young Will?” 

Will pointed to his throat, indicating he couldn’t talk. 

“Oh, that’s right. I bet your mummy is enjoying that, isn’t she?” Alessandro asked, 
lifting his gaze to Bree and winking at her. 

Bree rolled her eyes and tried not to feel the warm wave that fell over her at his 
smile. “What’s that?” 

“Oh, I got that for you.” 

She lifted it to her ear. “I don’t hear any ticking.” At his look of distinct 
un-amusement, she smiled. “What? I’m just being careful.” 

She placed it on the couch and opened it. “What on-“she pulled out a bottle of 
folic acid and other vitamins. 

“I thought it might be easier for you than to have to go out into the cold.” 

Bree stared at him and then the bottles in surprise. There had to be dozens in the 
box. “Alessandro, you do know we’re having a baby and not a Puma, right?” 

“Too many? I thought I’d err on the side of caution than have you run out. Oh, 
and I know you have a doctor’s visit scheduled for tomorrow. What time do you want me 
to pick you up?” 

“For wha- Alessandro, I don’t need you to drive me to the doctor’s. I have my 
own car. And for the sake of this new truce, let’s just skedaddle past the part where you 
explain how you know when my doctor’s appointments are. You can’t even drive.” 

“My chauffer-“ 

“No. Case closed. Thank you for the many, many, many vitamins.” 

“You’re not travelling around without supervision” 

Bree squeezed her fists tight, trying to restrain herself from socking him. She 
turned to Meggie. 



“Sorry, you said I can’t hit him anymore,” Meggie reminded her. 

Will was looking at the TV when he started to whimper and bury himself further 
against Alessandro. 

Bree and Alessandro looked down at the little boy and then at the TV. She 
watched the screen in confusion, there was nothing but a funny commercial about a little 
talking dog, but Will was whimpering like he had been last night, suffering from a 
nightmare, no doubt a product of his ordeal. 

His ordeal. The dog. Bree felt her heart sink. 

She met Alessandro’s gaze, and he had the same sadness in his eyes. 

“I guess we have our answer now,” he said. He took Will’s hand and hobbled with 
him towards the couch. 

They had hoped Arturo hadn’t killed the dog in front of Will, but now they knew 
he had. 

“Damn that son of a bitch,” Bree whispered. 

“Did you see something about a dog that scared you, Will?” Alessandro asked. 

Will nodded and buried his face in Alessandro’s chest. 

“Did Arturo do something bad to a dog, hmmm?” 

Again, Will nodded. A whimper and then a sniffle. 

“I’m so sorry you had to see that. I promise Arturo won’t hurt you anymore. You 
believe me, eh?” 

Bree’s eyes filled with tears as she watched Will hug Alessandro even tighter. 

She cleared her throat. “My appointment is at ten tomorrow morning,” 

Alessandro looked up at her and gave her a short nod of thanks. 

**** 

“This was a mistake,” Bree grumbled, watching Alessandro playing with the duck 
shaped instrument. 

“What does this torture tool do, eh?” he asked. “Quack, quack.” 



She reached over and grabbed it. “You’re worse than Will.” 

Dr. Alex Winters came in and gave Bree a smile. It wavered slightly when he saw 
Alessandro, though he tried to hide it. 

“I’m Dr. Winters,” he extended his hand to Alessandro who took it. 

“Alessandro Dardano. The father of Bree’s little bundle of joy.” 

Alex looked at Bree in surprise, and she shrugged guiltily. 

“Yeah, I forgot that I didn’t get around to actually telling you. It’s Alessandro’s 
baby. Not Michael’s. Can we just move past that now?” 

“Uh…sure,” Alex said. “How are you feeling?” 

“The back pains are starting, and I have to pee like every five minutes and 
morning sickness is still kicking my butt, but other than that, swell.” 

“Mmm, I’ll see if I can get you something for the nausea.” 

“Please do cause if somebody offers me another cracker, I’m not responsible for 
what I might do to them.” 

Alex gave her a compassionate smile. “So, Mr…Dardano,” he started, his voice 
choking on the last name. “We usually like to know the father’s medical history just in 
case we need to look out for anything in the baby.” 

“Psychosis can be genetic, right?” Bree asked. 

“If you could set up an appointment at the front desk that would be great. Okay. 
Bree. You want to get changed and hop on up?” 

“Do I want? No. But I know what you mean,” she gave him a grimace and 
grabbed the gown, shooting the stirrups a dirty look. 

“I’ll be back in a few minutes.” 

Alessandro pushed one of the stirrups back and forth. “I don’t think I’ve ever been 
so happy to be a man,” 

Bree stared at him. 

“What?” 



“I have to change,” she said kicking off her shoes. 

“So?” 

“Am I going to get naked in front of you?” Bree asked impatiently. 

“Well, if you want to be really, really nice to me,” Alessandro replied with a 
bright grin. 

Bree lifted an eyebrow. 

“Oh come on, Brianna. It’s hardly something I haven’t seen.” 

Bree held the gown and held it close. “I don’t care.” 

“Would you grow up, plea…all right, look, I’ll turn around, see?” He turned his 
back to her. 

“As if I’m gonna trust you.” 

“You wound me,” Alessandro said turning his head. 

Bree glared at him, “You see! You’re already peeking, you pig” 

“I am not peeking. I was merely commenting.” 

“Well, comment in THAT direction,” Bree insisted, pointing ahead. 

“Fine, fine.” He turned his head away from her, and when Bree was sure that he 
wasn’t turning back, she began to change her clothes. 

“You know, it’s been so long since I’ve seen you naked. I’m sure my memory is 
just exaggerating how exquisite you must be,” he said, but she could hear the teasing in 
his voice. 

“That’s right. I’m gonna get huge. Like a big ol’ beached whale.” She shivered, 
now cold in the flimsy gown, and maneuvered herself into the stirrups. “Okay, you can 
turn around now, but you stay by my head. Understand?” 

He turned around and smiled, looking at her with her legs spread up in the air. 
“Oh, the possibilities,” 

“Did I mention you’re a pervert?” 

“Mmm, once or twice.” He lowered his head between her legs. 



“Alessandro!” Bree shrieked trying to cover herself. 

“Hello in there, baby.” 

“Do you mind?” 

“What? I’m just getting the baby used to my voice and this way seems to offer a 
rather obvious advantage,” Alessandro pointed out. 

“It won’t matter if he knows your voice if I kill you, now get up here!” 

“My, pregnancy is making someone testy.” 

“Thin ice, Dardano. Like, wafer thin. I’m trying to do a nice thing here by letting 
you be a part of this, but if you keep irritating me, my baby will be minus one father!” 

“I’ll be good. I promise. And can I just say thank you? I can’t tell you how much 
it means to me that you’re letting me be a part of this.” 

“Mmm, fine. Just stay up here, and I won’t have to kill you.” 

Alex knocked and came back in as Alessandro was holding up a mock-up of a 
vagina. 

“I think I know her,” Alessandro cracked. 

“Okay, if you’re done entertaining yourself,” Alex said. “Let’s get started and 
then we can have a listen for the baby’s heartbeat.” 

Bree grimaced and stared at the ceiling as Alex examined her. She didn’t care if 
she’d gone through this once before with Will, she was still mortified by the whole 
process. She questioned the wisdom of allowing Alessandro in here with her, but when 
Alex said they were ready to hear the baby’s heartbeat, Alessandro’s face lit up, and Bree 
knew deep down that she didn’t want him to miss this. 

She squirmed as Alex spread the freezing cold jelly on her stomach. She looked 
up at Alessandro. “Damn you and your penis,” she hissed. 

Alex laughed softly, and Alessandro dropped a kiss on her forehead. 

And then there it was. The quick thwump, thwump of the baby’s heartbeat. She 
heard Alessandro suck in his breath, and she couldn’t help smiling when she looked up 
and saw the awe on his face. 



“Is that it?” he asked softly. 

“That’s your baby,” Alex confirmed. 

“It sounds so fast. Are you sure what you’re doing is safe? Maybe it’s frightened.” 

“No, he’s fine. They’re just naturally this fast at this stage.” 

“He? So you’re saying it’s a boy?” Alessandro asked, and Bree didn’t miss the 
excitement in his voice. She felt a twinge of nervousness. Did he want a son to be the 
next Dardano heir? Well, he had a hell of another thing coming. 

“Sorry, just being general. It’s too early to tell yet. But do you think you’re going 
to want to know the sex?” 

“Yes,” Alessandro replied just as Bree replied, “No.” 

“But, we should know so that we can prepare,” Alessandro pointed out. 

“In case you’ve forgotten, I have done this before. No, I like the surprise. I’ll be 
prepared no matter.” 

“We’ll be prepared,” Alessandro reminded her. 

“Sure,” Bree replied weakly. 

“I’ll give you two a minute. You can get dressed, Bree,” Alex said. 

“Thanks,” 

“Wow,” Alessandro said sitting down, his face seemingly lit from within with his 
joy. “That was…I’ve never experienced anything like that, Brianna. Thank you so much. 

“You’re welcome.” 

“ What do you say to lunch?” Alessandro asked. 

“You buying?” 

“Of course,” 

“Okay, you’re back in my good graces,” Bree said grabbing her clothes and 
motioning with her finger for him to turn around again.  



Chapter Eighteen 

Even in her dreams, he gives her no peace. Alessandro’s face, his mouth, his body, his 
cock, his fingers; they all torment her even as she sleeps. Memories merge with fantasy. 
Dark fantasies that she doesn't acknowledge in the daytime. Things they had done, things 
they hadn’t had time to but Bree wants. His hands on her hips, pulling her to the edge of 
the bed as he kneels on the floor between her legs; her pussy already wet and swollen, 
knowing what is coming. Surging, bearing down, aching for his tongue and then the 
explosion of wet skin meeting wet skin. His tongue pushing into her, his lips sucking her 
clitoris and all the time, his hands on her, bruising her as they hold her down and still. 
Fucking her with his tongue. Deep, fast. Talented. Oh God. Her fists in the sheets, down in 
his hair. Her hips trying to buck up, wanting more, wanting him to end the torture, to 
never stop. He pulls his tongue out and flicks it over the swollen bundle of nerves making 
her suck in her breath. His fingers dig into her bones, branding her. 

Her blood races. ‘Don’t stop. Don’tstopDon’tstopDon’tstopDon’tstop’… But her 
pleas take the form of his name. ‘AlessandroAlessandroAlessandro.’ He bites gently, and 
she screams, coming when his tongue thrusts back into her. He smiles knowingly. That 
fucking smirk. He always looks at her like that. As if he knows. He knows that her pussy is 
always wet, always wanting him. Her vision blurs and all of a sudden the scene switches. 

She stands facing the wall. Her nails digging into the paint and him behind her, 
sweaty, damp, hot, naked. His chest presses against her back and his hips snapping. 
Quickquickquickquick. Hardhardhardhard. Deepdeepdeepdeep. His cock full, thick and 
driving, pounding, punishing. 

‘My little slut. My little bitch. You love it don’t you? You love me fucking you? You 
love my cock fucking you.’ 

He doesn’t stroke her. Her punishment. No fast relief. Long and drawn out 
punishment. 

He lunges up, his hands over hers against the wall. His cock driving deeper. ‘Say it. 
Say you love it.’ 

Bree cries out at the hard, sharp friction. He grabbes her damp hair, pulling it 
back. Tell me how you love it. 



‘I love it. Oh God. I love it. I love you. Love you. Loveyouloveyouuloveyoulove.’ In 
time with the brutality of his fucking, she cried out her love for him. 

‘Tell me you want no one else fucking you. No other cock fucking you. Just mine. 
My cock fucking you. Say the words, my little slut. He pulls out almost completely’. She 
cries out in frantic despair. 

‘I want your cock. Just yours. Oh please. Fuck me.’ 

‘Say my name.’ The head of his cock teases her. 

‘Alessandro. Fuck me, Alessandro.’ He drives in hard all the way. Pushing her 
towards the edge. Fast again. Deep and quick. No mercy. 

‘That’s the way you want it, isn’t it? Deep and hard, like that? Fucking you. 
Fucking you like the little whore you are. Tell me you’re mine.’ 

‘I’m yours.’ 

‘Tell me you’re my little slut.’ 

‘I’m your slut.’ 

‘My whore’ 

‘Your whore’ 

He swells thicker inside of her, his mouth is in her hair, and Bree pushes back 
against him, needing to feel all of him, his very soul. 

‘Do you want me to let you come, my sweet little whore?’ 

‘YES! Oh God. Yes!’ 

Pump, pump, snap, push. Harder and harder. Pain and pleasure. Push and pull. 

‘Beg me to let you come. Beg me, my sweet little pussy.’ 

She loves it. Being owned by him. It’s okay here in this world. Her pussy, her body, 
her mind, her heart, her soul, all of it belong to him in this time. 

‘Take me. Fuck me. Break me. Make me yours.’ 

‘Beg me, Brianna.’ 



His English voice pants hard in her ear. He doesn't sound cultured or educated but 
primal, conquering. ‘Beg me now, you little whore. My whore. Beg me to allow you to 
come all over my cock.’ 

Up and down. Up and down, hitting the spot right inside of her with its compact 
ball of nerves. Scraping against it. His hands move to her breasts, pinching the nipples, 
sending pulsing nerves down to her clitoris. 

‘Please! Oh please. Let me come. Make me come. Pleasepleasepleaseplease!’ 

She doesn't turn around, but she knows he’s smiling. He gives a grunt of triumph 
and fucks her into the orgasm she craves. The pleasure of it burns through her, searing 
her.  Sending her grabbing backwards for him, screaming for him. Alessandro... ‘Take me. 
Don’t stop. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Hurt me, fuckmefuckmefuckme.’ Her mind shuts down. 
She is an animal, craving, wanting. 

The force of her orgasm jolted her awake. 

Bree woke up breathless and naked. Her body felt heavy and damp all over. The 
blanket kicked off and the pillow in her mouth, stifling her cries. She was wet. Her 
fingers traveled down between her legs, and she jumped at the burst of sensation as she 
slid over wet swollen skin. She clamped her legs tight around her hand and whimpered, 
her dream still fresh in her mind. Oh God, that felt so good. He’d fucked her so good. It 
had been dark, dangerous, wrong. And, oh God, so good. 

Bree took a deep breath and mentally tried to continue the dream. What did she 
want next? She could play here. No one would know but her. She could let her mind run 
free. She slid one long finger inside of her soaking warm pussy. 

She wanted him to take her on the floor next. Lay her flat on her back and use her. 

Use her like a whore. His whore. Bree shivered at the dark thought. She grabbed 
the pillow and kept it close just in case. 

His body lowered over her. The floor was hard against her back, but Bree didn’t 
care. She wanted the pain. She wanted the punishment. 

‘Can’t get enough, can you?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Every time you see me. You want me to fuck you.’ 

‘Yes.’ 



He grabbed her legs and spread them open wide. 

Bree slid two fingers inside of her. Three fingers. No, she wanted more. Four 
fingers.  

His cock rubbed her folds. 

You know that every time I see you, I want to fuck you. 

Yes. 

Bree whimpered, biting the edge of the pillow. 

I want to grab you and spread your legs like this. Every time I see you, I want 
your pussy. I want to pound it with my cock. Hard. Deep. 

He drove into her in one hard shove. Bree arched back with a scream. 

Bree pumped her fingers in time with his cock; the fantasy taking over everything 
until reality was drowned out by the feel of his cock pumping her, driving out every sense 
but the hard, deep sensation of being fucked, filled, pummelled. 

His mouth on her, his cock in her. Hot, damp, driving. 

Bree’s body writhed, shaking. 

Ah yes, darling. My sweet little pussy, come for me. Come for my cock. Make me 
come inside of you. 

Bree was arching, biting, muffling her screams as her fingers fucked her pussy, as 
his cock fucked her pussy. She bit his shoulder. His chest hot and flushed against her face 
as he drove up, up, up into her, driving her into the floor. 

Like that? He fucked her hard, quick. 

YES!  She screamed as he fucked her through her orgasm. He didn't stop. His 
body pushed her further. 

You like it like this? Being fucked into your very soul? You feel it in your soul, 
Brianna? 

Push, drive, Moremoremore. Bree couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think. She could 
do nothing but come. 

You feel my cock in your soul, Brianna? 



Yeeeeeeeesssssss! 

Good, my darling little slut. Then he was coming, deep and hot and thick, she felt 
every stinging delicious jet of his release. 

And she was coming with him again. Her nails in his damp back. His fingers 
bruising her arms as he fucked his orgasm into her. 

Until next time, my sweet little pussy. Until next time, my little whore. Mine, 
Brianna. Never forget you’re mine. When I want you, you spread your slut pussy open 
for me. Open for your master. Always, isn’t that right? 

Always. She clamped her legs around his waist, wanting to hold him there. 

But then Bree opened her eyes, and he was gone.  

**** 

He watches her walk towards him, coming into his bedroom with her hair falling 
like a shower of gold over her shoulders. Angel and temptress. Her eyes are blue like 
everything that is pure and good in the world. Her mouth is red and full, like the deepest, 
darkest temptations of hell that he wants to bury himself in. 

Her body was promise. Curves of damnation and salvation. He knows every dip 
and taste of that skin. 

‘What are you doing here?’ 

‘I’m here for you.’ 

His cock grows hard under the sheets, and he knows this is a dream but he doesn’t 
care. He will make it real, damn Brianna and her guilt and fears. He will have her. He will 
take her and show her that he, and only he, can fulfill all her needs. But for now, he’ll take 
her like this. In his mind. Over and over. 

‘If you’re here. You stay here.’ 

‘Yes. Keep me here. Love me. Use me. Do whatever you want to me.’ She moves 
closer, her white satin negligee like a second skin. He reaches out to touch one satin 
smooth thigh. 

Her eyes flutter closed and that luscious mouth parts like the lips of her pussy. 
Alessandro runs his fingers up and across and finds her already wet. 



‘For me?’ 

‘Always.’ 

He grabs her hip and pulls her close. Her curves are fuller, rounder thanks to his 
child. The child that he fucked into her luscious body. He lifts the soft material up and 
rubbs his thumb between the lips of her pussy. She moans. More a low, throaty purr than a 
whimper. 

Oh, but he will make her whimper. 

If it was possible, he’d fuck her full of another child. He has a brief burst of 
amusement. Why not ol’ boy? This is his fantasy. He’ll keep her here, tied and naked, 
pregnant, his. Alessandro sits up. 

‘Get on the bed, Brianna.’ 

‘Whatever you want.’ She purrs with a smile. She doesn’t look submissive. She 
looks as if she’s ready to devour him. In control. She thinks she’s the one in charge. 
Alessandro stands naked and pulls the blanket back. Brianna climbs onto the bed, her ass 
pointed temptingly at him so that he can see a peek of damp skin between her legs. She 
lays back, licking her lips briefly as her head rests on the pillow. 

‘Spread your-‘ 

Before he even finishes, her legs are open, inviting. He leans over her, pulls the 
nightgown up over her head. She wears no underwear. His fantasy indeed. Her breasts are 
fuller than he remembers. The nipples darker and when he reaches down to touch them, 
she arches up and whimpers. 

‘Does that feel good, darling?’ 

‘God yes.’ 

He cups the side of her face. ‘I want you to suck me. I want you to take my cock in 
your mouth and swallow it when I come.’ 

‘I want your cock in my mouth. I dream about this beautiful cock. About you. I miss 
your cock fucking me. Are you gonna fuck me, ALESSANDRO?’ 

‘Tell me you want me to fuck you.’ 

Her blue eyes flare hungrily. ‘I want you to fuck me.’ Then she takes his cock in 
her mouth, and Alessandro is completely enveloped by her heat, as if she is sucking all of 



him. He leans over her, driving more of himself into her mouth. She grabs his thighs and 
digs her nails in, her head pumping back and forth as her lips work their magic. She cups 
his balls with a free hand, the other holding her up. 

Alessandro’s senses spin as he tries to control himself through the slow movement 
of her fingers as opposed to the fast drive of her lips along his shaft. ‘Oh, baby. You’re so 
good. God, so good. I love this mouth. Love your wet fucking mouth, almost as much as 
your pussy.’ 

She looks up at him with triumph in her eyes. Is he in control or is she? Alessandro 
can’t tell. Just when he thinks he’s the dominant one, that he will break her, she gives him 
that look of defiance, that look of triumph that tells him he is doing HER will. Everything 
he demands of her, she wants him to demand. Everything he wants to do to her, she orders 
him to do. 

All with those blue angelic eyes. He drives his cock harder in her mouth, wanting 
her eyes to widen with fear, wanting her to tell him it’s too much. 

She moans in satisfaction and takes him faster. Her tongue circles the head of his 
cock. He rears up, feeling his orgasm getting ready to burst from his cock. He grabs her 
head, his fingers tight in her hair, wanting to hurt her. Her lips tighten around the head of 
his cock before diving in to take all of him yet again. He pushes her head onto him and 
arches back, coming in her mouth. 

She swallows it all and looks up at him with that smile. 

She makes room for him as he leans breathless against the bed. 

‘Now it’s your turn, my little slut. Sit up against the headboard. Open your legs.’ 
She looks at him in confusion but follows his order. 

‘I want you to fuck yourself. I want to watch you play with your pussy, but don’t 
you dare fucking come, understand?’ 

She bites her lip, her nipples tight with arousal and she nods, spreading her thighs 
wide as she brings them to her chest so he gets a full view of her glistening, pink and gold 
pussy. She was gold all over. 

‘Use your fingers. First.’ 

‘Yes,’ she moans, running her fingers over damp swollen skin. She rubs them in 
slow circles over her clitoris. 



‘Tell me when you’re about to come.’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Yes, what?’ 

‘Yes, Alessandro.’ 

‘Do you do this when you’re at home? Do you finger fuck yourself , wishing it was 
me’? 

‘Yes,’ her breath is quick now. 

Alessandro finds himself getting hard again. He breathes deep to try and slow his 
erection down. She sees it and smiles at him, but her breath hitches as she hits a 
particularly sweet spot, and her eyes drift closed. 

‘Fuck your pussy with your fingers.’ 

She pushes two fingers inside, and he can see the glistening flush of her lips, 
clutching the digits. 

‘Soon Alessandro…soon…’ Her voice is trembling and broken in less than a 
minute. 

‘Stop.’ 

Her eyes flash open, and he almost comes at the desperate look on her face. Ah, 
yes, that’s what he wants. He wants her desperate and begging. He gets up and goes into 
his drawer. ‘I bought something for you, Brianna.’ 

He pulls out the vibrator with a tiny little ridge at the top that when inserted, hits 
the clitoris. He’d seen it, imagined it in Brianna’s pussy as she thought of him, and bought 
it. 

‘I want your cock. Your real flesh and blood, pulsing hard cock fucking me. Not 
that.’ 

‘Mmm, but this is about what I want. I will fuck you with my cock, sunshine. I will 
fuck you until you’re a screaming, sweaty, begging whore. But first. You’re gonna work 
for it.’ 

He smacks her pussy with the vibrator and then hands to her. ‘Now shove this into 
that sweet pussy. My sweet pussy. But don’t turn it on yet.’ 



Brianna closes her eyes as she slides the foreign object into her core. Her eyes are 
glazed and defiant when they meet his. 

‘You came here because you wanted me to fuck you, didn’t you?’ 

‘Yes,’ her voice is almost angry with him. 

‘But you have to learn, darling, that I’m the one in charge here. Not you. I will fuck 
you when I damn well please. And I please, Brianna. I know that when I look in your eyes, 
you’re begging for it, aren’t you?’ 

‘Just like you are. I know when you look at me, Alessandro, every time you look at 
me, that you’re imagining me naked in your bed with my legs spread open and your cock 
fucking me. Every time you look at me, you want to fuck me.’ 

‘And that’s what you want too, my little bitch. Turn it on now.’ 

She glares at him, but obeys. The low hum fills the air and she jumps at the 
sensation against her clitoris and deep in her pussy. 

‘Good?’ Alessandro leans in and growls in her ear. 

‘God yes,’ she moans. 

‘Fuck yourself with it. Fuck this delicious pussy with it. My delicious pussy, like 
you want me fucking it. Fast or slow, darling. Hard or soft? Fuck this pussy that I own.’ 

She pumps the vibrator deep and hard into her pussy. Her rhythm alternates. Fast 
and slow. When her hand pumps the vibrator faster and faster, Alessandro can tell she’s 
getting close. Her face is flushed, her blond hair growing a little damp around her face. 
Her skin is glowing. Her pussy is soaked. 

‘Do you want to come, Brianna?’ 

‘I want YOU to make me come. Give me that cock.’ Her defiance arouses him so. 
He is full and hard now. 

‘I know you want to. Fuck my pussy. It’s here for you.’ 

He grabs her arm and jerks her forward. The vibrator almost slides out of her. 
‘Your pussy belongs to me, understand? I say when I will fuck you. You demand nothing. 
Now bear down on that vibrator. I want to watch you fuck it.’ 



She spreads her knees and bears down, a low moan of pleasure bursts from her 
mouth. 

Alessandro reaches around her and strokes her ass. ‘Who does your pussy belong 
to?’ 

She glares at him. 

He cracks his palm against her ass. 

Defiant eyes widen in surprise, and he sees a flicker of hunger. She likes that. She 
wants more. Her hips ground over the vibrator. 

Say your pussy is mine. Say who it belongs to. 

He slaps her ass again, harder. 

She’s trembling, but stays silent. 

He reaches up with one hand and grabs a nipple. Her eyes widen, she knows 
what’s coming. 

‘Tell me your pussy is mine, you little whore. This pussy is mine to fuck when I 
want, as often as I want.’ 

Slap! 

Brianna arches back and comes. She doesn’t tell him beforehand. He twists the 
nipple almost painfully, and she screams out his name, her juices running down her thighs 
as her body bucks on the vibrator. 

‘Yours! My pussy is yours! All yours, Alessandro!’ 

Alessandro jolted awake with a breathless, panting cry of victory; he’d broken her. 
He felt a short beat of annoyance that he’d woken up before he could fuck her, but the 
image of her defeat was so fresh in his mind that he could take his cock in his hands and 
continue the fantasy. 



Chapter Nineteen 

Alessandro took his cock in his hand; he moved the flesh slowly, not wanting to come too 
soon, letting his mind drift back. The smell of Brianna’s sex filled his nostrils. He 
imagined pulling her towards the edge of the bed. 

‘I should punish you for that. For coming without my permission, Brianna.’ 

She said nothing, and though he knew she was thinking it, she simply looked up 
at him and allowed him to position her any way he wanted to. ‘But you won’t because you 
want me too much, and you can’t wait anymore.’ 

He pulled her legs up against his chest. He lowered his head, buckling slightly so 
that his mouth was at her pussy. She gave a long moan as his tongue tasted her. 

‘Ohhhhyesss…’ 

‘More?’ Alessandro asked, teasing. 

‘Please…’ 

She played the game because it got her what she wanted, but Alessandro knew she 
chafed against the subservient role. 

Alessandro tightened his fingers around his cock, stroking up and down, 
remembering the taste of her pussy. The damp, sticky deliciousness of her. 

He thrusted his tongue deep inside. Tongue fucking her. His fingers tight on her 
hips. 

‘Ahhhh yes…’ she cried, squirming, her hips rolling desperately against the 
assault of his mouth. 

Right before he felt her ready to come around his tongue, he stopped. 

She cried out in frustration. 

‘No, no, darling. My pussy only comes when I want it to, remember?’ 



She clenched her fists in the sheets. 

‘I said, remember?’‘  

‘Yes.’ 

Alessandro pumped his cock faster, rubbing the head with his thumb, spreading 
the moisture gathered there down along the shaft. 

‘I’m not a cruel man, Brianna. But anticipation is everything. When you come, 
when I let you come…you will feel it in your soul. I will fuck you so hard that your sleeping 
self will feel it across the hall. Do you believe me?’ 

She whimpered, trembling. God yes. Make me feel it. 

He lowered her slightly, spread her legs against his chest, fit his cock against her 
opening and shoved in, hard. 

‘YES!’ She screamed, her pussy clutching him tight. 

Alessandro tightened his fingers on his cock and pumped faster, undulating his 
hips, imagining he could feel her tight pussy milking him. The sheets were on the floor 
now. His skin flushed and damp. His heart racing as he pumped up into his fingers, into 
her pussy. 

‘Like that, my sweet pussy?’ 

‘Mmmmmm,’ she moaned greedily, throwing her arms up above her head, her 
breasts drawing up tight as he pulled her body back and forth, pumping her harder and 
harder. 

‘Is this what you want? This and this and this?’ He punctuated each word with a 
hard thrust. 

‘Yesyesyes. Don’t stop. Oh, Alessandro….God….So gooooooood,’ 

Alessandro’s breath hitched in his chest as he jerked his cock faster and faster. He 
was going to come soon. Her scent was in his mind. Her eyes, her damp, pink body. Her 
blonde hair a shade darker with sweat. Her voice begging in his mind made him hard as 
steel. His orgasm tickled the base of his spine, and he used all his will power to hold it 
back. There was still one thing he wanted from her. One final sign of submission. 

‘Mmmm, my sweet pussy, you feel so good. So tight. Always so good. You 
remember how good it was, don’t you, darling?’ 



‘Yes, I remember.’ 

‘And you fantasize about it when you fuck yourself, don’t you? Our memories? 

‘Oh yes.’ 

Alessandro laid her flat out onto the bed and maneuvered her so that his body was 
now flush with hers. He ground his hips against hers. 

She sucked in her breath and bore up against him, undulating against him, 
matching his rhythm.  

‘You’re mine, you know that? Body and soul. No one else will ever touch you.’ 

Her breasts rubbed against the damp hairs of his chest. 

Alessandro sucked in his breath, his orgasm getting closer. He fucked his hand 
harder. His lips were dry. He licked them, imagining Brianna’s mouth on his. 

‘Like you’re mine. I own you, Alessandro Dardano. Body and soul. I own you.’ 

He grabbed her arms above her head and lowered his mouth to her breast, biting 
her hard enough to leave a mark. 

Her pussy tightened around the plunging steel of his cock. He was harder than 
he’d ever felt, thicker, like he could fuck her forever even as he knew he was going to 
explode inside of her very soon. 

He plunged harder, and she loved it. Her nails dug into his fingers as they held her 
wrists bound. ‘Mmmm, fuck me…oh, fuck me so gooooooddd.’ 

He released her hands and immediately they went to his ass, pushing him into her, 
deeper, deeper. 

His thrusts quickened. He wanted to punish her for her hold over him. He’d 
broken her once. He wanted to do it again. He wanted to keep her broken and begging. 

‘You want to come, Brianna?’ He stopped thrusting, and her eyes look as if she 
could murder him. She undulated beneath him desperately. It wasn’t enough. She needed 
the friction of his cocking sawing into her. 

‘Yes, I beg you, fuck me. Never stop fucking me. Keep me here, and fuck me for the 
rest of your life. Fuck me raw. Fuck me dry. Just never stop.’ 



He plowed into her a few more times before stopping again. 

‘You mother-fucker! I’m gonna kill you!’ Her nails dug into the cheeks of his ass. 

‘There’s something I want more than watching you come.’ 

‘Anything. I’ll give you anything. Just…oh God, just keep fucking me.’ 

‘You know what I want, Brianna.’ 

Her eyes met his in understanding and fear. 

Alessandro’s body stiffened, ready to come, but he used his last bit of willpower 
to hold it off. He wanted to hear the words in his mind. He wanted her to say the words. 

He pushed into her body, willing the words from her mouth. 

Alessandro lowered his head to hers, watching and waiting with open eyes. 

‘I can’t…’ she whimpered. ‘I’m afraid.’ He’d broken her again and it still was not 
enough. He wanted complete surrender. 

His thrusts were slow, drawing her closer and closer to orgasm. 

‘Say the words, Brianna.’ 

She shivered beneath him. 

Alessandro took a deep breath, ready to come. 

Her pussy convulsed around him. ‘Yes…oh yesyesyesyesyes….’ Her eyes met his. 
She cupped his face in her hands and gave him what he wanted, jumping off the edge 
with him. ‘I love you. I love you. I loveyouloveyouloveyou.’ 

He fucked her hard, fast and full of his come, crying out his victory, and she 
arched beneath him and cried out her release, screaming his name. 

And screaming that she loved him. 

**** 

“Mommy, how come Dona Duck don have no pants?” Will sat on the couch 
eating cookies. Bree looked up. Then she glanced at the Donald Duck cartoon on the TV. 
“He have top but he no have bottoms,” 



“Good point,” she said. And yet the duck always wore a towel after he showered. 

“Dat’s odd,” Will remarked. He leaned over his plate and began to split his 
cookies into two piles. “And where his pee pee go? He a boy right, mommy? But he don’ 
have no pee pee. How he go to bafroom?” 

Bree stared at her son. How was it that a child could make an adult feel like a 
perfect idiot? She gave a soft laugh and shook her head. “Don’t know kiddo. What are 
you doing there?” 

“Dis fo me. Dis fo Alessandro,” 

Bree jumped a little at the mention of the man’s name. Her body throbbed a little 
as she remembered her dream. She forced herself to veer from that line of thought. 
Hormones. Damn over-powering pregnancy hormones. 

At least the nausea had abated. Horny or vomiting. Horny over a dangerous 
Dardano…it was a hard choice. 

Hard. Bad word choice. 

“Wait. Why are you giving Alessandro cookies?” 

“Cause he all broken. Dat’s gotta hurt. When I get boo boo’s you give me 
cookies.” 

Bree sighed and watched him. He looked at her and shrugged. “He say he sowwy, 
so is okay we friends again, right mommy? You his friend too, right?” 

Bree bit her lip. “I’m not mad at Alessandro anymore,” At least not about that, she 
thought. “Look sweetie, I know you like Alessandro, and you can be friends with him, 
but listen sweetie, mommy has something important to tell you, okay?“ 

Will put down the cookies and sat further back on the couch, crossing his arms 
over his chest. 

Good God, she’d seen Alessandro do that exact thing numerous times! 

“Mommy’s going to have a baby,” 

“Why?” 

Bree blinked, unprepared for that question. “Uh why?” 



“Dey don’ do nuffin. Why you wan one? I’m better.” 

“Oh yes, and mommy loves you so much, and that’s never gonna change.” 

“I know dat,” he said rolling his eyes at her like she was a simpleton. 

Bree tried not to laugh. 

“Where it gonna come from?” 

Okay, she really should have thought this conversation through. 

“And how can you have a baby? Daddy up in hev’n. Did you go see him and he 
give you one?” Will asked excited. 

“No, honey…This baby…” Oy, Bree thought. How was she gonna explain this 
part? “This baby is gonna have a different daddy than you. Alessandro is this baby’s 
daddy.” 

Will’s grin got wider, but his small brown eyebrows came together. “How do dat 
work? You no married to Alessandro.” 

She was saved from continuing the uncomfortable conversation by a knock on the 
door. 

And went straight from an uncomfortable conversation to an uncomfortable 
situation. Alessandro gave her an impatient glare when she opened the door. God, the 
sight of him again made her shiver and grow wet. He wore his tailored suit and pink tie, 
ready for work.  

“I thought I told you not to just open the door to anyone,” 

“Alessandro!” Will exclaimed excited, running towards him. “I have cookies! We 
gonna have a baby, and you get to be da daddy. In’t dat awesome?” 

“Yes it is,” Alessandro said smiling down at him. 

Will handed him the three chocolate sandwich cookies. “Fo yo boo boos,” 

Alessandro took the cookies with a thank you. Bree stared at his fingers as he took 
out his elegant handkerchief from his pocket and wrapped the cookies in them. Those 
fingers…Bree bit her lip and felt her face flush hotly. 



“You all right, darling?” he asked, and he had a smug grin on his face as if he 
knew what she had dreamed about. 

“Yeah,” Damn, her voice actually broke. “So, was there something in particular 
you wanted?” She hadn’t meant that to come out as harsh as it did, but her nerves were all 
jumbled looking at him. He smelled insane. Like warm spiced wine and leather. Nothing 
too strong. He didn’t need it. His own charisma was enough of a draw for any woman. 

“Sleep well?” he asked. 

She looked up at him. Now was it her mistake or were his cheeks kind of pink? 

Not likely. Alessandro Dardano didn’t blush, she thought. He was all oozing 
confidence and sensuality. 

God she wanted to hate him. God she wanted…him. Bree looked away. “Fine.” 

“Have you taken your vitamins yet?” 

“Alessandro, in case you have forgotten, I have to get ready for work. So, if you 
don’t mind-“ 

“Well, that’s why I’m here, Brianna. I’ll just wait for you to get ready. I’m sure 
Will and I will find something to entertain ourselves with while you get dressed.” 

“Yay. Come sit,” Will grabbed Alessandro’s hand. 

“Hang on,” Alessandro grabbed his crutches and hobbled past Bree into the living 
room. 

“I’m not going in to work with you,” Bree insisted. Sitting next to him in that 
limo? Hell no. That limo was dangerous to her mental health. 

“Of course you are, darling. I mean, you’re certainly not going in to work alone.” 

“I’m not?” 

“Most definitely not. We can drop Will off at your grandmother’s. Have you 
forgotten that Arturo is still out there?” 

Will moved closer to Alessandro on the couch at the mention of Arturo. “Mommy, 
go with Alessandro. Don’ let Arturo get you, mommy. Pease?” 



Alessandro looked at Bree, triumph in his eyes. Just like in her dreams. Damn the 
English fucker. 

She narrowed her eyes at him. “I can take care of myself.” 

“I don’t care, darling. This isn’t a discussion. If you won’t think of yourself, think 
of our child.” 

Bree stared at him, then at her son who was ridiculously happy in the enemy’s 
company. 

“Dammit, fine. I’m gonna go shower.” 

“Dat’s a bad word, mommy,” Will reminded her, and then he turned to 
Alessandro. “Alessandro, how come Dona Duck don’ have no pants?” 

“A Dardano probably stole them,” Bree called out before slamming the bathroom 
door. 

**** 

She knocked on Alessandro’s door, heard quick shuffling around and Rebecca’s 
voice, laughing. She ground her teeth, reminding herself that she didn’t care. It was a 
good thing really; it meant he would leave her alone. In peace. And that’s what she 
wanted. Some peace of mind would be nice for a change this year. 

“Hello, darling,” Alessandro said smiling, straightening his tie. 

Rebecca wiped the corners of her mouth, appearing to fix her lipstick ,which Bree 
noticed was decidedly smudged. 

Bitch! Fucking whore! Bree swallowed and fought back the evil monster that 
reared up in her and wanted to take the coat hanger by Alessandro’s door and run it 
through Rebecca's skinny body. 

Bree didn’t think pregnancy hormones would make a good murder defense 
though. 

Once Rebecca left, Alessandro ushered her in, but before she could get to the 
point of her visit, the phone rang. 

“Sorry, darling, it’s been a madhouse all day here in preparation for the charity 
ball this weekend.” He picked up the phone. 



She waited with barely restrained impatience until he finished his call. "Any 
chance I can convince you and your family not to come?" Bree asked, dropping into the 
chair across from his desk. "It always gets ugly when our families get in a room together, 
and this new wing for the hospital is important. My family has sponsored Mount Sinai for 
years. Your father comes every damn year just to get a rise out of us. I'm hoping that..." 

"That now that we've reached our truce you can use me to influence my father, 
darling?” he asked. 

She really needed to remind him not to call her that. She wasn’t his ‘darling’. She 
wasn’t anyone’s ‘darling’. 

“Well, if you want to put it like that, yes.” 

“Come on now, Brianna. It won’t be as bad as all that. It’ll just be one dance, and 
it’s for a good cause, the new paediatric wing at the hospital. This auction will have 
businesses clamouring to work with Dardano Enterprises. I can hardly pass up the 
business opportunity, plus I plan on stealing a dance or two or ten with you myself.” 

“Alessandro, I'm not putting myself in the running this year. Look at me. Who is 
going to bid on a pregnant woman?” 

Alessandro’s mouth fell open. “Are you serious? Brianna, you could be about to 
pop and you’d still be the most delicious creature in any room.” 

Bree’s cheeks warmed. “You’re only saying that 'cause I won’t sleep with you.” 

“I’m saying it because it’s true. You walk into a room, and every man in it is 
practically salivating. If anything, your pregnancy makes you even sexier. It really brings 
out all your best…assets.” His gaze lowered to her breasts and Bree crossed her arms 
over chest to hide the fact that her nipples were responding too strongly to that gaze. “If it 
eases your self-consciousness at all, for four months, you’re not showing all that much. I 
mean, if I didn’t know that you were pregnant with my child, I would have to look closer 
to know it at all. Not that I’d mind, of course,” he added with a devilish grin. 

He said the ‘my child’ part with more smugness than she liked, but his flattery 
didn’t completely miss its mark. Still, there was no way she was giving in that easily. 

“You know, Alessandro, if we’re going to be friends, you’re going to have to stop 
constantly making me want to hit you.” 

“So you’ll do it?” 



“I should just leave the damn country and save myself the anguish,” Bree said 
standing up. 

“But you won’t cause you’d miss me too much,” Alessandro countered. 

**** 

“Mommy, you look so pittie!” Will exclaimed, as Bree ran her hands over her 
swollen belly. Five months now. The cut of the green dress fell in such a way that her 
belly hardly stuck out at all, but she could feel it there, hard and round. She did like the 
way her breasts looked. Her long hair fell in soft curls across the valley and she brushed 
the locks back. She ran her fingers over her dress self-consciously. Maybe this was a 
mistake. She forced herself to look away from the mirror. Confidence, O’Reiley. You go 
out there, and you make Alessandro Dardano eat his feet. 

Every man, she amended quickly. She wanted every man out there to want her. 
Not just Alessandro. She wasn’t doing this to make him feel anything for her. She didn’t 
want him to feel anything for her. Let him have Rebecca. 

“And you look so handsome,” Bree said leaning down and fixing his little bow 
tie. 

“I don like it. ‘Is itchy,” 

“Oh, I know, honey, but you’ll only have to wear it for a little while, promise.” 

“And I don’ like da shoes. Look,” he shuffled them. “Dey slippy. I fall down.” 

“Those you have to keep on, and if you don’t walk like you’re skiing in Aspen, 
you should be okay.” She reached for her coat just as there was a knock on the door. “Oh, 
hell no,” Bree said, guessing it could only be one person at this hour. She was right. But it 
took her a moment to register anything other than how absolutely devastating Alessandro 
looked. Fully healed from his injuries, he towered over her in a black tuxedo. His hair 
was combed back, and he was freshly shaven and smelled like sandalwood and lemon. 
Bree very nearly leaned in, her legs buckling a little. 

“Good God,” he whispered, jerking her out of her haze. The look in his eyes hit 
her right between the legs and at the vicious quick arousal, her face flamed. 

“Hey, you got one too,” Will said pointing to Alessandro’s bow tie. “Do you got 
da slippy shoes too?” 



“The what?” Alessandro asked not breaking his locked gaze with Bree except to 
run his eyes over her body so that she could almost feel it like fingers on her skin. 

“So are you ready to go?” he asked. 

“You do realize that I have my own car, right?” Bree insisted, slipping into her 
coat. 

‘You do realize that I don’t care, right?” Alessandro countered. “Until Arturo is 
found, I’m going to be on you…like white on bread or something,” 

Bree smiled at his mangling of the Americanism. “Rice,” she replied with a sigh. 
“Alessandro, how is it gonna look if I arrive with you?"  

He leaned in close so only she would hear. “It will look like I’m the luckiest 
bastard in the universe to walk in with you on my arm.” 



Chapter Twenty 

The first person they saw when they walked in was John O’Reiley. Alessandro felt Bree 
go still beside him. He reached up and squeezed her arm. “You all right, Brianna?” 

“Let’s just get backstage,” Bree insisted, her voice tight. Angela got to her feet, 
her eyes blazing murder at Alessandro. 

But Bernardo got to them first. “Ah Brianna, how lovely to see you. You and 
Alessandro came together? Brava. And how is my grandson, uh? May I?” Alessandro 
caught Bree as she recoiled. 

“I have to…excuse me,” she reached up and took Will from Alessandro’s arms 
and almost ran towards the curtain. 

Alessandro watched as Angela stepped into her path. “Bree, what the hell are you 
doing with him?” 

“Mom, not now,” Bree insisted, pushing past her. 

“Mommy, who dat man?” Will asked. 

He didn’t hear her answer. 

“Really, Alessandro. The two of you looked so beautiful coming in just now. Like 
the perfect family.” 

“Mmm, not quite, Father. She only agreed to come with me because Arturo is still 
a threat,” 

“Ah, but it’s good. Wonderful that she sees you as her protector. She will know 
that she can count on you.” 

“This isn’t exactly a date.” He pointed to Bernardo’s table. A blond man rose 
from the table and walked towards them. 

“You must be Alessandro Dardano, Bernardo’s son, right?” He extended his hand 
towards Alessandro. Bernardo walked past them and took a seat at his table. 



“Right, hello,” Alessandro said, tearing his gaze away from his father and back to 
the blond man. 

“Kevin. Kevin Hadley. I’m co-owner of one your father’s vineyards in Paris.” 

“Nice to meet you,” Alessandro said shaking his hand. He could see Bree through 
the opening in the curtain. She kept running her hands over her stomach and wringing her 
hands together. 

“….are you two together?” 

Alessandro tore his gaze away from Bree and glared at the man who stood before 
him. “What?” Surely he wasn't speaking about- 

“Cause if you’re not, I simply have to throw my hat in the ring for that gorgeous 
angel. Brianna Donovan is her name, right?” 

“Uh, yes it is-“ 

The lights started to dim and as the audience applauded, Alessandro turned to 
Kevin, ready to tell him to keep his hands to himself but Kevin was already walking back 
to the table. 

When Bree and her fellow auction volunteers walked out, Alessandro could do 
nothing but stare at her illuminated for a few seconds in the spotlight before Dr. Winters, 
who would be at the mike fielding bids, finished his introductions and opened the bidding 
for one of the hospital's financial services clerks. 

Finally it was Bree’s turn. Alessandro opened his mouth to bid, but Kevin’s voice 
piped up first with a five thousand dollar bid. 

The opening bid was five hundred dollars. 

Bree visibly jolted in surprise, and she looked curiously at the stranger. 

“Ten thousand,” Alessandro called out. Now her eyes swerved to him in surprise. 
He gave her a small smile.  

“Twenty thousand dollars,” Kevin countered. 

“Look, there’s something you need to understand, here, Mr. Hadley,” Alessandro 
warned. 



“I understand Mrs. Donovan is a free woman, Mr. Dardano. It’s all for a good 
cause after all, isn’t it?” 

“Fifty thousand dollars,” Alessandro countered, deadly calm though inside he was 
fairly trembling with rage. 

“One hundred thousand dollars,” Hadley countered, getting to his feet, appearing 
to enjoy the spectacle of all eyes being on the two of them now. 

Alessandro stood, his fists clenched tight at his sides. “Two hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars,”   

Bree was staring at them both, her mouth open. 

Kevin smiled at him. “Three hundred thousand dollars,” 

“One million dollars,” Alessandro shot back, his eyes clouding with rage. So help 
him, if the son of a bitch opened his mouth, Alessandro was gonna shove his fist down 
his throat. 

The entire ballroom was dead silent. Holding its breath. 

“Uh…Going once?” Alex announced. 

Kevin met Alessandro’s gaze, smirking. 

“Going twice?” 

Kevin lifted his hands in surrender. “The best man won. I hope you get more than 
a dance, my friend,” 

“Sold,” Alex announced, slamming the little gavel down. 

Alessandro felt a rush of both victory and relief as he stared at Brianna. He 
walked up to her and extended his hand. “Darling?” 

**** 

Bree stared down at Alessandro, her heart racing, her mind spinning. What the 
hell had just happened? Her hand slipped into his of its own accord, and he helped her 
step down. The other winning bidders joined Alessandro and Bree on the dance floor. 



“Don’t think I don’t know that you rigged this somehow,” Bree insisted as the 
tango music started. She thought it would make a better show, not thinking that she was 
gonna end up being on the dance floor. “We have a problem,” 

“Not from where I’m standing,” he said, pulling her closer to him. 

“No, Alessandro, I can’t do this.” 

His eyes darkened. “What do you mean?” 

“I can’t dance this,” 

“I highly doubt that a body as graceful as yours has no rhythm, in fact, I know for 
a fact that you do.” He smiled at her as he began to lead her. 

Bree pursed her lips, though her cheeks were flaming. “I mean this. My grandpa 
Joe taught me how to waltz by letting me stand on his feet, but I don’t think that’s gonna 
help me here.” 

“Don’t worry, darling. Just follow my lead,” and with that, he pressed a hand to 
her back and drew her against him, crushing her breasts against his chest, making them 
respond instantly. 

The world around her sped by as Alessandro led her through the sensual moves. It 
almost felt as if they were making love standing up, and as had been the case that night at 
the abandoned house, Bree eagerly found and followed the rhythm of Alessandro’s body 
against hers. She occasionally caught sight of her mother, Carrie or her father. None of 
them looked happy. She sometimes closed her eyes to block them out. 

“So who was that other guy?” Bree asked, her voice a little breathless from being 
much too close to him. 

Alessandro scowled down at her. “He was nobody,” 

To try and distract her, he dipped her, making her laugh in a burst of surprise, but 
Bree saw the ploy for what it was. 

“Well, he had to be somebody for you to be so intent on beating him you bid that 
insane amount of money.” 

“There’s no price on having you in my arms, Brianna,” Alessandro said, his 
breath warm on her face. 



Her stomach fluttered and her hands on his arms tightened. “Nice try,” she said. 
“What? He was in on it, right? Pretending to outbid you just so I’d be all impressed when 
you beat him?” 

Alessandro shook his head. “You have me pegged as quite the manipulator, don’t 
you?” 

“Mmm, if Dardano genes fit. So that guy wasn’t in on it? I’m even more curious 
now.” 

“Brianna, leave Hadley alone,” 

Bree pulled back. “Is that an order? Kind of hypocritical of you considering you're 
boinking Rebecca, isn’t it?” The words left a bad taste in her mouth no matter how often 
she said them. 

“Jealous, darling?” Alessandro asked. 

Bree narrowed her eyes at him. “Hardly. You and I are friends. You can boink 
anyone you please.” 

“Brianna, I didn’t just bid one million dollars for you out of friendship,” he turned 
her around and ran his hands down her waist. 

She took a moment to catch her breath as he guided her away and then back 
towards him. “No, you did it because your massive ego can’t stand to lose. That little 
measuring contest had nothing to do with me,” 

He cupped the side of her face and dipped her again as the song ended, his mouth 
less than an inch away from hers. “Make no mistake, Brianna. Everything I do has to do 
with you,” 

As Alessandro brought Bree back up, she realized that she and Alessandro had 
somehow ended up the center of attention. She felt a momentary thrill mixed in with 
relief. It was a good thing she hadn’t realized before then that the other couples had been 
moved off to the side. She didn’t think she would have felt relaxed enough to let 
Alessandro lead her. 

“Uh, oh, incoming O’Reileys,” Alessandro warned and when Bree turned to 
follow his gaze, she saw John and Angela getting up out of their seats. 

“Here we go,” she groaned. 

“I’m here if you need me,” Alessandro assured her. 



“No, you go. I can just imagine how they’re gonna tear into me, if you’re standing 
here with me…yeah, just run while you can.” 

“Just come to me if you need me,” Alessandro insisted. He didn’t go far; he 
walked back to his table and watched them.  

“Mommy! You danceded so pittie!” Will exclaimed, breaking free from Carrie 
and rushing towards Bree. She reached down and pulled him towards her as a buffer. 

“Are you insane?” Angela asked. 

“Bree, have you forgotten what the Dardanos have done to this family? What the 
hell do you think you’re doing?” John asked. 

“I don’t know why any of you care.” 

“We’re your family,” Angela said. “How could you say that we don’t care?” 

“How can I? How? Oh gee, maybe because ever since I told you that I was 
carrying Alessandro’s baby you’ve been treating me like I have the plague,” Bree shot 
back. 

“That man manipulated you into having his child as revenge against the O’Reileys. 
You can’t see that because all you see is the good looks and the fancy suits and the 
power,” Carrie offered. 

“All I see is the man who risked his life to save my son, your grandson, and your 
nephew,” Bree said to each of them. “Alessandro is nothing like his father-“ 

“I know you want to believe that, sweetie, but Alessandro is involved in things 
that you can’t possibly imagine,” John said. 

“I don’t care,” Bree hissed in frustration. “I’m not an idiot, daddy. I know that 
Alessandro is not on the right side of the law, but we're not exactly squeaky clean either. 
Because of him, my son is alive. And because of him, I am having another baby. Now for 
this child’s sake, I need to make some kind of peace with who Alessandro is. And I’m 
sorry if you can’t understand that, but I’m sick and tired of trying to get you all on my 
side. My baby comes first. My children come first, and if you guys don’t want to be a 
part of that, it’s your goddamned loss.” And with that she grabbed Will and walked out 
before the tears she felt burning in her eyes fell down her cheeks. 

She walked out into the hotel lobby and took a few shaky breaths, giving herself a 
few minutes to get her emotions back under control. 



Will got the attention of the young woman working at the counter and for a while, 
he was entertaining her, and she let him sit with her behind the counter. 

Bree sat next to the elevators when she saw Alessandro come out of the ballroom 
looking for her.  He had a worried look on his face as he scanned the room, and when he 
found her, she saw the relief on his face, though his concern didn’t fade. He cared about 
her. Sometimes it felt as if he was the only one that did. Bree got to her feet and moved 
towards him without giving herself a chance to talk herself out of it, letting herself to give 
in to the emotions rolling through her, she grabbed the sides of his face and brought his 
mouth down to hers.   

Alessandro grabbed the back of her head and deepened the kiss, making Bree 
moan with need. She clutched his arms, her mind spinning. Desire raced through her ever 
nerve endings, pooling hungrily between her thighs. Hormones or not, she wanted this, 
wanted him and dammit, for once, Bree wanted to just give in and be selfish. She pulled 
back, breathing heavily, noticing that Alessandro was breathing unevenly too. 

“What was that for?” He asked, running his thumb along her bottom lip. Bree 
caught the digit with her teeth. 

“Take me home,” she murmured huskily. 

His eyes flashed with hunger. “Home?” 

“We’ll put Will to sleep and then…” Her eyes left no doubt to her meaning. 

He pulled her into the corner, away from prying eyes and crushed her mouth 
under his again. She whimpered and burrowed closer to him. Bree felt the evidence of his 
desire against her swollen belly and her body got warm and damp in response. 

“Are you sure?” He panted moving his mouth to her neck. One hand cupping a 
full breast. 

“Oh, yeah,” she said with a shiver. 

“I’m going to call the chauffer to bring the limo around.” He gave her breast a 
squeeze. 

The pregnancy had made her skin, especially her breasts, more sensitive so as his 
thumb grazed her nipple, Bree almost came. 



She watched through a haze of desire as he walked outside. Her legs were shaky 
as she made her way to Will who was talking on the hotel phone. He sat on the clerk’s 
lap. 

“Mommy, I wan a ‘otel when I growed up,” Will told her. 

“Sure, honey. You ready to go?” 

“‘Bye bye pittie lady.” 

“Bye sweetie,” the red head kissed his cheek. Will disappeared underneath the 
counter. 

“Thank you for watching him,” Bree said. 

“No problem. You have a good night, now,” the red head said with a wink. 

"Bree?"  

She turned at her younger sister's voice, the woman coming out into the lobby 
towards her, looking uneasily behind her towards their family. 

Bree stiffened. "Beth, look, if you're just going to tow the party line you can save 
your-" 

"No," she replied quickly. She bit her lip then lifted her chin. "I just wanted to let 
you know that...even though the Dardanos creep me out and I'm scared as hell for 
you...I...well...I get what you're doing." 

She narrowed her eyes at her skeptically. Her younger sister had always been the 
one to go with the flow, willing to agree for the sake of keeping the peace. It was hard for 
Bree to imagine that finally, at twenty-one, the young girl was developing a mind of her 
own. 

"Right," Bree snorted.  

She nodded. "Really. You're having his kid so I kind of admire you for doing 
what you have to do to put his needs first, even if our family doesn't like it." 

Bree took a deep breath and studied her sister. "You do?" 

Beth gave her a shy smile and reached out and touched her hand. "Yeah. You 
need more of us on your side. I just wanted to let you know I am. The rest of 'em will 
come around. You just gotta wait." 



Bree swallowed back a lump of emotion and tried to blink away the sting of tears. 
"Ah…well... Thanks. It means a lot." She stepped forward and hugged her sister.  

“Excuse me, Mrs. Donovan?” a male voice asked behind them. 

Bree turned and gave a start of surprise. It was the blond man who’d been in the 
bidding war with Alessandro. “Oh, hi,” 

“Kevin Hadley,” he extended his hand and when Bree took it, he lifted her hand to 
his lips, then Beth's as well before the young woman explained that she had to get back to 
the O'Reileys. 

“Sorry, too much time spent with the French I’m afraid. I’m part owner in Mr. 
Dardano’s vineyard in Paris.” 

“Oh? I didn’t know Alessandro had a vine-“ 

“No, no. I’m in business with his father, Bernardo,” 

“Oh,” Bree said, trying to keep the hostility out of her voice. It must not have 
worked very well because he looked at her curiously. 

“Am I to guess from that ‘oh’ that Bernardo isn’t on your Christmas list?” he 
asked, smiling. 

Bree turned to Will who was coming towards her with his shoes on his hands. 

“Hi, how come you was yelling da money at Alessandro?” he asked, looking up at 
the stranger. 

“They were playing a game, honey,” Bree explained. 

“Oh, and Alessandro won right? Dats how come you danceded wid him?” 

“Yep,” Bree replied buttoning up Will’s coat. 

“Good. Did you know Alessandro’ gonna be my new daddy? He and my mommy 
gonna have a baby,” Will explained. 

“Ah, I understand now,” Kevin said with a smile. 

“You understand?” Bree asked. 

“Let’s just say that Mr. Alessandro Dardano is a very lucky man and the envy of 
every man in that room, including myself.” 



Bree smiled. Kevin Hadley was without a doubt a very handsome man and 
yet…Bree felt none of the electricity that she felt when Alessandro merely looked at her. 

Speaking of which, Alessandro was storming towards them, and he did not look 
happy. 

“Hello Hadley,” he said, wrapping a proprietary hand around Bree’s waist. Bree 
fought the urge to roll her eyes, even as the electricity she had thought of earlier shivered 
through her at his touch now. 

“Dardano, I was just telling your lovely Brianna what a lucky man you are.” 

Alessandro gave him a curt nod. “Morgan is waiting outside. Good night, Mr. 
Hadley,” 

“Good night,” Bree said giving him an apologetic smile as Alessandro all but 
pushed her out the door. “That poor man. You were a perfect ass to him,” 

“He had his eye on you, Brianna. Just wanted to make sure he understood that you 
were mine,” 

Before she could take offense with that statement, he caressed her behind. 
“Speaking of the perfect ass,” he whispered. 

She smacked his chest. “Do you mind? There are people around.” 

But as they got into the limo, the memory of how close they’d come to making 
love here the first time flashed through her mind, and she found herself wishing Will was 
asleep at home already. 

“Thank you for tonight,” Bree said, leaning her head on his shoulder. 

“For what? The dance? Believe me, that was my pleasure,” Alessandro replied, 
reaching up and stroking the side of her face. “And it’s not over yet is it?” 

“No, It’s not over,” Bree promised, lifting her head up and kissing him. “Not by a 
long shot, Mr. Dardano. I meant for offering to stay with me and deal with my parents. 
And yes, for the dance. Thank you for teaching me how to tango.” 

“Mmm, I only wish I was able to teach it to you the way I learned it,” Alessandro 
said. 

“Why? How did you learn it?” Bree asked. 



“Florencia Mansini. A woman I met while I was on vacation in Madrid. We were 
naked at the time,” he admitted with a sly grin. 

Bree burst out laughing, making a sleepy Will stir. “What a charming story. I can 
tell you that I’m really glad you didn’t have to teach me the tango that way in a room 
full-“ 

In the next instant there was a series of loud pops coming from the direction of the 
window and Alessandro was throwing himself on top of Bree and Will. 

“What the-“ Bree screamed underneath him as the shots continued relentlessly. 

“Stay down!” Alessandro shouted as pieces of glass and plastic began to rain 
down on them.  



Chapter Twenty One 

“Moooooommmmyyyy!” Will was shrieking underneath her and all Bree kept thinking 
was thank God. Thank God he’s screaming, making noise, alive. Bree wrapped her arms 
around him, shielding him with her body as pieces of the window kept showering them. 
Alessandro’s heavy weight pinned her down so that her stomach was pressed 
uncomfortably against Will’s hip. Alessandro said nothing for the longest time, but he 
kept squeezing her tighter and so Bree thought he was all right. Dear God, let him be all 
right. 

Then a beat of silence and the squeal of tires. Then nothing but the sound of rain 
and heavy breathing. Will was trembling beneath her, and she could feel Alessandro 
shaking above her. 

“Mom-(hiccup)-my?” Will asked so quietly, she thought she was the only one 
who heard him. “Is dem gone now?” 

“God, Brianna, let me look at you,” Alessandro eased off of her and pulled her 
upright. Bree was still holding on to Will and instinct made her keep clutching him, so 
they both came up at the same time. “Morgan!” He shouted for the chauffer. 

“Here, Sir. Just a flesh wound, Mr. Dardano.” 

“He’s been shot?” Bree asked. 

“Did he hit you?” Alessandro asked running his hands over Bree’s body, flipping 
on the little light above them. 

“Uh…I don’t…” Bree trembled she tried to feel if she was in any pain anywhere, 
but she was shaking too hard. 

“Did that son of a bitch hurt you?” Alessandro screamed at her. “Is the baby all 
right? 

Will began crying again. Bree cuddled her little boy close “It’s okay, sweetie. It’s 
okay.” 



“Will, are you all right?” Alessandro asked leaning over and cupping Will’s face. 
“Does anything hurt?” 

Will shook his head quickly, his face pale and clammy. Bree could still feel him 
shaking, and she wondered briefly if he was going into shock. 

She cried out when Alessandro grabbed her arm. “You’re bleeding.” She looked 
down and realized he was right. There was a five-inch cut. More broken skin than an 
actual gash. There were pieces of glass on the leather cushions. 

She started when she saw the look on Alessandro’s face. Pale and cold. She’d 
seen that look on his face only once, when she’d fought with him about lying that he 
wasn't the father of her baby. 

That look scared her more than when he was yelling at her. “I’m going to kill him. 
I’m going to fucking kill him.” He pulled his gun out from the inside of his coat, and 
pulled the door open. 

“Wait! Where are you going?” Bree cried out clutching his coat. 

“Morgan, I want you to drive Brianna and Will to the hospital.” He jerked away 
from her grasp. 

“No, Alessandro! No! They’re long gone by now, please!” Bree begged. 

“You wait for me at the hospital,” 

“I don’t need to go to the hospital, I’m fine-“ 

“You’re going, now!” Alessandro shouted at her pulling out his cellphone. 

“It’s pouring out there now. You’re never gonna be able to find out who-“ 

“Arturo did this! And so help me God he is going to pay for it,” 

The rage in his voice terrified her. Not because of what he might do to Arturo, 
Bree could give a rat’s ass after what that monster did to her son. She was terrified 
Alessandro’s rage would make him reckless and that Arturo would take advantage of 
that. 

“You come with me to the hospital,” Bree pleaded as he ignored her and finished 
his call for another car to pick him up. 

“I got a brief look at the car before they started shooting-“ 



“Alessandro, please,” Bree pleaded, feeling him already slipping away from her. 

“I know what car he’s using,” 

“Alessandro, would you please just calm the fuck down!” Bree shrieked, distantly 
realizing she was pretty near hysteria herself. 

Alessandro reached in and grabbed her face with one hand. “Brianna, you’re 
bleeding. Because of him.” He kissed her, long and hard, and though there was no 
tenderness in this kiss, fear was confused with arousal and Bree found herself responding 
before he broke the kiss and took advantage of her dazed instant to close the door and 
order Morgan to drive away. 

“No!” Bree cried, scrambling for the door, but she was too late. Bree banged at 
the glass separating her from the chauffer. “Morgan, stop this limo right now!” 

When she got no reply she looked around for the speaker button. “Morgan, I want 
you to turn the limo around right now!” 

“Afraid, I can’t do that, Miss. I have my orders.” 

“Mommy, is Alessandro gonna go kill da bad man?” Will asked and Bree sat back 
with a whimper, torn between threatening Morgan with some kind of fitting amputation 
or comforting her son. 

“Don’t you worry about Alessandro, okay?” Bree asked trying to follow her own 
advice. Oh God, I can’t do this again. I love him too much. I know I shouldn’t, but I do. 
Please don’t take another man I love away from me. 

“What if da bad man gets him first?” Will asked, his brown eyes wide and his 
lower lip quivering. “I don’ wan Alessandro to go in hev’n like daddy, mommy. I want 
him to stay here.” 

“Nothing’s gonna happen to Alessandro. I promise,” Bree assured him. There. 
She silently willed Alessandro to hear her. You have to come back or my little boy will 
never forgive you. 

She arrived at the hospital clutching Will tight to her, reluctant to let go of him 
even when the on call doctor  said they were gonna just check him over and that he 
needed to clean her cut. He told her they needed to check on her baby. 

“I’m fine, really,” Bree replied, even though she still couldn’t stop shaking. But 
she let him attend to her, all the while praying that she’d be seeing Alessandro soon. Her 



father arrived a few minutes later, followed by the rest of her family, all wearing 
frightened and worried expressions. 

“Daddy!” Bree cried falling into her father’s arms. 

“We heard there was a shooting and then they confirmed that it was Alessandro’s 
limo. God, sweetie, are you all right?” 

“I’m okay, really, daddy, but Alessandro went after Arturo. Daddy, please, you 
have to stop him! You have to go find Alessandro before Arturo kills him, please. I can’t 
lose him too!” Bree begged, tears rolling down her face.     

**** 

Alessandro grabbed his knife and played with it as his men tied the man’s wrists 
around a beam behind him. 

“Look man, I don’t know who you are, but you’re making-“ 

“Now now, I think you know exactly who I am. And that means you know 
exactly why I’m here.” Alessandro replied, the rage in him churning, dying to be let loose, 
but, no, not yet. Not until he got his answers. 

“I ain’t never seen you before, I swear,” the man replied, sweat pouring down his 
face. 

Alessandro wrapped his belt around his hand and then punched the man across the 
jaw, the action easing the tension in him a little. Oh, he was gonna enjoy this.  He 
motioned with his hand towards his men. 

Jason, the smaller of Alessandro’s two men leaned down and bound the man’s 
feet to the beam in the old garage. 

“Now, care to change your answer?” Alessandro asked, stepping closer and 
tapping the man’s chin with the point of his blade. 

“I’m telling you, you’ve got the wrong guy. I ain’t done nothing, man! Nothing at 
all!” 

Alessandro wiped a droplet of rain water from his nose and sniffled. He had taken 
off his coat, as he’d been soaked through waiting for his men to arrive and now he was 
shivering slightly. But his anger was helping to keep him warm, and he pulled his arm 
back and cracked his fist against the other man’s nose, sending a spray of blood onto both 
of them. 



“Then why did I find you in my brother’s car, hmm?” Alessandro asked softly. 

“You mother fucker! You broke my fucking nose!” he screamed, unable to hold 
his nose, the blood coursed into his mouth and down his chin. 

“That’s just for starters. I’ll move to your wrists next and then maybe your 
fingers.” 

“You Dardanos are all fucking crazy. Every last one of you!” 

“Ah, there we are then. You do know who I am. Now, shall we get down to 
business?” 

“I ain’t sayin’ a word,” the man panted, green eyes narrowing to defiant slits. 

Alessandro nodded. “That’s fair. I don’t mind if you scream it instead,” He 
banged the handle of the blade against the bone in one of his wrists, shattering it. 

The man cried out in agony. 

“Shall we go for your legs next? Or have I not made my point clear enough?” 
Alessandro asked, digging the point of his blade into the man’s cheek. 

“He’ll kill me! He’ll kill me if I say a word, man. Gimme a break!” the man 
pleaded. 

“And what do you think I’ll do to you? This isn’t to give you a manicure, 
asshole,” Alessandro reminded him, pricking the bald man’s skin. 

The man winced at the sting of cut skin. 

“Come on now, ol’ pal,” Alessandro urged. 

Nothing. 

Alessandro shrugged and pushed the blade in, dragging it down the man’s skin, 
making him cry out. He struck him again with his fist, blood spurting onto Alessandro as 
well. “Did Arturo tell you that the mother of my child was in that limo? She’s carrying 
my baby inside of her, and that her son was in the limo too? I’m sure he did. I’m sure he 
left explicit instructions as to who exactly you were supposed to dispose of, didn’t he?” 

“He’ll kill me. I swear, he’ll kill me,” the man cried, tears mixing in with his 
blood. 



“Next, I’ll take an eye, you snivelling little shit!” Alessandro growled, raising his 
bloody blade to the man’s left eyeball. The unmistakable scent of urine filled the air. 

Alessandro stepped back in disgust and turned to Jason and his other man, Marty, 
two of the best Dardano soldiers, loyal and efficient. They took his cue and slipped on 
their brass knuckles. 

“Just say the words, ol’ boy, and we’ll stop this,” 

“Fuck you,” the man shouted. 

Alessandro smirked. “Such defiance for a man who just pissed himself.” He 
crossed his arms as Marty and Jason went to work. 

It only took a minute. “All right. Okay! Stop! Stop! Fine, I’ll talk!” 

“Ah, there we go. Isn’t that much nicer?” Alessandro said brushing Marty and 
Jason off and moving closer to the man. 

Alessandro ran his fingers through his wet hair and smiled at the man. “Now. Did 
my brother, Arturo Dardano, give you the order to kill us?” 

“Yes! Yes!” he cried out, nodding quickly, moaning in pain. 

“Good boy,” Alessandro patted the man’s head. 

“Please don’t kill me…please…”the man begged, crying. 

“And where is Arturo, now?” Alessandro asked. 

“I don’t know,” the man insisted. 

Alessandro could tell he was lying. He took the blade and shoved it into the man’s 
shoulder, making him scream. Alessandro made the sound effect of a buzzard, “Eh, 
wrong answer,” 

“Italy! He's leaving for Italy!” 

FUCK! Alessandro thought. The son of a bitch had left the country. “Did he say 
when he was coming back?” 

“No, I swear to God, he didn’t say. Please. Please let me go now,” 

Alessandro took a step back. That was all he was gonna get from the man. He 
turned to Marty and Jason. “We’ll leave him here. I gotta go home and clean up.” 



“What?” the man demanded angrily. “You can’t fuckin’ leave me here!” 

“Uh, I suggest you be grateful I don’t continue our little ‘discussion’” Alessandro 
snapped. To prove his point he punched the man again, rendering him unconscious. 

This could be good, Alessandro thought as he drove back to his apartment. Arturo 
was out of New York City, so for the time being, Bree was relatively safe. But if he knew 
his brother, the man had people watching both of them and reporting back to him. And 
who knew if he was leaving the country just to give himself an alibi when his men 
completed his order to kill them? No, just because Arturo was gone, there was no way 
Alessandro was letting Bree out of his sight.  

He made it to his apartment and was unlocking his door as he heard a gasp behind 
him. 

“What the hell happened to you?” Meggie asked, locking Bree’s door behind her. 

He swiped at the blood on his shirt, but it didn’t make a difference. 

“You look like you went about twelve rounds with a meat grinder.” 

“What are you doing here?” 

“I just came from seeing Bree. Will’s gone into shock, and they want to keep him 
overnight. I just came to pick up some pj’s and things for her.” 

“Look, Meggie, it’s been a rough night. Just let me go in and clean up and could 
you not mention to Brianna that you saw me like this?” 

Meggie narrowed her eyes. “You want me to lie to Bree?” 

“Not lie. Just don’t say anything. She doesn’t need the added stress.” 

“Hmm, you really care about her, huh?” 

“I love her,” 

“Yeah, well, that’s not hard to believe after that show you two put on for all of 
New York City tonight. I mean, dude, you might as well have just peed in a circle around 
her.”   



Chapter Twenty Two 

“Bree, what are you saying?” Angela asked. 

“You don’t have…feelings for Alessandro, do you?” Colin asked, coming up 
behind Carrie. 

“Now, that’s absurd. After what the Dardanos have done to this family? To 
Michael?” Carrie pointed out. 

“That was Bernardo,” Bree replied, but she couldn’t help the sick, nervous feeling 
in her stomach. The shock of the night was beginning to wear off and with it, the lustful 
haze as well. Cold reality was beginning to seep in. “Daddy, you have to go find 
Alessandro, what if Arturo kills him?” 

“Then I say there’s two less Dardanos in the world,” John said. 

“Daddy!” Bree exclaimed. 

“Bree, whatever happens to Alessandro is his own fault. I would think that after 
what happened tonight you would want to get as far away from him as you can.” 

“That’s not fair. He’s not responsible for what Bernardo-“ 

“Bree, I can’t believe you’re being so selfish,” Angela said, shaking her head. She 
grabbed Bree’s face. “When I found out what had happened and that you had been rushed 
to the hospital, my heart stopped. I almost lost my little girl tonight. I am begging you, 
Bree, put an end to this. You need to think about Will, and you need to get as far away 
from Alessandro Dardano as you can,” 

“She’s right, I mean after what happened to Will, Bree, you’ve got to know that 
getting involved with Alessandro would be a huge mistake,” Colin pointed out. 

“Alessandro is a good man,” Bree insisted, looking away from her family. The 
voice in her head that was telling her he was right kept getting louder, and the voice in 
her heart that told her it didn’t matter was getting fainter. 



Will had fallen asleep an hour earlier and then woken up screaming for her and 
for Alessandro. He didn’t believe her when Bree tried to assure him that Alessandro was 
all right and would be back soon. 

Bree wasn’t sure she believed it either. Then Will had had trouble breathing and 
collapsed in her arms. Panicked, she barely heard Alex tell her that Will would be all 
right and was only in shock. 

Now she wanted to cover her ears against her family’s words. 

They were right. 

But I love him. 

Her son had already been kidnapped by his family. 

And saved by him. 

She knew they had no future. 

She felt so good in his arms. 

Her son was curled up in a bed terrified because tonight he’d been shot at. 

“Leave me alone, all of you! Just leave me alone!” Bree screamed, turning on her 
heel and running to Will’s room. 

He was sleeping, curled up with his thumb in his mouth. God, she’d just gotten 
him to stop doing that. There was a small light over his bed. 

Bree leaned over and stroked his damp hair. His face was wet too. Tears and cold 
sweat. Bree covered her face with her hands and sobbed. She couldn’t do this. She 
couldn’t give in to some fantasy of a perfect life with Alessandro that would never exist. 
The romance of the dance had coloured her judgement. None of it had been real. 

This was real. Her little boy was hurting because of the Dardanos. It didn’t matter 
if Alessandro was a part of it or not; he was a Dardano and that would mean that she and 
her babies would always be in danger. 

But oh, God, for a brief moment, she’d been so happy. Bree leaned her head 
beside Will’s head and let her tears run into her hair. 

The door opened behind her and Bree quickly straightened and wiped her face. 



“Is he all right?” Alessandro asked behind her. 

She hoped the dimness of the room helped hide her tears from him but no such 
luck. He rushed to her side. “What is it, Brianna? Is it Will? Is it our baby?” He looked 
down at her stomach. 

“No,” she said softly. She took in his freshly showered appearance. And he’d 
changed his clothes. She felt a shudder go through her, telling her why he had changed 
before coming to the hospital. “Did you find Arturo?” 

“No, he had someone else do his dirty work for him.” 

Bree didn’t want to know more. She didn’t ask. 

“So, how is he? Meggie mentioned something about shock?” 

Bree opened her mouth, but the words suddenly stopped in her throat. She felt an 
insistent flutter in her belly. The baby. She smiled through her tears. 

“What?” Alessandro asked. 

She laughed and took his hand, placing it over her belly. His eyes lit up with 
expectation. The baby moved again and Alessandro gasped, his mouth going round and 
his eyes glistening. “Oh, God, that was it! That was it, right? The baby? I mean, it wasn’t 
just gas or something, right? That was our baby?” he asked excited. 

“Yes,” she nodded as the tears rolled down her face. “That was our baby.” 

He grabbed her and kissed her and Bree had to force herself to pull away. 

“No, Alessandro. No,” she whispered. 

“What? What’s wrong?" 

“I can’t do this,” 

He pulled away, the smile fading from his face. “Do what?” 

“Us, I can’t…I have to think about Will and the baby.” 

“I don’t understand. I thought…Brianna you wanted me tonight. I know you did, 
your feelings changed,” 



Bree pulled away from him and stood up, moving away from him to give herself 
courage. “They did, but this can’t just be about me, Alessandro. Look at Will. Since I met 
you he’s been kidnapped and shot at. I can’t do this to him,” 

“Don’t do this, Brianna. This is your family talking, not you,” he pleaded, getting 
up and walking towards her. 

Bree quickly moved away. “But they’re right Alessandro. I might hate them for it 
and not want to admit it, but they’re right,” 

“NO!” he shouted. 

Bree jumped and pleaded for him to keep his voice down for Will’s sake. 

“Brianna. You’re just frightened, but listen to me, you don’t have to be. You 
know that I will never let anything happen to you. Arturo’s run off to Italy.” 

“Come on, Alessandro, you know that doesn’t mean anything. My family is 
right.” 

He grabbed her arms, and Bree could feel that he was trembling. “Don’t think 
about your family. Who cares what they think? This is about you. What do you want, 
Brianna?” 

“What I want doesn’t matter, Alessandro,” 

“That’s the only thing that matters! You and I, we have something special and you 
know it, dammit.” 

“I want you,” Bree admitted, reaching up to touch his face. “Oh, I do,” she cried. 
“But I want my son to be safe more. I want my baby to be safe. And if you love this baby, 
that’s what you’ll want too, and you’ll admit that that can’t happen with you because of 
who you are.” 

“So we’ll go somewhere,” he pleaded, blinking the tears out of his eyes. “I beg 
you, Brianna, don’t do this now, not now that we’ve had this second chance.” 

“I’m sorry,” Bree sobbed, jerking out of his grasp. 

He took a step back and stared down at her, and she watched the cold mask slowly 
slip back over his face. “So…that’s it? You just decide I’m not good enough to be with 
and-“ 

“Oh, Alessandro no! You know that’s not-“ 



“Well, let me tell you something, if you think you’re going to keep me away from 
my baby-“ 

“No,” Bree promised. “You can see him anytime you want…at my apartment.” 

He laughed bitterly and sniffled. “You know something ironic, Brianna? You’re 
probably the only woman who could have turned me into that man that you deem worthy 
of your love,” Alessandro walked towards the door and opened it. 

“Daddy?” a small voice called out. 

Both Alessandro and Bree turned to Will wearing identically stunned expressions. 

“Can you stay wif me ‘till I go sleep ‘gain?” 

Alessandro choked on a sob and left the room, slamming the door behind him. 

“Where did he go?” Will asked after Alessandro slammed the door shut. 

Bree choked back the sobs that threatened to consume her and wiped her face. 
“Will, honey, why don’t you go back to sleep, okay?” Bree reached down and stroked his 
damp dark curls. 

“But I wanna see Alessandro,” Will insisted even as he yawned. 

“I know. Just get some sleep,” 

“And den he come back?” Will asked, rubbing his eyes. 

Bree trembled as she lowered her mouth to his forehead. “Mommy loves you, 
baby. Get some sleep.” 

**** 

“You did the right thing,” Angela said, hugging Bree tightly. 

“I didn’t do it for you,” Bree insisted, pulling back. “I did it for Will and for my 
baby. She watched a father, holding one baby in his arm as he pressed the elevator button 
with his free hand. His wife sat in a wheel chair, holding another infant. Twins. The 
father was beaming down at the baby he held and at his wife. Bree tore her gaze away. 
Why was she always the one that lost? Why could she never have things that came so 
easy to everyone else? She figured because she was an O’Reiley, that guaranteed her a 
happily ever after. There was her grandpa Joe and Grandma Alison. Her uncle Jack and 
Aunt Keira.  Her mom and dad. Her sister Carrie and Colin. 



Why not her? Why did Bree always have to be the odd one out when it came to 
happiness? 

Thankfully, the O’Reileys dispersed after a few hours, and Bree was able to 
breathe again. She spent the rest of the night in Will’s room, holding him when he woke 
up from a nightmare, distracting him again when he asked for Alessandro. In the morning, 
Meggie came to pick her up. 

“I was sure that you and Prince Charming would be going home together.” 

“Right. Not so much, no,” Bree said packing Will’s pajamas. 

“What happened?” Meggie asked. 

“What happened? Well, first my son was kidnapped by Arturo Dardano and then 
we were shot at by Arturo Dardano, probably at the order of Bernardo Dardano. Notice a 
pattern here?” She zipped up her bag and slung it over her shoulder. “The Dardanos, 
that’s the connection. My children are in danger anytime they are anywhere near a 
Dardano.” 

“I saw him before he came to the hospital and he…well, I got the feeling whoever 
shot at you guys wasn’t a problem anymore. You know what? Nothing. Never mind,” 
Meggie insisted waving her hand dismissively. 

“Mommy, is Alessandro gon come get us now?” Will asked coming out of the 
bathroom. “Look, all clean,” He stuck his hands out. 

“Good boy,” Bree said hugging her son and staring at Meggie. He seemed to be 
doing better now, and it frightened her to mention that Alessandro would no longer be 
coming around, knowing how upset Will was going to be. 

“Is he gonna be der when we go home?” Will asked in the backseat. 

Bree met Meggie’s gaze. “You’re gonna have to tell him, Bree,” 

“Hush!” Bree hissed. “The last thing I want to deal with is a tantrum in the car,” 
she whispered. 

Will knocked on Alessandro’s door as soon as they got to their floor. “Mommy, 
where he go?” he asked shrugging his shoulders. “Da bad man din’ get him, did he?” His 
eyes widened, and his lower lip quivered. 

Bree hoped Alessandro had decided to do the right thing and move out of the 
building. “No, sweetie. I promise the bad man didn’t get him.” 



“You gonna be okay?” Meggie asked after Bree opened the door to her apartment. 
“I have to get back to work but if you need me to stick aro-“ 

“No, it’s okay. We’ll be fine,” Bree assured her, but grateful for the offer. 

“Good luck,” Meggie said. 

“Can we go see Alessandro, now?” Will asked picking up his Elmo doll. 

“Uh sweetie, you wanna sit down for mommy?” 

“We go see Alessandro, den I go sit down. Ca’ I have a cookie?” 

Bree latched on to his last request first. “You know, honey, I think Alessandro’s at 
work right now.” 

“Okay, so we go afta,” 

She handed Will one of his favourite peanut butter cookies. 

“Mommy has something important to tell you, honey.” 

“You gonna have a nudder baby?” Will asked, looking at her stomach. 

“No,” Bree held her stomach for a second, closing her eyes and bracing herself to 
break her little boy’s heart. She’d been so selfish, letting Alessandro into their lives, 
letting her little boy fall in love with him just so she could give in to her feelings for him. 
“Will, honey. Alessandro’s not gonna be hanging out with us anymore.” 

Will’s face fell. “Is he mad at me?” 

“No! No I promise,” 

“Den why he no like us no more? I want him to be my new daddy,” 

Bree reached out for him and pulled him into a hug. “Baby, you know how that 
bad man was trying to hurt us?” 

“Yeah, but Alessandro went to go hurt him back.” 

“You’re right, he did,” Bree nodded, feeling her eyes burn. “But honey, if 
Alessandro hangs out with us, bad men are gonna wanna hurt us all the time cause they 
don’t like Alessandro,” 



“I don’ care. Alessandro will be my new daddy so he can keep da bad men away. 
You have to tell him dat. You have to tell him ‘is okay,” Will pleaded. 

“Will-“ 

“NO!” Will screamed. “I want Alessandro. I wanna go see him ri’ now!” 

“Sweetie, maybe mommy can meet someone nicer and he can-“Bree suggested 
desperately, but Will would not even allow her to finish the sentence. 

“NO!NONONONO!” Will screamed, his face turning red as he placed his hands 
over his ears. “I don’ want a new daddy. My oder daddy already wen’ away, and I want 
Alessandro to be my daddy now. He my friend!” 

“Will-“ 

“NO!” Will got to his feet, his tiny fists clenched at his sides. “‘is your fault! My 
oder daddy went in hev’n and now you won’ let Alessandro be my new one cause of da 
bad men! You sen’ him away. I know you did!” 

“Honey, mommy only wants you to be safe,” Bree pleaded reaching for him, but 
Will jerked away from her. 

“NO!” He screamed. “I no like you no more! You sen’ Alessandro away! I hate 
you!” He ran to his room and slammed the door. A second later, he opened it. “You don’ 
wan Alessandro to be my daddy. I don’ wan you to be my mommy! I gon’ get a new 
one!” 

Slam. 

Bree finally collapsed on the couch and gave into the sobs that had been held back 
all morning. 

****  

His father wanted to see him. Alessandro wanted to tell Bernardo to go take a 
flying leap while he curled up with a bottle of Jameson. Bree had reached in, stolen his 
heart and then stomped it under her sanctimonious O’Reiley heel. He was one of the most 
powerful men in the world. He could have protected her and Will and their child. 

Like tonight? The voice in the back of his mind reminded him. 

He had his guard down, floating high on the romance of the night. He hadn’t 
given Arturo a second thought. All that he thought of was Brianna and that he would 



finally be with her again. He was relaxed, at ease, happy. Stupid. God, he’d been so 
fucking stupid, and Arturo had swooped in and attacked. 

And what did Alessandro get for his trouble? Ten years shaved off his life thanks 
to pure fear and a broken heart. 

Alessandro sat on the bench on the pier and stared at the water, cradling his bottle 
of whiskey. If he was lucky, maybe one of Arturo’s men would come out of hiding and 
shoot him in the head. 

“I’m right here!” he screamed angrily. 

Daddy. Will had called him daddy. Alessandro blinked back tears. That little boy 
had stolen his heart as much as Brianna and their unborn child. 

Who Brianna had let him feel and then taken away from him with her next breath. 
He could ‘see him anytime he wanted’ Like some Goddamned part-time father, some 
distant, insignificant annoyance to be put up with. 

NO! He wanted to scream. NONONONO! It was his baby! His little boy! His 
woman! 

The Dardano name had always gotten him everything he had ever wanted. It was 
the height of irony that this time it had cost him everything he hadn’t even known he 
wanted. 

“Daddy,” he mused bitterly. “What a fucking joke.” Alessandro Dardano, family 
man. As if he’d ever be happy playing house with some nobody of a woman and her brat. 

He had more money than most dreamed of. Power. Cars, penthouses in every 
major city in the world, the most sophisticated women opened their legs eagerly for him. 

Alessandro took another long drink from the bottle. The liquid burned eagerly 
down his throat, warming his already acrid stomach. 

He had some very faint memories of a home that smelled of lemons and chocolate. 
A mother and step-father. He distantly remembered being tucked in and read to by a male 
voice, though he couldn’t remember the man’s face. 

Nor his mother’s.  

But who the hell cared about some distant barely recognizable memories when he 
was Alessandro Fucking Dardano! He was a man most other men would kill to be. 
Anything he wanted was his. 



And he wanted Brianna. He wanted Will, and he wanted his baby. 

Whether they wanted him back was irrelevant. He’d get Brianna away from those 
bloody O’Reiley’s, and then she’d love him again. 

His cell phone rang again. His father. “What?” he asked belligerently. 

“Where the hell have you been? I’ve been trying to reach you all night.” 

Alessandro blinked, realizing that was the sunrise he was seeing coming up over 
the water. He merely grunted in reply. 

“Are you all right? I heard Arturo attacked your limo? By the time I got to the 
hospital they told me you had already left. What in the name of God happened, 
Alessandro?” 

God. How bizarre was it that a man of Bernardo’s power and violence could so 
easily invoke the name of God? 

Alessandro was convinced that one of these days the man would be struck by 
lightning. 

“I want to lay my eyes on you, make sure you’re all right. Come home. I have an 
assignment for you.” 

I want you to kill someone, cheat someone, frighten someone, hurt someone, 
destroy someone. 

‘Because of who you are…’ Brianna had said. ‘My children are in danger.’ ‘I want 
you, but I can’t be with you.’ 

Damn her. He was who he was, and he wasn’t going to let anyone take that away 
from him. Damn her to fucking hell! 

“I’ll be there,” he promised his father. At least his father never let him down. His 
father loved him, would never betray him, would never cast him out, and would never 
tear him down for who he was. 

His father sent a car for him. Alessandro had left his at the hospital after Bree had 
shredded him to pieces and had just started walking, ending up on the pier. 

Too bad. He wished he had his car now. Considering how drunk he was, the 
perfect way to end the night would have been to ram his car into a tree. 



He woke up the next morning with a dry mouth and a bitch of headache. Every 
step hurt as he made his way down the stairs to his father’s sitting room. 

“Good afternoon,” Bernardo said, his voice thick with disapproval. 

“Please, don’t shout,” Alessandro pleaded, holding his head. 

“Here, have some coffee,” Bernardo pointed to the pot in the center of the table. 

Alessandro took a sip and sighed as the caffeine worked instantly to clear his 
head. 

“Have you spoken to Brianna?” 

“Brianna wants nothing to do with me, and really, considering what happened last 
night, I can’t blame her,” Alessandro insisted. Odd how through the fog of a hangover, 
things seemed clearer. 

He understood Brianna’s need to protect her children. Even if it burned to know 
that he was what she needed to protect them from. If he’d lost them in the hail of 
bullets…He would be utterly destroyed. 

More so than he was now. 

A slap across the face brought his attention back to the present. “Would you stop 
feeling sorry for yourself?” Bernardo shouted angrily. “You need to put your foot down 
with Brianna!” 

“Father, there is nothing I can do. She’s cut me out of her life,” 

“She has no say in the matter, Alessandro. You must show her that you are the 
one in charge. Or are her wishes more important than those of your father?” 

“You know that’s not the case,” Alessandro insisted, straightening his spine. 

“Then you prove it,” Bernardo growled. 

“I always have. My loyalty, Father, should never be in question,” Alessandro 
insisted coldly. 



Chapter Twenty Three 

Alessandro opened the door to find Will standing there, a look of stubborn determination 
on his face. 

“I don’ like my mommy no more. She make you go away. I’ma live with you now, 
okay?” He stomped in past Alessandro, and the older man was too surprised to do more 
than watch as the little boy climbed onto his couch, holding his Elmo doll. 

Alessandro was torn between laughing and scooping the precious child into his 
arms and hugging the breath out of his body. 

“I see,” 

“But I no like spouts. So since I no live wif my mommy no more, I don’ hafta eat 
dem no more, right?” 

“That’s only fair, I’d say,” Alessandro agreed, crossing his arms and staring down 
at Will, unable to hide his smile. “Does your mummy know where you are, Will?” 

“No. She go put da water for my baf.” 

“Ah, very ingenious of you,” Alessandro said, nodding. God, Brianna was 
probably gonna have a heart attack when she came out and Will was missing. 

Will nodded. “Ima genies,” 

“But don’t you think she’s gonna be worried about you?” 

“Good. Can I watch SpongeBob?” 

Alessandro stared down in confusion. “Sponge what?” 

“SpongeBob ‘care Pants. Is funny. Sit, ‘Is on number sity-five.” 

“Don’t you think we should let your mummy know where you are? You don’t 
want her to be scared looking for you like she was scared when Arturo took you, do 
you?” Or blame me for this too! Alessandro thought belligerently. 



“Well if you live wif us den she don’ have to be scared no more,” 

Alessandro wished Bree could understand that. “I’d really have loved that, Will. 
But your mum just wants what’s best for you.” 

“You’re da best. You’re nice to me, and you laugh wif me and talk to me like I’m 
nod a baby, but a big boy. My oder daddy was like dat too. I don’ think he mind if you be 
my daddy now, but mommy send you away. You have to tell her you’re da boss, 
Alessandro. You’re bigger. You have to.” 

Alessandro sighed. God. That was everything he wanted to hear. To be wanted 
and loved without conditions. 

“Don’ you wanna be my daddy?” Will asked. 

Bleedin’ Christ, he couldn’t resist that pleading look on Brianna’s face, how was 
he gonna resist it coming from a four year old? 

“More than anything,” Alessandro admitted, feeling his eyes grow moist. 

“Good,” Will said. He leaned over and grabbed Alessandro’s hand. “So I stay 
here, and you be my daddy. Deal?” 

He jumped, startled at something behind Alessandro, and he turned to see Bree in 
the doorway. Her hair was pinned up, and she wore a loose pink dress. Her face was 
flushed, and her eyes were wet as they regarded him. His hands actually twitched at his 
sides to go over there and touch her, cup the side of that beautiful face, kiss those 
beautiful lips, run his hands over the swollen belly that cradled his child. 

“I no go home if Alessandro can’ come!” Will exclaimed and stared stubbornly at 
the TV.     

“Will, please don’t make this harder on mommy, okay?” Bree pleaded, taking a 
deep, ragged breath. 

“Is nod hard. Is easy. Alessandro comes wif me.” 

“It’s not like you’re never gonna see him again. He lives right across the hall, and 
you can see him when he comes to visit the baby,” Bree looked over at Alessandro, 
silently begging for some help. 

“Der’s no baby yet. ‘Is gonna take forever.” 



Bree opened her mouth to reply, but Alessandro raised his hand to hold her off, 
silently asking for her permission. She nodded. 

“Will, how about I ask your mummy if you can visit me here sometimes?” 

Bree straightened, her eyes panicked, ready to say no. 

“Just here, across the hall.” 

He could see the debate going on inside of her. Will turned to his mother and then 
back to Alessandro. 

“And you can still be my daddy?” 

“Well, I don’t know about that since your mother said that we’re not going to be 
together like that anymore.” 

“Well, you said you wanned to be my daddy more den anything. Dat mean you 
wanna be wif her more den anything, right. Tell her dat,” 

Alessandro met Bree’s gaze, trying to mentally will her to change her mind. She 
gasped a little at Will’s openness and quickly averted her gaze from Alessandro’s. 

“I already have,” Alessandro told him. “But if you want to think of me as your 
daddy, it’s all right with me, if it’s all right with your mother,” 

Bree shook her head at him but sighed. “All right, Will. If you want to come see 
Alessandro here sometimes, mommy won’t be mad. Here, in his apartment. Nowhere else, 
is that understood?” She directed that comment at Will and then glared at Alessandro. 

Alessandro cautiously stepped towards her. “Thank you,” 

Bree simply nodded. “It was either that or put up with another tantrum.” 

“Right, that’s a stubborn streak he has there,” Alessandro gave her a small amused 
smile letting her know that he knew exactly where it had come from. “How are you?” he 
asked lifting and then dropping his hand before he gave into the urge to touch her. 

“The baby is fine,” 

“I’m glad about that, but I was asking about you,” 

They both looked down at Will who suddenly materialized between them, 
smiling. 



“All right, mister. Enough of your little tirade. You’re going straight into the 
bathroom and taking your clothes off and waiting for mommy.” 

“But den I be cold and nekkid,” Will pointed out. 

“Go!” Bree pointed across the hall. 

Will jumped and ran out the door. 

“I’m fine. I-“ 

Will ran back inside to grab his Elmo doll off the couch and then ran back home. 

Bree crossed her arms over her protruding belly. “I’m fine. No one has shot at me 
in the last twenty four hours, and my family is talking to me again. Things are looking 
up.” 

He grimaced at the mention of her family. “How fortunate for you.” 

Bree narrowed her eyes at him, picking up on the derogatory tone. “Well, you 
should know all about the importance of family. You’d do anything for yours, right? 
Bernardo says jump, you ask ‘how high?’ “ 

Alessandro felt a sick twist of guilt in his chest, “Well, congratulations, Brianna. 
You’ve worked very hard for the title of O’Reiley doormat. I hope it’s all you’ve ever 
wanted. I hope you’re happy.” 

“Blissfully,” Bree shot back and turned on her heel, leaving him there filled with 
anger and regret.  

**** 

She was out shopping at FAO Schwarz for Will’s birthday present when a limo 
pulled up beside her. The window rolled down and Alessandro opened the door on her 
end. 

“Get in,” 

“Uh, how about no,” 

“Now, Brianna,” Alessandro reached out and pulled her into the limo. 

“What the hell?” she asked letting herself be pulled in before she hurt herself or 
her baby. 



“What are you doing?” Alessandro demanded. 

“I was walking on the sidewalk when this crazy man pulled me into his car.” 

“I told you that you can’t just walk around the way you are. You have to be more 
careful. If you’re not thinking about you then think about my son, if you don’t mind,” 
Alessandro snapped. 

“Oh screw you. I am not gonna live my life in hiding, okay?” Bree snapped. “You 
and I are over so I’m not in any danger anymore. You told me Arturo was out of the 
country,” 

“He has men everywhere, Brianna,” 

“Yeah, well, so do you,” 

Alessandro looked at her in surprise. 

“That’s right. You didn’t think I knew you were having me followed? I know 
exactly how you think, Alessandro, so when I noticed those men watching me, but not 
trying to hurt me, I knew you had hired them. Let’s get something straight, you are not 
my keeper, so do me a favour and stay the fuck out of my life. Just stay the hell away 
from me.” She scrambled out of the limo. 

“I’m afraid I can’t do that,” Alessandro remarked as she slammed the door shut. 

She had just got back to the apartment and was walking in the parking lot towards 
the door when a hand clamped over her mouth. 

In the next second everything went black.   

**** 

“Hi Mommy. We in Alessandro’s castle. Look he got me da SpongeBob movie!” 

Bree got a brief flash of brown hair before her son disappeared. As she struggled 
to sit up, not made easier by her nearing seven month belly, she realized with a start that 
she was not in her bed. Or in her room. 

Alessandro’s castle. 

“Oh, hell no. Nononono,” Bree pleaded as she stood up and looked around the 
room. Will came rushing back holding the movie in his hands. 



“See mommy?” he held it up for her. 

Bree took the DVD in her hands absently and went to look at where Will had 
come from. A living room. Fully furnished with beautiful Victorian style furniture, a long 
suede caramel coloured couch with elegant gleaming wooden trim, two matching arm 
chairs on each side surrounding a cherry wood coffee table with an ivory marble top. It 
matched the large marble fireplace. A huge TV brought the room into the 21st century. A 
long white chaise lounge completed the setting. 

Bree walked open mouthed back to what she realized was the bedroom. 

“I have my own room too. Int’ that awesome, mommy?” 

Bree still couldn’t find the words to explain what she was feeling as she walked 
around the bedroom. It had been furnished with the same care, in the same classical style. 
The star of the show was definitely the large canopy she had woken in. The posts were 
massive dark cherry wood. The yellow and brown blanket and linens had been 
ridiculously soft and inviting, and if Brianna wasn’t so royally pissed, she wouldn’t mind 
getting back in there. The floor was a lighter hardwood with a long square vanilla 
coloured rug with a beige square pattern. 

A long dresser ran along one wall. A vanity table had a single bottle of perfume 
on it, and Bree recognized the bottle as hers. The chair in front of it was a yellow velvet 
that matched the bed. And when she opened the small drawer in the table, there was 
make-up and a hair brush and a single comb with the SpongeBob character on the handle. 

Such care and preparation. A shiver went down her back. “What the hell is he 
thinking?” Bree wondered out loud. She went to the door, not surprised to find it locked. 

“It no open. Alessandro say is for to keep da bad men away. You go pee pee in 
der,” Will pointed towards the living room. 

She followed the path through the room that led to a bathroom that was absolutely 
gorgeous. A huge claw foot tub with silver faucets. The walls a soft peach, the floor a 
dark old mahogany. 

Her eyes went back to the tub. She remembered that tub. 

They’d made love in that tub, in the old house, in another time. 

Her hands ran over the edge of the tub, touching cool porcelain, remembering 
gripping those edges as her damp body rode his greedily. 



Bree almost softened at the memory, knowing that he wanted to keep this memory 
for her too. 

But then she remembered what he’d done. He’d had this place set up. For how 
long now? And how long did he plan to keep them there? 

“Honey, do you know exactly where we are?” 

“It’s a castle mommy. I saw da outside when you was sleeping in da car. Is rewwy 
rewwy big!” 

The Dardano mansion. Good God. Bree tried to keep her voice calm so that she 
didn’t scare Will. 

“So Alessandro came to get you at Aunt Beth’s?” 

“No, Aunt Meggie did,” 

Bree opened her mouth but found she couldn’t speak. Meggie? Why the hell 
would Meggie help Alessandro? 

“She say that we should listen to Alessandro cause he gonna pwotet us against da 
bad men. She was with da oder man, mommy. Da one dat was at da party.” 

“Kevin?” Bree asked. 

Will nodded. “He had a boo boo in his eye and his lip like Alessandro did when 
da bad man hurt him. I think maybe da bad men hurt him too.” 

“Why would Arturo hurt Kevin?” Bree asked out loud. 

“I dunno. Can we go watch da movie now?” 

“Tell you what, I’ll put it on for you. Do you know where Alessandro is now?” 

Will ran excitedly into the living room, Bree behind him. 

“He say he gonna get lunch and den come watch da movie with us.” 

“Oh really? Just like that?” Bree asked in disbelief. Did Alessandro honestly think 
he was just gonna be able to keep them here and play house? 

“Will, sweetie, did you see anyone else when Alessandro brought you here?” 



“Yep. An old man. He big like dat,” Will stretched his arms out. “And Alessandro 
say dat’s his daddy. They all talk vewwy funny,” 

Bernardo. Bree’s blood froze. How dare Alessandro put Will in the same room 
with that monster! “Sweetie, did he try to hurt you?” Bree asked, shaking. 

“Nope. He gave me ice cream.” 

“And you’re feeling okay? You don’t feel sick or anything?” Bree asked, cupping 
his face, looking for any signs that Bernardo had poisoned her son. 

She heard the lock twist in the door, and she looked around for anything to use as 
a weapon. 

Alessandro entered the room, pushing a silver cart, which made Bree’s mouth 
water instantly. He looked at her cautiously, preparing himself for her outburst. 

Then he realized that she was keeping herself calm for Will’s sake, and he smiled 
at her. 

“How are you feeling, Brianna?” 

“Will, stay in here and watch the movie, okay?” 

“Okay, but don’ yell at Alessandro. He being nice and keeping us away from da 
bad men.” 

Bree grit her teeth and grabbed Alessandro’s arm steering him out of the living 
room and into the bedroom. 

“You can save your breath, darling, if you expect me to apologize.” 

“I don’t care if you’re sorry or not, you are letting us out of here, right now,” Bree 
insisted staring up at him. 

“No,” Alessandro said simply. 

“No. Just…no?” 

“That’s right. You refuse to protect yourself, so I’m doing it for you.” 

“You can’t just keep us here! I mean, my family is gonna be worried-“ 



“Meggie is gonna tell your family that you’re taking a little trip to Paris to set up 
some accounts for her fashion line. Your sister Beth agreed to keep up the pretense. There 
may be hope for her yet, even considering she's an O'Reiley.” 

“Why the hell is Meg helping you?” Bree hissed, trying to keep her voice down 
for Will’s sake. 

“She found Hadley beaten within an inch of his life on the pier. Arturo’s men 
were trying to get information about you from him.” 

“Why would they think-“ 

“My father hired Hadley for the charity benefit,” Alessandro rolled his eyes. 
“Apparently I wasn't moving fast enough for his liking in regards to you and me, and so 
he thought Hadley would give me a much needed push.” 

“I can’t believe thi- Oh, what am I saying, of course I can. This is your family 
we’re talking about.” 

“So Arturo’s men figured they could convince Hadley to give you over to them. 
He didn’t comply with their wishes.” 

“Okay, okay. Look, none of this matters compared to the fact that you are 
kidnapping me and my son!” Bree whispered furiously. 

“I am protecting you. Dammit, Brianna!” He grabbed the sides of her face, and 
she could see the panic in his eyes. “I love you, you stubborn woman. And I am not going 
to apologize for wanting to keep you safe. Even if it means you hate me for it. You and 
this baby and Will, you are everything to me. Don’t you see that?” 

“Alessandro-“ Bree protested, his touch and the passion of his words reaching too 
far into a place she kept trying to close the door on. 

“No. We tried things your way and if I didn’t grab you now, it was only a matter 
of time before Arturo’s men swooped in. My men weren’t the only ones watching you. I 
won’t apologize for protecting you and our children. And I’m sure as hell never going to 
apologize for loving you. That’s what loving means to me, you take care of what’s yours. 
And you’re mine, Brianna,” He gave her a quick bruising kiss that even for its brevity, 
still sent a shocking thrill through her. 

Then he turned away from her and walked into the living room to sit with her son 
and have lunch. 



“She got mad, huh?” Will said. 

Alessandro dropped a kiss on Will’s head. “She’ll get over it.” 



Chapter Twenty Four 

The tub was calling her. Will was peacefully asleep in his room, decked in SpongeBob 
and Elmo décor. Bree knew exactly why Alessandro had chosen that particular tub. He 
wasn’t exactly subtle when it came to sex. But if he thought she would let him touch her 
again… She could still feel his kiss on her mouth. He had stayed with them, eating dinner. 
Chicken and vegetables. Alessandro popped the brussel sprouts into his mouth like they 
were candy and Will, who was notoriously ‘anti-sprout’, had suddenly decided to eat 
them too. 

 “God those were awful,” Alessandro whispered in her ear when Will was 
washing his hands, and Bree had to remind herself not to laugh. They had this 
moment, in this beautiful place where it almost felt like home, like they were a 
family. But they weren’t. He was their kidnapper. Their jailer. 

She wanted to yell at him. To demand that he let them out of this…prison. 
But the more she watched him with Will, the weaker that voice got. Will adored 
Alessandro. Part of her felt guilty for encouraging their relationship. Alessandro 
was not Will’s father. Michael was. Michael; whom Alessandro’s father 
murdered. 

But that voice was getting quieter too. Alessandro was not his father. 
Alessandro had saved her son’s life. And here in this hidden wing of the 
Dardano mansion, she’d felt safer than she had since before Michael’s death. 

Bree looked at the tub, imagining submerging herself in blissfully hot, 
perfumed water. Bath salts. The man had supplied rose water bath salts and 
lemon or vanilla bubble soap. 

‘God help me, you smell incredible’, Alessandro had whispered in her ear as they 
sat in the steaming water, wrapped around each other. 

Bree jolted back to the present. He had wanted to stay with them. She’d 
said no. No way in hell was what she wanted to say, but for Will’s sake she kept 
her voice civil. 



He ignored her. He would sleep in the study. A second door in the living 
room led to a study with a huge antique desk in gleaming cherry wood, 
matching the theme of the bedroom, along with an off-white marble fireplace.  A 
grey arm chair sat in front of the fireplace and Bree could imagine curling up 
there in another lifetime, watching Alessandro work, maybe helping him work. 

The bookshelves were empty. And like the other rooms, the windows 
were boarded over. 

He was sleeping on a futon in the study. “I’m not going to apologize for 
trying to protect the people I love, so don’t even try it, Brianna. I’m staying here.” 
Or maybe he wasn’t sleeping. Maybe he was lying in bed thinking of ways to 
drive her crazy. Plotting ways to weaken her. Cause everyday it seemed to be 
what his mission was. To weaken her. To make her give in to this thing between 
them. 

But she couldn’t. She sat on the edge of the tub, watching it fill with warm 
water, pinning her hair up and out of the way. She decided on the vanilla bubble 
bath. She wouldn’t put it past Alessandro to have some kind of camera or 
something but the alternative was not bathing, and that wasn’t much of an 
alternative. 

Bree sunk into the water with a blissful sigh. 

So for the rest of her life, she would have nothing but memories. That 
would have to be enough. 

He walked behind her, a hand covering her eyes. “Mmm, smells like candy in 
here,” she said. 

“Ta da,” he pulled his hand away. They were in the bathroom and he had filled the 
white porcelain tub with bubbles. 

“No kidding. Wow, does that look good,” Bree said, feeling him pull the sheet off 
of her. 

He stepped into the water and sat in the tub, crooking his finger at her. Bree 
stepped in with a sigh. “Oh, my God…feels as good as it looks,” she leaned in and ran her 
mouth along his chest. “And so do you.” 

“Likewise, darling,” he reached down and cupped her bottom, moving her closer. 



“Something tells me you didn’t bring me in here just so we could get squeaky 
clean,” Bree reached down and gripped his cock under the water. Soft, but getting thicker. 

Alessandro groaned and nuzzled her neck. “Certainly not,” 

“Mmmm,” Bree sighed, the hot water lapping pleasantly against her skin. “Well, 
until you’re ready…” She scooped up a handful of bubbles and plopped them on his head, 
grabbing another handful and giving him the illusion of a beard. “Merry Christmas,” she 
joked. 

“Ho, ho, ho,” he smiled, pulling her head down for a kiss. His tongue darting 
playfully into her mouth. 

Bree sighed and burrowed closer so that she was almost straddling him. He 
cupped a breast with a hot, wet hand, making her arch against him. 

“While we wait…” Alessandro growled, biting her earlobe gently. 

“Oh yes,” Bree whispered, as he squeezed the round flesh. She lowered her head to 
his damp shoulder running her tongue along the broad, muscled skin. He moved his hand 
down to the space between her legs and stroked her, the water making his movement slow. 
“Oh…oh…” she sighed. “God that’s good…” Her body was heavy with lust and the heat 
of the water. She wrapped her arms around him, her nipples rubbing against the damp 
skin on his chest. She met his eyes, shivering against him. “God, what are you doing to 
me?” she begged, rolling her hips to the thrusts of his two long fingers inside of her as she 
stroked his shaft with her fingers, making him thicker and fuller in her hand, making him 
ready. 

“Loving you,” he moaned, nibbling on her lips. “Loving you for as long as we 
have so that you never forget it,” 

“Here’s something you’ll never forget,” Bree said with a devilish smile. She 
lowered her head under the water and took his cock into her mouth, sucking gently for a 
few seconds as she heard him gasp. 

“That was deliciously naughty,” he sighed, grabbing her. “Now?” he lifted her 
over his cock. 

She nodded eagerly. He pulled her down onto him so that he filled her completely. 

“Ohhh yes,” she moaned in his ear. She gripped the edges of the tub behind him, 
letting him guide her back and forth, up and down on his shaft. 



He filled her so perfectly. His hands were everywhere. On her breasts, between her 
legs, in her hair, in her mouth. His dark eyes watched her, growing heavy with his own 
desire as she felt him grow harder and swell inside of her. 

She kissed him, memorizing the warm, wet taste as her body shivered, feeling him 
pumping up his orgasm a few seconds later.    

She came out to the sound of the faucet running in the kitchen. Will 
couldn’t reach the faucet. That left him. Bree shivered a little as she tried to push 
aside the earlier memories and dredge up annoyance that he was just coming 
and going around the place as if he owned…well, she supposed he did. But still! 
They had a deal. He would give her the space she needed, and she would try and 
not get angry with him in front of Will. 

But Will wasn’t here. Bree tied the pale green satin robe he had bought for 
her tighter around her expanding body and stomped into the kitchen, her bare 
feet not making enough noise to announce her presence. 

Oh, come on! Her body whimpered. He stood there in black boxer briefs 
that hugged the tight cheeks of that ass she knew so well. In a tickling fit, she had 
bitten the right cheek playfully and the noise he had made was so hilarious that 
it had sent her into a fit of giggles. His lean waist grew into a broad, muscled 
back. She remembered feeling the shift and bunch of those muscles beneath her 
fingers, digging into the skin with her nails as he thrust powerfully above her. 

He turned and went still when he saw her. His brown eyes held hers for 
what felt like a breathless eternity. She couldn’t speak, couldn’t look away. 

Alessandro took a step towards her, and Bree jerked backwards, coming 
up painfully against the refrigerator door handle. He winced and moved to her 
side. 

“Are you all right?” He asked, his fingers rubbing the sore spot in the 
center of her back. 

Bree moaned in reply and shifted her body without thought so that his 
fingers lowered to the small of her back. He pressed there, bringing her body 
closer to him as a result. 

“There?” he asked pressing in firm slow circles. 



She nodded silently, feeling too good to ruin it with pesky things like 
arguing with him and remembering that she didn’t want him to touch her. 

“I imagine carrying a baby is hard on your spine, eh?” He whispered, his 
breath caressing the top of her head. 

“Mmm,” she said. 

“Here,” he turned her around so that she was facing the wall and moved 
both hands to her hips, using his thumbs to massage his way upwards along the 
small bones of her spine. 

She practically purred at the luxurious feeling, swaying a little bit so that 
she fell against him. She felt a very hard bulge against the cheeks of her ass and 
the memory of his hips snapping with relentless speed against her filled her 
pussy with wetness and her heart with want. 

And her head with panic. 

Bree pulled herself away from his fingers and jerked away from his body. 
Her blood raced and if her face was as flushed as Alessandro’s was, he knew 
what she had been remembering because he’d been recalling it too. 

He lowered his head and shook it from side to side, giving her a rueful 
smile. “I find it so ironic that someone I think of as sometimes so brave to the 
point of stupidity could be so terrified of her own happiness,” 

Bree felt the shot hit home, and she couldn’t look at him. She ran her 
finger along the marble topped of the island. “That’s ridiculous. Who in their 
right mind is afraid of being happy?” 

“Someone who has lost too much,” he moved slowly towards her in 
gentle careful strides as if he was afraid of startling her. 

Fair enough, she did tend to attack him when he tried to corner her, but 
for some reason, Bree just couldn’t tonight. The much too relaxing bubble bath 
must be making her sluggish. 

“Someone who is so used to being told she caused too much pain to others 
to ever be worthy of happiness herself,” 

Bree closed her eyes. “Shut up. Please, Alessandro.” 



“No, darling,” A hand came up to cup her face. “I don’t dare shut up 
because you’re too important to me. What we feel is too important.” He tilted her 
head up to look at him. “My God, but you are the most exquisite thing I’ve ever 
seen. Don’t you know I would give up everything for you? Anything you 
wanted would be yours. Even my life, Brianna. I would willingly give up my life 
for yours. I love you that much.” He ran a thumb along her bottom lip. He 
lowered his head to hers. “We could be so happy, darling,” he gingerly kissed 
her, testing her. 

Bree’s heart was too full of his words to stop him. 

“I never feel half as alive as I do when I’m with you.” 

He deepened the kiss for a moment, just enough to make her whimper 
when he withdrew. His hand moved to her breast, cupping it, running his palm 
against the too-sensitive nipple. 

Bree felt heavy, drugged, open and wet…so wet. 

“Let me make you happy, Brianna,” he sighed into her mouth, caressing 
the seam of her lips with his tongue. 

Bree shook with the force of her need for him. Oh God, resisting him was 
so hard. He was so beautiful, so much stronger than she was, so determined. 

And she didn’t feel half as alive when she wasn’t with him either. 

She lowered her hand to the bulge in the tight material of his boxers, 
feeling the warm heat of his cock through the fabric. 

Alessandro growled into her mouth and pinched her nipple with his 
thumb and forefinger.   

“Yes…” she sighed arching backwards against the island, cold and hard 
compared to the warm solid body in front of her. 

The only sound in the dark room was their breathing and the low hum of 
the refrigerator. 

Alessandro gave a soft grunt of triumph before capturing her mouth for a 
thorough, devastating kiss that shook Bree all the way to her toes. His hands dug 
into her hips and he lifted her onto the island, pushing the robe up her thighs. 



Her breasts were closer to his mouth at this height, and he watched her eyes as 
he lowered the material of her robe off her shoulders, waiting for her to stop him. 
To say no. 

Bree didn’t say no. She’d lived in a miserable fog for too long. It was as if 
Alessandro’s hands on her, his body on hers was the only thing that sent her 
blood pumping. 

She bit back a cry when his mouth took her nipple with delicious, sinful 
determination. Her sleeping son briefly tickled the edges of her lust hazed mind, 
and Bree pressed her lips tightly to keep quiet. Her pussy opened greedily, 
waiting, demanding. Her legs locked around Alessandro’s waist, drawing him 
closer. He angled his hips so that his cock could rub against her center. 

“Brianna,” he groaned against the damp skin of her breast as his hand 
moved down her swollen belly, caressing it for a moment. They both stopped 
when a soft flutter responded to his touch. Alessandro met her gaze. “How 
beautiful to feel one’s own child,” He dropped a kiss to her belly. “I can’t wait to 
meet you, my baby,” 

Oh, God, he was killing her. Her pussy actually gushed a little at the sweet 
passion in his voice. 

Bree wrapped herself in the warmth of his words and the love in his eyes. 

At the considerable impediment, he had to pull back. His fingers caressed 
the soaked petals of her pussy, and he looked up at her hesitantly. “I’m 
not…sure…If I…well, is it gonna hurt the baby?” 

“No. No it won’t. Please…” Bree sighed greedily for his finger to push 
into her. 

He slid a finger into her, and Bree arched backwards so that she was 
practically laying on the island. He moved slowly, rubbing her clitoris in slow 
circles. 

“Alessandro,” she sighed, putting all of her love and desire into that one 
name. 

He gave a short chuckle as he pumped his finger. “It feels like I’m saying 
hello to him,” 



Bree’s burst of laughter was choked off by the tight hiss of her 
approaching orgasm. “Oh…” she moaned then bit her fist to keep from crying 
out when his mouth joined his thrusting finger. He pulled his finger out right 
before she went over the edge, leaving her panting and desperate. His hands 
cupped her bottom, lifting her slightly to his mouth. 

“Let me know if I’m hurting you,” he whispered before thrusting his 
tongue into her pussy. 

She wished she could reach down and grab his head and keep him there 
forever, but then she was spinning and falling over the edge and using all her 
willpower not to scream. 

His tongue fucked her with growing speed and his lips sucked at her as he 
pumped her with his mouth, making her nerves scream in delight. 

You love him, you love him. Let yourself love him. Nothing else matters. Tell him 
you love him. Her heartbeat pounded out the words in quick relentless beat. Let 
the two of you fight your obstacles together. 

“Alessandro, I…I…,” she shivered as panic warred with her soul. 

He stepped back and gathered her up against him. 

Still, Bree couldn’t say the words. So she did the next best thing, she eased 
her hand past the waistband of his boxers and ran her mouth along his jaw as she 
cupped his thick cock. “Your turn,” she whispered in his ear before motioning 
for him to help her off the island. She pulled his boxers down as she got down on 
her knees, between him and the island and pulled him into her mouth. She got 
wet again just tasting him, her body going into overdrive at the memories 
driving through her. Bree knew just how to suck him, how to work her hands, 
where to touch him exactly and squeeze exactly to drive him insane. 

“Oh, Christ, Brianna…Like that…yeah, darling….”Alessandro whispered, 
his fingers tightening in her hair as he got closer to his release. 

He swelled in her mouth, got harder, his movements more greedy. Bree 
reached back and cupped his sac as she pumped his cock with her mouth. 
Harder…faster, taking him as far down her throat as she could before she felt the 
satisfying explosion of his release. 



She smiled up at him but in the next second their smiles froze. 

“Alessandro, where my mommy?” Will asked. 



Chapter Twenty Five 

Bree stared up at Alessandro, wide eyed. “Your…uh…Your mummy is, uh…”If Bree 
wasn’t so freaked out about what Will had almost seen, she’d be amused by the mortified 
look on Alessandro’s face. 

Thank God for the marble island. It hid Alessandro’s ‘charms’ enough so that he 
was able to tuck himself back into his boxers without poor Will being scarred for life. 

“I’m right here, sweetheart. What are you doing up?” Bree asked coming up from 
behind the island trying to divert him from asking her what she was doing there. 

Will glanced at Alessandro and then nervously back at Bree. “I don’ wanna say.” 

Oh. Bree thought, feeling bad for her little boy’s embarrassment. “You want to 
whisper it to me?” She asked, not wanting to embarrass him in front of his hero. 

“Ca’ I show you?” He walked up to her and took her hand. 

Bree nodded. Though she was sure the closer she got to his bedroom, the more 
she’d be able to smell what he wanted to show her. She turned and gave Alessandro a 
small apologetic smile. 

But if she was honest with herself, Bree was a little relieved their lovemaking had 
been cut short.  How pathetic was she, really? The man had only to touch her and she 
came absolutely undone.  For all his honourable intentions, the man was for all intents 
and purposes holding her and her son hostage. How very like her to want to have sex with 
her captor? How could he turn her so completely inside out? She had no idea anymore 
what was right, what was wrong. For the love of God, the man who killed her husband 
was living on the ground floor. Her chance for vengeance was right here and what was 
she doing? Up with her legs around Alessandro’s neck begging like a whore. 

She changed Will’s PJs and changed the sheets on Will’s bed and began to lay a 
towel down over the wet spot. 

“Ca’ I sleep with you mommy?” Will asked, clutching his Elmo doll. 

“Did you have a nightmare, sweetie?” 



He nodded. 

Bree moved to the rocking chair by the bed and brought him onto her lap. She 
kissed the crown of his head, running her fingers through the wavy locks. His happiness 
had to be her priority now. Not her vengeance. Not her guilt. Not the dramatic fuck-o-city 
that was her life. 

And Alessandro made him happy. 

“He kilded da doggie,” Will whispered. 

Arturo. 

Bree sucked in her breath. They had hinted around what he must have seen but 
had never really made Will talk about it. 

“Was this in your nightmare or was this real life?” 

“Bof,” he replied. 

Bree squeezed him tightly. 

“Der was lots of blood. The doggie cried lots.” His tiny body shuddered against 
hers. “And he say…” 

“What sweetie? Tell mommy,” Bree fought back tears. 

“He say…dat he was gonna do dat to me. He say sunting else but I don’ tink is 
true, cause Alessandro nice and you like Alessandro too so I know is nod true. Da bad 
man was stupid.’ 

“What, Will? What did Arturo say?” Bree’s anger began to simmer at what that 
bastard had done to her son. 

“Alessandro din’ kill daddy. Did he?” 

That mother fucking son of a bitch! 

“No, Will. No,” she promised him. 

“Dat’s what I tolded him. Alessandro nice. But in my deem, it…Alessandro 
kilded da doggie. Do you tink dats why he no wanna be my daddy?” 

Bree looked down at him in surprise. “Why would you think that?” 



“Cause, when I called him daddy, when he save me from da bad man. He no 
happy.” 

“No, baby. That was mommy’s fault. Mommy made Alessandro sad. It had 
nothing to do with you, and listen sweetie, sometimes things get mixed up in your head at 
night. I mean, mommy had a dream once that you pooped carrots,” Bree said her heart 
tightening when Will let out a squeal of laughter. 

“Dat’s nod true!” 

“It is so. I remember cause you wouldn’t eat your carrots no matter how hard I 
tried. Daddy would try too, and you would just throw them at his head. So when I went to 
sleep, my thoughts got all mixed up, and I dreamt that you pooped carrots, full carrots 
with the leafy tops and everything.” 

She stopped when she felt the baby moving again. “Wanna feel something cool?” 
She took Will’s hand and placed it on her belly. 

Will gasped and looked up at Bree in awe. “Wa’ was dat?” 

“That was your little brother, or sister, I’m not sure yet,” Bree said. 

“Dat was the baby?” 

Bree nodded. 

“Did I do that in your tummy too?” 

“You sure did. I think you did somersaults in there.” 

“How did da baby get in der?” 

One minute later and you might have caught the live demo, kiddo, Bree thought. 

“I tell you what. You wanna wait here for a second? I have to go talk to 
Alessandro,” 

Anything to dodge THAT question. 

She knocked on the door to his study, a little saddened that he already knew that 
now that Will had interrupted them the moment was gone. 

Bree turned the doorknob when he didn’t answer and then she saw why. He was 
on the floor, doing push-ups. 



At…one in the morning? 

Well, she imagined that if he felt as wound up as she did, exercise would be an 
effective if not ideal way to relieve the tension. 

He hadn’t heard her because he had his headphones on, and she took a second to 
admire his muscled, taut body, glistening with sweat. 

Alessandro stopped when he saw her and got to his feet, pulling the headphones 
off. 

She realized he wasn’t listening to music and gave him a curious look of 
amusement as she picked up the cover to an audio book. ‘What To Expect When You’re 
Expecting.’ 

God forgive me, I love this man. 

“Thought I should be informed, you know?” Alessandro explained sheepishly. 

Bree tried to tear her gaze away from his gleaming chest. 

“Plus all the lactating and dilating and placenta talk does wonders to crush any 
man’s libido.” 

She nodded in understanding. 

“Though, seeing you again. I think a cold shower is in order,” 

She rolled her eyes, but blushed none the less. “Before you…um…take the edge 
off, I wanted to ask you if you’d do something for me. Well, it’s actually for Will.” 

“Of course,” he replied. 

“Would you sleep with me and Will tonight?” 

He stared at her, not hiding his surprise. 

“He thinks that…well…because of that night in the hospital when he called 
you…what he did. Well, he thinks he upset you and that you don’t want him to call 
you…that, anymore.” 

“What do you think?” Alessandro asked. 

“What do you mean?” 



“Brianna, you can’t even say the word. Will called me ‘daddy’. I can’t even begin 
to explain to you how that broke my heart. Not because I didn’t want him to say it, but 
because I knew you didn’t want me to take that place in his life.” 

“I never said…” Bree said, unable to look at him, staring down at the floor. 

“You didn’t have to. I have no intention of replacing Michael, in Will’s eyes or in 
your bed.” 

“Forget it. I’m sorry to have bothered-“Bree clenched her jaw and turned to go but 
Alessandro quickly reached out and grabbed her arm. 

“I’m not finished, Brianna.” 

She looked down at his hand on her, remembering where that hand had been just 
minutes ago. “Arturo told him that you killed his father. Will told me he knew it wasn’t 
true. He trusts you that much. Loves you that much. But he had a nightmare tonight that 
you were in Arturo’s place.” 

She could see in Alessandro’s eyes that he was moved by her son’s faith in him. 

Alessandro took a deep shaky breath. “Like I said, I don’t want to take Michael’s 
place, but I’m not going to lie to you, I love that little boy, Brianna. And I know you 
don’t want to hear this, and it’ll probably scare you off, but yes, I love him as if he was 
my own.” 

Bree took a nervous step backwards. No. It was too much. It was too much and 
too soon. She was just getting used to the idea of trusting Will in Alessandro’s presence. 

“So please don’t think that you can expect me to just care for the boy and then just 
walk away when you get skittish again.” 

Bree grit her teeth, her face flaming at the truth of his words. Her stomach 
tightened uncomfortably. “I don’t. I mean, I don’t think that…I mean. Look, Alessandro, 
what do you want me to say? Will needs you, okay? He loves you, and he needs you in 
his life. I think if you slept beside him that would make him feel better, so will you do it 
or not?” 

“Of course I will, but I need to know if you have a problem with Will thinking of 
me as his father.” 

“Do I…” Bree threw her hands up. “I cannot believe we are having this discussion 
now. Yes, I do. Michael is his father, and I don’t want you to take that place in his eyes 



whether you mean to do it or not. I feel like it would be betraying him to have a Dardano 
be a father figure in Will’s life.” 

Alessandro shook his head. “Wow. Well I did ask the question didn’t I?” 

“Now I’m the one who’s not finished,” Bree tossed back. “But what I think 
doesn’t matter. Will thinks of you that way, and my son has lost too much to lose 
someone else that he loves, so if he wants to call you ‘daddy’, then yes, that’s fine.” 

“Obviously,” Alessandro said sarcastically. 

Bree moved closer to him, trying to calm the whirl of emotions that seemed to be 
a constant state in her heart. She reached out and grabbed his arms, looking up at him. “I 
mean it, Alessandro. Will needs you in his life, and he thinks of you as a father. I won’t 
ruin that for him. You make him happy, so if that’s the role you wanna play in his life, 
I…I won’t stop you,” Bree decided. 

“And what about the role I want to play in his mother’s life?” he asked, his voice 
husky with barely restrained desire. 

Bree raised an eyebrow. “Jury’s still out.” 

Alessandro smiled and nodded. “All right then. I’ll see you in a few minutes.” 

“Where are you going?” Bree asked as he followed her out of the study. 

“Cold shower.” 

**** 

Will curled up excitedly between them. “My mommy’s bed is wewwy big, huh?” 

“That it is,” Alessandro said giving Bree a look that told her he was imagining all 
the different things he wanted to do to her in this ‘wewwy big’ bed. 

“So how come you sleep here now?” 

“Because I wanted to spend some time with you, little one,” 

“I nod little. I’m a big boy,” 

“Oh, my mistake,” Alessandro said his eyes lighting in a way Bree didn’t see 
often. That indulgent smile was for Will only. The smiles he gave her were very different. 

“I can do my ABC’s. Wanna hear dem?” Will asked. 



“I surely would,” Alessandro said, propping his head up on his elbow. 

“Oh, lord,” Bree buried her face in her pillow, knowing what was coming. 

“Aee,Bee,Cee Dee,Eee, F, Gee, H, I Jay, Kay, Yellow,Yellow Pee!” Will declared 
dissolving into giggles at his own joke. 

Alessandro burst out laughing in surprise and met Bree’s laughing gaze. 

“In’t dat so funny? My oder daddy taught me dat,” 

Alessandro’s smile softened. “Will, I wanted to talk to you about something,” 

“Okay,” 

“If you want to call me daddy sometimes. I’d like that very much,” 

Will gave him a beaming grin. “Wewwy?” 

“Wewwy,” Alessandro replied with a laugh. 

“Good, cause I don’ tink my oder daddy would mind. He no here and so he would 
wan me to have a daddy down here. I tink you make a good one.” Will said, snuggling 
closer to him. “Night, daddy.” 

“Goodnight, little one.” He kissed the top of Will’s head and looked across at 
Bree, his eyes shining. 

She mouthed ‘thank you’, and he mouthed ‘thank you’ back. 

“Daddy, can I ask you a question?” 

“Sure,” 

"How da baby get in mommy?” 

“Good night, Will,” Bree insisted, nudging her son’s back. 

“What? I wanna know. Was it just like magic? Just poof! Der’s da baby,” 

“Yes,” Alessandro replied, holding Bree’s gaze. “It was absolute magic,” 

“Hmph,” Will grumbled. “I don tink you growed ups know eder,” 

“Goodnight, Will,” they both replied in unison. 



**** 

“What’s that?” Bree asked watching as Alessandro carried in a bag with what 
appeared to be a bat sticking out of it. On closer inspection, it seemed to be made of foam. 
Her attention was quickly diverted by the overpowering smell of something delicious in 
the box he was carrying as well. 

“This is bribery,” Alessandro replied holding up the box, “And this is for my own 
protection,” he explained, holding up the bag with the bat. “Wood would just make a 
bloody mess of my skull.” 

“Hi daddy!” Will said exuberantly. “Sunting smells yummy!” 

“That would be dinner, young William,” Alessandro announced walking towards 
the kitchen and setting the box on the island. 

Bree and Will followed him into the kitchen. “Right, and why would I want to 
bash your skull in? I mean, besides the whole, ‘Dardano holding me hostage’ thing,” 

“Well, I heard that the foam bats are good for stress relief. Though I can think of 
many far enjoyable ways to relieve stress,” Alessandro said, winking at her. 

Bree bit back a smile and tried not to blush. 

“Like what?” Will asked. 

“I mean, seriously, Alessandro. We have to talk about what yours plan is here. 
You can’t keep us locked up here forever.” 

“Nor do I intend to. Just until I find…” his voice trailed off as he looked down at 
Will. “Just until I do what I need to,” 

“What you gonna do?” Will asked. 

“This conversation is not over,” Bree insisted. 

“Hence the bat,” Alessandro explained. 

“Now would you open that box already,” Bree pleaded reaching for it. 

“Remember I mentioned a dish from back home? Bangers and Mash? Well, this 
isn’t nearly as delicious as the way they make it back in London, but it’s the closest I 
could come to it in New York,” He opened the box with a flourish. “Take a whiff, 
darling,” 



Bree looked into the box and her mouth watered at the mess of mashed potatoes, 
gravy and sausages all on one large plastic tray. 

“Dat looks gwoss,” Will stated. “But mmmm, smells yummy.” 

“God, does it ever,” Bree agreed. 

Alessandro smiled and reached into the cupboards for plates and cutlery. 

Bree grabbed a fork and dug in, letting the starchy smoothness, bathed in savory 
gravy slide down her throat. She followed it with a bite of spicy, slightly crispy sausage. 
She closed her eyes in utter bliss. “Oh, God, I think I just came.” 

Alessandro’s eyes flickered hungrily at her expression. 

“Came where?” Will asked. 

Alessandro and Bree shared a secret smile as she dished up dinner for her little 
boy. 

After another two days in the hidden wing of the Dardano mansion and many, 
many, many SpongeBob viewings, Bree was climbing the walls and said as much to 
Alessandro on his way to work one morning. 

“Well, if you’re bored darling, you should start planning the wedding,” he 
explained on his way out the door. He was always sure to lock it behind him. 

He loved her, but no way did he trust her. 

“THE WHAT????” Bree demanded. 



Chapter Twenty Six 

That evening she was waiting for him, fury and disbelief churning through her, the bat in 
her hands. 

“What the hell was that this morning?” Bree asked as Alessandro walked in at the 
end of the day. 

What?” Alessandro asked blankly, setting dinner on the island. 

Bree tried to ignore the delicious smell and remember that she was furious at the 
man. 

“Mommy say you crazy. She no gonna marry you if you da last man on da earf,” 
Will explained. “Who’s Lorenna Bobbit, daddy?” 

Her son, the snitch. 

Alessandro stared at Bree shocked and with a look of such confused innocence 
that she grabbed the bat behind her back a little tighter. Then realization dawned. “Oh, 
that? Well of course, darling. I mean, don’t you think we’ve waited long enough?” 

“No. No, as a matter of fact, I don’t. I have no intention of marrying you. Have 
you forgotten who you are?” 

“Well, now you’re just being silly, Brianna. Why put off the inevitable? Could 
you grab the glasses from the cupboard, love?” 

He was acting like it was no big deal, asking her to spit in her family’s face like 
this. 

“I don’t want to marry you,” Bree explained. 

“Why on earth not?” Alessandro asked. 

“Are you kidding me? Why?” 



“Forgive me, but I was under the impression that you and I had turned a new 
corner in our relationship,” He leaned in close and whispered in her ear, “And if I 
remember correctly, we reached it right here on this very island, didn’t we?” 

Bree shivered at the memory but lifted the bat and hit him with it. “Would you 
focus please? Why do you have to keep pushing? You keep pushing at me until I give in 
and once I do, you push me even further. Why can’t things just stay the way they are?” 

“Because I know you, Brianna. Once we get out of here, back in the real world, 
you’ll be back to keeping me at arm’s length. You can’t handle me in the real world. Here, 
we’re safe, right? Your family doesn’t have to know anything, and you can just live in 
this bubble.” 

“Safe? Are you kidding me?” Bree asked, wanting to ignore the truth of his words. 
“In the Dardano mansion? That’s like saying the chickens are safe in the fox hole for 
God’s sake.” 

Bree rubbed her temples, feeling a headache coming on. “I don’t want to marry 
you because we don’t work, Alessandro. You’re right about one thing. Here, yes, we 
work, but that goes both ways. Out there, you are still Bernardo’s son. You still dance to 
his tune. Out there, you are my family’s enemy.” 

“So marry me and let’s end the feud,” 

“I can’t do that.” 

“Won’t,” Alessandro snapped. 

“All right, fine. I won’t,” Bree nodded. “Whatever I feel or don’t feel for you, I 
don’t want to be a part of your family. I don’t want to be a Dardano,” 

“I do,” Will piped up enthusiastically. 

Bree couldn't help the feeling of searing betrayal at the innocent remark. “You’re 
a Donovan, Will. You will always be a Donovan,” she snapped. 

Will stared at her with much too serious eyes for a four year old, and his lower lip 
quivered as he stared down into his plate. 

Bree felt awful, and Alessandro looked at her, anger apparent in his eyes. 

“That was uncalled for. Not to mention mean.” 



Bree glared at him. He was right, but it galled her that he was painting himself as 
the good guy. She threw the bat on the floor and stormed into her bedroom, slamming the 
door shut. 

A few seconds later, Alessandro burst in with her dinner plate. “You can sulk all 
you want, but you’re not skipping dinner.” 

“I am not a child, Alessandro,” Bree seethed, scrambling off her bed to glare up at 
him. 

“Then stop acting like one. And here, I brought you this to drink. It’s a vitamin 
shake, good for the baby.” 

Bree stared at the hideous looking thick, green mixture. “No way in hell am I 
drinking that.” 

“Yes, you are. Now I’m just furious enough to pour it down your throat if you 
push me, Brianna,” 

“Fuck you,” 

His eyes flashed angrily. “Oh, believe me, when the right moment presents itself I 
will have you on your back with your legs wrapped around me. But first, you’re going to 
eat and you’re going to drink.” 

“And you ask me why I don’t want to marry you?” Bree demanded, her hands on 
her hips. “You’re an overbearing, dominating son of a bitch who has been spoon fed 
everything you’ve ever wanted. Now a woman tells you no and the poor little rich boy is 
seething!” 

He smiled at her, even as his eyes glinted dangerously, making something dark 
and primal stir in her. She didn’t doubt that if it wasn’t for Will, he’d have probably 
fucked her right on that island. Or maybe up against it, bending her over as her pregnant 
belly presented a bit of an impediment for him to mount her. He’d mount her from behind, 
like an animal. Bree took a deep shaky breath at the mental image. 

“My goodness, do you ever need to get fucked, my exquisite love. All that 
untapped tension is playing havoc with your hormones. We tried doing this your way, 
darling,” he said smoothly, his eyes hard. 

“My way? This was never my way. I give you an inch and you take a mile. I’m 
the one that’s supposed to betray my family. I’m the one that is supposed to sacrifice my 
normal life, my safety,” 



“You will never have to worry about safety. Being a Dardano will buy you all the 
security you’ll ever need.” 

Bree shook her head and threw her hands up. “Being a Dardano will put the bulls 
eye on my back, you asshole,” 

“Really, darling, once you become Mrs. Dardano, we’re going to have to work on 
cleaning up that saucy mouth of yours. At least in public,” Alessandro purred, tapping her 
nose. 

Bree saw red. But she smiled at him. She took the plate from him and set it down 
on the vanity table. Then she took the vitamin shake, pulled out the waistband of his 
pants and poured it down inside.    

Alessandro pulled back, squeezing his eyes shut at the obvious discomfort of the 
liquid going down his pants. Bree warred between satisfaction and a nervous tightness in 
the pit of her stomach that told her she might have pushed him too far. He gave her a tight 
smile and grabbed her arm. 

“You’re going to go into the kitchen and get a washcloth. Then you’re to come 
back here and clean me off. Yourself. Personally,” Alessandro breathed against her face. 

“Like hell,” she whispered back. Easy, O’Reiley. Rein it in. Remember who you’re 
talking to here. 

He smiled at her and left the room. 

Bree sagged in relief and started to get ready for bed. She wasn’t all that hungry 
after taking a whiff of that foul vitamin drink. She was about to come out to tuck Will 
into bed when Alessandro stormed back into her bedroom. 

“Very well, we can do things the hard way then.” He dug his fingers into her 
upper arm and dragged her out of her bedroom. 

“What the hell are you-“ 

“And you keep your voice down or so help me I will spank that luscious ass of 
yours.” 

Bree stared at him and couldn’t make a coherent response to that other than a 
squeak. 

“I’ve just put Will to bed. Mummy has a headache and has turned in early.” 
Alessandro pulled her into the bathroom. 



“How dare you-“ 

Alessandro grabbed the shower head down from the wall and turned the water on, 
directing the spray at Bree so that in a few seconds she was completely soaked. 

“There, now we’re both uncomfortable.” 

“You’re insane!” Bree shrieked, pulling her damp hair off her face. 

“No, darling. I’m a Dardano,” Alessandro explained, looking down at her. He 
unbuttoned his pants and started pulling off his clothes. 

“What the…what are you doing?” Bree asked, watching more and more skin be 
revealed. 

“Cleaning up. I suggest you do the same.” 

“I’m not dirt-“ 

And with that, he proceeded to dump a bottle of baby powder over her head. 

“There. Now we’re on equal footing.” 

Bree coughed through the haze of powder and struck out at him with her fists. 
“You son of a bitch! What the hell is wrong with you?” 

“What is wrong with me? For months I’ve been letting you call the shots in this 
relationship, playing a veritable monk while you decided if I was worthy of being in your 
life. You know what, Brianna? No more!” 

“A monk! You’ve been fucking Rebecca Malford this whole time! I have more 
pride than to play sloppy seconds to that shrew!” 

“And it just drove you nuts didn’t it?” Alessandro asked smiling. “Knowing that 
she was getting what you wanted all this time. Me. I could see the hatred in your eyes 
every time you looked at her. Imagining her hands on me, my hands on her.” Alessandro 
pressed himself against her as close as he could. 

“That hatred was there long before you, Alessandro. It had nothing to do with 
you.” 

He bore his eyes into hers. “What you don’t understand, Sunshine, is that she was 
the one playing sloppy second to you. Every time I was with her, Brianna.” He grabbed 



the back of her head, his fingers digging into her wet, dirty hair. “Every time I touched 
her, fucked her, I imagined it was you.” 

Bree tried to pull away from him, but his grip in her hair tightened. “I don’t want 
to hear this.” 

“Oh, but you’re going to, Brianna. Cause I am through playing this your way, 
catering to your little tantrums. Now. You and I are going to get married, and that is the 
final word on the subject because I love you and you love me, and I’m not letting you 
throw us away because you’re too afraid, or you feel too guilty or your family keeps 
interfering.” 

“I hate you!” Bree struggled against him. “Get your goddamned hands off me.” 

“Oh, no, baby. Not anymore. My hands are staying on you because you’re mine. 
My hands are going to touch every part of you because you’re mine. My hands are going 
to fuck every part of you because you’re mine. This body has been mine since the 
moment I saw you, and I’m done depriving myself of what is rightfully mine,” He 
grabbed her and kissed her hard. His tongue thrusting into her mouth possessively. 

Bree tried to struggle but his mouth was playing havoc with her senses. Her pussy 
gushed, making her as wet as the rest of her, in spasm around a memory of his cock. 

No! She was furious. She didn’t want this. She did. Oh God. She wanted this. He 
released her enough to turn and put the shower head back in and threw a wet shower 
sponge at her. 

“Clean up the mess you made. First with this. And then with your mouth.” 

She backed away from the sponge. “No!” she shot back defiantly. 

“Oh, yes, darling. I’m calling the shots tonight. You’re going to suck me, and then 
I’m going to fuck this body that belongs to me.” 

His words were painting dark, erotic pictures in her mind. God, how could he do 
this to her, make her so wet without even touching her when she just wanted him to leave 
her alone. 

But you don’t want him to leave you alone. You want him. His cock. His mouth. His 
fingers. On you. In you. 

“I’m not sucking your cock. Fuck you,” 



“Oh, you are, my little defiant, delicious bitch. Or I’m keeping you here forever, 
spread eagled and tied to MY bed…and do you know what I’m going to do to you every 
night when I get home from work? I’m going to fuck you.” 

“Kidnap and rape?” Bree said, raising her arm to slap him, but he caught her 
wrist. 

“We both know it wouldn’t be rape, darling.” Alessandro purred, cupping a full 
breast and pinching a nipple, deceptively gentle. “You’d be waiting for me, my love.” He 
ran his mouth down the side of her face, running his hand down over her belly, lifting her 
skirt to touch her pussy. “And you’d be wet for me always,” he dipped a finger inside of 
her. “And you’d beg me to fuck you,” he bit her earlobe. “And I’d make you come, and 
come, and come.” He pumped his finger in her pussy, punctuating his words until she 
was shaking, on the verge of a shocking orgasm, imagining herself spread eagled, tied to 
the bed as he pumped her full of the cock she so wanted. 

“Now get on your knees,”  

Her pride demanded she disobey him but her body was moving down, her body 
was opening, clutching, wanting. Her eyes blazed fury and desire at him as she took the 
sponge and put her hands on him. It was just sex she wanted, Bree told herself. Her 
hormones were in overdrive, it had been too long. 

But her heart told her that if any man had been put in front of her, she wouldn’t 
want him. She wanted this man. This body, this cock. Bree heard him suck in his breath 
at the feel of her fingers. She stroked the soft skin. Velvet steel that was already achingly 
hard. She ran the sponge under the running shower head and then squeezed the warm 
water over his cock. He pulled back and stepped into the bathtub. 

“This is gonna be messy. Get in here,” Alessandro ordered. She took her 
submissive position in the tub and washed his cock and thighs clean. “Now suck me. 
Suck me into your mouth, that beautiful mouth.” 

Bree’s mouth watered, wanting to taste him, and the sound he made as she sucked 
him in made her shiver in pleasure. She tightened her lips around his thick shaft, pumping 
him with her mouth. Bree wanted him as mindless, as desperate as he always made her. 

“While you fuck me with that delicious mouth, I want you to fuck your pussy 
with your fingers.” 

She lifted her gaze to him. He pooled water in his hands and poured it over her 
head, cleaning her as well. 



“Do it,” Alessandro ordered. “I want to watch you come. I want to hear you 
come.” 

Bree’s pussy was practically throbbing and she jumped, moaning as her fingers 
dipped into the wet folds. 

“And when you come, I want you to know that my cock is gonna be there soon. 
I’m not waiting anymore. I’m taking my pussy.” 

Bree whimpered. 

“Fuck my little pussy. Fuck it like you want me to fuck it,” Alessandro groaned, 
throwing his head back under the spray of water arching against her before taking a deep 
breath and continuing to watch her. 

Bree stroked her folds with her fingers, so close, her body tightening in a vise-like 
grip around her fingers. She pumped her fingers in time to the back and forth of her 
mouth. With her free hand, she tightened her grip on his cock, reaching back and cupping 
his sac, squeezing just tight enough to make him swear. 

“I’m gonna fuck you so hard. You’ve kept me waiting a long time, Brianna. 
You’re going to have to pay for that, my darling.” Alessandro promised. “But I know 
you’ve been waiting too, haven’t you? Waiting and wanting. I see it when you look…oh 
fuck…” he swelled thicker in her mouth and Bree knew he was close. She sucked harder. 
“Yes….oh fuck…yes…I see it when you look at me, baby. You’re dying for me to fuck 
you again. Your eyes practically burn with desire for me, and it makes me so hard. You 
touch yourself don’t you, when you’re in bed, my little one? Like you’re touching 
yourself now. You’ve never forgotten, have you? How fucking good it was between 
us…Oh God…Fuckin’ ell…I’m gonna come…Suck me…so good,” 

He came with a growl of her name, fast and thick down her throat. He shook with 
the force of it, and Bree felt a euphoric burst of triumph that had her coming too. She 
released him as she whimpered her orgasm, her muscles clutching tight around her 
fingers. 

“Now, get up and sit that beautiful ass on the edge of the tub,” Alessandro 
demanded. 

“No. I did what you wanted, now leave me alone,” Bree insisted even though her 
orgasm had left her unsatisfied. She wanted like a hungry, desperate animal, but still, her 
pride reared its ugly head. 



Alessandro grabbed her roughly and set her down on the edge, spreading her legs. 
“Beg me to eat you,” 

“Fuck you,” Bree hissed. 

Alessandro’s fingers dug into her thighs, almost painfully. There’d be bruises 
there tomorrow, and Bree knew she would look at them and become aroused. “Beg me to 
lick your pussy. I know you want my mouth, Brianna. I can see your pussy begging for 
my tongue.” He spread her pussy lips wide open before his eyes, and Bree couldn’t 
breathe for the want racing through her veins. “Your pussy wants me, even if your pride 
chafes at the knowledge. You want me to take you. You want to be taken,” his breath was 
hot against her pussy lips. “You want to be taken hard. Ridden hard like a beautiful 
horse.” 

“And what are you supposed to be? The arrogant stallion?” Bree choked as her 
pussy gushed a little. 

“It terrifies you, what you know we have,” Alessandro kissed the inside of her 
thighs, making her shiver. He licked at the moisture already gathered there. “The 
wildness in you scares you, doesn’t it? That dark, wild part of yourself. But you know, 
Brianna. I love it. I love all of you, including that wild, free part of yourself you show to 
no one, just me. Because I take it. I’m greedy for you. For the wildness that lives inside 
of you, that only I can pull out of you. Give in, submit to it. To me. Beg me to set it free. 
Beg me to pull it out of you, to make you burn and show you that I’m the only one who 
can do it. Beg me to fuck your pussy with my tongue,” 

“Do it,” Bree pleaded shaking, hungry. 

“Say ‘please, Alessandro, please fuck my pussy with your tongue’” 

Bree trembled, silent. She’d dreamt this once, hadn’t she? How could he know? 
How could he know the things she dreamed about in the deepest parts of her soul? 

‘Tell me you’ll do anything I want. Do anything to please me if I’ll just fuck you 
with me tongue,” 

Bree couldn’t speak, the urge to hold his head and fuck herself against him 
burning through her blood. 

He reached back and smacked her ass. Bree jumped, startled and her pussy was 
shaking. 

“Yes,” she moaned. 



“Yes what?” he pressed. 

How did he know? Bree wondered desperately. “Fuck me, please…with your 
tongue,” 

Alessandro pulled back to smile at her and then dived in, thrusting his tongue 
inside of her pussy and curling it upward in a beckoning motion. 

She was coming in seconds, grabbing his hair, fucking his face with her pussy. 
Trying not to scream. Coming…coming….coming. 

She would have sagged backwards but his arms were around her, holding her and 
then he was pulling her upwards and turning her away from him. 

“You remember this, don’t you?” Alessandro purred in her ear, rubbing the head 
of his cock up and down her drenched center. 

Bree gripped the wall in anticipation. The water cascaded over them in a warm 
spray. 

“How I’ve missed fucking this pussy. FUCK!” he cried out as he pushed into her 
from behind in one upward lunge. 

Bree screamed at the mindless pleasure of his cock impaling her brutally. 

“I’m never letting you go, Brianna. You’re mine. To fuck as often as I want, 
forever. Never letting you go. You’ll have to kill me to release you. I’ll kill you before I 
let you go,” Alessandro hissed in her ear, thrusting hard. “Do you understand?” 

It should scare her. His words should terrify her, but they didn’t. She wanted him 
to claim her, to own her, body, mind and soul so that she would rather die than be without 
him. 

He snapped his hips against her, fucking her faster. Pulling the wild living thing 
out of her so that she was arching back, tears filling her eyes as she gave into the freedom 
of being taken, ridden, punished. 

“Beautiful. God, so beautiful,” he groaned into her hair as he fucked her harder. 
His fingers came around to stroke her clitoris, and Bree was sagging against him, shaking, 
pushing back to take more. 

“More,” she begged, the word escaping from the very depths of her soul. 
“Please…please…Oh….” 



He rubbed her clitoris fast, in time to his thrusts. He stopped to pinch it lightly and 
she was coming, squeezing his cock so he felt bigger inside of her, harder, like beautiful 
pounding steel. 

He didn’t let her rest, but fucked her towards another orgasm, pushing her higher 
and higher. He was impossibly thick, impossibly long, filling her, deeper, reaching parts 
of her she didn’t know could feel him. She felt him pushing, pounding against her very 
womb. Briefly she wondered if the baby could feel him. 

“I’m gonna come….gonna come…” he panted into her damp hair. 

“Yes…” Bree pleaded. She arched against his chest, the water against her face. “I 
want to feel it. Give me your come. Give it to me,” The words were coming from a deep, 
dark part of her. That part of her was running free. 

“Tell me you love me,” Alessandro growled into her ear, grabbing her hair and 
pulling back as he fucked her, his cock pumping, shoving back and forth in hungry, 
punishing thrusts. 

“Oh yes…Oh God….fuck, Alessandro…Love you….love you….fuck me,” Bree 
shivered. “Fuck me,” 

“So good,” Alessandro groaned. Giving one…two…three….four  hard thrusts 
before exploding into her in hot, thick spurts. 

“You know why?” Alessandro gasped in her hair as he fucked his orgasm into her 
body. “Cause I own this body. I own your soul,” 

“Yes,” Bree cried, coming against him a final time. 

“And you own mine,” Alessandro moaned against her.   



Chapter Twenty Seven 

“I promise not to name you Beaufort or something horrendous like that. Bernardo wants 
Giovanni. I imagine you’ll come out a girl just to spite him, won’t you, my little one?” 
Bree woke to Alessandro’s low voice, his hand stroking her belly. 

He’d carried her into her bedroom and gently laid her down, such a sharp contrast 
with the violence with which he had taken her. 

Vulnerable, she’d turned to him and asked him to stay, drifting off to sleep as he 
wrapped himself around her. She felt as if she was floating in some peaceful but lucid 
state. She drifted in and out, feeling his mouth in her hair, his hands on her body. At 
times, she felt her baby fluttering inside of her. She could almost think it was in response 
to Alessandro’s voice. 

“You know your daddy loves you, don’t you? I promise that nothing in this world 
will ever harm you. Nothing. Not as long as there is breath in my body. Nothing will hurt 
you, or your mummy, or your big brother.” 

Bree stayed still, not wanting to disturb him. His voice was so low. So soothing 
that Bree could almost feel herself drifting off again. 

“I wonder if I’ll know what to do when you come out? I mean, I’ve read the 
books, but…How could such a tiny creature be so very frightening? I’m afraid I’ll muck 
it up somehow. But you’re lucky cause you have Brianna for your mummy. I don’t really 
remember mine. I think she loved me though. I promise I’ll never take you away from 
your mummy. I know she’s afraid of what we feel for each other. Wanna know a secret, 
little one? Sometimes it scares me too. How easy we can hurt each other. But I’ll do my 
best for you. For her. I’ll try my best to be better and be a good daddy for you and your 
big brother. And be a better man for your mummy.” 

Bree’s eyes burned behind her eyelids. Sometimes she felt that if there was no 
outside world she and Alessandro could be so happy together. They’d been in paradise in 
the abandoned house. And here, ironic as it was to be in the Dardano mansion, she felt 
the same. Like they were in their own little world. Her defenses were down enough that 
she wished…she wished they could stay here, where nothing else mattered but how this 
man made her feel. 



She opened her eyes to find him looking at her, and the air in the room suddenly 
changed. Alessandro leaned down and kissed her lightly. “Don’t send me back to the 
study,” he said. 

“I don’t want you to go back,” Bree admitted, though a tiny part of her fear 
cracked through the blissful moment and whispered ‘yet.’ She kept the word back behind 
her lips. 

He kissed her more deeply, his hand reaching up to cover her breast. He shifted 
his body to make room for her belly. Bree briefly wished she wasn’t pregnant so that she 
could feel the weight of his body on hers again. 

But then his hands moved down to her belly and the baby inside greeted him with 
a small movement. 

“Good God, but I can’t get enough of you,” Alessandro whispered moving to his 
side. He took her leg and draped it over his hip, opening her up to him. He shifted his 
body so that his cock was poised at her entrance. He looked at her, stroking her face with 
his free hand. “Do you know what you do to me, Brianna? Do you have any idea?” 

“I think so,” Bree admitted, her body wet and warm. 

 “Sometimes, I think I love you so much it’ll drive me to insanity. Say the words 
again, darling.” 

Bree shivered, feeling the head of his cock teasing her pussy. She nodded. “I love 
you,” She kept her eyes on him, pushing reality out and letting herself revel in how he 
made her feel. 

He pushed into her with a groan, thrusting all the way in. His touch was gentle 
now, but no less passionate. The baby inside of Bree moved again and Alessandro 
stopped, staring down at her belly. 

“Do you think…well...” He was suddenly blushing. “Does he…know?” 

Bree bit back a laugh. “No. He just knows his mommy feels good.” She moved 
her hips and whimpered a little when he hit a particularly sweet spot. The baby fluttered 
again and Alessandro smiled. 

“Thank you,” he whispered, his hand drifting down to stroke the swollen bundle 
of nerves at her center. “Thank you for letting me be a part of this. Of him.” 



“You are a part of him. No matter what,” Bree pointed out, shivering as the 
powerful sensations, emotions, too good to analyze too closely barrelled through her. Her 
mouth moved to his shoulder, biting softly as he moved inside of her, gently, bringing 
tears to her eyes. This man, so violent, so gentle. How she loved them both. She supposed 
that’s how she knew she really did love him. She loved both sides of him. He took her 
hard, and he took her softly. 

And she trusted him enough to let herself be taken. 

“Oh, God, Alessandro…Feels so good. More….More….Don’t stop,” Bree 
whispered, moving with him. 

He pulled her closer. Moving a bit faster. Her pussy clenched him greedily, 
feeling the beginning stirrings of her orgasm. 

She ran her tongue over the soft bite marks, nuzzling his neck. 

“My God, Brianna…” he groaned, and she could feel his cock getting thicker, 
hitting deeper. He reached up, caressing her breasts, her nipples. 

Bree was in a warm fog of pleasure, his thrusts sending delicious surges through 
her blood. She reached down to grab his ass, meeting his eyes and pulling him in deeper, 
grinding her pussy over him, whimpering as he fucked her with increasing speed before 
she was sent breathless and moaning over the edge. 

“Yes,” she cried softly, digging her nails into his skin. “Oh fuuuuucccck yes,” she 
moaned. 

Alessandro pushed in twice more and then she felt him release deep inside of her 
in thick warm jets. 

The baby inside of her responded to the contractions of her body. The three of 
them bound this way, it felt like acceptance. It felt like love. 

“Oh, God, I can feel him,” Alessandro moaned, his body bucking with his 
orgasm. 

It felt like the purest communion. 

**** 

Bree opened her eyes to see a familiar Spiderman pajama clad thigh. She yawned 
and stretched looking up in confusion at Will’s smiling face. 



“Morning, Mommy,” he said. The man on his opposite side stirred. 

“What are you doing here, Will? Did you have another bad dream?” 

“Nope. I make bekfas,” he scrambled off the bed and pointed to the tray on the 
vanity table. 

Bree sat up as quickly as her swollen belly would allow, remembering to cover 
her naked body with the blanket at the last minute, visions of the burning kitchen in her 
head, but she didn’t smell smoke. She tried to move off the bed, afraid as Will handled 
the tray that he was going to drop it. “Wait, honey.” 

“S’ okay, mommy. I could did it.” 

Alessandro stretched his long frame on the bed and Bree took a second to 
appreciate his bare chest. 

“Hold it, mommy,” Will said, relinquishing the tray to Bree as he climbed back 
onto the bed. “Hi, daddy,” 

“Morning, Will,” Alessandro said rubbing his eyes, his black hair tousled. He sent 
Bree a sleepy, satisfied smile that made her feel warm inside. 

She looked down at the two bowls on the tray and her stomach lurched nervously. 
What the…? 

“What’s this? Breakfast in bed?” 

“Yeah…uh…” Bree tried to identify what exactly was in the bowls. Fruit 
Loops…milk…whole strawberries…mustard…and…good God…ketchup. Two Oh 
Henry bars sticking out of each end of the bowl and the whole thing topped rather 
artistically with marshmallows. 

“Good God,” Alessandro remarked sitting up. 

Will handed Bree and then Alessandro a spoon. Bree stared at the spoon and then 
at Alessandro. 

“I did good?” Will asked. 

“Uh…” Both of them said at the same time. The ketchup and sweet sugary scent 
of the Fruit Loops were warring in Bree’s nose. She looked over at Alessandro, unsure of 
what to do. No way in hell did she want to eat this travesty. But Will had gone to such 



trouble and looked so ridiculously proud of himself that Bree didn’t have the heart not to 
eat it. 

Gads, sometimes being a mom sucked. 

Alessandro looked like he was just realizing this negative aspect of parenting as 
he used his spoon to sift through everything in his bowl. “Bleedin’ Christ,” he whispered, 
studying the various ingredients. 

“Thank you so much for doing this, Will. This was so nice of you,” Bree 
remarked. 

“I know,” Will replied. “Taste it, mommy. I bet ‘is good.” 

“Well, where’s yours?” Alessandro asked holding his bowl a little further away 
from him. 

“I want pancakes,” Will informed him. “But I don’ know how to make dat. And 
mommy don’t let me use da ‘tove.” 

“Lucky bastard,” Alessandro grumbled low beneath his breath, but Bree shot him 
a sympathetic look to let him know she heard him. 

“After you, mummy,” Alessandro said motioning to Bree. 

She widened her eyes, glaring at him. But she forced a smile. “No, no, you should 
go first,” 

“I wouldn’t dream of it. Ladies first after all,” 

“You should bof taste it at da same time,” Will suggested. 

“Good idea, Will,” Bree said, looking down into her bowl and thinking it was 
anything but. Bree looked over at Alessandro and raised her spoon. “Bottoms up?” she 
asked, waiting for Alessandro to raise his spoon too. 

Will bounced excitedly. 

They both dug their spoons into the God awful cereal and lifted it to their mouths 
at the same time. 

And Bree was sure she wore the identical expression of horror and disgust as 
Alessandro did, but God bless him, when Will looked at him, he quickly schooled his 
features to a happy smile. 



If Bree wasn’t about ready to throw up at the mix of sweet and sour in her mouth, 
she could have appreciated the sweetness of Alessandro not wanting to hurt Will’s 
feelings. 

“Good, right?” Will asked turning to look at Bree. 

“Mmmm,” both she and Alessandro lied at the same time. It took all her 
willpower to swallow the gooey ketchup and mustard covered cereal. I love my 
sonIlovemysonIlovemyson. It was a miracle she didn’t vomit. 

Poor Alessandro looked positively green. 

Bree tried to clean out her mouth with her tongue. “I tell you what, sweetie. Why 
don’t you go into the living room and watch TV for a while and mommy and Alessandro 
will finish this up, and then I’ll make you some pancakes.” 

“Deal,” Will said, climbing down off the bed. 

When they were sure he was out of eye sight, both Bree and Alessandro 
shuddered and slid the bowls under the bed, burying their faces in the pillows to block out 
the horrible culinary experience. 

“That little boy should be barred from the kitchen, permanently,” Alessandro said. 

“You’re telling me,” Bree gagged.  

Alessandro leaned into kiss her but hesitated, remembering what they both had 
just put in their mouths. “I love you, but no,” he decided. 

Will was waiting on the couch as they walked out. “Did you like it, mommy?” 

“Delicious,” Bree lied. 

“Did you like it, daddy?” Will asked as Alessandro came up behind her. 

“Incomparable,” Alessandro replied. 

Will looked confused. “I don’ know what dat big word means,” 

“It means we both love you very much,” Bree leaned down and kissed the top of 
his head. 

“Look mommy, dat lady’s bald!” Will pointed to the TV where Britney Spears 
was shaving her head. 



Bree shook her head and reached over to change the channel to something less 
ludicrous. Bugs Bunny getting his finger blown off with dynamite seemed like a safer 
bet. 

“I wanna be bald, mommy.” 

“No you don’t,” Bree said. 

“I don’t?” Will asked. 

“No, girls like guys with hair.” 

“Ew, girls have cooties!” 

“Thanks buddy,” Bree said as Alessandro worked behind her, grabbing a frying 
pan. 

“Mommy, don’ be silly. You nod a girl, you a mommy.” 

“Oh, so that’s the difference,” Bree remarked wryly. 

Alessandro came up behind her and ran a hand down the curve of her ass. 
“Definitely not a girl,” he whispered. 

“Mommy, daddy, can we go ouside today?” Will asked. 

Bree turned to Alessandro with a raised eyebrow. 

Alessandro’s smile faltered, and he moved towards Will on the couch, setting the 
pan down on the island. He took a seat next to him. “Will, you remember what I told you 
about the bad men and how they were out there?” 

“Yep,” Will nodded. 

“Well, I wish you could go outside, but I haven’t caught the bad men yet. I just 
don’t want anything bad to happen to you or your mommy.” 

“But I’m bored,” Will replied. 

“I know, little one but I want you and your mother to stay safe. I’m doing 
everything I can to find Arturo and-“ 

“You pomise you gonna kill him bad?” Will asked. 



Bree’s eyes widened. Her little four year old boy should not have those thoughts 
in her head. 

“I promise it won’t be much longer,” 

“Alessandro,” Bree protested not liking the idea of Alessandro making promises 
he couldn’t keep. 

He met her gaze seriously. “I said I promise,” 

She gritted her teeth at Alessandro’s stubbornness. “Right, and in the meantime?” 

He obviously didn’t appreciate her lack of faith in him, but he forced a smile at 
Will. “I tell you what, Will. How would you like to go swimming in the Dardano pool?” 

“You have a singing pool?” Will asked, his face lighting up. 

“Yes, I do. How about later tonight we go swimming?” 

Will clapped. “Yay! Mommy, we go swinnnging!” 

Bree grabbed the frying pan and motioned a pretend swipe over Alessandro’s 
head. “Alessandro, can I talk to you for a second in the kitchen?” 

“Mommy, don’ get mad at Alessandro. I wanna go swinnnging!” 

“What are you doing?” Bree asked, lowering her voice and pulling Alessandro 
close to the sink, out of Will’s ear shot. 

“I’m confused, Brianna. I thought you would welcome the idea to get out of here 
for a little while,” 

“And then, what? Be locked up again? And what about Bernardo?” 

“What about Bernardo? He’s perfectly aware that you’re here.” 

“That’s not what I-“ Bree took a deep breath. “I don’t want my son coming into 
contact with that man-“ 

Alessandro scowled at her. “That man is my father, and he would never hurt 
Will.” 

Bree waved her hands in his face. “I don’t care. You love him, I get that, okay? 
But that does not change what he is. You don’t see it because you still see him through 
the eyes of a son, Alessandro. But I have to do what I have to in order to protect my son.” 



His scowl deepened. “If he wanted to hurt Will, he could have easily come here 
when I was at work, but no, he respected your feelings, and he allowed us to come 
together in our own time.” 

“As opposed to what? Dragging me up by my hair to the altar?” Bree asked. 

“Well that was his suggestion. I suggested a more diplomatic approach,” 

“Right, what was it? You told me to start planning the wedding. Now if that isn’t 
a hell of a romantic proposal. Which, while we’re on the subject, I am not marrying you. 
Not now, not ever, okay?” 

Alessandro took a deep breath and ran his hand over his neck. “Of course you are. 
We love each other. Why should we put off the inevitable?” 

“Who says it’s inevitable?” 

“You know, I thought this time would be different, Brianna but no, you’re pulling 
the same thing as always.” 

“What?” Brianna asked uneasily. 

“This. Every time we start to get close you bolt like a scared rabbit. Are you 
actually going to stand there and lie to me about your feelings?” 

“No,” Bree admitted. If she was honest with herself, she felt a little bit relieved at 
being that open at least. “No, I’m not changing how I feel. And how did we even get on 
this subject?” 

“We keep getting on this subject because you’re determined to fight what we feel 
for each other and how happy we could be.” 

“All I want is to keep my son away from Bernardo. Whatever you and I feel for 
each other comes second to that.” 

“Bernardo will stay out of your way when we go to the pool. Don’t worry about 
that,” Alessandro promised her, reaching for her hand. She almost pulled her hand away, 
but she decided not to press her luck. She still needed one more concession. 

“And while we’re on the subject of getting out of here. I’m about to start climbing 
the walls myself.  You’re suggesting we take a break from here. Then prove it. I’m up for 
another doctor’s appointment soon.” 



“I agree, but you’re not even supposed to be in New York City. No strong arming, 
no bulldozing, just plain fact, okay?” He reached down and cupped her face in his hands. 
“It’s not safe for you. I promise to figure something out about your medical visits, but 
please, just let me keep you safe. I’m not doing this for ego or to boss you around. I’m 
doing it because…” 

She actually felt him shudder, and he closed his eyes briefly. 

“If anything happened to you, Brianna, I would be a broken man. That’s the truth 
of the matter,” 

“Alessandro,” Bree sighed, unable to not be moved by his words. 

“If you were hurt in any way, it would kill me. It’s just inconceivable to me to not 
use everything in my power to protect you and Will and our baby.” 

“Dammit,” Bree sighed. “I can fight you when you’re angry but not when you get 
all…loving and logical on me.” 

He gave her a small smile and kissed her. 

“Dat’s good, daddy. Dat’s a better way den yelling all da time,” Will remarked on 
his knees on the couch, turned to the kitchen and watching them.   



Chapter Twenty Eight 

“See, now I could imagine that you’re covering my eyes to be all romantic, but seeing as 
we’re being held hostage here, I think you just don’t want us to see how to get around 
here.” Bree said as the sound of water filled her ears and the tangy smell of chlorine filled 
her nose. 

“You’re such a pessimist, darling,” Alessandro said guiding her. “Here we are.” 

Bree gasped at her surroundings after he lifted his hand away. The entire room 
looked like some kind of beautiful grotto. The floor was smooth grey stone, raised in 
some places. Flowers and plants sprouted up between a few stones and small boulders, 
the air was humid, but not uncomfortably warm. The water shone like smooth glass, and 
Bree could see clear to the stone floor beneath. 

“Wow,” Will exclaimed, looking around. 

“No kidding,” Bree whispered. “Now if you kept us locked down here…God 
Alessandro, it’s so beautiful,” 

“I’m glad you like it. I designed it myself. It reminds me of this grotto in Florence. 
A really peaceful place. I’ve dreamt of bringing you here for months,” 

Then Alessandro leaned in behind her. “Though in my dreams, we were alone,” 
he whispered. 

“Mommy, can we go in now?” 

“How deep is that?” Bree asked. It didn’t look deep to her, but Will was 
considerably shorter than the two of them. 

“Not to worry.” Alessandro, in delicious black swim trunks, went to the grey 
metal stairs that went into the water. “Shall we, young William?” He raised his arms for 
Will to jump into them. 

Will squealed but shuffled uncertainly. He looked over at his mother. 

“Go ahead,” Bree encouraged with a smile. 



Will rocked on his feet and then launched himself with a cry of delight into 
Alessandro’s arms. 

Bree took a moment to savor the picture of the two of them together before sliding 
into the water herself. “Ooooh God, does that ever feel good.” The water was cool but not 
frigid and felt like silk against her skin. 

Alessandro smiled at her, letting her know with his eyes that they would definitely 
be back here later on. 

She relaxed, letting the water carry her around as Alessandro and Will played. 

Alessandro was like a little child when he played with Will. All his sophistication 
and worldliness fell away, and there was an innocence to him that Bree couldn’t help 
adore. Alessandro would dunk Will’s head under the water and then let Will do the same 
to him. 

Bree found herself wondering what his childhood had been like. Once Bernardo 
took him after his mother died, had he had any happy childhood memories? Bernardo 
didn’t seem like the doting fatherly type. 

She felt the baby inside of her kicking, obviously enjoying himself. Her eyes flew 
open when she felt a splash of water on her face. 

Both Alessandro and Will wore identical guilty expressions. 

“Oh, you wanna play?” Bree asked scooping handfuls of water and throwing it at 
them, paddling her hands quickly so they didn’t have a chance to get her back.  

Alessandro and Will tried to defend themselves against Bree’s barrage but unable 
to retaliate, Alessandro dove under the water and then wrapped his arms around Bree’s 
waist, pulling her under for a second before they came up together, sputtering and 
laughing. Bree wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled her wet hair off her face. He 
winked at her, blinking the water out of his eyes. 

“You have the most beautiful smile, Brianna O’Reiley,” 

She should have corrected him with her married name, but Bree decided not to 
spoil the moment. “Ditto,” she replied. 

“You should do it more often,” Alessandro insisted. 

“Is that an order?” Bree asked arching an eyebrow. 



“I think I’ll make it one,” Alessandro replied with a grin. “And I know just how to 
enforce it.” 

He leaned in and kissed her, tenderly at first but with growing passion. 

“Okie, dat’s enough yuckies. Alessandro, play!” Will insisted. 

“Duty calls,” Alessandro whispered before dropping a kiss on her nose and letting 
her go. 

They spent another half hour in giddy wet bliss before Alessandro carried a sleepy 
Will into his bedroom and laid him down. 

“You’re so good with him,” Bree remarked, coming up behind him and kissing 
Alessandro’s back. 

“I didn’t think I would be,” Alessandro admitted. “Before Will, I didn’t even 
think I liked kids all that much. He just stole my heart.” 

“He does that,” Bree agree. “Did you grow up around a lot of kids?” 

“Sort of. But only in the sense that I went to boarding school with seven hundred 
of them,” Alessandro replied with a smile as they settled on the couch after drying off. 
“But there wasn’t much time for play. It was a pretty strict school. Wealthy parents 
determined to raise their kids to take over the world.” 

Alessandro leaned forward and flipped on the television. “Even sports were a 
battlefield more than a leisurely time.” 

“That makes me sad,” Bree admitted, leaning her head on his shoulder. 

“You shouldn’t be. It’s not like I know what I was missing.” 

“That’s why it’s sad,” Bree said. “I mean, growing up here with my brother, I 
wouldn’t have given up that time for anything.” 

“You two must be very close,” Alessandro said, and she didn’t miss the wistful 
note in his voice. 

“We are. He left New York City years ago after some personal heartbreak, but I 
can’t wait to have him back here someday.” 



She knew Alessandro couldn’t relate to that. His only sibling was Arturo 
and…well, neither one of them wanted to bring him up. Bree leaned in and kissed his 
cheek. 

“Will and this baby are going to be very lucky to have you.” 

Alessandro shrugged, clearly skeptical. “Thank you for saying so. You have no 
idea how much that means to me.” 

“What about Tina? Shes seems okay even if she is a Dardano," she remarked, 
referring to his cousin, the daughter of Bernardo's sister Roxanna who was married to a 
doctor and did her best to not be a part of the family business. 

"Thanks," he replied dryly. 

**** 

The next day Alessandro came at her after breakfast with another cup of that 
hideous vitamin drink. 

Bree stared at it and glared at him. 

“Uh oh,” Will said. 

“This time, you’re drinking it. Though if you insist on throwing it down my 
trousers again, I don’t mind making you clean it up in the least,” Alessandro smiled 
innocently at her, belying the incredibly sensual memories brought back by his words. 

Bree blushed furiously and grabbed the glass. She grimaced as she looked into the 
thick pale green mixture with flecks of yellow in it. “Do I want to know what this is made 
from?” 

“No, you don’t,” Alessandro assured her sympathetically. 

“You’re a mean, mean little boy and I hate you,” Bree grumbled, lifting the glass 
to her mouth. 

“No you don’t,” he repeated with a smile. 

Bree blew a raspberry at him and whimpered as she stared into the glass. 

“‘s okay mommy. I don’ like taking my medicine eder but is good fo you,” Was 
that smugness Bree heard in her four year old’s voice, revenge for all the hideous tasting 
medicines she made him take and the vegetables she made him eat? 



“It’s a milkshake. Just a green milkshake, lime milkshake with…God, let that be 
lemon,” Bree pleaded. 

Both Alessandro and Will wore identical expectant expressions. Chins rested on 
fists. 

Bree took a deep breath and forced the first sip past her lips. The texture was thick, 
grainy and though she’d never drunk paint thinner, she imagined this concoction was 
what paint thinner would taste like. She barely got it down her throat and a shudder of 
disgust racked her body. 

“No good?” Will asked. 

“Not even a little,” Bree admitted. 

“Can I taste, mommy?” 

“Oh, by all means,” Bree let him have a taste. 

His face contorted, and he spat what was in his mouth, back into the glass, 
rendering it now undrinkable. 

“Mommy loves you,” Bree said smiling as she handed the glass back to 
Alessandro. 

Will stuck out his tongue and used his napkin to wipe it. “Ack. Dat’s nod good at 
all! Dat’s wose den da medicines “ 

After dinner, Alessandro handed her another glass of the vitamin shake as they sat 
on the couch. “Thought you’d escaped it, didn’t you?” Alessandro gloated, handing her 
the fresh glass. 

Bree looked over at Will hopefully who quickly clamped his hands over his 
mouth and shook his head. 

“Quick and painless. Come on,” Alessandro insisted. 

Bree pinched her nose and managed to get the whole glass emptied in a few 
disgusting gulps. Afterwards, she gave such a violent shudder that Will dissolved into a 
fit of giggles. 

“Oh, you think that’s funny? Watch this,” Bree took the medium sized bowl of 
popcorn and after popping a few kernels in her mouth to overpower the hideous taste of 
the shake, she placed the bowl on her stomach. She waited a few seconds and then smiled 



when she felt the very strong lurch in her belly. The bowl shook on her stomach, making 
both Alessandro and Will laugh. 

“Dat’s the baby?” Will asked. 

“Yep,” Bree explained, smiling when she lifted the bowl and then put it back on 
her stomach. Again, the baby kicked it. 

“He did it again!” Will exclaimed excited. “He wants to play, mommy! 

“That’s right, kiddo.” 

“I’m gonna play with him lots when he gets borned.” 

“When he’s born he’s gonna be pretty small,” Alessandro explained reaching his 
hand towards Bree’s belly. Bree took his hand and rested it on her. 

“But mommy’s tummy’s so big!” Will said. 

Bree tried to appreciate the fact that Will was speaking from a place of innocence 
and had not yet learned tact. “That’s 'cause the baby’s in a nice big water balloon to 
protect it.” 

“Is it gonna come out soon?” Will asked. 

“Yes,” Bree replied with a nervous shiver, meeting Alessandro’s eyes. “But we’ll 
be home by then,” 

Alessandro’s smile wavered, but he nodded slowly. 

**** 

Will was sleeping, Bree was getting ready for bed and Alessandro was taking his 
clothes off. There was a heavy silence in the room. Bree didn’t want to break it because 
she got an instinctual feeling they were heading for a fight. The tension had been there 
the moment she mentioned being home for the birth of their baby. 

He slipped into bed beside her but made no move to touch her. Bree sighed. She 
would not do it. She would not wake the elephant in the room. 

“You’re certainly in a hurry to get out of here aren’t you?” Alessandro said, his 
voice tight. 



Bree rubbed her belly. Figured; Alessandro wasn’t one to live in quiet but strained 
tension. She stared up at the fabric of the canopy and then squeezed her eyes shut. 
“Alessandro, considering that the outside world has the sterile hospital rooms, not to 
mention the epidurals, yeah. For goodness sake, Alessandro. You know we can’t stay 
here forever. I’m entering my eighth month here.” 

“I must say, I’m surprised you’re so anxious to leave.” 

“Why?” Bree asked, turning to look at his strong profile. 

“You know why, Brianna. As soon as we walk out that door, you and I are over.” 

Bree felt a guilty tightening in her chest. 

“Perhaps that’s what you want, though.” 

“That’s not fair,” Bree whispered even as she feared he was right. No. He’s wrong. 
I love him. She wasn’t going to let anyone shake what she and Alessandro had built here. 
She’d let her family know that she wanted Alessandro in her life and that she wanted to 
be a family with him. “Thanks for your confidence in me, though. Really.” 

Alessandro snorted. “I know you, darling. Only too well. I know as soon as you 
leave this place, they are going to turn you against me. God forbid they should let us be 
happy.” 

“Alessandro, why are you doing this now? You must know how ridiculous it 
sounds to keep me locked up in here forever. I mean, you were only keeping us here to 
prot-…” Then she looked at him as another thought occurred to her. “My God. Why 
didn’t I think of this before? You’re not keeping me and Will here to protect us from 
Arturo. You’re keeping us here to keep us from my family. Right? I’m right aren’t I? You 
thought that by keeping me here, I would automatically fall in love with you because my 
family wasn’t around?” Bree sat up in bed. “You’ve probably already killed Arturo and 
haven’t told me just so you’d have an excuse to keep us trapped in here!” 

“Keep your voice down,” Alessandro hissed. 

She whacked him with her pillow. “Answer the question,” 

“Well, you can’t deny that since we’ve been here, we’ve grown closer.” 

It was as good as an admission. Bree stared at him, trembling. “Is Arturo still a 
threat?” 



Alessandro smiled bitterly at her and shook his head. “Nice to know where I stand, 
Brianna. That just proves it, doesn’t it?” 

“Is Arturo still a threat, Alessandro?” 

Alessandro reached over and turned off the light. “Goodnight, Brianna.” 

“I want an answer, dammit.” 

“And I want you to love me of your own volition. We don’t always get what we 
want, Sunshine.” 

“Get out of my bed,” Bree spat, shoving him angrily. 

“No,” Alessandro said simply. 

She could spend the night trying to strong arm him out of her bed, but she was 
tired and uncomfortable due to her ever expanding body. 

“Fine. I want your word then that I will have my baby at the hospital.” 

Alessandro’s shoulders sagged. “Give me at least one more week to find him.” 
His voice was cold and sad. 

Him. Arturo. So he hadn’t lied about that. Bree’s guilt grew, but she held fast to 
the knowledge that he had used Arturo to manipulate them into staying here. That at least 
she had a right to be pissed over, didn’t she? 

“One week, Alessandro. And then, Arturo or no Arturo, I want to go home.” 

Alessandro said nothing and as Bree lay in bed staring up at the ceiling, she 
wondered if it wouldn’t be easier just to stay here and hide from the rest of the world 
forever. 

No. She’d tried that before at the abandoned house. It wasn’t real then and in the 
light of day, she and Alessandro had almost destroyed each other. But there had been 
something there, just below the surface that had kept them from letting go completely. 

Life wasn’t any more real here in this hidden wing of the Dardano mansion. 
Would they fall apart in the outside world? Bree had to know. Bree had to know that they 
could stand the test of time no matter what they faced. The only way to do that was to get 
out. 

One week. 



Chapter Twenty Nine 

“I just had a very bizarre conversation with my father,” Alessandro said, placing his 
jacket on the back of the couch. 

“Can you have a normal conversation with Bernardo…ever?” Bree asked, 
grimacing as the baby pressed on her bladder. She winced and struggled to get up off the 
couch. 

“Mommy gotta go pee ‘gain?” Will dropped his crayon and got to his feet, 
sticking his hand out to help her. 

Alessandro wrapped an arm around her waist and guided her up. She waddled 
back after using the washroom and eyed the couch. 

“You know what? It’s just not worth it,” she decided and stayed on her feet. She 
leaned her elbows on the island and glared at Alessandro. “You,” she hissed. 

“Darling, if I could carry the baby for you, I would,” Alessandro promised. 

“Oh, please, if you were carrying this baby you would cry like a little boy. So 
help me, I am never doing this again.” 

“How would you like to go home tomorrow, Will?” Alessandro asked, smiling at 
the look of shock on Bree’s face. 

“We is home already,” Will said. 

“My father told me that he wasn’t the one who started the vendetta between our 
families, and if you wanted to know how to end it, you should go to your grandfather 
Joe.” 

Bree’s mouth dropped open. “My grandfather? What on earth does my 
grandfather have to do with any of this?” 

“I don’t know, ask him.” 

“What about Arturo?” Bree asked, rubbing her belly as if to calm her unborn baby 
from the threat. 



“Ideally, I’d like to keep you here until I ki-find him, Alessandro said quickly, 
catching himself for Will’s sake. 

Bree appreciated that. The last thing Will needed was to be thinking about more 
violence. 

**** 

“Alessandro, are you asleep?” Bree asked, making out the canopy in the darkness. 

“Depends. Have your hormones spiked again and you want to ravage me?” 

“Not even a little,” Bree admitted honestly. She was so uncomfortable that even 
the thought of sex made her cringe. 

Alessandro made a very loud snoring sound. 

Bree smacked his arm. “I’m serious. I was just thinking. We still haven’t picked a 
name for the baby.” 

“If you let me go back to sleep, you can name him Brad Pitt if you like,” 

Bree kicked him. 

“Ow!” He cried out. He gave a groan and then turned on the lamp. 

He gave her a one eyed look of annoyance. “You’re very fortunate that I love 
you,” 

“Come on. I am freaking out here. I don’t want to leave it until I’m hung over on 
drugs.” 

“I think that would be rather entertaining,” Alessandro said with a sleepy grin. 
“Epidural Dardano. E.P for short of course,” 

“Oh shut up.” Bree insisted even as she was trying not to laugh. “Are you 
hungry?” A sudden urge for something salty gripped her. 

Alessandro sighed. “No, but you’re going to send me to the kitchen again aren’t 
you?” 

“I was just thinking maybe we could think of a good name on a full stomach,” 
Bree replied with feigned innocence, biting her lip. “I think there’s some chicken left 
over from dinner. 



“You’re not eating fried chicken this late at night,” Alessandro said getting up out 
of the bed. 

“But I’m craving it so bad, Alessandro. Come on, be a dear, won’t you?’ Bree 
batted her lashes at him. 

Alessandro laughed at her attempt at formal speech. “I’m getting you a piece of 
fruit and some almonds.” 

“What am I? A squirrel? I want chicken. I promise to be very thankful,” Bree said, 
leaning back and smiling at him. 

Alessandro hesitated and watched her let the strap of her nightgown slip a little bit 
more off her shoulder. “What do you think of Colonel Sanders Dardano?” he asked.  

**** 

“You’re not coming with me,” Bree insisted, pulling on her coat. She looked 
around the apartment for her keys. She’d been home for two days, and she was still 
having a hard time remembering where she usually put everything. She told herself it was 
the pregnancy playing havoc with her memory and not that she missed the old wing in the 
Dardano mansion. She would be glad if she never saw that place…even if she did wish 
she could have kept the beautiful bed...and the grotto... 

“Mmmhm, then how are you going to explain my presence when I’m standing 
next to you when you confront your grandfather?” Alessandro asked. 

“Alessandro, please. I don’t want to argue with you.” 

“That’s quite easily accomplished, darling. Don’t. I gave you what you wanted; 
we're out of the mansion. Now it's your turn to hold up your end of the bargain White on 
bread, remember?” 

Bree lifted her eyes to the ceiling and pressed her lips together to stifle a laugh. 

“I don like it here anymore. I wanna go home,” Will grumbled with his arms 
crossed over his chest. He sat on the edge of the couch, swinging his legs back and forth. 

“Will, honey, this is your home,” Bree said, finding her keys and sticking them in 
her pocket. 

“No. Home had da pool with da rocks. And Alessandro liveded wid us. You put 
him back acwoss da hall again.” 



“Sweetie, I really have to go, but I promise we’ll talk about this when I get back, 
okay?” Bree asked kneeling down in front of him. 

“No talk. Go back.” 

“Will, you’ll be staying with my guard Andy for a while. I’m going with your 
mummy to see your great grandfather Joe.” 

Bree shot to her feet and glared at him. 

“Look all you want, Brianna. That was the deal, remember? Until Arturo is found, 
I’m not leaving you alone.” 

Alessandro stared down at her with immovable stubbornness. 

“How am I gonna explain you to my grandfather? And what if the rest of my 
family is there?” 

“Hello O’Reiley family, you remember Alessandro, the father of my child, the 
man that I love, the light of my life, ma raison d'être…” 

“Are you done?” Bree asked cocking an eyebrow. 

“Depends, are you quite ready to go? Look, you can explain that I’m there for 
answers too. My father’s involvement in this vendetta directly influences my own future 
and that of my child.” 

Bree considered this. She wished she could dispute what he was saying. 

“Can’t I just…tell you what he told me later?” 

“Brianna, are you afraid for your family to see you with me?” Alessandro asked. 

“Uh, yeah!” 

“That’s what I thought. And that’s why I’m going with you. I’m not going to let 
you sweep us under the carpet like some one night stand you would rather forget.” 

“That’s not…I just wanna ease them into it,” Bree insisted, her stomach clenching 
uncomfortably. 

“And I’m saying it’s time. You’re about to give birth to my child. That is where 
your focus should be. Not on what your family thinks,” Alessandro told her, waiting as 



she locked the door. She gave a brief nod to Andy. Another one of his conditions for 
letting her come home. A guard at all times when Alessandro couldn’t be with her. 

She had asked Alessandro to give her some time before allowing him back into 
her bed. How was she gonna explain to her family that he would be living with them 
now? 

Bree hated that it mattered. But it did. She couldn’t let this baby have just the 
Dardanos as family. Having no family at all would be preferable to that. 

She glowered at him as they drove to the pub. All her insecurities were growing 
by the second and with them, the tension in the car. 

Why was her life so much easier when they lived in a fantasy bubble? Did they 
have no shot at all unless they were hidden from the outside world? 

“Stop it,” Alessandro insisted taking her hand with his free one. 

“Stop what?” Bree asked, starting guiltily. 

“Second guessing us, your feelings,” Alessandro said. 

“You stop trying to pretend you know what I’m thinking,” Bree snapped. 

“I do,” Alessandro replied simply as they stopped in front of the pub. 

Bree shivered, panicking as he got out and came around to help her out of the car.  

She froze as she entered the pub. Every single fucking O’Reiley was in the place, 
and they all turned to her and Alessandro with identical expressions of shock, anger and 
blatant disapproval. 

“Of course,” she groaned under her breath. 

“Bree, I had no idea you were home from your trip,” Angela said, though her eyes 
were on Alessandro. 

Bree found Meggie over by the bar. She gave Bree a short nod of conspiracy. 
Their story had stuck. Bree had been on a business trip for Meggie as far as her family 
knew. Beth was the lone O'Reiley to come up and hug her. 

“What is he doing here?” Jack asked looking none too happily at Alessandro. 

“Jack, a pleasure,” Alessandro remarked dryly to her uncle. 



“We’re actually here to see Grandpa. Is he around?” Bree asked, her entire body 
tense. “Hi Grandma,” She honed in on the least unfriendly face in the room. 

“Bree, darlin’, you’re back,” her grandfather said, coming out of the kitchen, 
greeting her with his arms spread and a smile. He paused when he saw Alessandro. 
“You’re not welcome here.” 

“I’m here on behalf of my father,” Alessandro explained. 

“Oh, I’m sure ye are,” Joe said. 

“Grandpa, please. We need to talk to you,” 

“Oh, it’s we, is it now?” Joe asked his eyes drifting back and forth between the 
two of them. 

“My father told me that you know how the vendetta between our families started. 
By the sound of it, he pretty much puts all the blame on you,” 

Joe stared hard at Alessandro, his jaw clenched tight. “I’m not surprised. You tell 
yer father that I-“ Bree could feel the irritation radiating between the older and younger 
man. 

“He said if you tried to pretend you were blameless to remind you of Francesca 
O’Reiley,” Alessandro explained, staring back. Bree looked at Alessandro in surprise. He 
hadn’t mentioned that to her. 

“Wait, Aunt Francesca? The one that died when you were a little boy?” Bree 
asked turning back to her grandfather. 

“Damn Bernardo,” Joe hissed and Bree blinked in surprise. She’d never heard her 
grandfather curse before. “Damn him to everlasting hell,” 

“Grandpa, how does Bernardo know Francesca O’Reiley? What happened to 
her?” 

“Francesca, your sister?” Angela asked, coming up behind them. The other 
O’Reileys stepped closer. 

Joe took a step back, his face white. “Oh…Oh…no, I can’t go through that again. 
Don’t ask me to. I beg of ye,” 



“Go through what grandpa, please? If you know of some way to end the violence 
between our families, I beg you, tell us. For my baby’s sake,” Bree pleaded, reaching for 
his old weathered hands. 

“Oh Bree,” Joe said, lowering his head. When he raised it again, his eyes were 
shining with unshed tears.  

 “Please, grandpa. What happened to Aunt Francesca?” 

Joe closed his eyes and shuddered. “I killed her.”  

“What do you mean?” Bree asked, the words sticking in her throat. Of course he 
couldn’t mean what he’d just said.  

“Joe, you don’t have to do this,” Alison said, coming to stand next to her husband. 

“You can’t mean that literally,” Bree said, rubbing her belly as another tiny 
twinge flitted across her abdomen. “I mean, come on, grandpa.” 

“I killed her just as surely as if I’d pushed her off that cliff me self,” 

“Tell us what happened,” Alessandro urged. 

“Do you want me to...?” Alison asked, rubbing Joe’s back. 

“Grandma, you knew about this?” Bree asked in surprise as Alessandro helped her 
into a chair at one of the tables. 

“We’ve never spoken about how Francesca died. It’s not one of the prouder 
moments in our family’s history,” Alison told her. Joe sat across from Bree, and the other 
O’Reileys gathered around. 

“Grandpa, we can do this alone if you’d rather-“ 

“No. Everyone should hear this. Maybe then ye’ll all understand why things 
turned out the way they did. And maybe ye’ll be able to forgive me for my part in it 
somehow,” 

“Of course,” Bree assured him, reaching over and taking his big strong Irish hand. 

“Francesca was always more like me ma then me sister, our own ma having died 
when I was too young to know her. I adored her. Made a real nuisance of myself, but she 
never treated me as such. Called me 'her Joey’. We was thick as thieves, we was, even 



with her being so much older. Our father was a hard man, loving in his own way but 
never one to show it, ye understand?” 

Joe paused there as if gathering his strength. “When she wasn’t taking care of us 
she was in town working as a seamstress for Mrs. Bodragh who owned a shop. Or out 
with her beau, Gavin. Everyone knew it was only a matter of time before he asked our Da 
for her hand. Then she met him.” 

“Him?” Keira asked, wrapping one arm around her husband Jack. 

“Adriano Dardano. The devil incarnate,” Joe announced, spitting the name out as 
if it did have the power to conjure evil. 

The pub went deathly quiet. Bree turned to look at Alessandro who was as 
shocked as everyone else. 

“My grandfather?” 

“Are you saying that Francesca knew Bernardo’s father?” Angela asked, 
wrapping her hands around her coffee mug. 

“Oh, more than knew him,” Joe stated. “She was in love with him.” 

“That’s not possible,” John said. “An O’Reiley in love with a Dardano. In what 
world could that make any kind of sense.” 

“Let’s remember that it happened before we decided to use each other for target 
practice.” Bree spoke up, remembering her own first meeting with Alessandro. What bliss. 
How perfect that time was. 

“It was such an innocent time then. Before the Dardanos touched our lives. 
Adriano came to Galway, a soldier on leave to visit his friend Neil Shaunessy who was 
Gavin's cousin and who'd served with him in the second war. By the time I realized what 
happened…it was too late. I was a young lad. What did I know of such things? She’d 
been taken in by his charm and his worldly ways.” 

“Of course, because all the O’Reiley women are incapable of knowing their own 
minds,” Alessandro said. 

Bree heard the bitterness in his voice, and though she agreed with him… 
“Alessandro, you’re not helping.” 

"It was a terrible thing that happened. He seduced her right out from underneath 
Gavin's nose, though Frankie tried to fight it and stay away from Adriano. The devil 



never left her alone, convinced her he wanted to marry her. She knew her father would 
never accept such a thing. He'd told her as much. He'd had her set to marry Gavin and 
certainly wouldn't allow her to leave Ireland and go off with some smooth talking Italian. 
So they were going to steal away in secret. I overhead them planning and stuck me nose 
in where it didn't belong, telling Gavin what they were about and then me Da." Joe took a 
long shaky breath. "Poor Gavin didn't take the news well. He...well..." 

Bree lifted a horrified hand to her mouth. "He killed himself?" 

Joe nodded. "When Frankie found out, she was inconsolable. Her childhood 
friend had shot himself, and the guilt destroyed her. She sent Adriano away and even then 
the bastard…ooh, forgive me, lass," Joe said quickly, closing his eyes.  

Bree took his old hand in hers. "Go on." 

"Even then he would give her no rest. Begged her not to send him away, begged 
her not to allow her grief to ruin their future together, but his pleas fell on deaf ears. Me 
Da threatened to beat him senseless if he didn't leave his daughter alone, said he should 
kill him for turning his daughter's head from the right path." 

"His path," Alessandro pushed out through gritted teeth, and Bree reached back 
and gave him a sympathetic glance. 

Joe took a deep breath and went on. "Da was different with Frankie then. I didn't 
know it at the time, but it was as if by allowing Adriano to seduce her away from Gavin, 
she had closed Da’s heart to her. She was defiled in his eyes now. Frankie couldn't bear 
how Da looked at her afterwards and one night she snuck out of the house. At first we 
thought it was to meet with Adriano, who no matter how hard Da pushed, refused to 
leave our town but...no..." Here, Joe's eyes filled with tears, and his voice cracked with 
grief. "We didn’t know where she'd gone off to until we found her clothes on the cliff. No 
sign of her. The tide had already washed her body out by the time we got there. Adriano 
had beaten us to it. He was on his knees, looking down into the water as if he couldn’t 
fathom the truth of it.” 

“She’d killed herself?” Bree asked, horrified. The pain in her stomach intensified 
and another cause for it began to occur to her, but Bree pushed it aside. She was just into 
her eighth month. It was too early.    

“Aye,” Joe replied. 

“Oh, pa. You can’t blame yourself for that,” John said, but Joe shook his head. 



“I’m to blame all right. I should have kept me mouth shut about the things that 
were no concern of mine. Adriano turned to look at us. I was just a lad. I’d never seen 
hate. Real hate. But aye, I saw it then. Saw it there in his eyes I did, mixed in with the 
pain. I didn’t know it then at the time of course, but I recognize that pain now. A heart 
cleaved in two was what I saw in that split second before the coldness came over him.” 
Joe shook his head. “He cursed us. Me and me Da. Cursed us and all the O’Reileys to 
come after us for what we’d done.” 

“Grandpa, you were just trying to protect your sister. You can’t blame yourself 
for-“Bree was unable to stop her gasp as the pain seized her with more ferocity. 

“What is it?” Alessandro asked, lowering himself next to her. 

“I think…” Bree said, unable to believe the truth of what was obviously 
happening if the wetness down her legs was any indication. It was too soon! Bree gripped 
Alessandro’s hand. 

“The baby?’ Alessandro asked, a mixture of excitement and terror on his face. 

“Uh huh,” Bree replied, a mixture of excitement and terror in her heart. 



Chapter Thirty 

Bree grabbed Alessandro by the ear when he came into the delivery room. “WHERE 
HAVE YOU BEEN?” she demanded, panicked. 

“Uh, I had to wash up, darling, remember?” Alessandro carefully extracted her 
grip from his ear lobe. 

“Oh,” Bree said pouting. “Well, don’t leave again,” 

“I won’t,” he leaned over and kissed her forehead. 

“This is too early, isn’t it?” Bree asked the doctor. “It’s too soon…I mean, we 
don’t even have a name!” She struck Alessandro in the stomach. “I told you we should 
have picked a name by-Oh!” She stopped as she felt another contraction. 

Alessandro wrapped an arm around her and helped her breathe through it as Alex 
insisted she not push yet. “Brianna, you need to calm down and just breathe, all right?” 
Alessandro reminded her. 

“I don’t want to calm down. I want my baby to be okay, dammit!” Bree yelled. 
“And why aren’t you saying anything, huh?” She turned to Alex, who looked up from the 
monitor in surprise. 

“You’ll be fine. Your baby will be fine.” 

“Oh, what do you know?” She snapped. 

“Darling, breathe, okay? Just breathe,” Alessandro said, and Bree blinked in 
surprise when she realized how incredibly pale he was. 

She burst out laughing. “You’re more scared than I am. That’s damned funny!” 

He pulled back. “I don’t see what’s so humorous about it. You’ve obviously done 
this before. I haven’t. All I ever see men do is go ‘breathe, breathe.’ I don’t mind telling 
you that I feel like an utterly useless moron.” 

“Oh,” Bree said softly, taking his hand. “I love you,” Then she squeezed it as 
another contraction seized her. Again, Alex told her not to push. 



“So help me if in the next contraction you don’t let me push I am gonna shoot 
you,” Bree hissed.  

“Get ready to push,” Alex assured her. 

“Yeah, I thought so,” she scowled. When the next contraction came she gave a 
cathartic scream and bore down, feeling the shift and bunch of muscles in her stomach 
working to help her baby in its journey. She sagged against the pillows, breathing hard 
and bracing herself for the next contraction. Alessandro was staring at her with more than 
a little awe. 

“Oh, this baby is so screwed,” Bree marvelled, staring at the too strong overhead 
lights. 

“Why do you say that?” Alessandro asked. 

“Are you kidding me? Its father is a Dardano, its mother is an O’Reiley. Oh 
Alessandro. This poor baby is coming into a war zone. You and I had no business 
reproducing. Ever. Ohhh fuck, here we go again!” He helped her forward as she felt a 
pressure, what she imagined was the baby’s head right at her opening. 

Alex confirmed that the next push would bring the baby’s head further through. 

“Look at me, Brianna. This baby is gonna be so loved. It’ll want for nothing, 
ever.” 

“Oh please, you might as well just tape a bulls eye target on his tiny ass. 
Alessandro, what are we gonna do? How are we gonna protect both Will and this baby if 
everyone is trying to kill you?” 

“Brianna. Brianna, look at me. I would die before I would let any harm come to 
you or our children,” Alessandro vowed. 

“I don’t want ANYONE to die, dammit!” 

“Breathe, darling. Breathe,” he said pulling some damp strands of hair off of 
Bree’s forehead. 

“Okay, let’s get ready to push again. Alessandro, you want to come watch the 
crowning?” Alex asked. 

Alessandro went even more pale. “Uh, not particularly.” 

Alex smiled. “Bree, you ready?” 



“I was thinking. Maybe we should take a rain check on this whole baby thing. 
Maybe I can come back in say, a few months, when it’d be more convenient or maybe 
when there are no psycho Dardanos out there trying to kill my children.” 

After pushing again, she felt the baby’s head push right against her opening. 

“How long has it been?” Alessandro asked. 

“Oh, I’m sorry. Do you have some place you need to be?” Bree snapped. “Gah, 
son of a bitch!” She screamed through the next contraction and felt the baby’s head pass 
through. Oh God. It would be here soon. She felt a mixture of panic and relief. 

Alessandro raised his hands in surrender. 

“We’re almost there,” Alex told them. 

“Yeah, no shit, Sherlock,” Then she bit her lip. “Oh, Alex, I’m sorry. I don’t mean 
to be mean to you.” 

“I understand,” Alex assured her. 

Alessandro looked up over her legs, curiosity seeming to get the better of him. 

“Come on then, you can see the baby’s head.” 

Bree watched the expression on his face change from startled, to horror, to awe, to 
joy. 

“I can…see his head. It’s the most beautiful disgusting looking bloody thing I’ve 
ever seen.” He said, his eyes shining. 

“Get ready to push again, Bree,” 

She shook her head. “I don’t want to,” she murmured tired. She had snapped at 
Alessandro but how long HAD it been? Six hours? Ten? “Alessandro, you push for me. 
This is your fault after all, I mean, you should have to do some of this work too.” 

Alex laughed but assured her that she was in the home stretch now. 

Bree took a deep breath and bore down. “Gahhhhhhhhhhhh! YOU ARE NEVER 
TOUCHING ME AGAIN!” As her energy abated, she dropped against the pillow. 
“That’s it. That’s it. I can’t push anymore.” 

“Sure you can, love,” Alessandro assured her. 



“Just two more, and the baby’s here; come on, Bree,” Alex urged. 

“Two more and I promise not to name the baby Bernardo,” Alessandro smiled. 

That gave her a fresh burst of anger fuelled energy, and she cursed Bernardo 
through her next push. 

Alessandro bounced on his feet. “He’s almost here!” 

“It’s a boy?” Bree asked. 

Alessandro tilted his head. “I can’t quite tell yet. But I say that’s a masculine head 
if I’ve ever seen one.” 

“I’m sure that won’t give our daughter any self-esteem problems at- God!” Bree 
gritted her teeth as another contraction seized her. 

“Last one, Bree, come on,” Alex urged. 

Bree took a deep breath and gathered a last burst of energy from some reserve she 
didn’t know she possessed. She felt her body expand, expel and then deflate in one 
convulsing motion. 

“There we go, darling. There we go,” Alessandro cried out with her. 

Her entire body trembled, and Alessandro helped her by holding one leg as Alex 
held the other and then, nothing. No sound but her own hoarse, tired breathing. 

Alessandro raised his arms. “It’s a boy!” He jumped and clamped his hands over 
his mouth. “It’s a fucking, beautiful little boy!” 

“But why is it so quiet? What’s wrong?” Bree demanded. When Will was born, he 
came out screaming like a banshee. 

“No worries,” Alex promised. He turned the baby around and began to clear out 
his mouth and nose, slapping his bottom. 

And then there it was. Bree’s eyes filled with tears as the sweet sound of her baby 
filled the room. 

“Care to give your son to its mother, Alessandro?” Alex asked, handing him the 
baby. 

**** 



She marvelled at how quiet he was, such the opposite of his older brother. Bree 
found herself waking up even when she didn’t have to breastfeed (which Alessandro 
begged to be allowed to watch), to make sure that her baby boy was still breathing. Most 
of the time he slept, but once, she caught him with his eyes open. Not fussing. Not crying, 
just staring out at the world through the tiny glass incubator, his dark Dardano eyes 
taking it all in. 

He was smaller than Will had been too, at only eight months. Alex kept him in an 
incubator, and the Dardano power held enough sway that when Bree pleaded with him to 
let the baby stay in the room with her, Alessandro made it happen. Alex assured her 
everything was all right, but because he had been born early, they would keep a close eye 
on him. 

Alessandro assured her that the baby was a Dardano. He was strong. A fighter. 
There was nothing to worry about. 

Once, Bree woke to find Alessandro in front of the incubator running one finger 
over the shock of pitch black hair that stood almost comically on end. 

Alessandro’s face held its expression of awe for most of the night as he watched 
Bree tend to the baby. 

“Does that hurt?” he asked, his voice a whisper as he watched the baby suck on 
her breast. 

“Sometimes, if he goes after it pretty enthusiastically. But even then, it’s not too 
bad. Mostly just feels weird. Wonderful and weird,” she replied with a smile. 

“I was thinking of a name for him. There was this old Italian man who owned this 
vineyard in Paris. Married to a French woman for forty years, and they always had a 
house full of people at all times; children, grandchildren, a few great grandchildren. Lots 
of noise. Some of my happiest childhood memories were summers spent at that vineyard. 
Gianni was his name. One of his sons did business with my father. He took me into the 
fold, treating me like one of his own. Worked me like one of his own too,” Alessandro 
said with a small smile. 

“How old were you?” Bree asked, laying back with the baby at her breast. The 
room felt still around them. As if the entire world had stopped. 

“Nine when I started vacationing there, if you could call it that. I try to go back as 
often as I can, even though Gianni and his wife are both gone now. He’d work alongside 
me in the field sometimes; he liked to chat as he worked. He’d tell me to never forget 
who I was and to never forget that my name was just a part of that. A man was more than 



his name. A man was who he was in his soul and that who he is was never set in stone. 
He didn’t believe in absolutes. Nothing was certain but death, and that was the only time 
a man stopped changing. He would say; ‘I am not the man I was yesterday. And I will not 
be the same man tomorrow.’ He believed that any man who thought his convictions were 
the things that made him a man was a fool because those could change on a dime, and 
then where would he be? “ 

“I like that,” Bree admitted. “It’s like…it’s never too late to change.” Her eyes 
met his, and she hoped he understood that she meant it for him as well as for herself. She 
wanted Alessandro to give in to the good she knew was in him and leave the Dardano 
family behind. 

“I forgot about that. I feel rather ashamed of it now. Because of the things I’ve 
done. Then I was looking at this tiny creature here, and you’re going to think I’m mad 
but…every time I look at him, he looks different to me. He’s the same boy, but 
something in him is always changing. It’s not a physical thing that I can explain to you, 
but it’s…like…I don’t know,” Alessandro said shrugging and lowering his head. He sat 
on the bed next to her and stared at the incubator. The baby’s eyes were open, staring 
back, blinking slowly, sleepily. 

“You’re seeing him become a person. Like all the parts of him are coming 
together and making this tiny person’s soul. He was one person in here,” Bree pointed to 
her stomach. “And now he’s changing on the outside so he can be a part of the world.” 

“That’s it,” Alessandro nodded. “He’s a part of the world now. My world, in a 
completely different way than when he was inside of you. It’s like having two sons and 
watching them become one as a slow minute by minute process. He’s never going to stop 
changing. What he thinks and feels now is not going to be what he thinks and feels 
tomorrow or fifty years from now.” 

“It’s the same for you,” Bree said, closing her fingers over his on the bed.  

“I don’t want to forget that again, Brianna. I don’t ever want to forget that I can 
change.” 

He looked so earnest that Bree couldn’t help bringing his hand to her lips. “Then 
don’t,” 

Alessandro leaned forward and when she thought he was going to kiss her, he 
simply pressed his mouth to her forehead. At her raised eyebrow, he smiled. “Don’t want 
to start something you can’t finish,” he explained, making her laugh. “It means ‘God is 



gracious’,” he explained. “I’m sure if anyone would be in need of that graciousness, it’s 
me.” 

“Gianni Dardano,” Bree rolled the name over on her tongue and in her mind. The 
baby’s eyes flickered open again, regarding her seriously before flickering shut. 

Yes, that’s who I am. 

Bree nodded to Alessandro. “That’s his name.” 

“Want to know something else?” Alessandro asked, as if uncertain of sharing this 
open, unaffected part of himself. Somehow it was okay to speak of this stuff from inside 
their hearts. No judgement in this quiet stillness. 

It reminded her of the abandoned house. 

“Every time I look at him, I love him more. It frightens me how much I love him, 
Brianna. I would quite literally cut off my own arm to protect him. The closest I ever got 
to that unselfish emotion is my love for you.” 

Bree blinked, blushing and glad he couldn’t see it too much in the dim room. 

“I didn’t think I could love you more than when we were strangers to each other, 
then when I found out you were carrying my child, then when watching you carry him, 
then now. I feel so full of what I feel for you, Brianna. I wonder how there can be room 
for anything else, but then I look at our sons and I’m just as full of love for them. I didn’t 
think that was possible.” 

“I don’t think people are the only ones that change. Love does too,” Bree wound 
her fingers through his, her eyes blurring slightly with emotion and lack of sleep. 

“So I’m going to love you more tomorrow?” Alessandro asked. 

“I know I am.” 



Chapter Thirty One 

“Talk, baby! Talk!” Will demanded, peering down at the baby in the incubator. Gianni’s 
tiny brows furrowed at the loud voice, and he blew a spit bubble. 

“He don’ say nutting,” Will said looking back at Bree. 

“He’s too small. He hasn’t learned to talk yet,” she explained as she got to her feet 
with a groan. 

“You have to learn dat? I don’ learn. I just talk,” Will pointed out. He looked back 
into the incubator. “Open your mouf like dis, Gianni.” He opened and closed his mouth, 
looking more like a gaping fish than a speech teacher. 

“You sure did have to learn,” Bree reminded him. “And you’re still learning,” 

Will looked back skeptically at his mother. “Can I hold him?” 

Bree hesitated but then looked at the chair by her bed. “For just a second. Sit 
down over here.” She pointed to the chair. 

Will gave her an excited smile and rushed to climb onto the chair. Bree picked 
Gianni up. “Now you have to be very, very careful. Hold out your arms. Careful with his 
head.” 

“He vewwy hot,” Will remarked. “And vewwy small. Hi Gianni. My name is 
William Donovan. I’m your big brudder.” 

Gianni yawned. 

Bree felt tears spring to her eyes watching them. She crouched down and kept her 
arms under Will’s to make sure he didn’t drop Gianni. 

A knock on the door made her turn. Angela smiled at her. 

“Gammy, look! I holdinged da baby!” Will exclaimed. 

“Yes, I can see that,” Angela said softly. She moved her gaze to Bree. “How are 
you doing?” 



“Tired. Sore.” Bree took the baby from Will. 

“Where’s Alessandro?” Angela asked, the smile fading. 

Bree bit her lip and turned away, focusing on getting Gianni ready for home. 

“He’s gone to fill out some of the paperwork.” 

Angela nodded. “And so he’ll be driving you home?” 

“That’s right.” Bree said, bracing herself. 

“Well, we were just wondering if you wanted a ride to the pub. We’re all meeting 
there for dinner, and we were hoping you could bring the baby by.” 

“Mmm,” Bree said simply. “And is Alessandro welcome to come too?” Angela 
said nothing, and Bree gave a bitter laugh. “Right. Maybe some other time, okay?” 

“Bree, we want you to-“ 

“Mom, I really don’t have the energy to fight with you. Alessandro is Gianni’s 
father. Accept it or don’t, but facts are facts.” 

“Gianni?” Angela asked. “That’s a very…Italian name.” 

“I had no idea you were such a racist, mom,” Bree said, shaking her head. “Gianni 
was an old friend of Alessandro’s,” 

“Oh, of that I have no doubt.” 

“No, ‘old’ as in an old man. A very good, kind, old man.” 

“So what’s the plan now, Bree? How much of a part of Gianni’s life are you 
gonna let Alessandro be?” 

Bree closed her eyes and shook her head. Really. Why did she even bother? 
Thankfully she was stopped from having to reply by Meggie who knocked on the open 
door. 

“Morning, new mommy,” 

“Oh, thank God,” Bree mumbled under her breath. “Mom, I promise I’ll be by 
with the baby once we get settled in.” 

“We?” Angela asked. 



“Mom! Would you let it go, please?” She burst. 

“Bree, I am not about to apologize for worrying about you,” Angela reached out 
and stroked a lock of Bree’s hair. “If you insist on being involved with the Dardanos you 
have to realize the kind of danger you’re exposing your children to, not to mention 
yourself. I will not let my little girl be harmed in anyway. Whether she wants me to butt 
in or not,” 

Bree sighed and shrugged. “What does it matter what I say or what I do? You’re 
gonna find some way to find fault with it or turn it into me not caring about the safety of 
my children, when you know that I would give up my life for them,” 

“I don’t want you to give up your life for them, baby girl. That’s why I’m so 
terrified for you,” 

Bree squeezed her eyes shut and then smiled at Meggie. “Come on in. Just 
business as usual around here,” 

“Hi, Angela,” Meggie said cautiously. 

“Meggie,” Angela nodded. “Is there any chance you can try and talk some sense 
into my daughter?” 

“Is there any chance you think it would work?” Meggie asked wryly. 

Angela sighed and left them alone. 

“Wow. And I thought my mom was a handful. Not saying she’s wrong, mind you, 
but still. I’m glad I’m not you,” 

“Thanks,” Bree said dryly. 

“Now let me have a look at this precious little sweetheart. Oh, would you look at 
him? Can I?” Meggie asked extending her arms. 

Bree eased Gianni into her embrace. 

“Auntie, I here too you know!” Will insisted. 

Meggie pretended to gasp in surprise. “You are? Well, I had no idea. What’s your 
name again?” 

Will scowled. “Dat’s nod funny, Auntie.” 



“Well, it’s a little funny,” Meggie said leaning down. “Now give me some sugar.” 

“You don’ get no sugar.” He turned his face away. 

“Oh yeah?” Meggie asked. She nuzzled his neck, blowing raspberries against his 
skin and making him giggle. “You know you’re my favourite, kiddo.” Meggie got up and 
turned to Bree. "So what’s the plan now? You and Alessandro gonna play house?” 

Bree sighed. 

“Easy, no mommy-ing. I’m just wondering because Arturo is still out there and if 
he finds out you’re back in New York City…” 

“I wan’ Alessandro to live wif us again,” Will insisted. “Den Arturo no come 
back.” 

“Yes, I know you do, Will.” 

“It certainly would make things easier,” Meggie pointed out. 

“Right. And you wouldn’t mind?” Bree asked. 

“Me? Why should I care?” 

“Well, because of Michael,” she pointed out. 

“Bree, my brother is gone. You have to live your life for you. To hell with what 
anyone else thinks.” 

“Alessandro calls them his sons,” Bree said quietly, leaning back onto the bed. 
“Both Gianni and Will.” 

Meggie slowly nodded. “I see what you mean.” She turned to Will. “Sweetie, can 
I ask you something?” 

Will looked up expectantly. 

“Do you think of Alessandro as your daddy?” 

“Uh huh,” Will nodded. 

“And how do you think of Michael?” 

“He my first daddy dat went to hev’n. Alessandro my daddy here.” 



Meggie turned to Bree. “There’s your answer then. If he can see them as both, 
he’s the only one that matters.” 

“I wish I could remember that when my family is looking at me like I’m the 
whore of Babylon. But,” Bree shook her head. “Never mind. How’s Kevin Hadley doing? 
Last I heard Arturo had attacked him trying to get info on where we were. He’s okay, 
right?” 

Meggie nodded quickly. “He’s doing really good,” she smiled. 

There was something in her smile that gave Bree pause. “Are you blushing, 
Meggie Donovan?” 

* * * * 

“I know something you don’t know,” Bree said in a sing song voice as she and 
Alessandro worked on what was to be Gianni’s nursery. 

“Why you wouldn’t let me hire a decorator to do this?” he asked from underneath 
a wide sheet of wallpaper that covered his head. 

Bree sighed. “Because it’s more fun if we do it ourselves.” She reached over and 
pulled the paper off his head. 

“On many subjects, I would agree with you, darling. This one, however, is not one 
of them,” Alessandro said, swearing when his black sock hit the edge of the white paint 
tray on the floor. 

“Hey, you’re the one that wanted to help. I was perfectly okay with doing this by 
myself.” 

“Well that would hardly be fair, would it?” he insisted. “I was the one who 
suggested changing this room into a nursery in the first place. 

“That is true,” Bree pointed out, scratching the end of her nose. 

Alessandro smiled, and Bree clucked her tongue, realizing she’d just smudged 
paint onto it. 

“So tell me what you know,” he said, grabbing a rag and wiping the paint off 
quickly. 

Bree smiled excitedly. “Guess who’s going out?” 



Alessandro rolled his eyes. “Oh, I see, I’ve stepped into an episode of that Sarah 
Michelle Parker City something-or-other show. Who?” 

“Meggie and your pal Hadley,” 

Alessandro stared at her. “Megan and Kevin Hadley?” 

“Yeah. Isn’t that hilarious?” she asked, reaching across him for the boat stencils.” 

“Ha. Ha,” he remarked with a grimace. 

“What?” 

“I would just imagine that your friend Meggie would have better sense than to fall 
for that playboy’s charms,” 

Bree snorted, trying not to laugh. 

“What’s so funny?” 

“I’m sorry but have you ever looked into one of those big shiny things called a 
mirror?” she asked climbing up onto the step ladder. “Besides, I think you’re just mad 
because he made you spend a million dollars on me. 

“Yeah, that’s it,” Alessandro nodded. “What a waste of money,” 

Bree threw a turpentine soaked sponge at him. 

He looked up at her, scrunching up his nose and placing the sponge in the bucket. 
“For your information, I am a completely reformed rake, miss.” 

“Well, I hope not completely,” she tossed back saucily over her shoulder. She 
reached for the top of the ladder, but her grip slipped and she gave a cry as she fell 
backwards, luckily into Alessandro’s arms. She gasped dramatically. “My hero!” 

Alessandro cupped the back of her head and dropped a soft kiss across her lips, 
making her sigh. “There may just be something to this whole home decorating thing,” 

Bree smiled and burrowed closer to deepen the kiss. Her tongue met his softly, 
easily and when she pulled back, both of them were breathing a little heavily. 

“Four weeks,” she sighed. 

“Twenty eight days,” Alessandro whispered, nuzzling her neck, a hand moving 
down to her full, straining breast. 



“Forty three thousand two hundred minutes,” 

Alessandro pulled back in surprise. 

“I found a calculator in my night table at the hospital,” Bree explained with a grin 
as Alessandro set her down on the floor. 

She kept her arms around his neck. “Alessandro, I was thinking…” 

“Believe me, so was I,” he grumbled. 

“No...um. I was wondering if you maybe wanted to move in here,” 

He stopped, his eyes lighting up first before his smile followed. “Are you 
serious?” 

Bree nodded. 

“Oh, darling. I would love to!” He picked her up and spun her around the room. 
She clutched his shoulders, carried away by his happiness. 

“Wait, Alessandro. I’m not saying yes to that question you asked me before, you 
get that, right?” Bree asked cautiously. 

“About marrying me?” 

“Right, this is just…well, I’m not saying no either, but…Are you okay with us 
just taking things slow for now? I’m not quite sure what the right thing is to do here. I 
just know that…I love you.” She shrugged. “Let me get used to admitting that out loud 
for a while, huh?” 

Alessandro looped a lock of her ponytail around his finger. “You know what I 
want Brianna. Us as a family, officially and forever. But I promised you that I would try 
and change, and I will. That means learning to be patient.” 

Bree leaned in and ran her mouth down along his jaw, slightly stubbly as he 
hadn’t shaved that morning. He was taking her maternity months off with her and doing 
all his Dardano Enterprises business from home. He told her he didn’t want to miss a 
second of their son’s first experiences. 

“You know what else I was thinking?” Bree asked, running her fingers down his 
chest to the waistband of his jeans. 

“Mmm,” he asked. “That you want me to nail something?” 



The double entendre was as unexpected as it was, sadly, unintentional. Bree 
couldn’t help bursting out laughing. 

He blinked and then gave her a rueful smile. “Well, all in good time, I hope.” 

“I was thinking that my grandmother won’t be back with Will and the baby for 
another couple of hours and while we can’t do anything for me yet,” she lowered her 
voice considerably so that it matched the lustfulness in her eyes as her hands dipped past 
his waist band down to the warmth beneath. “That doesn’t mean we can’t do anything for 
you,” 

His eyes flared hungrily as she pulled him away from the nursery and into her 
bedroom. Closing the door behind her, Bree got down on her knees and unzipped his 
jeans. 

* * * * 

“Alessandro Dardano, are you afraid of my grandpa?” Bree asked, amused as she 
watched Alessandro’s steps slow the closer they got to the pub. 

He held the baby’s car seat and waited for Will to run ahead and open the door. 
Bree pressed herself against it to let him in. 

“I wouldn’t put it past either of your grandparents to throw their clam chowder at 
me as soon as I walked through the door,” Alessandro said. 

“Relax, my grandma is too much of a lady to throw clam chowder at you.” 

“And your grandfather?” Alessandro asked. 

Bree simply smiled at him. “If I have to deal with Bernardo, you have to deal with 
my family.” She had deliberately picked lunch on a weekday, hoping that all her other 
relatives were at work. There was only so much ‘O’Reiley’ a person could take. 

The lunch crowd was thankfully O’Reiley-less except for her grandparents and 
Max and Beth who were the least anti-Alessandro O’Reileys besides herself. 

The young man waved at them and came around the counter. “Let me have a look 
at the snot machine,” Max said extending his arms for the baby. 

Alessandro pulled Gianni out of the seat and eased him into Max’s embrace. 
“Watch his head." 



“Max, I wan a mik shake,” Will said grabbing his hand and leading him back to 
the counter. 

“You’re having apple juice!” Bree called out. 

“Bree, hello there, darlin’,” Joe said, coming out from the kitchen. “Alessandro,” 
He added with considerably less enthusiasm. 

“Sir,” Alessandro said. 

“Grandpa. Wanna hold the baby?” Bree asked now taking him from Beth and then 
pointing the cute baby at her scowling grandfather. His face instantly changed. 

“Ah, hello there, wee one. And how are we today, then?” he asked, looking down 
at Gianni with a smile. “What’ll ye be havin?” 

“Clam chowder?” Bree asked, unable to stop a giggle as she imagined Alessandro 
scowling behind her. 

“Alessandro?” Joe asked. 

“Just a club sandwich. Thank you,” 

“The mother of my child is such a comedienne,” Alessandro murmured behind 
her as Joe handed Gianni back to Bree and turned to get their orders. 

“I’m glad ye came by." Joe said sitting next to Will across from them in the booth. 

“How have you been doing, Grandpa?” Bree asked. “I didn’t mean to dredge up 
all those terrible memories for you. I just…If there’s any way to stop the violence 
between our families-” 

“I understand, lovey. Don’t ye worry yerself about me. Ye have plenty enough to 
worry about with the new one. I only wish I could have been more help.”  

Would she and Alessandro end up like Francesca and Adriano? Were they 
doomed? 

Or were they a chance to fix the past? A second chance to get it right? 

Bree’s mouth was dry, and she looked at Alessandro with wide eyes. “Are we 
supposed to fix this somehow?” 



“I didn’t want you to know about this because I knew that you would feel pressure 
to do something. Yer not responsible for the actions of your ancestors. Neither of ye are,” 
Joe said looking at Alessandro. 

Bree appreciated him including Alessandro in the statement. 

“Are we supposed to figure it out?” Bree asked. 

“Figure what out?” Alessandro asked. 

“How to end this vendetta,” 

Alessandro sat back against the leather of his seat. “Well, one would assume the 
fact that we are together would help bring our families together,” 

“We have to figure out what happened. I mean, what really happened,” Bree said, 
the uneasy plan forming in her mind. 

“I told ye what happened,” Joe explained. 

“You told us how it started, not how to end it. And, don’t take this the wrong way, 
but you were just a kid, grandpa. There has to be more to it than what you understood 
back then.” 

“We have to figure out if there’s something you might have missed. And the only 
way to do that-“Bree offered, biting her thumbnail. 

“Is to go to Ireland,” Alessandro said, concluding her thought. 

Bree turned to him and gave him an uneasy nod. She had no idea if they were 
gonna make things better or worse, but she had to know for herself what Francesca had 
gone through, where she lived and why she made the decisions she had. If she could find 
out more about the ill-fated romance between Francesca and Adriano, maybe she and 
Alessandro could avoid a similar, miserable ending. 

 

The End 



Coming Soon 

Blood Vows Book 2: The Betrayal 

Brianna and Alessandro are in Ireland to uncover the truth about the love between 
their ancestors Franscesca and Adriano, a love that is at the center of a vendetta that has 
raged between rival mob families the Dardano's and O'Reiley's for over fifty years. 

When they return to New York, it is with the certainty that the only way to end 
the vendetta is to bring their two families together. Brianna and Alessandro marry, 
determined that their love will flourish despite the animosity that still reigns between 
their families.  

But it quickly becomes evident that neither branch of the O'Reiley and Dardano 
family is willing to accept this attempt to end the vendetta. Brianna and Alessandro find 
their loyalties more divided than ever before as those they love conspire around them, 
leading to a shocking betrayal that could destroy their love forever. 

And still, the violent specter of Arturo Dardano, the younger Dardano brother, 
determined to seize power away from his brother, remains. 



Excerpt from Blood Vows Book 2: The Betrayal  

Wrong! Bree kicked the shoe off and it went flying across the room. Alessandro 
opened the bedroom door and caught the black open toed shoe as it came soaring towards 
him, narrowly missing his head.  

“Nice catch, daddy,” Will giggled. 

“Oooh, mommy, you look shiny.” 

Bree patted her red satin dress. “Thanks, sweetie. Has Vanessa dressed Gianni, 
yet?” 

“Yep, he looks like he belongs on the top of a wedding cake,” he snorted.  

“As do I.” He slid a hand down his chest, covered by black linen shirt and black 
sport jacket. 

 “Where’s your tie?” Bree asked. 

“I hid it,” he grinned. She moved towards him quickly, her stomach a bundle of 
nerves and she fixed his collar.  

“Well, that’s okay. You look better like this, more casual. This isn’t one of your 
father’s grand balls.” She took a quick sniff of his spicy cologne.  

“Mmm, I like it.” 

“Do dat mean I can wear my runny shoes?” Will asked. 

“No, it ‘do’ not,” Bree insisted. 

“JesusmarriedJoseph,” he grumbled turning away back out into the hallway.  

“Wait, wait. Let me look at your hair. You need a haircut. You’re going to look 
like a dark haired Orphan Annie soon. Alessandro, can you run a tiny bit of moose 
through his curls, please?” 

 “Mommy, dat’s a girl!” Will protested, patting his hair. 



“Brianna, darling, calm down.” Alessandro held her shoulders.  

“I can’t, Alessandro. Tonight has to go off without a hitch.” Alessandro rubbed 
the back of his neck. “I don’t know, sweetheart. Perhaps we should postpone tonight’s 
opening.” Bree stared at him.  

“Are you trying to give me a stroke?” She reached into the closet and pulled out 
more shoes.  

“I’m only unsure about our security tonight. Will, do me a favour and go see if 
Gianni and Vanessa are ready,” Alessandro said.  

“Okie. And I nod wearing no mooses on my head, mommy.” Will scowled and 
left.  

“What are you talking about, Alessandro? I think you and my father have every 
bodyguard in New York watching the club tonight. Arturo and his men aren’t getting 
anywhere near us.” 

“I’d feel better if we were staying home. You could send someone in your place, 
like a representative,” Alessandro said. 

“Oh, so it’s okay if someone else dies?” Bree asked shaking her head.  

“As opposed to my wife and children? I hope that was a rhetorical question,” 
Alessandro scowled.  

“Alessandro, come on. We can’t spend the rest of our lives hiding from Arturo. 
That’s no way to live. I know that you’ll keep us safe from him. I know it,” Bree took a 
moment to wrap her arms around his waist. 

 “Well, I’m glad you have faith in me but I’m still not comfortable about this,” he 
grumbled. “Knowing that son of a bitch is out there.” 

“We can’t live our entire lives in hiding. You know what could help ease your 
stress?” Bree asked, smiling up at him. 

“Mmm?” he asked cocking an eyebrow.  

“Help me pick out shoes,” she pleaded and rushed to the bed where she had 
dumped her wide array of heels. 

**** 



“Hi. I’d like to welcome you all to the opening of Adresca. I really couldn’t have 
done this without the help of my family and friends. I only hope I can keep that family 
tradition alive by dedicating this place to the head of both branches of the Dardano and 
O'Reiley family trees, Adriano and Francesca. Thank you to Don and his band for 
agreeing to play for us tonight. I hope everyone has an awesome time!” Bree said 
stepping off the stage to applause, less than enthusiastic from the O'Reileys specifically, 
but really, Bree didn’t care. She’d only invited them to show people that she was the one 
making the effort. Brian and Beth were there and the rest of the O'Reiley brood followed 
out of curiosity.  

The music started up and Bree looked around for Alessandro. She saw Vanessa 
over by the bar feeding Gianni juice from a straw.  

“Have you seen my husband?” Bree asked.  

Vanessa nodded. “He’s outside talking to the security guys."  

Bree sighed. “I wish he would just let them do their job and relax.” She walked up 
to her brother, who was holding Will now. 

“How are you doing, huh?” Bree asked him.  

“I’m all right. I wanted to be here for you,” he leaned in and kissed her cheek. “I 
see mom’s here. Have you talked to her?” Bree turned to look at Angela.  

“Yeah, she was telling me about her therapy sessions and how she only has a few 
more to go to fulfill the terms of her probation.” 

“That was a good thing, Alessandro did for her,” Brian said.  

“Yeah well, Alessandro’s a good guy. I just wish everyone else could see that.” 

“They will soon. Give them time,” Brian said, hugging her. “This place looks 
awesome. I’m gonna go say hi to Colin. I’ll see you later, buddy,” he said, kissing Will’s 
cheeks and setting him on the floor. Alessandro wrapped an arm around her waist and 
nuzzled her neck. 

 “Hey, there you are. I was beginning to forget what my husband looked like,” 
Bree said.  

“My wife, the comedienne,” Alessandro said.  

“Mommy. I gonna go get some juice,” Will said.  



“Is it all clear outside?” Bree asked.  

Alessandro grumbled. “Two of the guards never showed up. I don’t like it.” 

“Oh so we’re down to ninety-eight guards instead of a hundred?” Bree 
exaggerated. 

“Brianna, you can think I’m going overboard but until Arturo is dead, I’ll gladly 
go overboard, all right?” He kissed her forehead and smoothed a hand over her shoulder, 
brushing it with his fingers.  

“Fine, but just don’t keep skulking around in dark corners or I’ll be forced to find 
some other hunky guy to enter…” her voice trailed off as her attention moved from Will 
taking his juice from the bartender to the glass behind the bartender. There were red dots 
on the glass. Alessandro brushed her shoulder again and Bree followed a row of red dots 
from the glass mirror to the wall.  

Some of the red dots danced over the guests and as an icy cloak of understanding 
fell over Bree, it seemed to grip Alessandro as well. Then she turned to face him and 
there were red dots on his chest, as well as her shoulder, which he had been brushing, 
thinking it was a speck of dust.  

“GET DOWN!” he screamed to everyone grabbing Bree by the waist and 
throwing her down while and trying to be heard over the music. Chaos erupted as gun fire 
drowned out the sound of music and people fell screaming on top of each other as pieces 
of the wall and glass from the doors and the mirrors rained down on them.  

The gunfire raged on and on for what seemed like an eternity.  
Then there was silence. 
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Chapter One 

She couldn’t seem to cry. Bree O’Reiley Donovan watched as they lowered her dead 
husband's casket into the ground and though she felt like doing nothing more than 
pitching herself forward in after him, her eyes stayed dry. Her mother, Angela, called it 
shock. But it had been less than a week since Michael had died after one of Bernardo 
Dardano’s henchmen cut the brakes on his car. Shouldn’t the shock have worn off by 
now? 

At the time, she’d cried. She’d wailed. She’d felt as if she were being ripped apart 
inside. She’d cursed the Dardanos and vowed to destroy them. 

And now, Bree felt…nothing. She watched with an air of detachment as their four 
year old son, Will, stepped forward and looked down at the coffin, now resting at the 
bottom of the hole. 

Bree’s sister, Beth, moved close and pulled Will back. The boy turned and looked 
up at his mother with small brown eyes. His father’s eyes. 

“Mommy? We see daddy ‘fore he go in hev’n?” 

Bree blinked and stared down at her son. His cheeks were rosy from the cold. Was 
it cold? She opened her mouth to answer and realized she had no answers because 
nothing made sense anymore. 

Bree had lived most of her teen years selfishly, the spoiled middle daughter of the 
O'Reiley mob family, without thought for how her actions affected others. She’d been a 
wild child and Michael, a calming influence, had come in and stolen her heart. She’d 
finally gotten it right. She’d changed. She liked to think of herself as a better person now. 
Yet what did that matter in the end? Bree had lost everything in the end anyway. No, not 
everything, a small internal voice told her.  She reached out and clutched Will to her. 

The priest was talking, praising Michael’s virtues. He would have gotten a kick 
out of that. Bree absently ran her fingers through Will’s dark hair as she listened without 
hearing. 

And then it was over. Her father, John, was walking towards her and slipped an 
arm around her. “Come on, sweetie. Let’s go to the pub and get something to eat. How’s 
that sound?” 



She nodded, reaching up and holding on to the hand that was draped around her 
shoulder. Bree turned in towards him, needing his warmth, needing to feel something 
beyond this cold emptiness in the pit of her stomach. 

“Hey, little man,” John swung Will up into his arms. 

Bree gave him a silent ‘thank you,’ and walked alongside her father, past the 
bodyguards that had been a lifelong presence in her life. They kept the few reporters that 
were stupid enough to try and infiltrate this private moment at bay. 

As she slipped into her father’s Jaguar, she couldn’t help looking back at the 
freshly dug grave waiting for its shiny new tombstone. Michael Donovan. Beloved son. 
Beloved father. Beloved brother. Beloved. 

“I’m so proud of you, sweetie,” her father said once he got in on the driver’s side 
and started the car. 

She looked over at him in surprise. “Why?” 

“The way you’ve been holding yourself together for Will’s sake. You’ve been 
very strong throughout this whole ordeal. I just want you to know that nobody is going to 
blame you if you need a shoulder to cry on,” her father assured her. 

“Strong, huh?” Bree said wryly. “What if I told you that what you call being 
strong, I call…” She sighed and stared out the window as they made their way onto the 
road behind the other funeral marked cars. “I don’t even know what to call it, daddy. I 
just feel…nothing. Like a switch flipped off inside, you know?” 

“Yeah, I know,” John reached over and took her hand, his brown eyes warm. “But 
you listen to me, honey. We’re here for you. Whenever you need us.” 

Bree nodded. “I know,” 

As the day wore on, Bree realized that was the problem. As she went through the 
motions of fielding condolences from the hundreds of neighborhood friends and members 
of the other crime families in New York, she felt an unrest building in her. God help her, 
she felt crowded. She felt buried under the weight of everyone’s sympathy, and her 
detached feeling was giving way to the most overwhelming urge to scream bloody 
murder and tell everyone to get the hell out and leave her alone. 

But that would be selfish. And the new Bree wasn’t selfish anymore. Bree dug her 
nails into her palms as she wrapped her arms around Will, who was drifting off in her 
arms. The fish on her plate had long since gotten cold. 



“Here, honey. Let me take him and put him in the back,” her aunt Keira offered, 
reaching for Will. She was a petite woman with dark hair and violet eyes. She was 
married to Bree's Uncle Jack. 

Bree recoiled for a second. No, he’s all I have left! But she blinked and forced 
herself to lift her sleeping son into Keira’s arms. 

She caught sight of Mary, Michael’s mother, sitting in the corner weeping, 
leaning on Michael’s younger brother Charlie’s shoulder. 

It’s my fault. It’s my fault he’s dead. It’s my fault. Bree couldn’t breathe. She had 
to get out of there right now. She turned and rushed into the kitchen, out past the exit and 
back into the snow. 

She stood outside shaking as her mother came out to find her. “Charlie is driving 
his mother home,” she explained. 

Bree said nothing for a moment, just stared out and watched the moon turn the 
snow into blue silver. "If Michael hadn’t been married to me, he would still be alive-“ 

“Honey, no. Don’t do this to yourself,” 

“You’re right. I can’t do this anymore,” Bree said, sagging against the wall of 
brown stone, emotionally and physically exhausted. “I can’t…I need to get out of here.” 

“Sure, I’ll drive you home. We don’t want to wake Will, and I’m sure your 
grandfather wouldn’t mind staying with him for the night.” 

“No, mom. No. I mean out of here, out of town. At least for a few days,” 

“But Bree you should be with your family. I don’t feel comfortable with you 
going off somewhere when you’ve just had such a terrible loss. Besides, Christmas is the 
day after tomorrow. We’re going to try and keep something of the holiday for the kid’s 
sake. Plus the weather report-” 

“Mom, you’re not listening to me. I feel like I can’t breathe. Everywhere I look 
there’s someone who wants to tell me how sorry they are or share some memories of 
Michael, and I just want to forget.” 

“I understand this is painful for-“ 

“I’m begging you, ma. Stop,” Bree pleaded. She didn’t want to be mean, but she 
felt like many times when she spoke to her mother, she was speaking to a brick wall. 



Her mother was a fixer. Bree didn’t want to be fixed. She wanted to run and just 
keep running and if she couldn’t do that forever, then she would at least do it for a few 
days. 

“I’m thinking of just taking a few days off. Maybe going up to the family cabin or 
something. I just see him everywhere here, mom. I know you don’t understand-“ 

Angela took her hand and gave her a small smile. “It’s all right, baby girl. 
Whatever you need.” 

Bree stared at her mother in surprise, but she squeezed her hand gratefully. “But 
you’re right. Will shouldn’t have to miss out on Christmas. Do you think you could 
watch him for a few days until I come back?” 

“Yeah, I can do that,” 

Bree breathed a sigh of relief and thanked her parents. They made her promise to 
call them when she got to the cabin, and Bree assured them that she would. 

Her body felt a little lighter as she pulled out onto the highway in her own car, a 
sleek, navy blue Mercedes Benz. Every mile she drove was another mile further away 
from Michael and the loss of him. Relief took the edge off her pain a little, though her 
grief didn’t seem to abate any. 

As her walls slowly started to crumble, the tears started falling, and Bree let them 
come. She gripped the steering wheel and let her sobs break through that numb fog that 
had settled over her the past few days. 

Her body jerked as the car beneath her slid sharply to the left, the wheels losing 
grip on an ice patch and skidding onto the opposite side of the road. She remembered 
tensing her body for the collision as she saw headlights coming towards her. 

And then Bree remembered no more.  

* * * * 

She regained consciousness to the shrill sound of her car horn and the feeling of 
the side of her face cushioned against the cold surface of the airbag. And a faint dripping 
sound, like water trickling from a faucet. She shook her head trying to clear it, but that 
sent a sharp pain splitting across her forehead. 

“Okay. Don’t do that again,” she groaned, trying to blink the blurriness from her 
eyes. Slowly pulling herself back, Bree took mental inventory of any broken bones or 



cuts. Besides one bitch of a headache, she wasn’t gushing blood anywhere, so she figured 
she was pretty okay. Then she remembered the other car and risked shifting her body 
over the airbag to try and see the other person’s condition. She couldn’t see much beyond 
one wheel, which meant it was up in the air. The person’s car had flipped over. Heavy 
snow was falling, and Bree shivered in her seat. Her fingers felt numb, and she wondered 
how long she’d been out. 

And again, there was that ever present dripping sound. Bree reached for the 
handle of the door and noticed that the side of her car was pushed in, the handle sharp 
against her hip. “Goddammit,” she swore. She tried rolling down the window, but the 
handle was jammed. Bree struggled to her back and tried to lift her feet to prop them 
against the window. Taking a deep breath, she put all her energy into kicking the glass. It 
took her a few tries to get the right amount of leverage, but she finally felt the satisfying 
crunch of glass shattering and kicked the jagged edges free. To protect herself as she 
shimmied out, she draped her coat over the edge of the door. She hit the ground with a 
painful thud, there not being enough snow yet to cushion her fall. 

And that’s when she noticed it. There was smoke billowing out the front of her 
car. Bree struggled to her feet and hobbled over to the other car. She had to get down on 
her knees again as the roof of the expensive looking sports car was at her feet. 

The driver was hanging upside down, strapped in. A man, about her age, with 
dark hair, but she couldn’t make out much else. “Hey,” she tapped on the window trying 
to get his attention. “Are you okay?” 

Sure. He was strapped upside down in an overpriced tin can that…”Oh God,” 
Bree gasped when she saw the flames beginning to flicker out the top/bottom of his car. 
And then she found the source of the dripping sound. Gas. “Oh, holy crap. Okay. Hey in 
there! Hey!” Bree cried, banging on the window. He stirred, but otherwise didn’t move. 

She grabbed her jacket and debated risking cutting him by smashing in the 
window or taking the chance that he wouldn’t go up like the fourth of July when gas 
touched fire. 

Right. Bree buffered her foot with her jacket, took a deep breath and braced 
herself for the pain of bone meeting glass. Her entire leg jarred painfully, but she 
managed to bust the window open, sending a shower of glass against the guy’s face. He 
blinked, dazed and then closed his eyes again. 

“No, no. Hey. I need you to stay with me, okay?” Bree pleaded. He groaned. 
“You gotta help me get you out of there. Dammit, wake up!” she screamed when his head 
lolled loosely back into unconsciousness. She poked her head in the car, taking a quick 



look around to find something she could use to cut the seatbelt off of him. She couldn’t 
see anything sharp enough.  

She cradled his face in her hands. “Hey.” Bree lightly slapped his smooth, 
chiselled cheek, the sharp smell of cologne mingling with the scent of gas. “Hey, I need 
your help. Come on, gorgeous, open your eyes.” And he was, Bree noticed even with the 
lack of light, gorgeous. When sleepy brown eyes met hers, Bree sucked in her breath, 
feeling a strange sort of quickening in the pit of her stomach. 

“Whahappen?” he murmured. 

“There was a crash. We need to get you out of this car. Do you have anything I 
can use to cut you out? No, no please. Please stay awake,” she begged when his eyes 
drifted shut again. 

“No,” he murmured, and Bree wasn’t sure if he was telling her he didn’t have 
anything or telling her to go take a flying leap and leave him alone to sleep and die in 
peace. Bree chose to believe the former. 

No knife. Okay. She remembered the broken glass and dug into the pocket of her 
coat to pull out her gloves so she wouldn’t cut herself. She picked up the biggest jagged 
edge she could find out of the snow and prayed it was strong enough to cut through the 
thick leather belt. 

“Whayoudoin’?” he murmured, his eyebrows coming together as he groaned in 
what must have been a spasm of pain. 

“I’m going to try and cut you free.” Bree worked furiously, trying not to pay 
attention to the flames above her getting bigger and warming her face. 

“‘side down?” he asked, groggily registering his position. 

“Yeah. This would be a good time for a ‘dropped on your head’ joke.” She slid 
her legs in through the window, trying to give him something soft to land on if he 
couldn’t brace himself. 

“Think you can hold on?” Bree asked him as she made good progress on the 
seatbelt. 

“Not…likely,” he murmured. He blinked and shook his head, trying to clear it. He 
reached out and gripped the edge of the window. “’right then. I’ll try.” 

“Okay, I’m almost done here. As soon as you’re free, you try and shimmy out.” 



“Wha’s-“ he cleared his throat. His eyes met hers more clearly, and they widened 
a bit with an appreciative gleam that Bree tried to ignore. How good could she really look 
banged up and considering that he was looking at her upside down? He seemed to 
remember himself and looked around. “That smell?” 

“You don’t wanna know. Seriously. Just concentrate on getting free, okay? Brace 
yourself, Bridget,” Bree joked, using a familiar Irish expression that had always amused 
her. 

The man snorted and gave her a weak smile. Bree held her breath and sliced the 
last hanging bit of thick fabric. 

The man fell forward with a dull thud against Bree’s shins. “All right, come on. 
Come on.” She grabbed his shoulders and pulled his long body out of the window. He 
landed flush on top of hers, and it was then that the top of his car caught in a loud whoosh 
of fire. 

“Oh God, we have to get out here now!” she pushed against him and tried to get 
him to his feet and moving before the car exploded. “Can you stand?” she asked 
desperately. 

He took a deep breath and groaned in pain as he struggled to his feet. Bree tried to 
hold him up by propping her arm under him, but he was too heavy for her to take all his 
muscular weight, and they stumbled together. 

She blinked the snow out of her eyes, but the wind whipped against her face and 
she looked around and felt a disorienting rush of panic. The falling snow had turned into 
a full blown snow storm, and she wasn’t sure which way the cabin was anymore. 

Bree dragged him another few steps and then felt more than heard the man’s car 
explode behind them. The earth rumbled beneath her feet, and heat warmed her back as 
the shock sent them both to the ground again. 

She moved to get up, but the man held her down as her car exploded next. 

Bree lifted her head and looked back at the wall of fire behind them. “Well. We’re 
well and truly screwed now.”  



Chapter Two 

How had the storm gotten so bad so fast, Bree wondered as she and the stranger stumbled 
blindly through the snow. His face was buried in her hair to protect him from the 
whipping snow and every few seconds Bree buried her face in his chest. He was still 
warm, and Bree took that as a good sign. Neither of them spoke. It was hard enough to 
breathe against the force of the wind. Panicking was only making that worse. She had no 
idea if she was anywhere near the cabin now. Maybe she was moving further and further 
away from it with each step. But Bree didn’t dare change direction. When she turned her 
head briefly, she could still see the wreckage of their two cars and she knew where the 
cabin was in relation to the cars, so she kept forward in that direction. God help them if 
the visibility got worse, and they passed it. 

I’m so cold…she wanted to cry. Her legs were trembling with the effort of 
marching through snow and carrying the man’s substantial weight. Every once in a while 
she felt him shift against her, trying to ease her burden and pull her closer into his body to 
stop her shivering. 

Then all of a sudden there was a door. Bree staggered up the few steps and turned 
the knob, taking a second to realize it wasn’t the same knob on the O’Reiley cabin’s front 
door. But it was open, and on the other side was shelter. 

They fell together through the doorway, the man landing with a heavy thud on top 
of her. The back of Bree’s head smacked painfully against the wooden floor, her face was 
buried in a broad chest and there was something poking her hard in her hip. She took a 
deep breath and shifted out from under him.  When Bree was finally free, she sat up with 
a groan and rubbed the back of her head. She looked at the prone body next to her. 

His eyes were closed and he was breathing hard, but he was breathing. She 
grabbed the arm of his long black coat and put all her waning strength into turning him 
over onto his back. She fell, exhausted, across his chest when she finally got him on his 
back. His face was alternately red and pale in places, and she touched the cold skin 
lightly. “Hey, you okay? Can you open your eyes for me?” His dark eyebrows came 
together, but otherwise she got no response. 

Bree looked around her and gave a sudden jerk of surprise. Nothing looked 
familiar. This wasn’t the O’Reiley cabin, but a house. An empty house that had been 



empty for a long time judging by the dust settled over the sheets covering various 
furniture pieces. “Where the hell…?” She turned back to the man next to her. He 
managed to walk and wasn’t bleeding, outwardly anyway, and she could see no bruising 
in his face, but what if he was hurt inside? “Are you in any pain?” 

“Mmmphgh,” he mumbled. 

“Oh good, I’ll file that away for the doctors when they get…oh God,” Bree said as 
she searched for her cell phone in her pockets and came up empty. She dropped her head 
in her hands. The car. She’d left it on the passenger’s seat. Of her car. That had exploded. 

“Goddammit!” She swore and began patting down the stranger. “Tell me you 
have your phone. Tell me you have your phone,” she pleaded, digging through his 
pockets. She moved to his pants pockets and froze when what she pulled out in no way 
resembled a cell phone. A gun. The man had a gun in his pocket. A shiny black, lethal 
looking thing with a short snub barrel. 

He was breathing more deeply now, and Bree eyed his sleeping face warily. “Who 
the hell are you?” she whispered, a renewed sense of panic racing through her veins. She 
didn't recognize him, having grown up with almost all the sons of New York City's five 
families. A hired gun? No, his clothes looked expensive and tailored to his long form. 
Was she going to regret saving this stranger who carried a weapon in his pocket? Bree 
looked from the gun to his face and looked around for somewhere to hide it. Instead, she 
decided it was safer on her. Her father and uncles had all taught her to shoot, and she had 
taken to it with more enthusiasm than her sister Carrie. John called her his little ‘Crack 
Shot’. She tucked the gun in her pocket and went back to looking over the man’s body for 
a cell phone. Nothing. ‘Son of a bitch,” she whined, feeling a wave of despair. 

She tried to make a mental list of things to be grateful for. Her grandma Alison 
was big on counting your blessings. “Okay, well. We survived the car accident. We 
managed to find shelter. It’s relatively warm in here. Oh God, who knows how long that 
damn storm is gonna last? And here I am with some pretty boy with expensive looking 
clothes who carries a gun in his pocket. What if there’s no food? What if-gah!” Bree 
squeezed her eyes shut to force the despair back. “Good thoughts, O’Reiley, come on.” 
She took a deep breath. “Oh, I am so screwed.” 

She got to her feet and scanned the room. She rubbed her shivering arms and 
started pulling the sheets off the furniture. They were elegant, beautiful pieces, and Bree 
wondered why the previous owners had left them behind. 

“Maybe they left in such a rush ‘cause the place is haunted?” she thought with a 
snort. 



The light in the room was fading. It would be dark soon, and the howling wind 
outside was doing nothing to calm her nerves. She went to the light switch by the front 
door, not surprised when flipping it had no effect. Maybe there was a back-up generator 
or something she could use. “Please God, let there be a generator,” Bree pleaded. She 
wasn’t sure she would know how to use it, but still, just having it to figure out would 
make her feel better. And maybe handsome here would know how to work it. Bree took a 
moment to study him.  What was he doing with a gun? Maybe he was a cop? Bree 
dismissed that thought as she again took in his clothes. Though they had many of NYPD's 
finest in their pocket, they didn't get paid well enough to dress like this guy.  She patted 
the gun against her side to re-assure herself. His black hair still held a few ice crystals, 
and a few flakes still clung to the longest lashes she’d ever seen on a man. She had the 
strangest urge to see his eyes again. Full lips, a strong chin and long nose rounded out the 
striking face. And speaking of long, Bree hadn’t been able to take in his full height as 
they stumbled through the snowstorm, but looking at him now, spread out on the floor, 
Bree felt a little awestruck at just how very tall he was. Bree, cursed with the petiteness of 
all the O'Reiley women, felt about as tall as his shin. She felt a shiver of apprehension. 
Conscious, he must certainly cut a hell of a figure with that height and the broadness of 
his shoulders. Again, Bree touched the gun at her side. 

“Okay, let’s worry about one thing at a time,” Bree told herself. “Where would 
the generator…basement,” Bree bit her lip nervously. It would be darker in the basement. 
Maybe she should wait for tall, dark and handsome to wake up and send him down there. 

No, she couldn’t wait. It was warmer in the house, but only in comparison to the 
nightmare outside. They needed that generator. She went into the kitchen and luckily 
found a working flashlight in one of the drawers. 

“All right then,” she opened the door in the wall between the living room and the 
kitchen and gave a nervous shudder at the black abyss that hid the bottom of the stairs. 
“No guts. No glory.” She gingerly began to make her way down into the darkness.  

Bree fought a shudder as she made her way down the creaky stairs. She’d seen the 
movie ‘The People Under The Stairs’ as a kid back in Colorado, visiting her grandparents, 
and it had scared the bejeezus out of her so bad, she had made her twin brother, Brian, 
come with her anytime her maternal grandparents sent her to get something from the 
basement. She briefly wondered again if she should wake up Prince Charming/Gangster 
Boy and send him down there instead. She figured a man who knew how to handle a gun 
would be good protection against any creepy crawlies or undead someone would 
encounter in a basement. She stiffened her spine. She was Bree O’Reiley. She didn’t need 
anyone’s protection, and lord knew she would never depend on anyone again. She would 
just lose them like she lost Michael. 



His name knifed across her heart, and she closed her eyes as she realized that in 
all the ensuing chaos of the car accident and the fight to find shelter, she had, for a few 
blissful minutes, forgotten about him. Blissful, she thought guiltily. Free from the pain of 
her grief, having replaced it with the fight to keep herself and some stranger alive, but oh, 
God, how it had lightened the dark, numb cloud that had been hovering over her. I’m 
sorry, baby, Bree whispered silently. She swiped the light of the flashlight in wide circles 
over the room and nearly laughed out loud, her first genuine smile in she couldn’t 
remember how long. There was food. Canned soup, Spam, Spaghetti O’s and crackers. A 
small box of food apparently forgotten in the last occupants’ move. Nice to know they 
wouldn’t starve…that was of course if they could find the generator to work the stove or 
if the appliance was a gas one. “There you are,” Bree said triumphantly as she rushed to 
the large black generator in the back of the frigid room. She ran the glare of the flashlight 
over it and tried to see if she could figure out how to use it. She was not the most 
technically inclined person, and she did just cheat death once today already. Bree 
wondered if she should dare to push her luck. “Hmm, electrocution or freezing to death. 
Deal or no deal,” she grumbled wryly. Holding the flashlight between her teeth, she dived 
in to the task and prayed she didn’t burn down the house. 

It took her an hour and a slew of frightening noises and smoky belches, but the 
generator finally sprung to life and light filled the basement. Bree squealed in triumph 
over her accomplishment. When she put her hand to the heater, she could feel it 
beginning to warm up, and she sat down on an apple crate as exhaustion and relief 
washed over her. She’d just rest her eyes for a few minutes and then maybe warm up 
some Spaghetti O’s on the stove. She was starving. Will loved Spaghetti O’s. Michael 
had thought they were gross… 

* * * * * 

Alessandro woke up on the hard floor; the glare of the light overhead knifing 
through his brain and making him cover his eyes with his arm until he pushed himself 
upright. When the room stopped spinning, he opened his eyes. Where the bloody hell was 
he? He scanned the unfamiliar surroundings. He had brief flashes of being out in the 
cold…ice and snow whipping at his face…being upside down…a woman’s voice…a 
woman? Alessandro groaned as he got to his feet. There was a woman. Alessandro could 
remember nothing about her except for her voice in his ear, begging him to wake up, to 
stay alive. That voice, sweet and urgent. A beautiful voice, and he had the briefest 
memory of his face in her hair…green apples, the scent wafted over his memory like a 
tease. Where was she? He gripped the edge of the couch until the floor righted itself 
beneath him and looked towards the window, the blowing wind making his chest tighten 
with panic. Was she still out there? No, then how did he get here? Alessandro knew for 
sure that she had dragged him with her into the house. He quickly patted his coat looking 



for his gun, not finding it; he turned and noticed the open door by the kitchen. He rushed 
to the door and stopped when another wave of dizziness claimed him. He stood at the top 
of the stairs. “Hello? Is there anyone down there?” He received no answer. He slowly 
made his way down and was reassured to see a flash of blonde hair and a jean clad limb 
poking out from the corner of the room. 

When he rounded the long, thick, white beam in the center of the room, his heart 
felt as if it had stopped in his chest. Her head was tilted to the side resting against the 
pillar, and her face was flushed in sleep. Beautiful. Good God, she was the most beautiful 
thing he’d ever seen. For a moment Alessandro couldn’t breathe. He just stood there and 
watched her, watched her chest rising and falling with each breath. This slip of a girl had 
pulled him from his car and all but carried him to safety? No wonder she was tired, he 
thought with a small smile. Alessandro didn’t want to wake her, but he certainly had no 
intention of letting her poor tired, albeit tempting, body sleep on an apple crate. He 
gingerly eased his arm around her back and another beneath her knees, gathering her into 
his arms. He felt his gun sticking out of the pocket in her side. Alessandro eyed the stairs. 
Had his equilibrium returned enough that he could carry her up the steps without getting 
dizzy and tumbling backwards? His head still throbbed painfully and a thick sort of haze 
had settled around it, but his mind no longer felt as if it was swimming. He needed to get 
her somewhere comfortable, and the only way to do that was to get upstairs. He climbed 
slowly, more for her benefit than his as each step was surer. She didn’t wake and that told 
him how utterly exhausted she truly must be. ‘Thank you, angel,” he whispered into her 
hair, placing a soft kiss on the crown of her head after he made it to the top. 

He looked around the living room. After pulling off the dusty sheets, he settled 
her gently on the couch, immediately missing the warmth of her body against his. He 
took his gun back, feeling better once he had it in his possession. She was a smart girl, 
taking it from him, not knowing if she could trust him, but she’d certainly be safer if he 
kept it, seeing as he was surely the better shot. He followed the staircase up to the second 
floor hoping that whatever squatters had left behind the food had also left blankets. 

Alessandro found a few comforters sprawled across the beds in three bedrooms. 
Grabbing one, he walked back downstairs and laid it over the woman, tucking it around 
her. He pushed her blonde hair off her face and studied her. In his jet set life he had 
encountered plenty of beautiful women and enjoyed many of them, but there was 
something about this one that grabbed him in a way he simply did not understand. Maybe 
it was her courage coupled with her beauty. The women he knew had never been 
challenged beyond juggling pedicure and spa appointments. Alessandro doubted many of 
them would have tried to save a stranger during a frigid snowstorm, would have all but 
carried his dead weight through said snowstorm. They might break a nail or crack the 
heel on their Prada boots. 



He wished she would open her eyes, but he didn’t dare wake her. She needed her 
sleep. 

* * * * 

Apparently so did he.  He came awake with a jerk, not even remembering when 
he’d drifted off. He got out of the easy chair and stretched, trying to alleviate the kinks in 
his body from being in the same cramped position for who knew how long. That 
damnable wind was still howling outside and when he pushed the curtain aside to look 
out the window, he still saw nothing but white. His stomach grumbled loudly, reminding 
him he hadn’t had anything to eat beyond the filet mignon they’d served on his private jet 
into New York City. What time was it, he wondered. His stomach growled again. Time 
for food. 

The stove was electric, and he managed to heat up some soup on the griddle that 
ran along the side, finding no pots or cutlery. He looked around for any dishes and found 
a few pieces of Tupperware and a single mug. He sighed and gave a wry snort as he 
poured the vegetable beef soup into one container. Not quite dinner at Madrigo’s in Italy 
but it would have to suffice. 

He hadn’t slurped his soup since he was four years old, and Alessandro decided 
he was rather looking forward to it again. His nanny, Cordelia, was constantly despairing 
over teaching him manners.  Most of the time, he’d liked to shock her by doing 
something disgusting ‘cause it made him laugh to see her grey eyes bug out and her 
mouth gape like a fat trout. 

He grabbed a long packet of undoubtedly stale crackers out of the box and walked 
back to the living room. He wished he didn’t have to wake his sleeping beauty, but she 
needed to eat. He rested the Tupperware on the coffee table and sat on the edge of the 
couch, softly nudging her awake. “Rise and shine, sweetheart.” 

“Nghhforfiveminsnoschoolday…” the woman mumbled, making Alessandro 
smile. 

“Come on, beautiful. We have food waiting.” He stroked her cheek. 

“Mmmmmnobaconeggsgottagostore…” She slowly ran her hand down his 
forearm and gave him a sleepy smile as she sat up. Her eyes remained closed as she 
rested her hand on his shoulder and before he could realize her intention or even 
remember his manners and stop her, her mouth was on his in a kiss that was so soft and 
sweet Alessandro could do nothing but fall into it with her. 



Chapter Three 

Bree woke to the feeling of warmth surrounding her and the heat of a soft mouth moving 
over hers. Her heart raced in her chest. Oh God. Had it all been some terrible dream? 
Michael was alive! She clung to him, kissing him back with all the passion she possessed. 
She wound her fingers through his hair and burrowed herself closer to him, needing to 
feel the beautiful sound of his heart beating against hers once again. She cupped his face, 
moving her tongue into his mouth as his met hers. He tasted different, Bree noticed 
distantly, but she pushed the thought aside and let the kiss send her senses spinning. A 
hand went to her breast and Bree arched into it. His mouth broke from hers and went to 
her neck, trailing kisses down along her skin. Bree kept her eyes closed and just revelled 
in the feel of her husband’s touch. He was alive and holding her and loving her again. 
Thank you, God, Bree whispered, tears of gratitude burning in her eyes. She pulled him 
against her, leaning back and needing to feel the comfortable weight of his body on her. 
She cradled his hips with her thighs, moving against him and hearing him groan in her 
ear. 

“God,” an unfamiliar voice growled against her. 

Bree’s eyes flew open in sudden confusion. She froze when her gaze met the 
ceiling of the abandoned house. 

The man above her stilled and looked down at her. Bree sucked in her breath 
when their eyes locked. She felt fifty different things all at once. Panic, confusion, 
despair, lust, shame.  “What the hell are you doing?” she screamed at him, pushing him 
off of her so that he tumbled off the couch on to the floor. 

“Uh, responding, sweetheart,” he pointed out, his voice smooth yet polished with 
no doubt an upper crust education. British. 

“I was obviously sleeping and what? You just decided to maul me?” Bree 
demanded, clutching her blanket to her chest. 

“I beg your pardon, Sunshine, but you were the one who came on to me.” 

“I thought you were someone else! I was dreaming,” Bree insisted, her cheeks 
burning with shame. She realized she no longer had her jacket on, which meant she didn’t 
have his gun. 



“Looking for this, darling?” he asked lightly as he held up the gun. 

Bree’s eyes widened, and she backed further into the couch. 

“Relax, darling. I would hardly repay your rescue of me by shooting you. I think 
that’d be the height of bad form, don’t you? This is merely for protection,” he told her, he 
went to the fireplace and placed the gun on the mantle, turning to her and raising his now 
empty hands. 

She watched him as he walked. Good God, the man was tall. Long, lanky limbs 
and broad shoulders that filled out his expensive looking white shirt. 

“There’s a belief that once you save someone’s life you’re bound to them forever. 
I must say it’s a pleasure to find myself bound to so lovely a creature.” 

“Uh…thank you…I guess?” Bree said, still dazed from their kiss and the shock of 
being brought so cruelly out of her dream. 

“Would you satisfy my curiosity?” he asked. 

“About what?” she asked warily. 

“Who did you think I was?” 

Bree closed her eyes, feeling the tears spring to her eyes again. She rested her 
arms on the backrest of the couch and leaned her chin on her folded hands. “My husband. 
God I’m so humiliated,” she replied in a small voice, covering her face with her hands. 

“Please, don’t be, sweetheart. You’re married?” 

There was no way Bree could miss the disappointment in his voice. “He died,” 

“Oh. I’m sorry. This was recent?” he asked sympathetically, he kneeled against 
the couch, the backrest in between them. 

“Yes.” She shook her head, really not wanting to get into any discussions about 
Michael right now. “How are you feeling?” 

“Me?” he asked in surprise. Then his hand went to his head. “Oh, I had a bit of 
pain for a while, but I think that kiss healed me completely,” 

Bree didn’t want to, but she laughed. She pressed her lips together. She glanced 
over at the window, but she didn’t really need to ask if the storm had passed. That damn 
wind was still howling. How long had it been? 



“It’s still pretty bad out there. I can’t believe you managed to get us both in here. 
You’re quite a remarkable woman, Mrs…?” he waited. 

“You know, I came here to forget about everything for a while, so would it be 
okay if we just didn’t do names?” 

He nodded. “If that’s what you wish, certainly.” 

“Thanks a lot.” Then she sniffed the air and turned back behind her. “What is that? 
Food?” 

“Vegetable beef soup, milady,” he came around and gave her an elegant bow. “I 
regret that our establishment has a cutlery shortage so I hope you have no aversion to 
slurping your soup.” 

“Slurping? You know slurping?” Bree asked skeptically. 

“Well, it took quite a few lessons in deportment to break that particular habit. I’m 
quite looking forward to it actually.” He took a seat next to her. 

“And crackers too. Do you think there were squatters here? What if they come 
back?” 

“Then the gun will come in rather handy won’t it?” he said with a smile that 
betrayed the confident glint in his eyes. Big brown eyes. “I found some of that Chef 
Boyardee stuff, some beans, vegetables and some odd looking thing in a tin called 
Spam.” 

“You know slurping, but you don’t know what Spam is?” Bree asked in surprise 
as she lifted her container to her mouth. She took a blissfully long slurp of the still warm 
soup. “Mmmm. Yummy.” 

“’Fraid not. It looks like some kind of ham in a can? Not very appealing, I would 
think.”  

“Oh it is. Sliced and fried up, oh my God,” Bree insisted. 

He screwed up his face, clearly not believing her. “You want appetizing, Sunshine? 
Bangers and Mash. Mashed potatoes, big fat sausages and gravy all over the whole 
cholesterol ridden mess. A London staple” 

Bree stared at him, her mouth literally watering at the delicious picture he painted. 
“Okay, you win.” Then she smiled. “Is that what they sell at the frou frou restaurants 
back in England?” 



He snorted and then proceeded to take a long slurp from his soup. 

“Impressive,” Bree said, relieved that the air between them was much lighter now. 

“No, in the pubs. A pint and a big plate of bangers and mash, perhaps a lovely 
lady by my side to enjoy it. That’s my idea of heaven.” 

“It’s hard to imagine someone like you stuffing his face with mashed potatoes. 
You look like you live in a gym.” 

He smiled at her. “Flattery, darling, will get you everywhere. Now I said it was 
my idea of heaven, not that I get to partake all that often.” 

Bree slurped her soup and playfully sucked a long noodle into her mouth. “Let me 
guess, you’re a model and carbs are the enemy?” 

“Not hardly,” he said with a short laugh. 

“So what do you do?” 

“I thought we weren’t doing personal details?” He asked with a raised eyebrow. 

“Nope, just not names. I think it’s a bit…I don’t know, easier that way, don’t you? 
No baggage, no expectations, just two strangers taking shelter from this crazy storm. I 
like the idea that the outside world just stops for now.” 

“The world stopping. How tempting,” he said, his brown eyes meeting hers, full 
of hidden meaning. 

Bree found herself unable, unwilling to break away. No, she didn’t mean it like 
that. It was too soon. It would be too big a betrayal of Michael’s memory, regardless of 
the shiver that moved through her body as this stranger’s eyes moved over her. She 
remembered how he had kissed her. How she had dizzily clung to him, unable to think, 
just feeling. The sensation of near oblivion had been very intoxicating. 

“So, what do you do? In the real world, I mean.” 

“Guess,” he said, grabbing a cracker. 

“Oooh, okay. This could be fun,” Bree said, grinning at him. “Well, judging by 
your Armani-ish suit, I’m guessing you’re not a truck driver.” 

“Not a truck driver,” he confirmed. 



“Or a garbage man,” 

“Or a garbage man,” he agreed. 

“I know. You’re a male escort, and you were on your way to your latest…what 
are female clients called? Not Johns…Jean’s?” 

He choked on his cracker, and Bree reached over and patted his back until his 
coughing fit passed. “Afraid not, darling.” He wheezed. 

“Male stripper?” 

He snorted. “I don’t know if I should be flattered or insulted by that.” 

“Some kind of business tycoon, right?” Bree asked. “A pretty Donald Trump?” 

“Pretty? Oh dear.” 

Bree raised her hands. “Handsome. Handsome. Better?” 

“Quite. And you’re on the right track. That’s a hint by the way,” he said, smiling 
devilishly. 

Bree bit her lip, enjoying the game. “Track huh? Mmm, you’re some kind of 
railroad tycoon?” 

“Wrong track,” 

Bree narrowed her eyes in concentration.  “You own Nascar?” 

“No, not own it.” 

“But you work for it?” 

“I do,” he nodded with an evasive smile. 

Bree gave up and punched his arm. “As what?” 

“A driver,” he provided. 

Bree looked at him with obvious skepticism. “You’re a race car driver? Oh shut 
up, you liar.” 

“Are you impugning my honesty?” 



“Yes I am,” Bree confirmed with a laugh. 

“I’ve never been a boy scout, but,” he raised three fingers. “Scout’s honor.” 

“Race car drivers don’t dress like you do or talk like you do.” 

“What? You expect those shiny jackets with the logos on them?” 

“Well, yeah.” 

“Well, let me confess that I’ve only recently begun to dabble in racing 
professionally, the last few years. I don’t get to indulge that passion as much as I like, 
because you’re right, I have many business interests that need my attention. Uh, as you 
American’s say, I have fingers in many pies.” 

“Ah, that’s what I thought. A hot, English, Donald Trump,” Bree satisfied that 
she’d had him pegged correctly. 

“You’re very good for my ego,” 

“Right, like you need me to inflate your ego.” 

“No, you’re right, I don’t,” he admitted. “But I’ve never had my…ahem…ego 
inflated by such a lovely woman.” 

Bree raised an eyebrow. “You’re good. I’ll give you that.” 

“Thank you. Now it’s my turn. I wouldn’t guess you were a model because 
believe me, I would have never forgotten seeing your face,” he assured her, reaching up 
to cup her cheek. 

Bree jolted at the sizzle beneath her skin that his touch provoked. “You really 
shouldn’t do that,” she pleaded, pushing away from his hand. 

“What?” 

“Flirt with me.” 

“No? And why not?” he asked, and Bree felt his gaze on her mouth like a brand. 

“Because, I told you, my husband just died,” Bree reminded him. 

“Yes, but that doesn’t mean you’re dead too. Besides, I thought you said the 
world stopped in here. There are no dead husbands, no obligations, nothing but us in the 
house. That was the deal, right?” 



Bree conceded that he had a point. It made her feel better to, just for now, push 
everything aside and not think about her grief, to pretend for a little while that nothing 
else existed but the freedom to just be with this stranger. 

“Besides, I don’t think I could stop flirting with you if my life depended on it. 
You’re far too lovely.” 

Bree pursed her lips and rolled her eyes. 

“Why is that so hard for you to believe, sweetheart?” 

“Because, the accident obviously scrambled your brain, if you’re using such a 
line.” 

“My, we are skeptical aren’t we?” 

“Yes, we are,” Bree replied with a grin. “Nobody has ever referred to me as 
lovely. Michael called me beautiful, but my sister is the one everyone says is lovely,” 
Bree scrunched up her face in dismay. 

“You say it like it’s a dirty word,” he said, amused. 

“They use it to imply that she’s all sweetness and light inside.” 

“Where as you are full of…?” 

“Piss and vinegar,” Bree replied with a laugh, thinking of her grandfather in 
Colorado’s words. He’d said them with affection at the time and it always cheered her up 
when she thought of it. 

He stared at her in confusion, not understanding her smile. “Does that mean 
something different in America?” 

“Nope, but he meant well. He meant that I was strong, that I never let anyone 
walk all over me.” 

“A much more necessary commodity to survive in this cruel world, I’d say. Okay. 
I promise to never refer to you as lovely again. How about exquisite?” he asked, reaching 
for her face again. 

Bree held her breath at the intensity in his eyes. He wasn’t going to kiss her again, 
was he? Because she would definitely have to stop him if he did. 

“You’re like a diamond. Strong and exquisite all the way through,” he whispered. 



“Please don’t kiss me again,” she whispered, her heart pounding in her chest as 
his mouth came closer. 

“Then stop me, sweetheart,” he said. 

She didn’t.   



Chapter Four 

Warning bells clamoured in Bree’s head. Stop this. Stop this now! That would be the sane 
thing to do. The right thing to do. Bree felt a renewed burst of defiance. Look where 
trying to do the ‘right’ thing had gotten her. She no longer had a husband, and her son 
had lost his father. Bree grabbed the man’s shoulders and kissed him back, feeling herself 
sink into much needed oblivion. He cupped her face and Bree shivered at the warmth in 
his touch. How did he know; she wondered? How did he know that she had been cold 
since the second Michael had slipped away from her? He didn’t. Couldn’t. Nobody could 
possibly know what she was feeling right now. He suddenly pulled back, and Bree stared 
at him questioningly. 

“You loved him very much, didn’t you?” He asked softly, running a thumb across 
the upper curve of her cheek, and that is when Bree realized she was crying. 

“Damn it,” she cursed, pulling away and wiping the dampness from her cheeks. 

“Perhaps it would be better if you talked about it? It might help-“ 

“Help what?” Bree snapped. “Help bring him back? As if I’ll spill my guts to you 
and then when we get out of here, I’ll go home and he’ll be sitting there waiting for me 
on the couch? Talking about it won’t change one damn thing!” 

The man sat back and nodded. “You’re right. It’s none of my business, and I had 
no right-“ 

Bree closed her eyes and shook her head. “No, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have…God. 
I had no right to blow up at you like that. I mean I don’t even know you, and I-“ 

“Yes, but that’s my point. If you don’t mind my saying, you may feel better if you 
allow yourself to vent. I imagine that anger you felt right now felt pretty good, yeah?” 

God yes, Bree admitted to herself. “That’s the problem. If I start, I don’t think I’ll 
be able to stop. I mean…I go through the motions, but inside I just want to…” Her fists 
clenched, her nails digging into her hands. 

“What? What’s the end of that sentence?” He urged. 



Bree tried to stop shaking, but the feelings churning inside of her seemed to be 
rolling into larger waves. “Scream. Break something.” 

“Well, what’s stopping you, darling? Barring the windows, which are sort of 
necessary thanks to that nightmare out there, I say have at it, love. Scream the bloody 
place down if that’s what you wish. Break anything you want. We have no dishes, and the 
Tupperware won’t give you much satisfaction, but I found some porcelain knick knacks 
in the closet of one of the bedrooms upstairs. Hideous things, really; spotted dogs, purple 
elephants and the like. You’ll be doing the world a favor getting rid of them.” 

Bree shook her head as a burst of laughter bubbled in her chest. “How do you do 
that?” 

“It’s a gift. Now come on, up we go,” he took her hand and pulled her to her feet. 

“No, I really…I don’t know,” Bree resisted, trying not to respond to the warm 
sensation of his strong hand wrapped around hers. 

 She let him lead her up the stairs.  He stopped just outside one of the bedrooms. 

“I don’t think I can do this,” Bree insisted, rubbing her arms. “I feel ridiculous.” 

“Why? ‘Cause I’m here? Why should that matter? We’re never gonna see each 
other again after the storm is over so what bloody difference could it make what I think?” 

Bree was surprised at the sharp pang she felt in the center of her chest at the idea 
of never seeing him again. He’d brought some lightness into her life over the past few 
hours, and she felt at ease with him like she hadn’t with anyone else in a while. 

“But if it’ll make you feel better, I’ll leave you up here to your own devices and 
go down stairs and see if I can figure out what the hell to do with that…Spam,” he 
screwed up his face in disgust, which made her smile. 

He turned away after pushing the door open for her and good as his word, left her 
alone in the bedroom. 

Bree stared around the room, noting the large bed stripped of its linen and 
blankets. The closet was open, and she could see the box with the figurines he had 
mentioned. She sat on the edge of the bed and just stared at the box. “This is stupid,” she 
told herself. But really, she felt like if she didn’t do something soon, she’d explode. Bree 
felt as if she were on the edge of a cliff, down below was madness and chaos, behind her 
was numbness, order and the sense that she would just be getting through every day like 
some god damned lab rat spinning on a wheel. That would be her existence, spinning just 



for the sake of spinning, living just for the sake of getting through the day, feeling 
nothing. Would she eventually shut down completely? Even from Will? It was that 
frightening thought that got Bree to her feet. She couldn’t go back to her little boy like 
this, like some monotonous robot. Should she jump into the chaos, just for a little while? 
Did Bree dare let herself feel the frightening, angry monster that wanted to burst out of 
her and destroy everything in its path? She felt like a wounded animal that was muzzled, 
unable to scream its pain, bound, unable to attack. 

The churning in the pit of her stomach and the roaring in her ears got louder. She 
stormed towards the closet and picked up the box, setting it on the bed, her arms shaking. 
She picked up one ugly purple elephant. She closed her eyes and jumped off the cliff. 

Digging inside for all the rage in her heart, Bree screamed while she pulled back 
her arm and smashed the figurine against the wall. Feeling as if a bit of the weight had 
been lifted from her. Throwing her head back, she grabbed another figure, an angel, and 
threw it with all her strength. The cathartic rush had her reaching for another figure and 
then another, smashing item after item. Tears streamed down her face, rolling into the 
collar of her neck, mixing with the sweaty sheen on her skin as she gave into the madness 
for what felt like an eternity. It was frightening, heartbreaking and Bree didn’t stop, 
letting herself live there for what felt like an eternity. When she finished with the 
figurines, she reached for a small vanity mirror on the desk, and when she finally 
exhausted herself, Bree fell onto the bed and sobbed until she was sure she had nothing 
left.    

**** 

Alessandro found her curled up on the bed, the room cloaked in darkness. He 
kneeled next to the bed and met her eyes. “Feeling better?” He certainly hoped so. The 
screams and crashes he’d heard coming from the room had him questioning the wisdom 
of his suggestion. 

She was clutching something in her hand. When he closed his over hers to pry her 
fingers open, he saw the tiny porcelain bear. “I wanted to save it. To remember.” 

Her voice was hoarse and raw, and he could only imagine how painful it would 
feel tomorrow. Alessandro planned another trip down to the basement to look for some 
tea, if he found none in the kitchen cupboards. Maybe if he was lucky, there’d be some 
honey too.  If he was lucky, Alessandro thought with a snort. He’d been a car accident, 
totalling his baby, nearly frozen to death…but he hadn’t, and the reason was laying right 
here, curled up like a child he just wanted to take in his arms and soothe. 



The feeling surprised him. He wasn’t used to this sense of protectiveness. Women 
were sweet, amusing creatures to be enjoyed. Respected of course, charmed usually, but 
for the most part, after a night of mutual enjoyment, they went their separate ways. 

But this… He’d been on his way to New York City at his father’s request. 
Request? Since when had Father ever ‘requested’ anything? It had been an order, plain 
and simple and one that, though Alessandro knew he would comply with, left him with a 
bit of a bitter taste in the back of his mouth. He knew he would do what his father asked. 
It was too important to even contemplate denying him, which Alessandro had never done 
in all his twenty-eight years. His father was all he had left in the world that mattered to 
him. He wasn’t going to let his father die. No matter what he had to do. 

This feeling for this woman whose name he didn’t even know, shocked him, 
thrilled him a little even. Alessandro found himself relieved that he didn’t have to fulfill 
his father’s wishes for a while yet. He could just stay here and watch this lovel...He bit 
his lip and reminded himself to change the adjective. Exquisite. 

Lucky indeed. He’d survived the car accident and was in the company of the most 
exquisite thing he’d ever seen. Red rimmed eyes, damp, puffy cheeks and all.   

“I broke the mirror on the table,” she suddenly said, breaking into his thoughts. 

Alessandro turned back and saw the broken shards of mirror on the carpet. 

“I’d say that was bad luck, but I think I filled my quota for the year,” she said. 

“We make our own luck, sunshine,” he promised her. 

“You obviously don’t know that many Irish people,” she said. 

“You’re Irish? Uh oh,” he remarked with a small teasing smile. God, he so badly 
wanted to see her smile again. 

“What?” 

“Well, I’m afraid I have to remind you that you and I are natural enemies, love. 
Irish and English? Like oil and water.” 

“Or piss and vinegar,” Bree added. "I wondered about the accent." 

Alessandro watched her tempting mouth lift in one corner, and he almost went in 
for another taste of her. He restrained himself. Now was not the time. "I was born in 
London, yes." 



“Well, I’m willing to overlook that if you are,” Bree whispered. 

“Deal,” he extended his hand, and she let go of the bear long enough to take it. He 
pulled her up into a sitting position. 

“You want to come down and show me what the bloody hell I’m supposed to do 
with that Spam thing?” 

She sat up, cradling the little bear in her hands. “I hate him,” she whispered, so 
low, he almost missed it. Her blonde hair fell over her face, nearly obscuring it. 

“What?” he asked. 

“I hate him,” she repeated. “I hate him for dying. How terrible is that? I know it 
wasn’t his fault. I know he didn’t die on purpose, and yet I was up here screaming, 
breaking things and it finally hit me. The reason I’m so angry is because he left me.” 

“How did he die?” Alessandro asked. 

“We made promises to each other. We were supposed to grow old together, raise 
our son and… 

“You have a child?” Alessandro was unnerved by this revelation. A strange sort 
of possessive tug deep inside of him told him that he didn’t want her having children by 
other men. He didn’t want her tied to anyone else. He pushed the thought away. What 
right did he have not wanting anyone else, dead or alive, having any claim on her? After 
the storm, they’d never see each other again, and if that wasn’t the way Alessandro 
necessarily wanted it, it simply was the way it was. He would fulfill his father’s wish, 
then he’d bid New York City goodbye and go back to living his life, if not completely out 
from under his father’s dominant presence, at least he’d enjoy the perks being his father’s 
son afforded him. 

Alessandro watched her face light up as she spoke of her son, Will. Again, he felt 
a tug deep in his chest. What would it be like to have her speak that way of a child they 
shared together? Alessandro mentally shook his head. That wasn’t going to happen. That 
wasn’t the plan. 

“And here I am, hating him for leaving not only me, but his son,” Bree sighed. 
“Hating him for something he had no control over. I really must be the bitch everyone 
sees me as, huh?” 

“I certainly don’t,” he assured her. 



“That’s because you don’t know me,” Bree reminded him. 

“I think I do. Maybe better than those others who put you down. How’s that for 
arrogant, hmm?” 

As he had hoped, she smiled at that. He took her hands in his. “You’re grieving. 
You’re railing against the injustice of losing the dream you had for yourself and your 
family. I can only imagine the fury that would cause me. I can’t even imagine how 
you’ve managed to hold it together for this long. I certainly would have done more than 
break a few god awful knick knacks.” 

“But to blame him?” she asked weakly, and his heart broke for her as he watched 
fresh tears spring to her eyes. 

“He left you behind, right? Even though it wasn’t by his own choice.” 

“Everyone leaves. Why do I keep forgetting that? Even you. After this storm is 
over, you’re going to leave, and I’m going to leave, and it will be like we never even met 
and this night never happened. You’ll go back to your race cars and your businesses and 
forget all about me.” 

“Let me tell you something, darling. I can promise you right now that I will never 
forget you. Not ever.” 

They stared at each other, and Alessandro seriously considered turning away from 
his father’s wishes and just taking this woman and running off somewhere with her. He 
could imagine being happy with her. He felt free, easy. The feeling was heady. But 
dangerously so. He could never just toss aside his father’s demands that way, even if he 
wanted to. There would be too much at stake. 

“Would you stay with me?” Bree asked. 

Alessandro blinked in surprise, part of him yearning to say yes, part of him 
warning him to say no. 

“Just lie down with me, here? I imagine it’d be a hell of a lot more comfortable 
than sleeping on the couch or the floor, and I’d like it if you were just…you know…here 
when I closed my eyes.” 

He closed his eyes against a piercing stab of disappointment. Of course she hadn’t 
meant it like that. She hadn’t meant forever. 



There was no such thing as forever in Alessandro’s world. But he could pretend 
for a little while longer. He kicked off his shoes and climbed onto the bed next to her. She 
turned on her side, and he wrapped an arm around her, closing his eyes and inhaling her 
sweet scent.  



Chapter Five 

Bree felt a full, warm pressure against her back, and it took her a sleepy disoriented 
second to realize what it was. Oh boy. She opened her eyes and turned her head slowly to 
“look behind her. He was still sleeping, his deep breath caressing her face as he softly 
snored, making her smile. Definitely not a gun in his pocket this time, Bree thought wryly. 
She felt an answering tug between her legs, her body responding automatically. She 
slowly turned on to her opposite side, not wanting to wake him. Her eyes took in the 
sharp contours of his face. She could see the European fierceness in his features, his sharp 
cheekbones and his long straight nose could be English, but there was a darkness there 
too in his brown eyes and brown hair. Her eyes moved to his mouth. That could definitely 
be a European, sensual mouth, Bree mused. Again, she felt that flutter between her legs 
as she remembered that mouth on hers. 

She shook her head. No. She shouldn’t be thinking of him like that. She shouldn’t 
be thinking of anyone like that so soon after Michael. Yet there was something deep 
inside her, calling to this man. Something that wanted him, if not forever, then for now. 

Why not, Bree thought, lifting her hand to his face, stopping short of touching 
him. She wasn’t sure yet. Why not indeed? Who would know except the two of them? 
And once the storm was over, they would go back to their lives and their obligations. 

Will. This man had given her back to her son. She could go back now and love 
her little boy fully, as she had before his father…died. The grief still washed over her 
brutally but she no longer felt crippled by it, controlled by it. She could go back to her 
life and really live again. The rage was gone, and with it, the numbness. 

Because of this man. Her fingers rested softly against his cheek. In the darkness 
she could feel the beginnings of stubble. Could she take this one last good thing with her 
when she went back? Could she have this one last moment of selfishness? 

“Are you awake?” she asked softly. 

“Not quite sure how to answer that question. Saying yes would be rather 
redundant considering I’d have to be awake to tell you so,” 

She smiled in the darkness. “Good point,” 



“I think so,” he replied smugly, and she could imagine his cocky grin as he spoke 
the words. 

“Can I ask you a question?” 

“Anything.” 

“Why do you have a gun?” 

Prince Charming or gangster boy? Hero or criminal? She didn't know which she 
wanted considering she had grown up around those society deemed as criminals all her 
life. 

Silence. Long, full silence. 

“Carjacking,” he replied after a long while. “Some bloody gang member snuck up 
on me in a parking garage and took my car.” 

He’s lying to me, Bree thought. I don’t know how I know, but I do. And really, 
wasn’t it better if she didn’t know for sure? Bree moved closer to him and pressed her 
mouth to his, inhaling the strong, musky scent that seemed to be his alone. Like a mix of 
spiced wine, dark chocolate and warm leather. Bree eased her tongue in and ran it across 
his teeth as his fingers moved up her spine to cup her head and bring her closer. 

Bree pulled back. She could feel his disappointment. She felt a little thrill burst 
through her knowing he wanted her. She went to the light switch, barely making it out 
against the wall but she managed to flick it on. Then she turned back to him. “I want to 
see you.” 

He lay on the bed, sprawled and dishevelled like some debauched English school 
boy. But he was all man, Bree marvelled, taking in his long muscled body, his erection 
prominent and his mouth wet from their kiss. He reached his tongue out to wet his bottom 
lip and Bree jolted as if he had touched her. She could feel herself grow wet at the hunger 
in his eyes. 

“Come back to bed.” 

Bree pulled off her sweater, feeling a frisson of nervousness as she followed it 
with her jeans, then her bra and underwear. Naked and trembling, she stood before him. 
Dear God she wanted this; wanted him with a deep dark part of herself that she’d kept 
under lock and key. 

Again. “Come back to bed.” His voice was deep with purpose. Deep within her. 



“I w…w...wanted to thank you for helping me,” she explained. 

“It’s not your gratitude I want right now. But you’re welcome, Sunshine.” 

The endearment ran over her like warm honey, settling between her legs, her core 
beginning to throb. 

“Now, if you don’t mind, you’re painting much too tempting a picture standing 
there naked. I’ll come to you if you don’t come to me, but if I don’t touch you soon-“ 

“No,” Bree replied quickly. “Stay there.” She took a few steps closer to him, and 
he reached out and grabbed her hips, bringing her close to him so that the lips at her 
center were level with his mouth. 

“I’m not a patient man, sweetheart,” he warned. 

His hands on her thighs made her gasp out loud and if anything, his grip made 
Bree grow even wetter. 

“Make sure you’re sure because once we start, I won’t let you go until neither one 
of us can move anymore.” 

She shook now, but with full blown desire, rather than nervousness. Her juices 
warmed the skin of her inner thighs. “I want you,” Bree told him. “I’m sure.” 

He pulled her closer and covered her center with his mouth, heat and wet over 
heat and wet. 

Bree’s knees buckled, but he held her tight, supporting her as his tongue slid up 
inside of her. 

“Oh God…” she whispered, her hands moving down to cup his head and urge him 
closer. “Please…” 

With his teeth, he gently sucked her clitoris into his mouth and Bree arched back, 
shocked, wanting and more alive than she’d felt in weeks. He took a long finger and 
eased it into her as his mouth worked insistently over her. She sucked in her breath, her 
eyes falling closed and yet she wanted to watch him, wanted to watch his dark head bent 
with purpose as her blood sang through her veins. 

He stopped and looked up at her, his face damp and smiling. “Oh darling, I’m 
going to fuck this delicious body so well that we’ll both be feeling it for days after we 
leave here.” 



She leaned down and kissed him, tasting herself, not wanting to speak of 
goodbyes. She urged him back to where he had been, and he complied.    

Bree couldn’t breathe. Her entire being was centered on the heat of his mouth, wet 
and purposeful between her legs and that finger…now two fingers pumping slowly inside 
of her. “Oh…fuck…” she moaned. Her hands weaved through his hair, thick and lush, 
the smell of coconut and sex wafting up to tease her nostrils. He pulled back slightly and 
his thumb worked magic on the swollen nub of nerves at her center. Slow and round in 
torturous circles. His mouth came up to kiss her stomach, yet his fingers remained where 
they were, spreading her open, playing with the moisture and swollen flesh he found 
there. 

His tongue dipped into her belly button, making Bree curl inward with a squeal. 
He looked up at her, and Bree found herself blissfully drowning in smiling eyes the color 
of dark caramel. 

“Should I let you come, darling?” he asked, running his tongue just above her 
pubic bone, making the area tighten eagerly. 

“Yes…please. I’m soooo close,” she moaned desperately. Oh God, the man knew 
what he was doing down there. She felt delicious, free, alive. She didn’t have to censor 
that greedy part of herself. She felt unrestrained, unencumbered by what everyone else 
wanted her to be. Here, for this night, with this man, she could just…be. 

He ran the tip of his tongue over her swollen clitoris. Bree’s fingers tightened in 
his hair. “I would love to know what you look like when you come, love.” He gave one 
sharp thrust with his fingers, adding a third. “Do you scream?” Another sharp pump. “Do 
you tremble?” Thrust. 

Bree held her breath. Once more and she’d go over. 

“But no. I believe I want to be inside of you when you come the first time,” and 
with that, he pulled his fingers out. 

“Son of a bitch!” Bree cried in stunned frustration. 

He smiled at her. “The kitten has claws. I like that.” 

“Kitten, huh?” Bree said, her eyes narrowing. “Get on your back, Prince 
Charming.” She shoved at him, feeling her swollen center tremble a little as she moved 
over him. She undid the buttons of his shirt, kissing her way down, watching the hard 
muscles in his chest and stomach contract from the heat of her mouth. His erection was 



full and thick against the zipper of his pants. Bree closed a hand over the bulge and heard 
him hiss. She rubbed slowly. “I wonder if I could make you come just like this?” 

“Fuckin’ ‘ell…” he groaned, his eyes closed tight in ecstasy. 

“Or will I have to work for it?” Bree ran a dark fingernail over the metal teeth of 
his zipper, easing it down less than an inch. 

His hips bucked upward. 

“How tight is your control, hmm? Will this do it? Or maybe when I wrap my 
fingers around you?” The zipper came down a little further. “Or my mouth?” 

“Jesus Christ,” he sighed when his cock sprang free. 

Bree reached out and circled the thick shaft with her fingers. “Oh. Jesus Christ is 
right. God, you’re beautiful.” 

He was heavy and so very hot in her hand, like burnt steel covered in leather. Her 
mouth actually watered, wanting to taste him, to have him fuck her with this beautiful 
shaft. “How ready are you to burst?” Bree ran her thumb over the top of his damp cock’s 
head. 

“Oh darling, you just wait until I get inside of you.” 

“I wonder if you’ll last that long?” she purred, heady at the sense of power his 
moans were giving her. She reached back and cupped the heavy sac at the base of his 
cock. 

“God damn it.” 

Bree reached down and gave the head of his cock a slow lick, giving his balls a 
small squeeze at the same time.  

“No, that’s it. Enough, you wicked little tease.” He grabbed her and turned her 
over onto her back. He pulled his shirt off, allowing her a small moment to appreciate the 
deliciously chiselled beauty of his broad muscled body. 

Bree gave a small thrilled laugh. Oh, to be wanted again this badly. How god 
damned good it felt. 

“We’ll go slow later, love. Right now, I’m dying to punish your teasing with a 
good, hard fucking. Shall we?” he growled as she ran her fingers through the dark soft 
hairs of his chest as he moved over her. 



“Yes,” she sighed, lifting her hips so that she rubbed against him. 

“Yes what, sunshine?” he asked, rubbing the head of his cock against her wet 
pussy. 

Her body thrummed with the need to say the words, to shout them to the sky. 
“Fuck me. I want you to fuck me; come inside of me now.” 

He pushed her thighs apart. “Wrap yourself around me.” 

Bree wrapped her legs around his waist just as his long, thick cock filled her. “Oh 
good God,” She whimpered into his neck. He was so tall that her face buried in his chest 
when he lunged up over her, thrusting all the way up inside of her. 

“Fucking Christ,” he growled into her hair. For a second, neither of them could 
move. 

He feels so good, Bree thought, clenching around the hard thing inside of her. She 
felt so full, so absolutely full and impaled that her body was already shaking. He pulled 
back, lowering his mouth to hers before thrusting up hard again. 

“So wet…so tight…” he remarked through clenched teeth. Her grabbed her hands 
and pinned them up above her head, trapping her, raising her breasts. 

Bree arched beneath him, her eyes fluttering closed as sensations too powerful to 
control barrelled through her. “Oh….Oh…fuck….Oh I’m…” 

His thrusts grew faster, more powerful and she was so near the edge that he didn’t 
need to stroke her, but only ground against her for a few minutes, alternately pounding 
her as well. 

“Come for me, sweetheart,” he urged, his body hot and damp above her. She was 
utterly drunk on his scent, on the feeling of him pushing and pounding, driving into her 
with a fierce passionate rhythm. The roughness of his body scraping deliciously against 
her soft skin. He was strong and hot everywhere, rubbing, rubbing her from the inside out, 
and Bree knew she was going to die if she couldn’t touch him, brand him as he was 
branding her. 

“Let me…Oh God…Let me touch you,” she flexed her fingers, willing him to let 
go of her wrists. 

He released his hold on her, and Bree grabbed his behind, pulling him into her, 
undulating with him in a dance that stole the breath from her body, squeezing her muscles 



tight around his cock. His eyes met hers, glazed with passion, and Bree was on the 
knife-edge of her orgasm. Her breath was coming in shallow, desperate pants. Air was 
secondary, this burning need churning through her held claim over all her senses and then 
she was screaming. He angled his hips, his cock scraping against her center with every 
hard, deep shove down, and then Bree was arching and screaming and clawing at him in a 
rush of delicious explosions that rocked her to her very soul. His eyes were locked on her, 
watching her, and the intensity in his gaze frightened her and yet intensified the 
explosions that shot through her like electric fire through her veins. 

She was sated and sweaty, staring up at him in shocked surprise at the force of 
what they had generated and were still generating between them. It was more than the 
orgasm, more than his body that continued his thrusting, hard and achingly full inside of 
her. She’d known love. She’d known passion, and she’d known casual sex. This was 
different. There was something here that scared her with its intensity.  Bree tightened her 
grip on his hips, urging him on, wishing with her body for things she could never promise. 
She would say goodbye to him tomorrow, and that would be the end of it because she 
would never go through a loss like Michael again. Not ever. Anything she was starting to 
feel for this stranger would simply dissipate when they got back to their separate lives. 
Forever. Her soul cried out for forever as she moved with him. Bree buried her face in his 
chest and shivered with both pleasure and fear. No. Never again. 



Chapter Six  

Alessandro was drunk on this woman. Completely, blissfully drunk on the feel of her 
clenching him tight. He felt suffused with her heat, her scent. Green apples and vanilla. 
The soft moans in the back of her throat, the sting of her nails in his back. Her eyes 
meeting his. He could drown in those eyes. The only time he’d seen blue like that was 
looking up at the sky in Florence, the sun beating down on him as he lay in the grass on 
his family’s land. For a second, he entertained the flight of fancy of taking her there, 
making love under the hot Mediterranean sun. But there would be nothing for them but 
this. This time. For the umpteenth time, he wished he were someone other than who he 
was. It would be over too soon. He could already feel his balls tightening with upcoming 
release, and he wanted to stave off the inevitable for just a little while yet. Alessandro 
gathered her into his arms and flipped her over so that she was on top of him, her blonde 
hair falling over him like a gold curtain. The strands tickled his face as she righted herself 
over him. She caught her lower lip between her teeth as he pushed up inside of her, and 
Alessandro reached up, bringing her mouth down, wanting to taste that swollen lip. Her 
breath wafted over his face, and he grabbed her hips, pulling her down as he pushed up 
deeper, wanting to fill her to her very soul. Captivated, Alessandro thought. He was 
completely captivated. Her beautiful face was flushed and glistening. He rocked his hips 
with increasing speed, wanting to fuck her into oblivion, fuck her until she couldn’t stand. 
Up. Up, he shoved. Harder, faster. He was determined to make her come again, come 
with him. He moved a hand between them, finding her drenched, swollen center. He 
pressed his thumb right against her clitoris and rubbed slowly, watching her features 
tighten and her moans turn to desperate cries. Good God, she was going to kill him. 
“Fuck….oh fuck….” Alessandro swore, feeling his cock begin to swell harder and pulse 
with an orgasm that was mere seconds away.  “Come with me, sweetheart. Come with me, 
now.” 

Her body arched back and her walls convulsed around his shaft, squeezing him, 
milking him, pulling his very soul out of his body and up into hers.  Mine! He thought 
selfishly, driving up as his body surged and rolled with the force of his release. Mine! 
Mine! Mine! He thought of keeping her here. Tying her to the bed and never letting her 
leave. The image of her tied, spread eagle to the bed, naked and there for him whenever 
he wanted was too much for him to bear, and Alessandro cried out and let the violence of 
his orgasm pound through him.  



She dropped over him, boneless and damp and Alessandro grabbed her behind, 
undulating gently as his cock spent itself. Her mouth was open and Alessandro caught her 
warm panting breath, running his tongue along the curves of her lips before diving in for 
another taste of her. That mouth. Oh the things he could imagine that mouth doing to him 
before the night was over. 

She curled up on top of him, and Alessandro felt her fingers trail through the 
damp hair on his chest. 

“Oh,” she purred, her breasts rising and falling against him with her heavy 
breaths. 

“Quite,” he agreed; his voice tight. His body was exhausted, spent, and yet he 
wanted her again. His mind was immediately aroused once more. He’d just wait for his 
body to catch up. 

Her fingers trailed down his arm, and she found his hand. The gesture caught him 
in the chest, making his heart squeeze. Her fingers linked with his. 

“These are some talented fingers,” she sighed, making him laugh. “I could just 
imagine them playing some instrument like a violin or a piano. Do you play anything?” 
She propped herself up on one elbow and lifted their joined hands. 

“Mmm, piano, a little. I suffered through lessons when I was young. Hated them 
with a passion and gave my instructor no end of grief, but he told me I had an ear for it. 
My father loves music, so for him, I kept at it. Now when I can find the time, it relaxes 
me.” 

“Your father. Is he a musician?” 

“No. But he loves the opera. I grew to love it too, and when he’d take me all 
around the world with him on business, I’d be utterly captivated by the spectacle of it 
all.” 

“So you work for your father?” 

His stomach tightened. He didn’t like talking about the family business, the 
empire that he’d been born into, and the things that were required of him because of it. 
“In a fashion,” 

She picked up on his tone. “You don’t enjoy it?” 



Alessandro licked his lips, and she smiled down at him, kissing him gently before 
giving him a chance to reply. “I like the lifestyle it affords me but if I had my 
druthers…it’s not the life I would have chosen for myself, no.” 

“So why don’t you just do something else? Race your cars. Though I gotta say, 
I’m not looking forward to imagining that they had to scrape you off the side of a track 
someday,” she said, and Alessandro felt warmed by the worry he saw in her eyes. 

“I’m very good at what I do, love,” he assured her. 

“Oh, of course,” she remarked with a smile that stole his heart. 

Good God but he could love this woman. If he was a different man he could love 
this woman and give her children and grow old with her. If he was a different man. 

“It’s irrelevant though, Sunshine. One doesn’t cross Father.” 

She reached down and kissed his shoulder. “Looks like our families are pretty 
much the same, huh? They both have these expectations for us and it’s like they don’t 
have a clue who we are as individuals. We’re just expected to fall in line like good little 
soldiers and do what we’re told and act how they expect us to act.” 

“Good little soldiers,” Alessandro said with a sigh. “That’s it exactly.” 

“I think I like the image of you behind the wheel of your race car. Free and loving 
what you’re doing. Do you think…” her voice trailed off, and she shook her head. 

“What?” Alessandro asked, running his fingers along the satin skin over her spine. 

“Well, maybe you’ll think of me every time you race. Like a good luck thing or 
something?” 

Carry a part of me with you. No demands. No promises. Just a wish. As if he 
could ever forget this incomparable woman. 

He pulled her against him and turned her onto her back, covering her with his 
wanting and ready body. “I can swear to you, darling. I shall think of you every time.” 
Every time. Every day. For the rest of my life.  

*** 

Bree awoke with a jolt. A heavy arm around her pulled her close to the body that, 
throughout the whole night, had become achingly familiar. She knew every inch of him, 
knew how every inch of him felt, smelled, and tasted. She knew that when he was about 



to come, he made this possessive, primal sound in the back of his throat, and that he 
would draw her up against him, hands securely cradling her back and drive into her, 
making that sound as he came. 

He liked to fuck her hard at the beginning, as if to brand her, his fingers tight on 
her hips then when her body caught up and was in a near frenzy, he’d slow down, 
tormenting her, himself. Making it last. Then, when both were rising to the fever pitch, he 
drove fast again, pumping even, quick, driving strokes as if he wanted to drive his entire 
being inside of her. After he’d come, he’d lift his head when he was able and right before 
he smiled at her, he’d have this stunned bemused look on his face, almost slightly 
panicked before he changed his expression. 

Bree imagined she looked at him like that too. Who was this man that could rouse 
her so easily and shatter her body into a million pieces over and over, yet leave her still 
insatiable? She wanted like a greedy, selfish child. More and more, never enough. He 
fucked her until they were both gasping and weak and raw and still she wanted more. 
That mouth, those hands, those arms, that cock. She took her fill of him, knowing these 
memories would have to last her the rest of her life because after Michael…after this 
stranger, there would be no one else. There would be no other man who would see her in 
this desperate, needy state. 

She realized what had awakened her. The wind had stopped. It was deathly still 
and quiet outside. Bree knew that chances were the storm would end by the morning, but 
knew for sure this was the end. Her whimper sounded loud in the quiet room, and the arm 
around her tightened. Bree felt him stir behind her and wake up. His hand drifted lower in 
question and Bree parted her legs in acceptance. Her back nuzzled against his chest, and 
she eased a foot back to rub against his leg. He sighed against her hair. Who are you? The 
greedy part of her wondered. What are you doing to me? The frightened child inside of 
her asked. 

His palm cradled her pussy, the heel of his hand rubbing her gently, sending little 
bursts of sensation beneath her skin. Her entire body was entirely languid and heavy, like 
someone who had gorged on a delicious meal and was stuffed, but still craved the taste. 
She felt wet and swollen all over, and he stroked her with his fingers in the lightest of 
touches. It was almost painful because of how over sensitized she was, but in a way it 
helped prolong the sensations because she wasn’t striving for release. He pushed two 
long fingers inside of her, and Bree bit the edge of her pillow, moving her hips to take his 
fingers in deeper. He shifted down and gently bit her shoulder, making her tighten around 
the penetrating digits. His free hand rubbed her lower back before stroking her ass. That 
was the one place he hadn’t been yet, and Bree shivered with nervous anticipation. “Yes,” 
she sighed, the words tumbling out of their own accord. She felt the edge of his penis 



nudge her ass, pushing against the tight ring of nerves. Bree held her breath, trembling 
with need and trepidation. She had done this rarely enough for the idea to still stir that 
deep, dark part of her that liked to be taken, controlled, and conquered. He’d taken her so 
completely tonight, it felt only right to give him this vulnerable part of her as well. “Take 
me,” she whispered. He eased in now, slowly and Bree clenched her fingers into her 
pillow. 

His fingers continued their pumping rhythm and as he filled her ass, he rubbed her 
swollen nub of flesh with his thumb. Arousing her enough to loosen her muscles. “Easy, 
love. Easy, just relax.” 

There was a slight sting of pain, her body unaccustomed to being taken this way, 
but the pleasure was catching up and threatening to override her nervousness. 

“Good?” he asked, running his tongue along the side of her neck, making her 
nerve endings sing. 

“Mmmm,” she agreed, and it was. He felt full and wonderful, and Bree wished for 
a split second that she was on her knees. The image made her juices run down his hand. 

“I want you on your knees,” he growled into her ear. 

Bree’s eyes flew open. Had she uttered her desire out loud? Bree turned to look at 
him, and the hunger in his eyes made her come in a sharp tearing orgasm that made her 
cry out in surprise. 

He swore and Bree imagined her muscles had tightened very much with the 
convulsions of her orgasm. 

“Oh God…” Bree cried, burying her face in the pillow. “I don’t think I can 
move,” 

“Mission accomplished then, eh?” He said, and Bree could hear the smile on his 
face. “Let me then,” He pulled her up against him and turning her around, cradling her 
limp body against him. “Hold on, love,” he purred, placing her hands on the iron of the 
headboard. 

He entered her a little more forcefully this time, her muscles loosening eagerly to 
accept him. 

“Fucking Christ, what have you done to me?” he growled, pistoning his hips 
behind her. 



Bree was a bundle of rolling nerves, her body was used, taken, and pushed past its 
limit, and she was loving it. Let him take her. Let him brand her. “Fuck me. Oh God, fuck 
me and don’t ever stop…” His fingers were back there between her legs. She cried out 
weakly when he pumped three fingers in her pussy in an alternate rhythm from his cock 
in her ass. 

“Darling, if I could, I’d fuck us both to oblivion,” he admitted. “My God, this 
ass,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking perfect all over. So perfect,” his hips snapped 
harder, his cock hitting her deeper. He grabbed her hip with one hand and pulled her back 
as he drove forward, guiding her as she didn’t have the energy. “You’re going to kill me, 
darling,” 

“Ditto,” she whimpered. She couldn’t come again. She couldn’t. Her body 
couldn’t take it. A full body shiver that felt as if she’d been eased into an surge of 
electricity washed over her, not as intense as her earlier orgasms, but more thorough, 
claiming her from the top of her head to the tips of her toes. 

“Oh fuck, Sweetheart!” he cried behind her. “Oh, God, like that. Suck me in like 
that! Christ….Christ,” Harder he pushed into her, and Bree tried pushing back, but her 
body was threatening to give way any second, and then he spurted his hot thick release 
into her with a hoarse cry. 

**** 

They showered together, not fucking, merely running their tired, sated bodies 
under the spray of lukewarm water. Touching everywhere, laughing, sharing everything 
but making no demands and then when he wrapped her in a bed sheet, as there were no 
towels, and carried her to the bed, Bree curled up against him like a cherished child and 
when he laid her down on the bed pleading with his eyes to let him take her as the sun 
came up, Bree lifted her hips up to accept his cock with an eager shiver. Her eyes 
fluttered closed, but a low growl urged her, “No. Keep them open. I want to see your eyes 
as I slide inside,” Bree whimpered but tried her best to lock her gaze with his as he filled 
her inch by deliciously hard inch. Her nails dug into his wrists, propped on either side of 
her. 

He ground his hips gently against hers. Her pussy was still damp and nearly 
unbearably sensitive, but he moved slowly, drawing her body tight ever so tenderly. 

They’d kept the lights on to keep sleep at bay, but as they made love this last time, 
Bree could feel tears spring to her eyes as she watched the sun that filtered through the 
window falling over his skin so he looked bathed in fire as he moved above her like some 
mythological god. His eyes flickered with what Bree knew was an echoed sadness, and 



he moved deeper, slower, drawing it out more and more, his forehead meeting hers before 
he kissed her and came with a reluctant trembling. 

Dawn.  



Chapter Seven 

They dressed slowly, silently. Bree lowered her head as she buttoned her jeans, her hair 
falling over her face and allowing her to give in to her sadness for a few seconds. She 
closed her eyes tightly, willing the tears back. She would not cry. 

She felt him come up behind her and drop a kiss on the crown of her head, and it 
was all she could do not to sag against him and burrow herself against his chest. 

“I quite literally owe you my life, sweetheart. I can’t ever repay you for that.” 

She sniffled and lifted her head, turning to him with a forced smile. “Well, I kinda 
owe you too. You helped me deal with…everything. I think I would have gone crazy if 
I’d gone on as I was.” She stepped back, not daring to place her hand on his chest as she 
wanted to. No more touching. This was hard enough. Dammit. Why was this so hard? 
Bree had had one night stands before, in her wilder days, and she’d always been able to 
walk away the next morning, in fact, she usually left skid marks. Now granted, she’d 
never experienced with those men what she had experienced with this stranger. Not even 
Michael, she thought guiltily. Bree mentally bitch slapped herself for the traitorous 
thought. Not only had she fucked another guy right after burying her husband, but she 
was actually comparing the two of them and finding Michael wanting. 

Bree turned away from the stranger. It had been good with Michael. Passionate, 
loving. Bree wouldn’t deny that, but what had happened with this stranger had set some 
dark part of her ablaze, consumed her so thoroughly that it terrified her and she was 
almost as glad as she was heartbroken they would never see each other again. Loving 
Michael had been safe. It had been real. He demanded nothing. They gave to each other. 

Last night, Bree had been taken. Thoroughly, utterly taken. Gently or roughly, it 
didn’t matter. This man had reached into the darkest part of her mind, had brought out 
and laid bare the desires she admitted to no one but herself in her most secret, quiet 
moments. Her hunger had been allowed to run free. There’d been no guilt, no remorse. 
Nothing was ‘wrong’. And God, the feeling of freedom was damned addictive. What did 
that say about her? How could she love Michael, yet give a part of her she’d never felt 
comfortable sharing with Michael to this stranger. 



“Last night was…” he murmured, leaning against the wall as he slipped into his 
shoes. He shook his head. “I’ve never experienced anything like that.” 

Bree looked at him skeptically. “What? Your string of lovers across Europe 
doesn’t measure up?” 

He smiled at her. “I wouldn’t call it a ‘string’ necessarily.” 

“Of course not,” Before she began to enjoy herself too much, she stifled her smile 
and forced herself to remember that she wanted to leave. “We’d better get going.” 

The twinkle in his eye flickered out, and he gave her a curt nod and Bree’s pang 
of sadness tightened in her stomach. 

The temperature outside had improved considerably, but there was still enough  
bite in the air that when Bree looked up at the man walking next to her, his cheeks were 
rosy and his hair, thanks to the absence of any hair styling products, was curled and 
tousled, giving him a decidedly boyish look. She couldn’t help smiling. He really was 
impossibly handsome. Now she could add adorable as well. Her heart squeezed in her 
chest. She really was gonna miss him. His long legs allowed him bigger strides than Bree 
and a few times he managed to get ahead of her before catching himself and letting her 
catch up. 

She was staring at his broad back again when she got an idea. Bree reached down 
and scooped some snow into her hand. Shaping it into a ball, Bree bit her lip and stifled a 
gleeful giggle of anticipation. Pulling back her arm, Bree threw the snowball. It caught 
him squarely in the back of the head. 

He stopped mid stride and whirled around in surprise. “Wha-“ Then realization 
dawned, and his eyes flashed with a devilish glint. “Oh, is that what we’re doing now, 
Sunshine?” He bolted after her, the snow slowing him down considerably but not enough 
for Bree to get away. With a victorious grunt, he caught her by the waist, and they 
dropped to the ground. 

“Looks like I win, love,” he said smiling above her. 

Just five minutes more, Bree pleaded mentally before reaching up and cupping the 
back of his head to bring his mouth back down to hers. 

He gave a soft growl in the back of his throat before meeting her tongue with his 
own and sending her senses spinning in a muted reminder of the night before. Bree let 
herself revel in the feel of his mouth, a heated contrast to the chill in the air, before 



forcing herself to pull away. “One last moment of weakness, I guess,” she explained with 
a small smile. 

They reached the O’Reiley cabin about twenty minutes later. Bree was both 
relieved and disappointed to find that the phone was working. No more excuses. 

“How quaint,” he remarked, taking in the décor. “Very Debbie Travis.” 

Bree rolled her eyes and called her mother to send someone to pick them up. She 
waited for Angela to pick up the phone. “Mom, it’s me,” Then jerked the phone away 
from her ear as her mother demanded to know what happened to her. 

The stranger gave her a sympathetic smile. 

When Bree managed to break through her mother’s tirade of, ‘How could you not 
call? Your son misses you and you never should have left,’ she explained about the 
accident and again jerked the phone away when her mother gasped and demanded to 
know that she was alright and was on her way to help her and wanted to know who was 
the man who’d been in the other car and what was she still doing with him and-” 

The man at her side pulled the receiver away from her and took over the call. 
“Hello, Mrs. Lovely Blonde Woman’s Mummy. I just wanted to put your mind at ease 
and let you know that your daughter is in perfect health. She’ll see you soon, okay? Buh 
bye now.” Once he hung up, Bree buried her face in his chest and gave a soft relieved 
laugh. 

“Thank you for that.” 

“My pleasure,” he said, stroking her hair. 

“My mom’s a little…hard to take some times.” 

As they waited, the minutes ticked desperately by.   

Bree felt sick when she saw him look down at his watch and then meet her gaze. 
They sat across from each other. Bree on the daisy print couch she’d always hated and he 
on the coffee table that was propped up on one side by a telephone book thanks to the 
time Bree had taken Brian’s steel bat (which she had wanted for Christmas when they 
were both six) and whacked it into the side, creating a huge gash in the bottom. 

“Listen, Sweetheart. I’ve been thinking. Maybe we can -“ 

Bree shook her head quickly, the look in his eyes making her panic. “Don’t. 
Please, don’t.” The hope she’d seen flickered out. 



He sighed and rubbed the side of his face, then propped his chin on his fist. “Why 
not?” 

Bree blinked, the tension coiling tighter in her stomach. “Excuse me?” 

“Give me one good reason why we can’t see each other again?” 

“Because…” Bree flailed. “Because…I don’t want to,” The blatant lie made him 
smile. 

He sniffed the air briefly. “Why, I do believe someone’s pants are on fire.” 

Bree rolled her eyes. But then shook her head again. “You know why. I can’t…I 
just…that part of my life is over. For good.” 

He stared at her. “That must be the most maudlin, ridiculous thing I’ve ever 
heard.” 

“Well, I don’t care if it’s ridiculous. It’s what it is.” 

“You’re barely thirty if you’re a day, and you’re going to lock yourself in a 
metaphorical convent?” 

“Okay, if you knew me then you’d know how hilarious the idea of me in a 
convent is,” Bree pointed out. 

He moved closer to her, reaching to take her hands. “But I do know you. I know 
the life that burns inside of you, the passion, the part of you that I know you show to no 
one else. The idea that your fire will be allowed to burn out just breaks my heart. I can’t 
bear the idea of not seeing you again, darling.” 

Bree pulled her hands away and got to her feet. “Stop. I’m begging you. 
You’re…you’re breaking the rules dammit!” 

“What rules?” he asked, crossing his arms over his chest. 

“They were implied. You knew damn well this was a one time thing. Don’t turn 
around now and-“ 

He got to his feet and grabbed her shoulders, kissing her hard. 

Bree didn’t give herself time to enjoy it. Panic had set in as feelings she was too 
frightened to name welled up inside of her. She pulled away with a whimper. “I won’t do 
this again. Are you listening to me?” she yelled at him. “Is this getting through? I won’t 



go through this again. Don’t ask me to. Whatever this thing is that happened with us is 
over. Done, okay?” she was trembling so hard she winced when she bit her tongue. 

He looked down at her and clenched his jaw stubbornly but released her. Bree 
rubbed her arms, silently cursing him. She didn’t want them to leave it like this. Why did 
he have to push? Why couldn’t he leave her with her sweet memories instead of spoiling 
how she thought of last night? She’d remember arguing with him, pulling away instead of 
the bliss she had experienced in his arms. 

He turned away from her and rubbed the back of his neck. He moved behind her 
and paced. “You’re right, of course. You’re right. We both have our own lives. Our 
own…” he closed his eyes briefly as if thinking of something that made him a little ill. 
“obligations. My course is set, and I can’t deviate from it now.” He stopped and stared at 
her intensely. “No matter how much I wish to.” 

“That’s right,” Bree replied with a shiver. She jumped when she heard the sound 
of a car driving up to the cabin. No! No, wait! Please. I’ve changed my mind. I don’t want 
this to end. It’s too soon. Please! 

She saw the same flash of panic in his eyes too and forced herself to look away. 
No matter what she wanted, she had to be smart and for once not just jump into things. 
Use her head, not her heart. She grabbed her coat. “Finally,” she said, her voice shaking. 

Bree couldn’t speak as a car pulled into the driveway. She recognized the guard, 
Gavin. He told her he was sent by her uncle. The man next to her kept his eyes on her for 
most of the drive as if memorizing her, and Bree felt herself growing perilously close to 
tears.   

When he reached out to take her hand, Bree closed her eyes and leaned her head 
on his shoulder. 

“Give us a few minutes, please?” he asked the guard and urged Bree to come out 
with him as he exited the car. 

She followed him out and stuck her hands in her pockets, more so he wouldn’t see 
how badly she was shaking than from any sort of cold. “You’re just making this harder, 
you know?” She pointed out, her voice choked. 

“I’m well aware,” he assured her, pulling her into his arms. She felt him inhale the 
scent of her hair and rested his chin on the crown of her head. Bree blinked back the 
burning in her eyes and slowly pulled her hands out of her pockets, clutching his coat and 
burying her face in his chest. She was sure he could feel her shaking for sure now, but it 
didn’t seem to matter; she felt him shaking too. 



“No regrets, eh?” 

“Not a one,” Bree assured him. 

His arms tightened around her almost painfully but then he was letting her go and 
for a moment, Bree felt weightless, as if she’d lost her anchor. “All right then. You’d 
better go now before I give in to another fit of madness and toss you over my shoulder 
and carry you off.” 

The image made her smile through her tears, and he smiled back. “Ah, there we 
are. That’s what I want my last image of you to be. That smile.” 

He looked at her carefully, reaching up to cup the sides of her face. “Do you 
believe in fate, darling?” 

“I used to,” Bree replied honestly, thinking of Michael. 

“Well, call me a romantic fool, but I do believe in it. I think you and I will see 
each other again.” 

She opened her mouth to object. There would be no promises between them. That 
would only make things harder, and Bree already felt as if another part of her was dying. 
Before she could say anything though, he lowered his head and kissed her softly. He 
pulled back and tucked a stray lock of her hair behind her ear. “Go on then, sweetheart.” 

She kept her eyes on him as the car pulled away, and he was still standing there 
when she got her last glimpse of him before the car turned the corner. 

Bree closed her eyes and wrapped her arms around herself, holding the hurt in. 
Feeling the crinkle of paper, she reached in to her pocket and pulled out the small note he 
must have sneaked in when she hadn’t noticed. 

Darling, 

Anyone who knows me would tell you that I’m not really one to follow the rules. I 
know we said no promises. I know that it is fear that drives you now, fear of what you lost; 
fear of feeling that loss yet again. 

But there is one thing that we must allow for. In our passion, we weren’t exactly 
careful. There’s nothing you need to worry about on my score, and I know that your 
marriage makes you just as safe in the same regard. 

That leaves one other significant outcome. Call me selfish, but I will willingly use 
the idea of a child if it means I can see you again, hold you again. 



I want you to call me if such a possibility comes to pass. 

I want you to call me if you need anything, ever. 

I want you to call me so I can hear your voice. 

I want you to call me. 

I want you. 

Prince Charming 

  

The end of his note made Bree giggle through her tears. She traced the numbers of 
his home phone with her fingers. Rip it up. Roll down the window and throw it out. 

Bree put the letter back in her pocket.   



Chapter Eight 

“Mommy! I got pezents for Chrismy! I got da Spidaman. I got da Tansfomas, Gammy 
Angela give me da Tico Me Elmo and Gammy D give me a thweater with a doggie on it 
but“ Will took a long enough breath to put his finger to his mouth in a secret gesture so 
Bree had to lean over to hear him, “ ‘is nod my favit thing.” 

“Will,” Bree tried to scold him, but she was smiling too hard in understanding. 
What kid liked clothes of any kind for Christmas? She held her son tight to her body, his 
heavy weight comforting her as she sat in the O’Reiley Pub. 

“But ‘s okay. She gimme an estra donut and Unkie Jack gimmie two dollas!!! Ima 
buy a modacyco.” 

“A motorcycle? How come?” 

“Well, I tell you, but you no be mad ‘kay?” 

Bree knew that tone of voice all too well. Hell, she’d used that tone of voice 
throughout most of her life. “Okay.” 

“You pomish?” 

Bree cocked an eyebrow but nodded. 

“Max took me on his modacyco fo a wittle bit. It was lotta fun mommy!” 

“Did he?” Bree asked, feeling her heart drop into her stomach. She met the young 
man in question’s eyes as he was coming out of the kitchen in the back. He saw her glare, 
spun on his heel and hurried back into the kitchen. 

Her grandmother, Alison, came out from behind the counter with a plate of animal 
crackers for Will and a bowl of chili for Bree who took it with a small smile when she 
noticed the melted cheese on top. 

“How are you doing, dear?” Alison asked, taking a seat across from her. She 
paused to smile at one of the regulars, Patrick Quinlan, a tall shaggy haired, blue eyed 
man with an easy grin and a quick trigger finger. He was a part of the O'Reiley muscle, a 



group of at least ten men sent out on all manner of assignments from intimidation to out 
and out beatings on those who defaulted on any O'Reiley loans or other insults. 

“Better,” she admitted. “The will reading is today, and I’m trying to postpone 
going as long as I can.” 

“I can get Max to watch the place if you’d like me to come with you."  

“No, thanks for offering though. It’s not just Mary; I can handle her. I’m just not 
looking forward to taking that final step, ya know. I guess that doesn’t make sense. My 
not going isn’t going to bring Michael back, and the will is just a collection of his things, 
possessions, they’re not him. But to just…I don’t know.” 

“You feel like you’re going to be splitting up parts of him into neat little boxes 
and giving them away?” Alison suggested reaching across the table. 

Bree took her hand gratefully. “Kinda, yeah. I mean, I haven’t even packed his 
things up at home. I just can’t seem to make myself go through them. I’ve accepted he’s 
gone. I’ve made peace with that but…” she trailed off. She knew where that peace had 
come from and thinking of that man gave her a bittersweet pain in the center of her chest. 

“I understand, sweetie.” 

No, you don’t, Bree thought. She gave her grandmother an appreciative smile. She 
felt peace at the loss of her husband but at a loss in every other part of her life. When 
she’d been with him everything had seemed to make sense. Everything had been clear 
and simple in a way that her life had never been. Now she just didn’t seem to know what 
to do with herself. Only her son anchored her, and she focused on him with a smile. He 
smiled sweetly back at her, cookie crumbs in a ring around his mouth. Bree had a mental 
image of using Will to confront all of her future heartache. Anytime things got hairy, 
she’d just pick up her son and hold him up in front of her. She laughed to herself and 
reached over and kissed his dirty face. “Mommy’s gotta get going okay? 

His face fell. “But you gonna come back?” 

Bree’s stomach twisted guiltily. “Of course, babe. Just have to go out and run 
some errands. Be back in a flash.” 

“Okie dokie. If you go McDonalds, bing me Happy Meal?” 

Bree pointed a finger at him. “Eat all your cookies, smarty pants.” 

**** 



Dammit, she was coming down with the flu. She knew she had to be too lucky to 
survive that miserable storm without incident. But when she started sniffling a few weeks 
later and started seeing every meal she ate in reverse, Bree knew she had to bite the bullet 
and bring out the medicine. 

When the sniffles passed but the nausea didn’t, Bree began to worry as another 
possibility presented itself. 

It was all Meggie’s fault. She’d been over at her sister-in-law’s apartment when 
Meggie was telling her about how her fashion line was gonna start branching out into 
stylish line of clothing for mothers, and could she borrow Will for one of the shoots? 

Bree had been looking at samples for beautiful maternity dresses when the 
possibility that she herself may be pregnant slowly began to creep into her thoughts. How 
late was she? Bree wondered as the room began to narrow around her. 

“No fugly prints, no absolutely hideous stripes. You can still feel sophisticated 
even when you’re kissing the porcelain God,” Meggie pointed out as Will rammed the 
head of his Tickle Me Elmo doll into the front bumper of his Transformer truck. The doll 
giggled maniacally and for a second, it sounded to Bree as if the doll was laughing at her. 
She clamped a hand over her mouth and ran to the toilet, barely making it in time. 

“Aww, mommy’s still got the foo,” Will explained, popping up beside Meggie 
who had rushed to follow Bree to the bathroom. 

“The foo huh?” Meggie asked, Bree meeting her skeptical gaze in the mirror as 
she splashed cold water on her face. “So, dare I ask if I’m gonna be an aunt?” Her brown 
eyes were shining with both sympathy and happiness. 

“Oh God,” Bree groaned burying her face in her hands. 

**** 

Congratulations, her idiot doctor had said after examining her. Her whole entire 
world had just sent her spinning yet again, and the red headed woman was smiling at her. 

Meggie had told her it was like God was giving her a gift, one last piece of 
Michael to carry with her into the world. 

Michael…Bree thought with a shudder. Dear God forgive me. Bree hadn’t 
corrected Meggie’s assumption. Dear God, make her be right. Never mind that she and 
Michael hadn’t been trying to conceive before he died. Never mind that the last man she 



had slept with hadn’t been Michael. Never mind that she had been fucked so thoroughly 
that night that the idea that this was anyone but the stranger’s child was laughable. 

I want you to call me. I want you. 

Bree sat in bed staring at the note with the numbers that would connect her to him 
once again. 

She didn’t dare. 

Didn’t he have a right to know? 

She could so easily fall in love with him. 

No, never again. 

She missed him so much. 

She’d only lose him like she lost everyone. 

He didn’t just fuck her and send her on her way. 

Loving him would be betraying Michael. 

He wanted to make sure she was okay. 

She’d never depend on anyone to take care of her again. 

She missed him so much, missed how he made her feel. 

Bree touched the phone and lifted the receiver. God help me, I need to hear his 
voice. 

**** 

“You son of a bitch!” the old man spat, red faced as he leapt from his seat across 
Alessandro’s desk. 

Alfonso, the guard next to the door took a step forward, but Alessandro raised his 
hand to halt him. 

“You think you can just swoop in and take over everything I’ve built over the past 
fifty years?” 



“I can and have, David. This is business. Save the hysterics for your wife, eh?” He 
got to his feet, signalling the end of the meeting. He extended his hand to the furious man, 
whose black eyes widened at this final insult. 

“You’ll pay for this, you silver spoon-fed, boarding school brat!” 

“I assume lunch is off then?” Alessandro asked, sticking his hands in his pockets. 
“Give my best to your wife, David. Tell her I couldn’t have done it without her,” 

“I’ll kill you! You and my whore of a wife. You’ll both pay dearly for this.” 

“Let’s not forget who I am, old boy. Threats don’t work on me.” 

“That’s right. Hide behind your family, you coward.” 

“I detect some bitterness on your part. If I may suggest directing your bitterness to 
your dearly beloved who seems to have the unfortunate inability to keep her legs closed 
the minute she smells money?” 

Before David could lunge for him again, Alfonso was there, grabbing him from 
behind and dragging him out of Alessandro’s office. 

Alessandro moved to the decanter of brandy and poured himself a few fingers. He 
cradled the glass in his palm, his thoughts distracting him. He should be feeling energized, 
thrilled by his victory. Usually, a takeover of this magnitude would have him celebrating 
with the blonde of his choice on an impromptu trip to Paris or Greece. 

Except he couldn’t look at a blonde woman without thinking of her.  

A knock on the door pulled his train of thought off that particular track, and he 
was momentarily grateful. His secretary, the lovely and buxom blonde, Marissa, came in 
and gave him a slow smile that normally would have had him hard as a rock under his 
desk, where the enthusiastic Marissa would soon follow. 

“You really gave it to that old fart, didn’t you?” she asked, impressed. 

“I don’t think we’ll be seeing Mr Beaton again,” he briefly entertained the idea of 
indulging his baser natures with dear Marissa but just as quickly discarded the idea when 
his stomach twisted at the mere thought of burying his face in that blonde hair. 

It was the wrong shade. More strawberry that spun gold. And as she walked in 
front of him, Alessandro smelled some kind of perfume, not vanilla and coconut. 

Wrong shade, wrong smell, wrong everything. 



“Was there something specific you needed, Ms. Canton?” 

Marissa’s face fell at his formal use of her name. 

“I just wanted to let you know that your three o’clock cancelled.” 

“That’s great. You know what? Cancel the rest of my appointments today as 
well.” 

“What?” Marissa asked in surprise. 

He gave her a small smile. He could understand her shock. For all his playboy 
tendencies, Alessandro was a bit of a workaholic. 

“I’m feeling a bit out of sorts today. I believe I shall go home…“ 

“Are you coming down with something? I can make you some chicken-“ 

Alessandro shook his head quickly. No. That was the last thing he wanted. He 
wanted to be alone so he could think about her. 

Well, if he was really being honest he wanted to be with her period. What 
possessed him to just let her go like that? She’d brought out feelings in him he hadn’t 
known he had. 

There had to be a way to fulfill his father’s wishes and still have the woman he 
wanted. Hundreds of married men had mistresses on the side. Hadn’t his father? And his 
father before him? 

Alessandro considered using his father’s connections to find her again, but part of 
him balked at the idea. He promised he’d let her go. And really, hadn’t he put the ball in 
her court? Which definitely went against his nature. But as much as he was going mad 
waiting to see if she called him, it wasn’t the time to push. 

When he got home he stared at the phone with loathing. There was no blinking 
message light. 

He felt like some damned woman. 

After visiting his father, he’d come back to London to wrap up some last minute 
business before he would make the permanent move to New York City. He’d be leaving 
at the end of the week. He still couldn’t keep his mind from drifting back to that night. 
He’d felt happier and more free and more himself that night than he had in all his 
twenty-eight years. He’d never been in love. How fucking ridiculous was it that he found 



himself in that sad state now? And with a no named woman who had gone back to her 
safe life, convinced it was what she wanted. 

“You never do things the easy way, do you, old boy?” he asked himself. He 
flopped onto his bed and stared at the ceiling. It was early yet, not quite midnight, but 
Alessandro knew he couldn’t concentrate on the work he’d brought home with him. 
Damn her, he thought stubbornly. What was it about her that had him all tied up in knots 
like this? 

She was beautiful. 

He knew scores of beautiful women. Intimately. 

She made him laugh. 

There were more important things he was dealing with in his life than a fit of the 
giggles. 

She knew him. 

No, she only thought she did. 

He connected to her in a way he never had with anyone. 

Good sex does not a relationship make. 

It was more than sex. 

That was the problem. 

His heart leapt up into his throat when the phone rang. The noise exploded into 
the silent room with the force of a bomb. He jackknifed up in his bed and stared at the 
phone. It was her. It had to be her. He needed it to be her. 

The past few weeks had been a nightmare of utter dullness. 

He had money, power and influence. 

But he didn’t have her. And as he held his breath he knew that more than his next 
breath, he needed her. 

The ringing stopped after one ring. Rage like he’d never known exploded through 
him. No! He couldn’t have just missed his chance. That had to have been her. She’d 



called and chickened out. He should have picked up on the first ring. He buried his face 
in his pillow and screamed. He almost missed the phone ringing again. 

This time, he didn’t even wait for the first ring to finish. He grabbed the receiver. 
“Hello?” he asked, cursing the way his voice suddenly cracked. 

There was no answer. 

It was her. He knew it. His heart was pounding with the force of a loud roar in his 
ears. 

“Hello?” he asked again, urging her to speak. “Are you there?” The silence on the 
other end was broken by a sudden small distant voice. 

“Mommy, can I sleep with you? I go pee pee in my bed.” 

“Hang on, sweetie, mommy will be right there. Go get your other pj’s and wait for 
me in the bathroom okay?” 

“‘kay, mommy.” 

Alessandro closed his eyes and imagined the small homey scene. Mother and son. 
God, he’d give anything to be there with her, to help her raise her little boy. 

Was there another child on the way? Was that why she was calling? 

She still hadn’t said anything, and Alessandro was afraid to push so he simply 
listened for a few seconds, hearing the occasional sniffle. 

She was crying. She missed him as much as he missed her. The knowledge 
strengthened him. No fucking way he was letting her go now. 

“I miss you so much, darling,” he whispered. He’d have to go slow, baby steps. 

A sob broke from her throat, and then Alessandro heard the dial tone indicating 
she had hung up. 

He took a deep breath and closed his eyes. He let himself revel in the moment 
before jotting down her number from the display screen  

Alessandro stared up at the ceiling and smiled, his heart so full he felt as if he was 
going to burst. 

**** 



Bree woke up with a jolt, her heart racing and a muffled scream in her throat. 
Sending her sleeping son a short glance, she caught herself in time. She’d been dreaming 
of Michael. But why would that terrify her? 

She got out of bed, careful not to wake Will, and poured herself a glass of water 
as she tried to remember the details that had her heart racing. Michael had been yelling at 
her, demanding vengeance for his death, berating her for having forgotten her vow to rain 
down vengeance on Bernardo for what he’d done. Guilt choked her as she sat on the 
couch, staring out into the darkness. How could she have forgotten her promise? Worse 
yet, how could she let another man be the reason for her distraction? 

It had been a mistake to call him. What did she expect?  She would confess her 
pregnancy, and he’d come running? Yes. Because she knew he would, but she couldn’t 
see him again, no matter how much she wanted to. This baby, if it did turn out to be his. 
“If,” Bree whispered with a snort. As if deep down she didn’t very well know it was. If it 
turned out to be his, well, she’d raise it on her own because that’s how she could keep her 
sanity. On her own. Depending on no one. This nightmare just proved her point. She 
couldn’t let herself be distracted by feelings for a man she had no future with. She had 
more important things to worry about. Like revenge. Bree would not make the mistake of 
forgetting a second time. Bernardo Dardano had messed with the wrong O’Reiley this 
time. 

In the morning, she drove to her father's house. 

“Mornin’, sweetie,” he greeted her, getting to his feet and kissing her cheek 
lightly. 

She spotted Carl Morraldo, the patriarch of the Morraldo crime family, stepping 
away from the fireplace, his coat folded over his arm. He greeted her warmly with a kiss 
on each cheek. "How are you, bella?"  

She gave him a weak smile. "Day by day, you know?" 

He nodded. "Si. Anything you need, you call, eh?" 

Bree promised she would.  

He turned back to her father. "John, we talk more later. You and Angela, you 
come for dinner this Sunday? Brianna, you as well. You bring the bambino, William." 

"I'd love to," she said. She waited until he left and turned back to her father once 
he returned to the living room. 



"I want to know when we're going to hit the Dardanos," she snapped after he 
stepped back.  

"Bree-"  

She could tell by his tone the he was going to object to her involvement, tell her to 
be patient, and she quickly shook her head. "I’m so sick of Bernardo taking from us. 
Someone needs to dish out some of his own medicine to him. He needs to pay for every 
miserable thing he has done to our family,” Bree hissed, her fury boiling up inside of her. 

“That is not your job, Bree. Let us handle Bernardo.” 

“Right, ‘cause you’ve done such a bang up job so far?” Bree snapped, 
immediately regretting her outburst. She covered her eyes. “God, I’m sorry. Look. I 
didn’t mean…I’m just,” 

Her father sighed and pulled her in close, kissing the top of her head. “We 
understand, sweetie. Believe me, we’re as frustrated as you are, but we can’t go after 
Bernardo with guns blazing ‘cause that would give him the advantage. We must lay low, 
plan, and take our time.” 

"So you do have something planned?" She pressed. "Is that why Carl was here?" 

John hugged her, and his face held the same look she'd seen him give to pacify 
her mother, but to also let her know it was not her place to press. Angela was okay with it, 
Bree never had been. “Come, let's have a nice lunch and talk about more pleasant things, 
aye?” 

Bree met her mom at the park to pick up Will. Frustration still churned inside of 
her, and her dream had left her out of sorts for most of the day. Angela insisted they go 
out for dinner at the O’Reiley Pub. “It’ll do you some good to be around your family. 
We’ll help you get your mind off things,” 

“Things, huh?” Bree asked wryly as she held open the door for her mother, who 
carried Will. “So how long after I left dads did he call you?” 

Angela gave her sheepish smile. “We love you, sweetheart. And we worry about 
you, that doesn’t change just because-“ 

Her mother’s words were drowned out by arguing at the other end of the pub. 

“One of these days, you Dardanos are gonna get exactly what’s coming to you,” 
Bree’s grandfather Joe was red faced with rage as he glared at Bernardo. 



“If it wasn’t for the O’Reileys-“ Bernardo growled. 

“All right, Father, that’s enough. Let’s just go, all right?” 

That voice. Bree’s breath stopped in her throat. She looked across the pub, and the 
room seemed to shrink to one point. A man stood next to Bernardo, towering over him. 
She recognized the curve of that ear, the slant of that cheekbone, the sharp angle of that 
jaw. 

And then he looked at her, and Bree stumbled backwards as if punched in the 
stomach.  

Father. He’d called Bernardo father. His son. Hissonhissonhissonhissonhisson. 
Bree couldn’t breathe. 

He stared at her, that intense, wanting gaze that could turn her insides to jelly. His 
face broke into a wide, beaming grin. 

“Gammy, can I have amimal cackers?” 

“Sure thing, Will,” 

His grin wavered as he looked from Will to Angela to Bree. And Bree saw 
understanding start to dawn. He went deathly pale. 

He. Him. The man she’d slept with, shared herself with both body and soul. The 
father of her child. Oh God. 

No wonder he had so readily agreed to not share anything about himself. He must 
have known the whole time. Bree felt the room begin to spin and nausea rise in her throat. 
The whole time. Something his father wanted, Bernardo’s plan. 

Him inside of her, making love to her, making her laugh, holding her. 

Bernardo’s plan. 

“One doesn’t say no to Father.”  

Lies. All lies. Bree was shaking so hard she bit her tongue, but she didn’t even 
feel the blood in her mouth. 

Kill her husband and seduce the widow. She thought she’d never felt as angry as 
when Michael died, but this, oh God, her entire body was a live wire of rage. She was so 



furious, she was almost numb. So numb that she didn’t even feel herself reaching for the 
gun she had pulled out of the glove compartment and pocketed. 

So numb that she didn’t feel herself lift the gun and aim. 

So numb that she saw nothing, but his eyes, staring back at her in wide eyed 
surprise and confusion. 

She felt so numb she didn’t even feel herself pull the trigger. 



Chapter Nine 

Bree opened her eyes to see Will staring back, nose to nose with her. He gave a startled 
jerk but then smiled widely. 

“Oh good, mommy. I ‘a’ scared you go in hev’n like daddy.” 

She stared at her surroundings in confusion. She wasn’t in the pub anymore, but 
in the hospital. “What happened?” 

“Before or after I had to explain at the police station why they shouldn’t throw the 
book at my daughter for opening fire in a public place with an unregistered fire arm?” 
John asked, glowering down at her. 

Then it came rushing back to her. “Oh, holy crap,” she covered her face with her 
hands. She stared up at her father. “Where is he?” 

“Bernardo? Don’t worry about him.” 

“No. Not him, the other man.” Did she shoot him? Had her rage found its target? 
She didn’t know what to hope for. 

“His son? Wait, is that who you were aiming for?” Angela asked, and Bree turned 
in surprise to find her mother on the other side of the bed. 

“His son,” Bree repeated, the words filling her mouth like acid. Son a bitch. She 
decided she did hope she had shot him. 

“Right. Alessandro Dardano. A carbon copy of his father right down to his Italian 
leather shoes.” 

Alessandro. A copy of his father. Bree rolled the name around in her head. Was 
the English accent a fake? 

“He arrived a few days ago. But there was something so familiar about him, I just 
couldn’t put my finger on until just this second,” Angela said, picking Will up into her 
arms. "I only remember seeing him once or twice when Bernardo brought him to New 
York from where he'd been staying with his mother before she died. He had to be about 
five or six then." 



Bree tensed, afraid that her mother would figure out how she and Alessandro 
knew each other. “So am I gonna have to go to jail?” 

John sighed. “I explained that you were going through a rough time what with 
Michael’s death, and they’re still gonna charge you but instead of time, you’ll just have 
to undergo a psychiatric evaluation. You’re lucky you missed.” 

“I’m gonna have to see a shrink?” Bree asked annoyed. 

“And count your blessings that it’s not prison,” Angela reminded her. 

Bree leaned back against the pillows with a belligerent sigh. Okay. So that was a 
good point. And really, she was pregnant with Satan’s spawn. That called for a lifetime 
on some shrink’s couch for sure. Oh holy fucking crap. What the hell was she gonna do? 
“But hang on. Why am I in the hospital?” 

“You fainted after you pulled the trigger. Alessandro should thank his lucky stars 
you passed out when you did, otherwise he’d be whistling through his chest,” John 
pointed out. “So is there something you want to tell us, Bree?” 

Bree swallowed, looking up at her father with a tight sick feeling in the pit of her 
stomach. “Uh…What do you mean?” 

“When were you going to let us know you were pregnant?” Angela asked. 

Bree’s mouth fell open. “What the…how did you know?” 

“Meggie had to mention it to the doctor before he could put you on I.V. Not only 
are you pregnant, but you’ve hardly been eating. What are you thinking, Bree?” 

“Mom, can we save the ‘Bree’s screwing up yet again’ lecture for when I’m out 
of the hospital?” she snapped. 

Angela shook her head in obvious disapproval but didn’t push. “Now, about 
Alessandro. I recognized his voice from when you called me after the accident. He’s in 
the waiting room right now, demanding to see you. Would you care to explain?” 

Bree felt her throat close up. “Explain what?” she choked. 

“You two obviously know each other, and he’s practically running a hole into the 
floor out there worrying about you. Is Alessandro the father of your baby?” 

“What?” Bree asked, horrified. She wasn’t sure she could come up with a 
convincing enough lie while her brain was firing off thirteen billion panic signals “You 



keep him away from me. I hardly know the man and believe me if I had known he was 
Bernardo’s son-“ 

“All right, enough is enough. You and I need to have a chat and we need to have 
one right now,” Alessandro burst into the room, frustration steaming off of him and 
sending Bree’s panic up yet another notch. 

“Daddy, you keep him away from me!” she pleaded, burrowing closer to her 
father. 

“No, I’m sorry. There are things we need to discuss. In private. So if you two 
would excuse us-“ 

“No!” All three of them replied at the same time. 

“If you think I’m going to leave my daughter alone with you, you are crazier than 
your old man,” John insisted. 

A whimper broke through the shouting. Will was staring at all of them, tears 
filling his eyes and his hands over his ears. 

“God. It’s okay Will,” Bree assured him reaching out for her son. Angela eased 
him back into Bree’s arms. “I’m sorry we’re all being loud, sweetie.” She glared at 
Alessandro over her son’s head. He glared back. 

“Mom, here, you’d better take him. Leave us alone for a few minutes.” 

“Bree-,“ John protested, but Bree shook her head. 

“Don’t bother. Let me just get this over with and then if you could give me a ride 
home?” 

“I’ll be driving you home,” Alessandro insisted. 

“Keep pushing, Dardano,” John warned. 

“I wouldn’t get into a go kart with you. I’ll hear what you have to say, and then I 
want you to get the hell out of my sight.” 

Angela and John looked at Bree uneasily but took Will and left her alone with 
Alessandro. “There’s a guard posted at the door, so if he tries anything, you just scream, 
okay, Sweetie?” 

“Oh, you’ll hear me. Believe me,” Bree promised, her furious eyes on Alessandro. 



“Well, this is hardly how I imagined our reunion” Alessandro said, pulling up a 
chair and sitting next to her bed. 

“Really? And how exactly did you and Bernardo plan this moment?” Bree spat. 

“I’ve missed you so much, Brianna,” he reached for her hand, but she jerked away 
from him. 

“It’s Bree,” she spat, the sound of him using her full first name giving her a 
strange shiver. 

“Yes. I know. Bree O’Reiley,” he said her last name like it was a dirty word. 
“Brianna Francesca O’Reiley Donovan. Daughter of John and Angela O’Reiley, wife of-“ 

“So help me, if you say his name, I will kill you,” Bree hissed. 

“I know what you must be thinking,” 

“Oh, believe me, you have no idea.” 

“I had no idea that my father was the man behind your husband’s death. I promise 
you,” 

“Bull!” Bree spat. “You were in on it the whole time. That’s why we met. That’s 
why you slept with me and that’s why…” she caught herself before she told him about 
the baby. 

“Don’t do this. Don’t let your hatred for my father blind you to what we have 
between us.” 

“We have nothing!” Bree reached out and slapped him with all her might. He 
couldn’t know the baby she carried was his. Not ever. 

Alessandro’s dark eyes flashed angrily at her for a split second, making Bree’s 
insides tense in anticipation of his rage, but then he smiled at her, his hand going to her 
thigh. “Well, I was hoping we’d get to know each other a little better before delving into 
S & M, but I’m game if you are, sunshine.” 

“I want you to get out,” 

“And I want you naked screaming my name, now that you know it,” Alessandro 
growled, leaning in so that his breath brushed across her face in a tantalizing caress. 

Bree shoved at him. “You’re delusional.” 



“Now, let’s get down to more important matters, shall we? I think we should 
discuss names, don’t you? Let’s not leave it until the last minute or the poor lad will be 
stuck with something like Jacob or John and please, no original names like Moon Zappa 
or any of that nonsense, eh?” 

“What the- What?” Bree asked, feeling the beginnings of a migraine coming on. 
He couldn’t possibly be talking about her baby. He couldn’t possibly know that she was- 

“The dark haired woman out there…Marsha or something,” 

“Meggie,” Bree corrected. 

“That’s it. Yes, she mentioned your delicate condition when you were brought 
in.” Alessandro gave her a wide smile. “I admit at first I was dreading this moment, but 
knowing that you’re going to be the child’s mother…do you believe in fate, Brianna?” 

“I believe in this nurse call button thingy-“She held up the call button, her thumb 
hovering over the top. Oh, God, he knew about the baby. He knew she was pregnant. 
Okay…okay… Bree closed her eyes, forcing herself to calm down so that her panic 
wouldn’t show. Think, Bree, think! When all else fails, deny, deny, deny. She forced a 
laugh. “Wait, hang on, you don’t…think it’s…yours, do you?” 

“Of course it’s mine,” he insisted, his jaw clenching at her laughter. 

“Sorry to burst your bubble, Alessandro. Well, no, I’m really not, but this baby 
isn’t yours. It’s Michael’s, my husband, remember him? The man you killed?” 

“I didn’t kill your precious Michael, Brianna,” Alessandro assured her. 

“Right and you didn’t set out to seduce me as some kind of sick plot your father 
dreamed up. I remember what you told me, Alessandro. You don’t disobey your father, 
no matter what he asks you. Let’s get one thing clear. Whether you knew about it or not, 
your family killed my husband. And if it’s the last thing I do, I will make you pay for that. 
I will make it my life’s mission to destroy every single Dardano.” 

Alessandro held up a hand. “Hang on a second, I admit the Dardanos hold a lot of 
power in this world, but we can hardly manufacture snow storms and random car 
accidents.” 

“Well, Bernardo thinks he’s a god, so I wouldn’t put it past him.” 

“You’re the one who saved my life, remember? I would hardly send myself into 
the path of an oncoming car as some part of my father’s manipulation.” 



“Well, believe me, if I knew who you were when I saw you in that car-“ 

“What?” Alessandro dared, his eyes wide and challenging. “You would have left 
me in there to die?” 

“Yes!” she hissed. 

“Liar!” he snapped. “You would have saved me even if you knew I was a 
Dardano because you know that deep down, we’re connected you and I. We were meant 
to crash into each other on that road. We were meant to take shelter from the storm, and 
we were meant to make love because we are meant to be together. This child is proof of 
that. I’m always careful. I had no desire for some bored socialite I slept with to try and 
use a child to get at my family’s millions.  Always, but what happened to me when I met 
you, you changed everything for me. You reached in and turned me completely inside out, 
Brianna. No games. No lies. I lov-“ 

“Oh, God, no!” Bree pleaded, terrified what he would do to her if he said the 
words, how those words would make her feel. She didn’t want him to love her. She 
couldn’t love a Dardano, and he couldn’t love an O’Reiley. That was the world she 
understood, and it had already been turned upside down in so many ways. She needed 
this one constant. She needed her hate like a shield. “Please don’t say the words. Look 
Alessandro, you and I both agreed that what happened between us was a one time thing-“ 

“That was before I couldn’t stop thinking about you. It was a ridiculous 
agreement, and one I don’t plan to make again. I made you mine that night, Brianna, in 
the most fundamental way possible. And I mean to claim you now.” 

She clenched her eyes tight. “Claim me? What am I, a poodle?” Then she studied 
him as something he’d said earlier came back to her. “Wait a minute. What was that part 
about, me being the child’s mother? As opposed to who?” 

Alessandro shook his head. “It’s not important now. Brianna, all that matters is 
that-“ 

“No, no, no. Tell me. I wanna know. And stop calling me that. It’s Bree. Got it? 
Bree, Bree, Bree,” 

Alessandro grimaced. “Brie, is a type of cheese. It is not a name befitting the 
future Mrs Dardano.” 

Bree stared at him. She’d almost be impressed with his open, caveman gall if she 
wasn’t about ready to tear her hair out. “The future Mrs. What Now?” 



“Well, we’ll have to get married of course. Before the baby comes.” 

“Oh, my God. Alessandro. Do you need me to get a blow horn to scream into 
your thick skull? This baby is not yours! Not. N-O-T.” 

“Prove it,” Alessandro said leaning back in his seat as if he asking her to tea. 

“Excuse me?” Bree asked, a nervous shudder going down her back. 

“We can have a D.N.A test done as soon as possible.” 

“What? No! You have no right to demand anything from me, and stop trying to 
distract me. What were you talking about earlier?” Bree asked, hoping to distract him. 

“It’s irrelevant now, darling. You are the O’Reiley I would have chosen anyway.” 

“What does that mean? If the accident was so random as you keep claiming, then 
what?” 

Alessandro sighed. “Fine, but I want you to keep yourself calm for the little one’s 
sake, all right?” 

“Start talking,” Bree demanded, through clenched teeth. 

“Very well. My father wanted me to come to New York City and impregnate one 
of the O’Reiley women to carry on the Dardano legacy. An act of vengeance against your 
family.” 

Bree had no words. For one of the few times in her life, she was quite literally 
speechless. The…perversion of it all! The distorted, egomaniacal…insane… 

She leaned in close to him and whispered, “If you don’t get out of here right now, 
I swear by my son Will out there, I will scream.” Then she began furiously pressing the 
nurse’s call button.  

He not only didn’t get out, Alessandro grabbed the sides of her face and pulled 
her towards him, capturing her mouth with his.  

Bree’s squeak of protest quickly turned into a whimper as his possession of her 
mouth went from hard and insistent to soft and thorough. She clenched her fists at her 
sides, the call bell forgotten as she tried to resist the urge to touch him. His tongue traced 
the roof of her mouth in a teasing motion. His fingers slid into her hair. Bree took a deep 
shaky breath, feeling her nerves being blasted in so many different directions. She hated 
him, she wanted him. He had to stop. Dear God, please don’t let him ever stop. Her body 



grew warm when his hand moved down to her breast, closing his palm over the soft 
mound of skin that seemed to be arching closer to his touch of its own volition. Her body 
was opening, growing damp in a flurry of sense memory. 

“Bree, you have a Dardano stuck to your face,” a voice remarked, loudly clearing 
her throat. 

Bree pulled back with a shocked gasp. Her eyes widened when she saw Meggie in 
the doorway. “Meggie. Uh…I…” 

“You might have knocked,” Alessandro objected. 

“Now that wouldn’t have been much fun, would it? So, at least now I know why 
you’ve been skulking around the hospital all this time. I figured since she tried to shoot 
you that you would have been down at the police station throwing your Dardano money 
around.” 

“Well, aren’t you a treat?” Alessandro said with a charming grin getting to his feet 
and extending his hand towards her. 

Meggie cocked an eyebrow at Bree who merely rolled her eyes, the taste of 
Alessandro still in her mouth. She told herself that she was thrilled Meggie had 
interrupted them when she had. 

“My name is Meggie Donovan. You were just sucking face with my brother’s 
widow.” 

“Oh. Let me offer my condolences then,” Alessandro said. 

 “Mmm. The least you could do after your family killed him,” Meggie reminded 
him. 

Alessandro sighed. “I wish I could convince you and Brianna as well, that my 
family had nothing to do with Michael’s death. I am not a murderer.” 

“Well, your father certainly is. He’s killed more people than Jeffrey Dahmer and 
Ted Bundy put together. Someone gets in his way, and he eliminates them. Who’s to say 
you’re any different, junior?” Meggie demanded. 

“He’s not,” Bree remarked loudly, though her declaration had a decidedly inward 
tone, as if trying to convince herself. 



Alessandro turned and looked down at her. “I do hope you can come to trust me 
soon, darling, for our child’s sake,” and with that damning statement, he gave Meggie 
another smile and walked out. 

“‘Our child?’“ Meggie asked, her brown eyes wide. 

Bree raised her hand and shook her head. “He’s as delusional as his father is 
dangerous.” 

“Right. But even if the baby isn’t his, the fact that he thinks it is would suggest 
that you two did something that would result in a child being created, wouldn’t it?” 

Bree lifted her knees and dropped her head onto them with a groan. “God, 
Meggie.” 

“Bree!” Meggie exclaimed, moving towards the chair Alessandro had just vacated. 
“Did you two sleep together?” 

“I didn’t know who he was, I swear. We were taking shelter from the storm and 
then, we…I…God. I don’t know. Everything was so crazy, and I guess I just wasn’t 
thinking straight, and I just needed someone to help me forget. I don’t expect you to 
understand-“ 

Meggie shook her head. “Bree, I know you loved my brother, and I’m not one of 
those people who are gonna slam you for however you chose to work through your grief. 
God knows I’ve done some pretty insane things when I’ve been hurting. I’m the last one 
to judge you for something like this. But Bree, he’s a Dardano. If you’re carrying his 
baby-“ 

“I’m not!” Bree assured her. 

“How can you be sure?” Meggie pressed. “I mean, you may have not known he 
was a Dardano during the storm, but you certainly know he’s one now. You weren’t 
exactly fighting him off just now.” 

Bree scowled, angry that her own response to Alessandro didn’t seem to have 
diminished any regardless that she now knew he was the enemy. “He caught me off guard. 
I didn’t have a chance to fight him off before you walked in.” 

Meggie didn’t look convinced but didn’t pursue that matter. 



“I…It can’t be his baby, Meggie. It would just be a nightmare if this baby turned 
out to be Alessandro’s. Which, thank you by the way, for letting all of New York City 
know.” 

“Oh, come on. Only your family knows and, well, that guy. He looks pretty 
convinced the baby is his. Looks about ready to shout it from the roof tops, I’d say. 
Doesn’t seem like he’s gonna back off any. Maybe you should get out town for a while?” 

“Like hell, that’s what got me in this mess in the first place. No. The Dardanos are 
not running me out screaming like a little girl. There’s no way I’m going anywhere and 
there is no way, I’m going to let this baby be Alessandro’s.” 

“‘Let’? There’s not much you can… Oh, no. Bree. You’re not thinking of lying 
about the paternity of this kid?” 

“I’m going to do what I have to in order to protect MY baby. And if you’re really 
my friend, you’ll help me,” Bree pointed out. “Do it for Michael,” 

“That is hitting below the belt, Bree.” 

“Yes it is,” Bree nodded, unrepentant. 

Meggie sighed. “Fine. I promise, from now on. Tick and lock,” she mimicked 
locking her lips together. “But with the Dardanos breathing down your neck, looks like 
you’ve got a hell of a war on your hands, kid.” 



Chapter Ten 

“Hi,” a small voice said behind him. Alessandro turned after testing the key in the lock to 
his new penthouse suite. He had to adjust his gaze significantly downward. Her son. 

“Hello there,” he said, looking up for a moment to see if he could catch a glimpse 
of Bree through the open doorway of the suite across from him. The little boy wore a 
navy blue snow suit, the hood hanging loosely off the back of his neck. His face was 
flushed and no doubt, the child was melting in that thing waiting for his mother. A silver 
toboggan was propped next to him on the wall. 

Alessandro felt a tight pang in the center of his chest wishing he could join them. 
Not that he could even if they let him. Bernardo wanted to see him. 

“You’re big,” the boy announced with a child’s propensity for stating the obvious. 
“Like a twee.” 

“Uh, thank you?” Alessandro asked with an amused smile. He half expected the 
kid to ask him how the weather was up here, having heard that particular jab throughout 
most of his childhood. 

“My name is Will. ‘Is short for William. How come my mommy no like you?” 

“Ah…Well,” Alessandro stammered. He didn’t really know how to explain such a 
situation to a four year old. 

“She go ‘bang bang’ like a cowboy. Are you a bad guy?” Will asked, craning his 
neck up to look at Alessandro. 

Alessandro bit his lip, thinking of the dozens of enemies he had who would 
classify him as exactly that. He crouched down onto one knee so that he was eye level 
with the boy. “Your mummy and I are just having a bit of a disagreement.” There. That 
was diplomatic enough, Alessandro figured. 

“You fight? When my mommy and daddy fighted, they say sorry, and then he 
give her kiss. Vewy icky but she always smile. Maybe you give her kiss?” 



“Right,” Alessandro said, trying to stifle a grin. “Tried that, ol boy. Didn’t work 
too well.” 

“Maybe you do it wrong?” Will suggested. “You should patise.” 

“Practice makes perfect, eh?” Alessandro asked, thinking he’d like nothing better. 

Will’s eyes widened. “My daddy aways say dat! When he twoed da ball to me and 
I miss it.” 

Alessandro felt a sick knot in the pit of his stomach. The last thing he wanted was 
to talk about Michael. He told himself he had no reason to feel guilty for something he 
had no hand in, but looking into this child’s face, Alessandro thought he might vomit. 

“My daddy go to be with Jesus. I miss him lots. Did you know my daddy?” 

“No,” Alessandro replied, the word coming out choked. Regardless of whether he 
had been the one to kill this boy’s father or not, the child had no father now. Because of 
his family. 

“Oh,” Will replied sadly. Then he looked at the toboggan by his side and 
brightened. “Hey you wanna bobogganing with us?”    

“Will!” Bree’s voice lashed out with the force of a whip, making the little boy 
jump in surprise. 

“Mommy, I’s axing if da man wanna come wid us to play,” 

Bree met Alessandro’s gaze, and he couldn’t help responding to the fire there in 
her eyes. If she had the gun now, he was certain he’d be a dead man. It was irrational, 
really, how her fury aroused him so. 

“I heard you,” 

He could see her struggling for control in front of her son. Her blonde hair was 
tied back in a tight braid and Alessandro’s fingers itched to pull it loose and feel it free 
through his fingers. 

“Can he come mommy? I think he like you even though you had a 
dis...dis...disgageemend.” 

“I’m sure Mr. Dardano is busy, aren’t you?” Bree asked, blue eyes blazing. 

“Afraid so, Will. I have to get all my things organized in my new place.” 



If it was possible, her fury seemed to grow behind her tight control. 

She took a deep breath and forced a smile. “What?” 

“Oh, did I forget to mention? I just moved in,” he smiled back at her, enjoying the 
heated angry flush of her cheeks more than he knew was healthy for his own mortality. 
He pointed to the door behind him. 

“You’re living here now?” 

“Yeah, so now you can say you sowwy fo going bang bang,” Will pointed out. 

Bree pulled her son close to her body, as if to protect him from Alessandro. 

Okay, now that was uncalled for. He glared back at her. As if he would EVER 
harm a child. 

“Will, why don’t you go back inside while mommy talks with Mr. Dardano for a 
minute.” 

“But…mooommmmyyyy! I’s wanna go now. I’s hot!” Will whined. 

“I’ll only be a minute,” Bree promised pushing him back inside. 

“Fine, but I be countin’ da sesonds,” Will insisted slapping his thighs in 
frustration. 

“Kid can’t count past ten but sure,” Bree remarked to herself then she stared at 
Alessandro. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” 

“Well, I was about to have a beer before I get started unpacking.” 

“Why are you unpacking here? Why have you moved in here?” 

“Really, Darling, playing dumb doesn’t suit you. Surely you know why,” 

“Is it a minnid yet?” Will asked, sticking his head around the door that Bree had 
kept ajar. 

“No,” Bree answered turning back to Alessandro. “I don’t want you living here,” 

“My, my, and you accuse the Dardanos of trying to run the world. As you so 
succinctly put it, you have no desire to be a part of my life, which means you have no say 
in where I choose to live, sunshine. I, on the other hand, made no such declaration.” 



“God, I hate you,” Bree seethed. 

Alessandro smiled and tapped the end of her nose playfully, resisting the urge to 
tear her thick coat off of her and take her right against the wall. “You keep telling 
yourself that, love. We both know better.” 

**** 

“Ah, Alessandro. Come. Come tell me how our plans are coming along,” 
Bernardo extended his arms out to his son, and Alessandro stepped into the embrace 
easily, used to his father’s ardent affection in regards to him. He’d never been one to 
boast about this special relationship to his brother, Arturo. Alessandro brought it down to 
him being the oldest. It simply was what it was. He also chose to ignore Arturo’s 
resentment of this most of the time, but he could sense the younger man’s irritation with 
him more often of late. “Brianna is with child, yes?” Bernardo’s thick Italian accent 
dripped with glee. 

Alessandro tried to control his own desire to share in that joy, knowing his father 
would not be happy with the next bit of news. “She claims the father is Michael.” 

Bernardo’s face darkened. “Bah! That little pipsqueak? No, Alessandro, that child 
is yours as sure as I am standing here. Tell me you can see through that particular ruse of 
hers." 

“Yes, father, I’ve demanded she have a D.N.A test done.” 

Bernardo reached up and patted his son’s cheek. He moved towards the 
elaborately set table. “Let us eat, uh?” 

“How are you feeling, Father?” Alessandro asked when Bernardo groaned as he 
took his seat, next to his younger son, Arturo. 

“I’m all right.” He grinned at Alessandro. “In a few months, I will be better, 
When the baby is born. When the future is secure for all the Dardanos now and to come.” 

“And the future that now includes the O’Reileys as well?” Arturo asked, his 
disdain for his father’s plan evident. 

“Yes. Yes. That Alessandro aligns himself with the O’Reileys is crucial to my 
plan.” 

“Which you haven’t seen fit to tell me or your precious Alessandro,” 



“You will know when you need to know. Now, enough. Eat, drink and then we 
talk some more. I do not like to talk of business during my meal. It gives me-“ 

“Indigestion,” Alessandro answered, supplying the word at the same time his 
father did. 

Bernardo pointed his fork at him. “Nobody likes a smart aleck,” but his voice was 
light. 

Alessandro took a moment to take in the décor. Not that he really had to. He knew 
exactly what each piece of furniture would look like, what color the walls would be 
painted and what kind of fabric would hang over the windows. His father was a creature 
of habit. Every time he moved into a new mansion, he liked the décor to stay the same. 
He said this was so that every place would feel like home. Some psychiatrists would 
probably classify it as a mild form of OCD. They had moved often when Alessandro was 
a child, and he wondered if Bernardo had kept things the same on purpose, to make it 
easier on his son, before deciding it was best Alessandro stayed in London, getting a 
better education than Bernardo thought he would receive in America. Alessandro liked to 
think that was the reason. It made Bernardo less of an imposing figure to him. 

Oh, he knew what his father was, knew the violence he was capable of and, 
Alessandro had helped him carry out that violence on numerous occasions, but he liked to 
think there was always a reason. To protect oneself against one’s enemies, to avenge a 
wrong done, to strike before being struck down. Alessandro never doubted Bernardo’s 
right in all his dealings. 

Until Arturo brought up the fact of young Will Donovan. 

They sat in their father’s library, which contained the same books Alessandro had 
seen all his life. An avid reader, Alessandro still hadn’t been able to make his way 
through his father’s huge collection. Descartes to Shakespeare (his father’s favourite) to 
the modern day Tom Clancy and John Grisham. (who bored Bernardo, but he liked 
finding loopholes and ways around the courtroom dramas described). 

“So you have moved into Brianna’s building?” Bernardo asked, nursing a brandy. 

“Yes. Right across the hall. Much to her consternation,” Alessandro said, smiling 
in remembrance of Brianna’s beautiful fury. “I think I can use her son Will to get close to 
her.” 

“Good. Well done.” 



“Father, I don’t think it would be a good idea if Alessandro were to get too close 
to the boy,” Arturo said. 

“Why not?” Alessandro asked. It seemed like a foolproof plan to him. Will had 
taken a liking to him and that would certainly help him endear himself to Brianna. 

Again, he thought. Why couldn’t things have stayed as simple they had been back 
at the abandoned house? 

Arturo took a deep breath. “I keep hoping you’ll remedy the situation with young 
Will as you should have when you killed his father,” 

Bernardo’s face looked positively murderous as he regarded Arturo. 

Alessandro’s jaw fell open. Surely they weren’t discussing what Alessandro 
thought they were. “Wait a minute. Will? You’re actually talking about murdering a four 
year old boy?” 

“This subject is closed. We do not murder children and you disgust me by 
suggesting we do so!” Bernardo raged, jumping to his feet. 

“Are you out of your mind?” Alessandro asked, joining his father. 

“Oh please, Alessandro. The only reason you even look twice at the boy is 
because he’s your means to your precious Brianna. Do I need to remind you that the goal 
here is not for you to get your jollies with that little trollop but to ensure the complete and 
utter destruction of the O’Reiley clan?” 

“Nobody is touching a hair on that child’s head. Do you hear me, Arturo?” 

“We have already discussed and closed this matter,” Bernardo insisted. 

Alessandro stared at his father, more than a little shaken. “There shouldn’t have 
even been a discussion. He’s four years old!” 

“But someday he will be a man. And don’t you think he will come straight to your 
door, demanding vengeance for his father’s murder? I say we strike now. Before he has 
the chance.” 

Alessandro was amazed at his outward calm considering how shaken he was by 
Arturo’s demand. “The answer is no,” he said simply. “Move against him or Brianna and 
I will kill you.” 

“Oh, don’t tell me you’re in love with the little slut-“ 



“Enough!” Bernardo bellowed. “Will Donovan is to be left alone, and that is my 
final word on the matter. When he is a grown man…well, we will leave the future up to a 
higher power than us, uh?” 

Arturo glared at Alessandro, and he stared at Arturo in awe and a growing inner 
panic that told him not only did his younger brother resent him, but the man was quite 
possibly insane. 

**** 

“Tell me, how great I am?” Meggie said as Bree let her in to her apartment. 

“Why would I want to-“ Bree suddenly gasped realizing that Meggie was holding 
up a yellow manila envelope that had to be the D.N.A results. 

“I have good news and I have bad news,” Meggie warned, before handing it to 
her. 

“Auntie!” Will said, popping up from the side of the couch. “Der’s a new man 
living across da hall. He’s really, really big,” 

“I bet I could beat your bad news,” Bree said holding out her hand for Meggie’s 
jacket. “You want some coffee?” 

“Always. What’s your bad news?” 

“Guess who’s living across the hall?” Bree grumbled. 

“Noooo,” Meggie gasped. “Are you serious? He actually had the balls to move 
not only into your family's hotel but across your penthouse suite? Wow. Score one for the 
Dardano nerve.” 

“All my energy is into not going over there and tearing him a new one. What’s 
your news?” 

“Good or bad?” Meggie asked as Bree went into the kitchen to pour her a mug of 
coffee. 

“Why ruin a streak? Bad first.” 

Meggie’s face grew grave. “I’m sorry sweetie, but Michael isn’t the father of your 
baby. Alessandro is,” 



Bree’s hand shook around the mug, spilling some of the hot coffee on her skin. 
She knew already, of course. Deep inside of her, a small voice had known the child she 
carried was not her husband’s. But to hear the words… 

“You okay?” 

“That I’m having Satan’s grandchild? Sure, why not? I mean, what was that 
movie with that girl with the really short hair?” 

“Mia Farrow in Rosemary’s Baby?” 

“Right. Look how that turned out,” Bree said with a short burst of hysterical 
laughter. Her hands went to her abdomen, as of yet, still flat. 

Meggie grimaced and forced a bright smile. “Well, on to my good news. 
Alessandro may have been the father of your baby before, but he isn’t anymore,” And 
with that, she handed Bree the envelope. 

Bree clutched the envelope to her as if it were the Holy Grail. It didn’t matter if he 
was the father or not. As long as Alessandro didn’t know, she was safe. 

“How did you manage to do this?” 

“Carl, the lab tech has a crush on me, and I promised I'd go out with him if he just 
did me this teeny tiny favour,” Meggie explained. 

“Nice,” Bree said impressed. “Seriously. Thank you so much for doing this for me. 
I owe you huge.” 

“Yes, you do, and you can bet your ass I’ll call in that favour some day, but for 
now, you were married to my brother and you gave me my nephew who is just the most 
adorable little guy in the world, didn’t ya?” Meggie grabbed Will and pulled him onto her 
lap. 

“I nod adodable! I tough! I beat you up!” Will protested. 

“Yes you are. You’re adorable and cute and sweet, and if you were covered in 
sugar, I would just bite you all over,” Meggie insisted, tickling him and lowering her 
head to pretend to bite him. “So, what’s the plan now?” 

“Uh, have my baby, destroy the Dardanos, go on with my li-“ 



“Wait. Are you kidding me? Bree, you’re not seriously thinking about going after 
Bernardo? I mean, the whole reason I did this was so you would be safe from Alessandro 
and Grandpa Lecter.” 

“Oh, don’t worry about that. There is no way I’m letting Bernardo or any of the 
Dardanos hurt me and my family again. This time, I’m hitting them first.” 

“Bree, stop. Okay? Listen to me,” Meggie moved Will next to her on the couch 
and stood up. “You have Will to think about and now this baby-“ 

“I am thinking about them!” Bree assured her fiercely. “I will not spend the rest of 
my life waiting for the Dardanos to take someone else away from me. I thought you 
would understand?” 

“Understand that you have a death wish? Understand that you are putting your 
need for revenge ahead of the safety of your family?” 

“Well, thanks a lot. I knew it’d be too much to ask that you would be on my 
side-“ 

“Oh, please, don’t get all ‘poor me, no one understands me,’. That’s an old record. 
I understand what you’re feeling. I’m just saying there might be a better way to go about 
it. A safer way,” Meggie said. 

“Like what?” Bree countered. 

“Well, I don’t exactly know yet, but you can’t just go in there with guns blazing.” 

There was a knock on the door and when Bree went to answer it, she found a 
messenger with a long white box with a red bow. 

“Who’s this from?” Bree asked. 

“Mommy got a pezent?” Will asked following her to the door. 

“Don’t know, ma’am. Secret admirer maybe?” he suggested with a smile. 
“There’s a card, so maybe they signed it there?” 

“Mmm. Thanks,” After tipping him, Bree brought the box inside and laid it on the 
couch. She pulled out the card and read it out loud. ‘Practice makes perfect,” She looked 
at Meggie blankly. “What the hell does that mean?” 

“Dat’s da big man on da oder side, mommy!” Will exclaimed with a wide grin. 



“Alessandro? Well, that makes sense, I suppose since he doesn’t get that I would 
rather stick needles in my eyes than go near him again, but what exactly does he mean by 
‘practice makes perfect’?” 

“Hee,” Will said practically bouncing. 

“What do you know, you little mischief maker?” Meggie asked. 

“He’s gonna kiss mommy. I told him to patise.” 

“You told him to what?” Bree asked wide eyed. 

“‘s okay, mommy. I don’ think daddy would be mad since he’s in hev’n and can’t 
kiss you no more.” 

“Ah, set up by a four year old. Very Tom Hanks and Meg Ryan. Who needs 
online dating?” Meggie remarked with a wry grin. “And like I said, there’s an easier way 
to get your revenge, and I think you just found it.” 

“What? Alessandro?” Bree asked in disbelief. There was no way she was going to 
encourage Alessandro in his pursuit of her. She had no desire to do that to herself ever 
again. She barely got through unscathed the first time. 

“I’m just saying. You weren’t exactly fighting him off when he kissed you. 
Maybe you do feel something for him. You can use that.” 

“I do feel something for Alessandro. Loathing.” 

Meggie pursed her lips in obvious disbelief. 

Bree opened the box. Roses, but not red ones. Blue ones. More rare. Her breath 
caught at how beautiful they were, and she stiffened herself not to weaken. “This might 
impress his London sluts, but this is what I think of that presumptuous, silver 
spooned-“She grabbed the flowers and stormed into the kitchen. She flipped on the 
garbage disposal. 

“Ah, the course of true love never did run smooth,” Meggie remarked over the 
noise of the demise of Alessandro’s blue roses. 



Chapter Eleven 

It was ridiculous to feel guilty over something she knew was the right thing. Bree wasn’t 
used to feeling guilty for doing something positive. She forced a smile as she opened the 
door to let Alessandro in. Her breath still caught in her throat when she looked at him. 
The effect he had on her would take longer for her to get over than she’d first thought. 
Christ, but he was a beautiful man. Then again, wasn’t Lucifer supposed to be one of 
God’s most beautiful angels too? Figures. 

“You look radiant, my darling,” Alessandro said, his voice washing over her like 
honey. 

Dammit. If only he’d been a different man, she’d feel perfect joy having his child. 

“Yeah, well, you spend all morning throwing up and you’ll be all glowing too,” 
Bree replied wryly. 

“Hi!” came the childish squeal behind her as Will ran out of his room to see their 
guest. 

“And how are you, young William?” Alessandro asked, grinning down at the little 
boy. 

His smile put Bree on guard. She didn’t like the way he was looking down at Will, 
all warm and…well…sweet. If he thought she was gonna melt into his arms just because 
he was nice to her son, he had another thing coming. 

“I’m good. You wanna come see my new dums? Uncle Max gotted dem for me, 
But mommy says dey make too much noise and dat she gonna kill him.” 

Alessandro moved his gaze to Bree and the amusement in them made her heart 
break a little. He was gorgeous anytime, but when he smiled…Bree shook herself 
mentally, reminding herself why she had invited him over. “Will, you wanna go and play 
in your room for a little while. Mommy and Alessandro have to talk in private.” 

“Nope,” Will said. “I want him to come pay wid me. Then you can talk pivates.” 



Alessandro smiled, his eyes twinkling mischievously at the child’s obviously 
unintentional meaning. 

Bree rolled her eyes. “Your room. Now.” 

Will mimicked her rolling eyes perfectly and sighed. “ ‘s nod fair. I found him 
first.” 

“Yeah, well, life’s not fair kiddo,” 

“It is fo da growed up’s.” 

“Now,” Bree insisted pointing to his room. 

“I hope you received my small gift,” Alessandro said, moving towards the couch. 
He perched himself on the arm rest. 

“The flowers, yeah. What the heck are you trying to pull?” 

“She put da fowers in da guzzzzzzhhhh,” Will accused, making his own version 
of the sound of the garbage disposal. 

“Close the door!” Bree called out. An insolent slam followed. 

“Perhaps next time I should try lilies? But I could have sworn you said blue roses 
were your favourite because they were so rare. I might have heard wrong though,” He 
reached for her hand and pulled her towards him, lowering his voice so that Will couldn’t 
hear. “as I was inside of you when I asked the question.” 

Bree’s mouth went dry at the memory of that image. They had just finished 
making love, his body hot and damp, flush with hers and he was going soft inside of her, 
but she had kept her legs locked around him, not wanting to separate. His hands had 
brushed the damp locks off her forehead, and they lay like that for a long time, touching 
and talking. 

Alessandro’s fingers ran over the back of her hand. Bree felt goose bumps rise all 
up her arm. She forced herself to jerk her arm back. “I got the results back.” She said, 
hoping to get the words out and get him out of the apartment as soon as she could. 

He sensed her tone and his eyes rose warily to her. She saw his Adam’s apple bob 
against his neck as he swallowed hard. “And?” 



“Michael is the father of my baby. Not you, Alessandro,” There, like ripping off a 
band-aid. Quick and painless. Except the look Alessandro gave her didn’t seem painless 
at all. 

He cleared his throat. “You’re…lying. You have to be-“ 

Bree turned away from the broken look in his eyes and picked up the envelope 
with the test results. 

“Read it and weep,” she said, being deliberately callous so she wouldn’t weaken 
herself. God would forgive her, she was sure of it. She was saving her baby from the 
Dardanos, saving him from the lion’s den. What kind of mother would she be if she did 
any less? 

He all but jerked the envelope out of her hands and pulled the sheet of paper out. 
Bree watched as he seemed to deflate in front of her eyes. He slid off the arm of the 
couch onto the cushion, his eyes never leaving the sheet. 

“This isn’t possible. I was…sure. I was so sure,” 

Bree forced herself not to respond to how small his voice sounded. She blinked 
back the burning in her eyes. For a second, she debated throwing her arms around him 
and telling him she was lying. But no. That was unthinkable. 

"It doesn’t matter because the truth is there in black and white. You and I have 
nothing more to say to each other. You can stay the hell out of my life,” 

His eyes flickered with anger, and he got to his feet, towering over her. “Oh, not 
bloody likely, darling. This isn’t the end of us, Brianna. Not by a long shot,” 

Bree stared up warily, a frisson of both fear and desire warring in her body as he 
licked his lips. “What d-do you mean? It’s over. I want nothing more to do with you,” 

He went on as if she hadn’t spoken. “We’ll just try again.” 

“Come again?” she asked, hoping she hadn’t heard him right. 

He gave her a small smile and ran a finger along her collar bone. “Mmm, and 
again, and again.” 

She smacked his hand away. “If you think I’m ever gonna let you touch me 
again-“ 

“Sunshine, you won’t have to ‘let’ me,” 



“So, what? You’re just gonna rape me?” Bree asked, her body trembling. 

“We both know damned well it wouldn’t be rape,” and with that, he grabbed her 
by the waist and hauled her against him, crushing her mouth under his. 

Bree thought to push her arms against his chest and instead her hand moved to his 
arms and gripped them tight. Nononononono! Her mind screamed. Oh, God, yes, her body 
countered. After a few seconds, she realized his arms were no longer trapping her but had 
risen for his hands to cup her face as he explored her mouth with his tongue. 

He let her go, his dark eyes blazing triumphantly. He ran a finger down her cheek. 
“A wise young man once told me practice makes perfect.” 

**** 

Bree ran her fingers over the engraved letters on the marble. Beloved. “It’s not too 
cold today,” she said, laying the carnations down in front of the tombstone. White ones 
were his favourite because he said they reminded him of popcorn balls. "Will is amazing. 
He wants to know if heaven is where Santa lives, and he asked me if he was a good boy 
next year, could Santa send you back. I didn’t know what to tell him,” Bree sniffled as 
her eyes watered. “I don’t know what to tell him a lot of the time. He’s so smart, Michael, 
and he has all these questions. He misses you so much.” She wrapped her arms around 
herself. “We both miss you so much.” 

She wiped at her cheeks with her gloved fingers. “I wanted to come tell you 
something that I’ve been avoiding telling you for a long time. Old habits die hard I guess. 
I just didn’t want you to think I wasn’t coming to see you because I was moving on or 
whatever. About three months ago, I met someone. It was shortly after your funeral, and I 
was in a real bad place, Michael. I really felt like I was coming apart. I’m not trying to 
excuse what I did, I hope you get that. There’s no excuse, but, well, he’s a Dardano. 
Bernardo’s son of all people. Please, Michael, you have to believe me, if I had known 
who he was,” Bree covered her face with her hands, her regret threatening to overwhelm 
her. She ran her hand over her stomach. There was still no outward sign of her pregnancy, 
but her body felt fuller, slightly heavier as if already starting to make itself ready for the 
growing baby inside of her. “I’m pregnant. And oh, God how I wish it was yours. I 
prayed so hard that it would be yours, but…it’s his. Please forgive me. It’s his. I’m so 
sorry.” Her shoulders shook with sobs, and she let herself cry for a few minutes before 
pulling herself back together. “But I’ll be damned if I’m gonna let them get their filthy 
murdering hands on my baby. I told him it was yours, and that’s what everyone is going 
to believe. This baby will be raised as yours. It’ll know what it is to be loved and safe. 
It’ll grow up strong and honourable. I swear that to you,” she shivered under her long 



black coat. “And I swear I will make them pay for what they did to you, to my whole 
family. They’ll pay.” 

**** 

The dress was a perfect fit, neither too slutty nor too conservative. Bree pinned 
her hair up. 

She grabbed her purse and pulled open the door ready to leave. “Alessandro,” 
Bree said, surprised to see him standing in the doorway as if he'd been about to knock. 

He stared at her, and the naked hunger in his gaze unnerved her. She could deal 
with his wise cracks and innuendos, but when he looked at her like that, it was 
too…honest. 

“Wow. Brianna you look…Good God.” There was a little crack in his voice that 
gave her a beat of satisfaction that she quickly squelched. 

The last thing she wanted was for him to be turned on. 

"I have a business dinner for the hotel, so if you don't mind." 

"That's why I'm here. I'm going to be accompanying you." 

Bree blinked and took a step back. "Excuse me. I'm not having dinner with you." 

"No, not a date. Purely business. It's best if the people in this city get used to 
seeing us together since you're going to be the mother of my future children." 

She stared at him. "Are you drunk, high, or just stupid? I'm an O'Reiley, you're a 
Dardano, we don't do lunch, dinner or any meals. We shoot each other, blow up each 
other's cars, steal each other’s money, threaten, lie, cheat-" 

Alessandro lifted a hand. "That is all in the past. This is about the future, and your 
future is with me and you know it." 

"Good God," Bree groaned.  

"I am not letting you go around like you have, just as you please with no 
protection. You should be watched at all times. Kept safe." 

Bree narrowed her eyes. "I have guards when I need them. This is a business 
dinner." 



"Ah, so your family lets you pick and choose when you're protected-" 

She cut him off quickly. "My family doesn't let me do anything! I'm a grown 
woman, a mother-" 

"And the woman I love," Alessandro cut in. "That means you are never to go out 
without protection. Ever. Now I meant what I said about the future, Brianna. I want the 
animosity between our families to end. Starting tonight. I'm coming with you whether 
you want it or not." 

Bree felt her face growing hot and fisted her hands against her thighs to stop 
herself from hauling off and hitting him. Who the hell did he think he was?  

"What? You're just going to follow me everywhere like some damned stalker?" 

He shook his head. "Of course not. We'll go in my car." 

Bree struggled to even out her breathing. "I swear, in my world I come up against 
a lot of arrogant sons of bitches but you..." Then Meggie's words came to her, use him. 
Yes, she thought, changing tactics, She had to keep her eye on the goal. She could not 
allow herself to get sidetracked from her goal. Vengeance. Making the Dardanos pay. 

She exhaled as if arguing with him drained her energy, in fact, the opposite was 
true, she felt alive, trembling and more than a little aroused.  

Bree told herself it was the distinguished suit that made him look so handsome, 
but the son of a bitch could wear a potato sack and still look devastating. "All right. 
Fine." 

His eyes had a flicker of skepticism at her change of heart, but he smiled and gave 
her his arm. 



Chapter Twelve 

He held the limo door open for her, not allowing the driver to do it. “What? Your 
Mercedes is in the shop?” Bree asked. 

“Dardano Enterprises has an image to uphold, darling. First class all the way.” 

Bree shook her head as she sat back in the genuine black leather seats, a row of 
crystal champagne glasses on her left. “There’s a difference between elegance and 
pretension. Not that I would expect the Dardanos to understand that.” 

“Have you ever made love in the back of a limousine?” Alessandro asked, his 
hand on her knee and snaking upwards, making her jump. 

“What?” 

“You need to relax, Brianna.” His hand traveled slowly, purposely up her thigh. 

“And you need to keep your hands to yourself. I could have you charged with 
sexual harassment, you know?” 

He tapped her nose. “But you wouldn’t because you enjoy my company too 
much.” 

“Okay, someone’s been smoking the wacky tobacky. And keep your hands to 
yourself!” She smacked at his roving fingers, fighting the shivers following his touch. "I 
agreed to let you accompany me because, well...maybe you're right. We should try and 
put the animosity between our families-stop that!" She gripped his fingers and tried to 
twist them, but he easily pulled out of her grip. 

Alessandro laughed. “Darling, I haven’t laughed in ages like I do when I’m with 
you. I propose a clean slate, eh?” He sighed and sat back against the seat. “Brianna. I’m 
not going to give up until you are mine. You could make this so much easier if you just 
accept the inevitable.” He lifted his hand to cup the side of her face. “We belong to each 
other, and you know it.” 

“Alessandro, listen to me. Hear me, okay? Please,” Bree turned towards him, 
pulling his hand from her face, unable to think while he was touching her. “In another 



lifetime, maybe we would have worked. Maybe. But we will never work because of who 
we are. Do you get that? There is nothing here between us anymore. I look at you, and I 
see the man who killed my husband-“she forged ahead when she saw his mouth open to 
protest. “And even if you didn’t do it personally, your father did. He ordered it done, and 
that’s why I can never feel anything. When I say I want us to move past the anger 
between our families, I mean a stalemate. I don't think we'll ever be friends, but we've got 
to stop attacking each other.” 

“Prove it,” Alessandro said simply. 

“What do you mean?” Bree asked warily. 

“Kiss me,” 

“Alessandro-“ Bree moaned. 

“No, seriously. Kiss me, and if you can honestly tell me you feel nothing, I won’t 
bother you again. That’ll be the end of it.” 

Bree narrowed her eyes. “As if I would buy that,” 

“Only one way to find out isn’t there?” Alessandro countered, looking 
meaningfully at her mouth.     

Bree looked at him, her eyes narrowing at the blatant attempt at seduction. “I’m 
not going to kiss you,” 

“Well then, I guess we have our answer then, don’t we?” Alessandro replied 
smugly. “You’re afraid to kiss me because you’re afraid it’ll show the honesty of your 
feelings for me.”  

“No, for me to show my true feelings for you would require me to bite off a piece 
of your anatomy that God only meant to be treated nicely,” 

Alessandro blinked and cringed a little before the smug smile returned. “If I 
remember correctly, you had a particular talent for that sort of nice treatment.” 

Bree almost swatted him again, but he easily held her wrist down between them. 
“Come on, Brianna. One little kiss and I’m out of your life.” 

“You’re really so arrogant to believe that one kiss from you and I’m gonna fall 
into your arms like one of your British bimbos?” Bree leaned closer to him. “You’re not 
that good, Alessandro Dardano.” Her wet pussy testified loudly to that lie, and he hadn’t 
even really touched her yet. Hormones she told herself. Lately, the memories of the night 



they’d spent had been coming back in full force, and Bree figured it was the pregnancy 
hormones bringing them back so powerfully. 

“Is that right? It took days for the scratch marks on my back to fade, sunshine,” he 
retorted, his voice a low soft growl. 

Angry sex, Bree told herself. She had been perfectly comfortable with the idea in 
the past. AngrysexAngrysexAngrysex. Her body positively hummed for it. 

“Fine. If that’s the only way to shut you up,” Bree grabbed the sides of his face 
and kissed him, telling herself all the while to show him how little it meant. She hated 
him. Kissing him disgusted her. No, not even disgusted her, kissing him didn’t move her 
at all. It was like kissing a fence post, a dead fish, dirty socks. 

How had she ended up in his lap, Bree wondered distantly, as her mouth seemed 
to have fused itself to him. His tongue tickled the roof of her mouth in a beckoning 
motion, and Bree gripped his shoulders. His hands went down to her bottom, cupping it 
as he lifted his leg so that her pussy came down on his thigh. He lifted her dress up her 
thighs to keep it from tearing. Struggling for breath, Bree broke free, but Alessandro kept 
his mouth on her, leaving a heated trail of raised nerves along the column of her neck. 

“Oh God…Please, Alessandro…please…” Bree shivered, digging her nails into 
the fabric of his coat. 

“Please what, darling?” Alessandro whispered. He took her hips and guided them 
back and forth so that she was rubbing against his thigh. Teasing her just enough to bring 
her to the brink, but the contact through too much fabric wasn’t good enough to send her 
over. His hand moved upwards to cup her breast, bare beneath her dress. 

Her nipple puckered in the center of his hand as he squeezed the heavy flesh and 
Bree whimpered, burying her face in the crown of his hair, inhaling the powerful scent of 
him. Damn him to fucking hell for being able to play her body so well. She’d never been 
roused so easily, so powerfully. Every touch, gentle or hard, was as if he was pulling her 
inside out. What was wrong with her? The man touched her, and everything else went out 
the window. Yet another reason to stay away from him. So why was she clutching to him 
as if he were her lifeline? 

There was an insistent knock on the glass divider, the sound vibrating through the 
space with the effect of a bucket of ice water. Bree leapt off of him, horrified at her own 
behaviour and still so painfully turned on. Her hands shook as she straightened her dress 
and her hair. Alessandro was breathing hard, and it gave Bree a moment’s satisfaction to 
know he wasn’t as in control as he always seemed to be. 



“What is it, Morgan?” Alessandro demanded. 

“We’re here, Sir,” 

“Well,” Alessandro said, trying for a blasé smile, but his voice was choked. “I 
suppose that proves my point there, darling,” 

“Fuck you,” Bree threw at him as Morgan came around to open the door for her. 

“Sorry, sweetheart. No time.” 

****  

Graham Addleworth was a sixty year-old Trump-looking tycoon from Texas who 
owned a string of hotels in Vegas and was looking to re-vamp their image. He stood up 
when Alessandro led Bree to his table. “Pleasure to see you again, gorgeous. Yes indeedy. 
Though I didn't know we'd have company.” He took her hand and brought it to his lips, 
distracting Bree enough from Alessandro’s hand at her lower back so that she could smile. 
“Dardano, right? Come on and sit down. First round of drinks are on me.” 

“Ms. O’Reiley won’t be drinking, She’s expecting. Just call me arm candy.” 

Bree glared at him, jumping when she felt his hand on her knee. 

“It’s Mrs. Donovan,” she reached under the table and pulled his fingers off of her. 

“Oh, yes, that’s right. I keep forgetting. Forgive me?” Alessandro asked giving 
her a look of puppy dog eyed sincerity. 

“Well, congratulations, Mrs. Donovan. So it’ll be just us boys then, Mr. D? 
What’ll ya have?” 

Alessandro gave his preference, but Bree missed it because his hand had slid back 
onto her knee, squeezing suggestively. 

Bree bit her lip. She was going to kill him. He couldn’t really think they were 
gonna…Oh God, he did. His fingers were traveling upwards, though his face remained 
interested in Addleworth’s comments as they discussed the forms that Bree had brought 
with her and the next steps they would be taking. Alessandro ordered for her, her powers 
of speech lost as his fingers tickled the inside of her thigh, his knuckles brushing the 
damp center. He picked up talking for her for a while, looking to her for confirmation 
occasionally. 



She should reach down and twist his God damned wrist out of its socket, but her 
body was begging for relief, having been effectively wound up in the limo. And if she 
was honest with herself, it thrilled her a little. She’d never done anything like this, having 
someone teasing her under the table in such a public place. 

Bree threw him a murderous glare as the food arrived, and he continued to 
converse with Addleworth while stroking her to a fever pitch. She looked down at her 
plate, afraid her flushed cheeks would give her away. She squeezed her eyes shut and 
refused to look at him as her thighs opened a little more, and she heard him sigh beside 
her before he slid one long finger past her damp panties and inside her soaked pussy. 

**** 

She was a consummate actress, Alessandro thought, watching her as she tried to 
hide the fact that he was finger fucking her under the table. Every once in a while, her 
flushed face would send a look of bloody murder his way, but then he would pump a little 
faster and her eyes would flutter closed and her mouth would part in a small nearly 
inaudible gasp. She propped her chin on her hand and bit her lip, appearing to be intent 
on Addleworth’s plans for his hotels and how she could invest. 

Alessandro grabbed his glass of wine with his free hand and took a sip, looking 
over Bree’s way, watching her tongue dart out gently to lick her lips. If only she had a 
clue as to how hard her pleasure was making him. She could stop him easily. She could 
get up, smack his hand away, or stab him with her salad fork, but she didn’t. That 
knowledge sent a surge of pure primal triumph through him. As much as she tried to fight 
it, as fervent as her denials were, she wanted him. Wanted him as much as he wanted her. 
Loved her. He brought his thumb into play as he pushed a second finger into her, and 
Bree again lowered her head. He felt her body tense at the added pressure, and her hand 
went to the edge of the table clutching it hard. 

A mental image of her bent over this very table filled his mind, and he imagined 
fucking her over it. He filed the image away for later. The child she carried wasn’t his, 
but he’d do his damndest to make sure the next one would be. 

He curled his fingers and rubbed the soaked walls of her center. In and out, in and 
out, gently. Too quickly and she would come too hard. He had no desire to embarrass her. 
He wanted to be the only one who knew she had come. 

“I say, how ‘bout ya’ll join me at my Mondego Hotel this weekend as my guests? 
You can get a feel for the place, and we can start making plans how we’re gonna get me 
back in the black.” 



“It would be our pleasure, wouldn’t it, Brianna?” 

She looked up blankly, and Alessandro knew she hadn’t heard a word. She forced 
a smile and pretended she hadn’t missed a thing. “Of course.” 

It would be highly amusing when she realized she’d just agreed to a weekend 
alone with him in Las Vegas. He curled a finger and felt the round bundle of nerves just 
inside of her, and she sucked in her breath, her pussy clenching his fingers tight. God how 
he loved her, loved how that pussy felt, tight around his cock. Soon, he told himself. 
Maybe in Vegas. His cock grew harder under the table, and he surreptitiously brushed his 
hand against his dessert spoon so that it clattered to the floor. 

“Oh, how clumsy of me,” he ducked down under the table and gave himself the 
pleasure of tasting just the inside of her thigh, watching her jump in her seat. The scent of 
her dripping arousal was driving him blissfully mad, and it took all his willpower not to 
drag her under the table and fuck her hard and fast. 

Her legs opened just that little bit more. Ah, my devilish little greedy Brianna, his 
mind purred, and he rubbed her clitoris in slow insistent circles before getting back to his 
seat and sliding now three fingers back into her. The dim lighting of the restaurant helped 
conceal her growing arousal, and when she looked at him, Alessandro knew he was the 
only one who could tell her eyes were dazed and full of hungry desire. Oh how he’d 
missed that look. 

“If you’ll excuse me for a second, I just forgot to mention something to Mrs. 
Donovan,” Alessandro leaned over and whispered in her ear. “It killed me to see how wet 
you were and not put my mouth on you. In about ten seconds, I want you to come for me, 
darling,” 

He pulled back and gave Addle-whatever an apologetic smile. “Silly details. I 
swear, if it wasn’t for our darling Brianna here, I would lose my head. Try some more 
bread. It’s quite good.” He handed Bree the last dinner roll, pumping his busy hand a 
little harder as she bit into the bread. She bore down on his hand and Alessandro felt her 
pussy convulse in a small shuddering orgasm. Her juices flowed onto his skin, branding 
him as much hers as she was his. She took a deep shaky breath as Alessandro pulled his 
fingers reluctantly free and wiped them under the table with his handkerchief. Her eyes 
widened when he licked one finger and leafed through the menu. 

“Dessert?” he asked innocently, the taste of her on his tongue better than anything 
the restaurant could offer. 

**** 



She was quiet as the limo drove back. 

“So I hope you understand now that as much as you want to deny it, what we have 
is real, Brianna. I have no intention of letting go of you.” 

“You made that pretty damn clear,” she said wearily. She turned to him and the 
sadness in her eyes made his stomach tighten nervously. 

Her anger, her fury, he could deal with, and he could even say he’d been looking 
forward to, but this…sense of defeat from her… 

“So my body responds to you. You think that’s love, Alessandro?” Bree asked 
him quietly. “You think you won some kind of victory by breaking me down and making 
me want you? This doesn’t change anything. What we had that night was good. Fine. I’ll 
admit that, but it wasn’t real.” 

“The hell it wasn’t!” Alessandro objected. 

“You know very well that if I had known who you were that night, you and I 
would never have had sex.” 

“Well, I didn’t know who you were either, and I’m willing to overlook the fact 
that your family has been trying to destroy my father for decades. Why can’t you do the 
same?” 

“Overlook? You told me that your father wanted you to get me pregnant so that he 
could destroy my family.” 

“An O’Reiley. Any O’Reiley. I was to choose, but when I met you…Brianna, you 
made me question my father’s plan for me. For once, I wanted to veer off course. That is 
love to me.” He reached over and cupped her face. “You were more important than any 
duties my father wanted me to perform.” 

She slowly pulled his hand off her face. “Including killing Michael?” 

Alessandro felt as if she’d sucker punched him. “I told you repeatedly that I had 
nothing to do with Michael’s death.” 

“I think I’m starting to believe you, I never would have let you… But that’s not 
the point.” 

“Then please get to it because this conversation is starting to wear thin. I’m 
getting tired of defending myself to you, Brianna.” 



“If Bernardo had asked you to kill Michael, you would have done it, wouldn’t 
you?” 

Alessandro closed his eyes. Why couldn’t she understand? In his father’s world, 
sometimes he had to do things that he wasn’t always happy about because people were 
always waiting to destroy the Dardanos. Strike first. That was his father’s lesson, and 
Bernardo had used Michael Donovan to teach the O’Reileys a lesson. The irony that he 
would fall in love with the widow just proved to him that God had a sense of humour. 

“Well, you’re not saying anything or offering any of your sarcastic comebacks, so 
I’m gonna take that as a yes,” Bree said. “That is why you and I can never be anything to 
each other.” 

“Oh, so you’re crucifying me based on something I might have done. Brianna, 
that’s ridiculous.” 

She shook her head as Morgan turned down her street. “No. The idea that you 
could ever be anything other than Bernardo’s soldier is ridiculous. So I’m asking you for 
the last time, you say you love me? This time you prove it. Think of me instead of 
yourself. Leave me alone.”     

Alessandro watched her climb out of the limo and felt as if he might be sick. He’d 
won his victory. Bree had responded to him like he knew she would. He should feel 
triumphant. So why was he the one who felt as if he’d been defeated? 

**** 

Time for a change of plans Alessandro thought as he hung up the phone, 
concluding his conversation with Tim, his pilot, to confirm that the Dardano Enterprises 
private jet would be ready to go when he left for the airport on Friday. He lifted the 
receiver again and dialed Rebecca Malford's extension, a woman who worked for the 
public relations division of the company. She certainly wasn't shy about her interest in 
him, and at another time Alessandro would have fully enjoyed her attentions. Now, since 
Brianna, all women seemed to have paled for him. Still, she could be useful.  

She agreed to join him, but he could hear the surprise in her voice. Yes, Bree had 
been his original choice as a companion on this trip. Alessandro had visions of a steaming 
hot seduction in mind, but her last words to him had put the brakes on that. Wanted him 
to leave her alone, did she? “Well, my darling Brianna, be careful what you wish for,” 
Alessandro remarked to the empty room. 

He’d underestimated her guilt over her feelings for him, and Alessandro had no 
doubt that’s what it was. Guilt over wanting someone else so soon after her beloved 



Michael died. Alessandro rolled his eyes. When was she gonna see that what she and 
Michael had would never compare to the feelings between her and Alessandro? So he’d 
come on too strong. Alright then, he’d change course. He’d make her see how much she 
wanted him. He’d make her admit that she loved him, and he’d do it using the oldest trick 
in the book: another woman. Some arm candy of his own as he took care of some 
business of his own back in London for a few days, giving Brianna some time to come to 
her senses. 

Rebecca was an exceptionally beautiful woman. Just the type of woman he’d be 
all over back in London. Worldly and seductive with no designs on him other than a 
satisfying sexual encounter. 

And she had a brilliant mind to boot. There was no love lost between Rebecca and 
Brianna, that was for sure. She’d spent the entire flight regaling him with tales of 
Brianna’s nefarious exploits since childhood. Apparently both women had been rivals for 
Michael's affections, and she was still bitter that Michael had chosen Brianna over her. 
Alessandro feigned boredom, but he found himself rather impressed with Bree’s initiative 
and drive. Not that he’d admit that to Rebecca. It wouldn’t do well to praise the enemy of 
the woman he needed on his side if his plan was to work. 

He checked in to his room at Mondego, with Rebecca in the next one and couldn’t 
help wishing that Brianna was here with him. Looking at the bed, he imagined laying 
there with Brianna tonight, wrapped up in her and rising with her sweet body pressed 
against him in the morning. 

For now though, he took a few minutes before dinner to shower and change. 
Patience wasn’t really one of his virtues, but he also believed in anticipation. His plan 
would take time, but Alessandro had no doubt that at the end of it, Brianna would be his. 
And once she was his, Alessandro planned to enjoy her for the rest of his life and had no 
intention of ever letting her go. 



Chapter Thirteen 

The second day there, Alessandro and Rebecca were having lunch together, and a 
nightmare the night before had left him with a fit of melancholy. He had to admit, after 
more drinks than he usually consumed at this hour, he was pleasantly buzzed. His mood 
gradually improving, he saw no need to stop. 

In his nightmare, he and Bree had been making love, and there’d been the sound 
of maniacal laughter. He’d looked up and seen a man about his age on the other side of 
the room. He remembered seeing pictures of this man in Brianna’s apartment. Michael. 
Michael pointed a gun at him and called him a murderer, then pulled the trigger, but 
instead of hitting Alessandro, the bullet somehow missed him and hit Brianna, killing her. 
She died in his arms, cursing him and his Dardano name. Again that laughter, and right 
before Alessandro had woken up, he knew without a doubt it had been his father 
laughing. 

“It’s a little early isn’t it?” she asked watching him down his third Scotch. 

“What’s that saying you Americans are so fond of? It’s five o’clock somewhere or 
something like that?” 

“I’m serious. You’re going to have one hell of a hangover in the morning and the 
plane ride back to New York City isn’t going to make it any easier.” 

“Will you nurse me back to health, then?” 

She smiled at him, but it was a questioning, skeptical smile. “I thought Bree was 
the one you intended to get your hooks into. Though I can’t for the life of me figure out 
why,” she said, taking a sip of her wine. 

“Brianna has decided she’s too afraid to play in the fire, so let’s just say I’ve set 
my sights elsewhere for a while,” he gave her what he hoped was a meaningful look, but 
he couldn’t be sure because everything was starting to get a little blurry. 

“For a while, hmm?” Rebecca asked getting message loud and clear if her foot 
brushing his under the table was any indication. 



Alessandro remembered what he had done to Brianna under the table, and the 
memory made him grow hard. “I’m hoping to make her see the error of her ways.” 

“And what? You want me to help you?” she asked with a delicately raised 
eyebrow. 

“Let’s just call it two people enjoying each other’s company for a while, with 
extenuating benefits for me.” 

“Mmm, not too sure it’s a good idea to mix business with pleasure.” 

“I’m sure you won’t let that stop you,” Alessandro countered. “Your hatred for 
Brianna is legendary. I doubt you’d let a few scruples stop you from your chance to stick 
it to her.” 

“So you want me to help you make her jealous? My, what a big ego you have.” 
she said with a saucy smile. “You really think you’re that irresistible?” 

“I think you’re a beautiful, brilliant woman. I think there is an attraction here that 
is going to make my plan as enjoyable for you as it will be for me.” 

“And I get to make Bree miserable in the meantime? Sign me up, handsome.” 

After lunch, they made their way back to the hotel elevators, his hand on the small 
of her back. He didn’t think he’d have any problem putting the plan into action now, 
though he wasn’t that into drunken sex as a rule. He didn’t like to relinquish control. The 
closest he’d ever gotten to that was that one night with Brianna, and that one time, he 
hadn’t minded the loss of control for one blissful minute. 

He had to keep the final goal in mind. Bree his forever. If he had to fuck a 
beautiful woman to get there, Alessandro imagined he could make the sacrifice. 

But he kept Bree’s face in his mind as he eased her onto the bed. 

And when it was over, he couldn’t help crying out Brianna’s name. 

Alessandro knew by the way that Rebecca stilled beneath him, she had heard his 
inadvertent outburst. He usually had more decorum than to scream out another woman’s 
name during sex, but the alcohol had played havoc with his brain, rendering his censor 
non-existent. He slowly removed himself from her, discarding the condom and 
disappearing into the bathroom to clean up. He heard the thump of something being 
thrown at the door, and he sighed. He couldn’t blame her really, but he hoped that would 
be the extent of her histrionics. He hated harpy, nagging females. He stared himself in the 



mirror. Step one accomplished, but instead of the victory he expected to find in his gaze, 
he looked nauseous. Guilty even. His gaze grew cold. He had nothing to feel guilty for. It 
was hardly a hardship fucking a beautiful woman, and the main goal in mind was Brianna. 
She would be positively seething when she found out, and then she would have to admit 
that it was because she was jealous. She loved him and wanted him for herself. 
Alessandro smiled imagining that day. 

The alcohol came back up to greet him and he narrowly missed the toilet bowl. 
His stomach clenched as he washed his mouth out. He’d make sure to take things easier 
next time. 

He braced himself after washing his mouth out and left the bathroom. 

“Let’s get something straight, shall we?” she asked, now dressed and sitting on 
the edge of the bed. “I did not agree to THAT!” 

“Look Rebecca, I’m sorry that I offended you. It was incredibly inconsiderate of 
me, and I can only blame the alcohol,” 

“I’m all for getting a rise out of that little bitch, but if we’re gonna do this, I 
expect a little more respect from you than to call out her name when you’re with me.” 

“Yes, you’re right,” Alessandro agreed raising his hands. 

“When we’re together, it’ll just be the two of us in this bed. Understood?” 

“Rebecca, I apologized, all right?” Alessandro insisted, losing his patience. “Our 
agreement does not give you reign to act like a jealous fish wife,” 

Alright. That might have been the wrong thing to say, judging by the way her 
cheeks reddened and her brown eyes widened furiously. Funny how when Brianna looked 
at him like that, he felt turned on, when Rebecca did, he felt his growing headache 
worsen.  

“Would someone please explain to me what it is about that woman that turns men 
into such blind, moronic asses? I mean what? Does she have caviar between her legs or 
something because I simply don’t understand the appeal of that juvenile, emotionally 
stunted bimbo,” 

Caviar? Alessandro thought, fighting a grin. No, better. Much better. But what he 
said was, “Don’t be crass, Rebecca.” 



“No really, I mean Michael bought into that little twit’s schemes and lies, now it 
seems she's accomplished the same feat, yet again, with you.” 

Alessandro felt a strange cold knot in his uneasy stomach. “What do you mean by 
that?” 

She blinked and took a step back, her face that of one who had just spilled some 
inadvertent secret. But then she smiled. “Well, I was going to wait for the best moment to 
reveal that little whore’s secret, but I guess now will have to do.” 

Alessandro grabbed her arm. “Make yourself a little clearer, Rebecca.” His blood 
was roaring in his ears, and he feared he might be sick again. Surely she wasn’t referring 
to what he thought she was. 

“A couple of weeks ago, I’m leaving the cemetery after visiting my dad's grave 
when who should show up but your darling Brianna. I overheard her apologize to 
Michael for trying to pass your spawn off as his. I can’t believe she would try and pull-“ 

But Alessandro had ceased listening. Rage was boiling his blood. He grabbed 
Rebecca by the throat and shoved her against the wall. “Are you sure?” 

She gasped, scratching at his hand. “Alessandro, you’re hurting-“ 

“ARE YOU SURE?” he shouted in her face. 

“Yes, for God’s sake. Yes! Now let go!” she pleaded. 

How was it possible? He had Bree watched for just such an eventuality. Unless 
she’d gotten help. But who? Whoever it was would suffer. 

But not as much as Brianna would suffer. Damn her. Damn her to hell. 

His baby. His. And she was trying to keep it from him because he was a Dardano, 
and in her brainwashed mind, he was the enemy. 

He was going to be a father. He and Brianna had created a child. He’d known it 
somewhere deep in his soul, and to hear that he’d been mistaken had nearly devastated 
him. 

How could he be feeling such joy and rage at the same time? 

He grabbed his clothes and began putting them on. 

“What are you gonna do?” She asked. 



“That’s really none of your concern now, is it?” He asked buttoning his pants. 
Brianna was his forever now. And after he made her pay for her betrayal, they would 
make it official. They’d be married and raise his son together with little Will. They’d be a 
real family. 

“Call it morbid curiosity,” Rebecca said. 

But first, Alessandro thought, as a fresh burst of rage speared him, he’d make her 
pay. He would make her feel his betrayal, his devastation. He’d cut her down until she 
begged him to forgive her. He’d enjoy making her beg. 

“I’m going back to New York City and have a little chat with the lovely Mrs. 
Donovan.” 

“A chat?” She asked skeptically. 

“You make my excuses to our associates and take care of the rest of our business 
here.” 

“What? You’re just going abandon me so you can go kill Bree? Don’t I even get 
to watch?” 

“Fraid not, darling,” he took her hand and kissed it gallantly, outwardly calm, 
inwardly ready to explode. “Thank you for a highly pleasurable, most informative 
evening.” 

A few hours later, the Dardano jet touched down in New York City. Brace 
yourself, my darling Brianna. Dardano vengeance is about to rain down on your lovely 
little head. 

**** 

Bree was gladly pounding the hell out of a slab of sirloin she was going to bring 
over to the pub that afternoon to help out her grandmother Alison. 

He took Rebecca. To London. He took Rebecca. Son of a bitch. She pounded with 
the mallet harder. Not that she cared she wasn’t with him. “Good riddance to bad rubbish 
as the snobby Brits are so fond of saying,” she said out loud. She just hated the idea that 
it had to be Rebecca. The old slut was probably over the moon that she had taken Bree’s 
place. 

Bree wondered if they slept together there. Rebecca didn’t seem like the kind of 
woman who minded sloppy seconds if it meant besting Bree. The idea of her and 



Alessandro made Bree renew her attack on the meat. It alternately took the shape of both 
Rebecca and Alessandro’s faces. 

Will sat on the counter, pounding away at a loaf of bread with his own mallet. 
“Mommy. I axe you question?” 

“Sure, sweetie.” 

“Can Alessandro be my new daddy?” 

The mallet flew out of her hand and landed on the floor with a loud thud. “What?” 

“Daddy’s no here no more. D’ think he be mad if I wanned Alessandro be my new 
daddy, jus ‘till I go in hev’n to see him ‘gain?” 

Bree was speechless. She had no idea that Will had taken such a liking to 
Alessandro, and she knew that her first thought ‘over my dead body’ would be the wrong 
response. She also didn’t want to make her little boy feel guilty for needing a father 
figure, but Alessandro? God help her. That would be just the in Alessandro would use to 
manipulate her. 

“You really like Alessandro, huh?” Bree asked carefully. 

“He talk funny, but I think he nice and he wants to kiss you like daddy did. I think 
he make a good daddy.” 

Right. And Hannibal Lecter just had a bit of a nibbling fetish. 

“How about we give it a little more time before we start thinking about new 
daddies, okay?” 

“How long? 

She was saved from answering that toughie by a loud knock on the door. 

“Brianna? Open this goddamned door right now!” A very loud, angry British 
voice said on the other side. 

“Alessandro here!” Will said excitedly scooting towards the edge of the counter 
and motioning for her to let him down. He wrinkled his nose. “He sound mad doh.” 

Bree looked nervously at the door. What the hell was he pissed about? “Will, you 
wanna go into your room and play for a little while?” 



“No mommy. I wanna see Alessandro.” 

“Later, okay? Just let us talk for a little while, and then you can come out and say 
‘hi’? Deal?” 

“Brianna!” The knocking grew more violent. 

“Geez, what the hell is your problem?” Bree asked, opening the door after Will 
was safely ensconced in his room. 

“You’re gonna give me some answers, darling. Right now,” he grabbed her by the 
arm and pushed her further back into the room. 

“It would help if I knew the questions. Now get your hands off of me. I don’t 
want any of Rebecca’s cooties to rub off on me.” Through her own jealousy, she felt a 
shiver of apprehension. Whatever Alessandro was mad about, it was bad. 

“You really don’t want to start this conversation with indignation, Brianna, 
believe me. You know. I knew you had a colourful past, and it’s one of the things I love 
about you, but I had no idea how much of a lying slut you really are,” 

Bree stared at him in open mouthed astonishment. “First of all, keep your voice 
down, my son is in the next room. Secondly, if you’re done insulting me, I want you to 
get the hell out.” 

Alessandro grabbed her arms and hauled her against him, his fingers digging 
painfully into her arms. “I’m not going anywhere until you say the words.” 

“You’re hurting me, dammit!” she struggled. 

His eyes widened. “Pain? Darling, you haven’t yet experienced the pain I can 
inflict when I’ve been played for a fool. I’m in awe at your gall to try and fool me.” 

Bree went still as panic froze her. Oh, God. No. 

“Ah, the light bulb finally goes off,” he purred against her face; his voice low and 
cold. 

Even knowing who he was, and the family he came from, Bree could say that 
deep inside, she’d never felt any real fear of him. 

She did now. He knew. The look on his face told her he knew that she had lied 
about him being her baby’s father. Frantically, she grasped for any foothold she could 
find. “I don’t know what you’re talking-“ 



“DON’T!” he snapped, grabbing the sides of her face. 

Bree pushed against his chest, her punches landing with little or no effect against 
his wall of anger. 

“Rebecca told me that she overheard you talking to your dearly beloved corpse of 
a husband-“ 

Sweet Jesus, help me. “You son of a bitch. How dare you talk about Michael that 
way. He was a decent man, and you are not fit to shine his shoes!” Bree railed, fighting 
back desperately. “You fell for her baloney? You believed Rebecca? The woman hates 
me. She’d say anything to make my life miserable.” 

“Shut up! For once in your life, stop lying. I want you to say the words” 

“I’m not lying!” 

“SAY IT! THIS BABY YOU’RE CARRYING IS MINE!” 

“It’s not!” 

He grabbed the back of her hair, painfully tugging her head back to scream in her 
face again. “IT’S MINE, YOU FUCKING LYING WHORE!” 

“You think if I knew this baby was yours…Let me tell you something Alessandro 
Dardano. If I had any idea this baby was yours, I would have taken a coat hanger-“ 

She didn’t get to finish the words she didn’t mean. Alessandro pulled his arm 
back and let go with a sharp stinging backhand across Bree’s face that sent her sprawling 
forward against the couch. 

She sat on the arm of the couch, her hand to her stunned face. Alessandro stared at 
his hand and then her, his face no longer red but pale. 

“You hit my mommy!” a small voice shook with anger. Both Alessandro and 
Bree turned to see Will with his fists clenched tight at his sides, glaring at Alessandro 
who if anything, seemed to go even whiter. “I don wan you to be my daddy no more! Go 
away. You nod nice!” Will ran at Alessandro, his small body making up in fury what he 
lacked in size as he punched Alessandro’s legs. 

“What the hell is going on in here? I could practically hear you screaming from 
the elevator,” Meggie asked, coming through the open doorway. 

“He hit mommy! Make him go away,” 



“He WHAT?” Meggie asked, staring up at Alessandro in horrified anger. 

“It was…I didn’t mean-“ 

“You better get the hell out of here before I have a go at you myself, you son of a 
bitch.” 

Alessandro clamped a hand over his mouth, breathing hard. He gave Bree one last 
look. “This is not over,” 

“Get out!” Meggie yelled shoving him towards the hall and slamming the door 
shut in his pale face. 

Bree’s hand was still pressed to her stinging cheek as she slid from the arm of the 
couch down to the cushions. She could feel the skin there beginning to tighten and it felt 
hot to the touch in addition to the warmth of her own hand. 

“What the hell just happened?” Meggie demanded. 

“He hit mommy. He’s nod nice anymore. He’s bad man, Auntie,” Will’s lips 
quivered, and when Bree looked at him, his eyes were red with tears. 

That bastard. That son of a bitch. My son is heartbroken because of him. 

And her own heart…Oh God. He’d hit her! He’d actually raised his hand and 
struck her across the face. Not even when she’d pushed Michael as far to violence as she 
could, had he ever lifted a hand to her. 

But Michael wasn’t a Dardano, and the Dardanos were evil, vicious, violent men. 

Where was the man from the abandoned house? Where was that gentle, funny, 
sweet man who’d turned her insides to jelly with his passion? 

She’d felt the full brunt of the ugly side of that passion now. 

“Mommy say she gonna hit him with a coat hanga. But I don tink dat hurt. He 
hurt mommy with his hand.” 

He’d heard that! Bree closed her eyes as a sickening rumble of shame went 
through her. The coat hanger. Will had heard her, but thank God he’d misunderstood. Her 
free hand went down to her stomach. Oh she hadn’t meant it. God forgive her, she hadn’t 
meant anything like that. She could never kill her baby, Dardano or not. She had done it 
to hurt him, and for a split second, right before the rage had turned his eyes to ice, she’d 
seen a broken man. For that split second, she’d broken him, and she’d felt satisfaction 



having spit out the hateful words. The old Bree had reared her ugly head, coming out full 
force once being allowed to play. 

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but what were you arguing about?” Meggie asked. 
“Here, let me have a look.” She pulled Bree’s hand away from her face. She cringed as 
she examined Bree’s cheek. “I wouldn’t be surprised if that swells up nicely. Let me get 
you some ice,” 

Will moved closer to Bree. “Are you okay, mommy?” 

“Sure, sweetie,” Bree replied though she was shaking inside. “Hardly hurt at all. 
He’s from England. They hit like girls over there.” 

The lie had been designed to make him smile, but he simply lowered his head and 
shook it, his eyes closing tight as his face crumpled. “I’m so sorry mommy. I don wan 
him to be my new daddy no more.” 

“You don’t want what?” Meggie asked, coming into the living room with an ice 
pack. 

“Hey,” Bree reached for her son’s chin and lifted it. “You have nothing to be 
sorry for, okay? You didn’t do anything wrong.” 

“But-(hiccup)-I(hiccup)-wanned-(hiccup)-him be my friend like 
daddy-(hiccup)-was.” 

Bree felt her rage simmer again, and she forced herself to stay calm. “Come here, 
baby,” she pulled him into her arms and let him cry so he wouldn’t see how close she was 
to going across the hall and murdering Alessandro. 

“He knows, Meggie.” Bree took the ice pack and winced as the cold fabric met 
hot skin. 

Meggie looked blank for a second and then gasped as realization dawned. “He 
knows about the-“ 

Bree shook her head quickly. She still hadn’t told Will about the baby yet, nor 
that Alessandro, and not his daddy, was the father. What was one more secret after all? 

“Bree, I swear, I didn’t breathe a word to anyone.” 

“Rebecca. Of course, it would have to be Rebecca wouldn’t it because my life 
isn’t fuc-messed up enough as it is.” 



“So, wait, you told him about the news, and THAT’s how he reacted?”   

Bree closed her eyes and shook her head. “No. I…tried to deny it. Old habits die 
hard, you know. I told him,” she grimaced, looking down at her son whose sobs had 
lessened to the occasional sniffle. “Well, let’s just say I gave back verbally as good as I 
got. It involved a coat hanger and what I was keeping from him, and let’s just leave it at 
that, okay?” 

“Bree…” Meggie said her name in the way she had gotten used to over the years. 
With that down turned emphasis at the end. The sound of disappointment. “But wait, how 
the hell did that barracuda find out?” 

Bree raised her eyes to the ceiling. “She eavesdropped on my visit to Michael's 
grave. Can you believe that?” 

“Well, this is Rebecca we’re talking about so…yeah,” Meggie shrugged. “Christ 
this is all my fault, I should have never helped you switch the results; I should have 
talked you out of it. If Michael was here, he would so kick my ass-bum. He would kick 
my bum,” Meggie grimaced quickly, correcting herself. 

Will looked back from his mother’s chest. “You say ass.” He gave her a watery 
smile. 

“Oh, do you think that’s funny? Huh? Do ya?” Meggie asked, scooping him up 
and smacking his butt lightly to his giggling, squealing delight. 

“Auntie say ass! Ass! Ass!” 

Bree gave a relieved sigh. Thank God for kids’ resilience. Meggie ran with Will 
to his room and after a few minutes came out alone. 

“He’s about ready to go out for his nap, so I switched on the TV for him. He made 
me promise to beat up Alessandro for him ‘cause he’s too little.” 

“Thank you, and I don’t just mean for Will. I don’t regret switching the results, 
and you shouldn’t either. Today just proved it. The Dardanos are violent, dangerous men. 
I cannot let that man near my children. No way in hell.” 

“I’m with you. But what can you do now that he knows, Bree? You could get 
your father and uncles to protect you, but that will mean you’ll have to come clean with 
your family.” 



“Oh, God…” Bree groaned, leaning sideways to bury her face in the couch. 
“Maybe I could just take Will and disappear somewhere.” 

“Somewhere the Dardanos wouldn’t find you? They’re a pretty resourceful, if not 
more than a little insane, family.” 

“Well, we have to do something! I can’t…I won’t let me baby be raised by 
that…that…devil’s spawn!” Bree exclaimed. 

“Okay, relax. Breathe. I’ll be right back,” 

“Wait, where are you going?” Bree asked. 

“To keep a promise,” 

Meggie went out into the hall and when she returned less than a minute later, she 
was rubbing her fist. “Well, let’s just say this time, I gave as good as you got.” 



Chapter Fourteen 

Alessandro knew he was going to have a hell of a bruise on his jaw. Meggie Donovan 
had a hell of right hook for a woman. But he couldn’t really feel the pain he knew he 
should be feeling. She’d burst in, called him a mother fucker and clocked him one. 

He sat on the couch and stared at his hands. Good God. What had he done? He 
had never in his life struck a woman. Ever. Men who beat women were weak, cowardly, 
the scum of the earth. He lifted a trembling hand to his face. When Bree had made that 
crack about the coat hanger, Alessandro had felt as if something in him had snapped. He 
wanted her so much, loved her so much and wanted nothing more than to be with her for 
the rest of his life, be a family with her and Will and their son. 

He thought he’d been broken when Bree told him the baby wasn’t his, but the joy 
of learning he actually was Alessandro’s was overshadowed by the pain of knowing she 
had deliberately lied to him and would actually rather kill it than have a Dardano baby. 

No one tried to make a fool out of the Dardanos and got away with it, and that 
haze of rage had settled over him and hadn’t lifted until the second after he slapped her. 

He’d never known this feeling of utter self-loathing. Alessandro stood up and 
moved to the door, his hand on the doorknob. He wanted to say he was sorry. He leaned 
his head against the door. He wanted her to forgive him, to understand that he’d only lost 
control; that he loved her so much that he felt utterly out of control ninety-nine percent of 
the time. As if she’d care. Alessandro closed his eyes. All she saw was that he was a 
Dardano. That was enough for her to condemn him as unworthy. Who the hell was she to 
look down on him? No one looked down on the Dardanos.  

He looked over at his brandy snifter. The lure of oblivion was powerful, but no, 
he was still slightly hung over, not to mention jetlagged. 

He felt his eyes burn with tears. Dear God, he’d lost her for good this time. There 
would be no happily ever after with her and their child and Will. 

He’d never forget the look on that little boy’s face. His one small ally in New 
York City and Alessandro had ruined that little boy’s belief in him in one rash burst of 
anger. 



He wanted to grab his gun and put it in his mouth. Alessandro moved to the liquor 
and picked up the crystal. He threw the bottle against the wall, feeling a small beat of 
relief. 

What the hell was wrong with him? He had to think clearly. He had to take some 
time and figure out what his next move would be. Dardanos NEVER gave up something 
they wanted. Bree would be his. There would be no other outcome. There simply couldn’t 
be. 

Even as exhausted at he was, Alessandro simply could not sleep. He spent most of 
the night debating whether to go over to Bree’s and apologize, but each time he feared the 
look on her face, the hate of her words. He looked up at the ceiling, wanting to beg for 
forgiveness from whatever was up there but not knowing the words to use.  

Dardanos NEVER begged. 

Alessandro buried his face in the pillow and tried to shut out the screaming voices 
in his head. 

After a sleepless night, he showered, indulged in three cups of straight black 
coffee and left to go see his father. He gave Bree’s door one last longing look. Time, he 
decided. He’d give her time. He wouldn’t push. He had done the wrong. He’d earn her 
forgiveness. Somehow.  

“YOU DID WHAT?” Bernardo barked, struggling to his feet. 

Alessandro moved to help him out of the arm chair, but Arturo got there first, 
sliding a hand under Bernardo’s arm. Alessandro bit back the burst of resentment. 

“I lost my temper. I didn’t mean to-“ 

“That’s exactly right, you stupid boy! You lost. Dardanos never lose. At anything! 
And that includes our emotions.” 

“Father, she told me she would rather kill her baby than admit it was mine.” 

“Then you wait until the opportune moment, and you make her pay as she 
deserves for such a mortal sin. If you lose your temper you are giving her the power, you 
are letting her control your emotions.” 

“Well, I don’t know what you expected, Father. The man is so obviously being 
led around by his…” Arturo paused for effect to let the innuendo sink in. “heart.” 



Alessandro rolled his eyes. “Forgive me if I’m not some emotionless psychotic. 
But we are talking about the mother of my child.” 

“Yes. YES! This woman is having your child. Yours, and she should be shown 
what an honor that is,” 

Alessandro agreed, but he couldn’t imagine Bree jumping on board with that. 

“You chose her to give birth to the next Dardano heir. You chose her! And you 
must never let her forget that.” 

“Father, perhaps you’ve forgotten the fact that when my child was conceived, 
neither Bree nor I knew who the other person was.” 

“Ai, ai, ai… Alessandro, open your mind, please! It was fate, my boy.” 

“Oh, good God, here we go again,” Arturo threw his hands up. 

“Don’t you have a puppy to go kick?” Alessandro asked, his brother’s voice 
grating on his already stretched nerves. 

“Well, not exactly a puppy, but you’re right, I do have plans, and as fascinating as 
your love life is…” Arturo said. “Ciao.” 

“Arturo, you listen to me. You do not put anything into action without my 
approval, is that understood?” Bernardo insisted. 

“Father, please don’t strain yourself. I’ll see you at dinner,” he leaned over and 
kissed his father’s cheek. 

“And don’t patronize me. I’m old, but I’m not dead yet.” He turned to Alessandro. 
"I have no intention of dying before I hold my grandchild in my arms. Now, getting back 
to you and Brianna. Yes, my son. Listen to me. You’re meeting was fate. Pure and simple 
fate. You want to know how I know?” Bernardo asked, and Alessandro raised an 
eyebrow at the twinkle in his eye. 

“I’m on tenterhooks,” Alessandro replied wryly. 

“This is how I know,” Bernardo moved to his desk and pulled out a sheet of paper 
from his drawer. 

It was a photo. Alessandro stared at the man in the picture and then looked up at 
his father. 



“Adriano Dardano,” Bernardo explained. “Your grandfather.” 

He’d heard stories about his grandfather, most of them involving a trail of power 
and violence that spanned all four corners of the globe. 

"You are in love with Brianna, yes?” 

Alessandro felt his cheeks warm. “Well…” 

“Yes, Alessandro. A blind man could see that you are. So I know that you will go 
after her with everything you have in your soul, my son. You give her no choice in the 
matter, understand? You must take what you want, as your grandfather did, God rest his 
soul. He loved with all his soul and took that love with him to his grave.” 

“Grandmother Daphne?” 

Bernardo continued on. “But a word of warning, uh? You have fallen for a very 
deceitful woman, my son. Love her, yes, but do not forget the lie that she tried to pull 
over on you. Never let love blind you to a woman’s true nature.” 

“Father, I know all about Brianna’s true nature. It’s one of the things I love about 
her. And after what I did to her-“ 

“No!” Bernardo barked, pointing his finger in Alessandro’s face. “You weakened 
yourself by hitting her, yes. But you must never feel remorse for your actions. Guilt is a 
wasteful emotion. What that woman did to you was disgraceful after the honour you 
bestowed upon her. That you are like your grandfather is both a blessing and a curse, 
Alessandro. Never allow a woman to control you. Never, do you understand me?” 

Too late, Alessandro thought. Brianna owned him part and parcel. However, he 
simply nodded at his father. 

“Vengeance will be yours, my boy. Make no mistake.” 

They had just finished discussing the details of a conference call they were going 
to set up with a Japanese arms dealer when Alessandro's cell phone rang. Alessandro held 
up his hand and gave a jolt of surprise at the barrage of swearing that filled his ear. It took 
him a minute to recognize Brianna's voice through the screaming and crying. 

“You son of a bitch, I’m gonna kill you so help me. You tell me where he is,” 

“Brianna. What are you-“ 



“Don’t you dare pretend you don’t know what I’m talking about, you bastard. 
What did you do with him? I swear to God, if you touched one hair on his head, I will rip 
your guts out and stuff them down your throat! You fucking bastard, what did you do to 
him?” 

“Brianna, calm down. Are…are you talking about Will?” Alessandro asked 
looking at his father and feeling a cold nauseous knot in his stomach. 

“Don’t tell me to calm down! You tell me, YOU TELL ME WHAT YOU DID 
WITH MY SON!” 

“Brianna, listen to me, where are you right now?” 

“What the hell does that-“ 

“Where are you?” Alessandro demanded, his palms clammy. Good God, that little 
boy… 

“I’m outside of the pub, dammit! I’m exactly where you knew I’d be so you could 
snatch my son, you evil fuck! I promise you, if you’ve hurt my son, there is not a rock 
that you can hide under-“ 

“Stay right there. Do not leave until I get there. Do you understand, Brianna?” 

“Alessandro, I swear to you I’m gonna-“ 

“I’ll be there in ten minutes,” he hung up and stared at Bernardo, terror gripping 
his heart. “Father, what have you done?” 

**** 

He broke numerous speeding records racing to the pub, his father’s denials in his 
head. That left one other person and God help that child if Arturo had him. Dear God, let 
us find him in time. 

Bree was sitting outside the pub, being held by her mother as they sat on the 
bench next to the entrance. When she saw him, she broke out of her mother’s embrace 
and attacked him. He tried to deflect her blows but her fury added to her strength and it 
was a second before he could grab her arms. 

“Stop it, Brianna. This isn’t helping anything! 

“I’m gonna kill you, you bastard!” 



“It wasn’t enough to kill her husband, now you take her son? What kind of a 
monster are you?” Angela asked. 

“I swear to both of you, I had nothing to do with this. I would never hurt that child, 
any child.” 

“Then your father did, and you’re covering for him which makes you just as 
guilty,” Angela spat.  

“My father would never harm a child, but if you want to play the blame game, we 
can do it once Will is found.” 

“We’ll find him once you tell me where he is!” Bree shrieked. 

“Look at me, Brianna!” Alessandro cupped her face, wincing for a second as he 
noticed the discoloration of her cheek. Despite his father’s words, he couldn’t help feel 
the sting of remorse. “I swear on my love for you that I did not take your son-“ 

“Your love?” Angela hissed. “After what you’ve already done to her-“ 

Alessandro closed his eyes to shut out her words and get Brianna to listen to him. 

When he opened them again, he saw something under the bench. It was on its side, 
but there was no mistaking what it was. He thought it was a toy Yorkshire puppy at first, 
but moving closer to it, he felt a shudder wrack his whole body. It was very much real. Or 
had been. 

Now it was dead. 

Bree turned and followed his gaze. “What is…Oh God!” she jerked back when 
she saw the poor dead animal. Her vision swam as nausea overwhelmed her, but she 
willed herself to fight it. She could not lose it now. Will was counting on her. 

“Are you all right?” Alessandro asked her, looking carefully down at her. 

She blinked until his features sharpened before her eyes. 

“Brianna?” Alessandro pressed, resting his hands on her shoulders. 

“I... I’m okay,” She glared up at him and jerked out of his embrace. 

Angela pulled her daughter in close. “The police are on their way. It would go a 
lot easier on you if you admit that you took my grandson and just give him back to us. 
Bernardo has poisoned your mind against-“ 



Alessandro focused back on Bree. “You shouldn’t have called the police. If 
Arturo senses the police are anywhere on his trail, he could be pushed into kil-harming 
Will,” 

Bree didn’t miss the quick correction, and her heart stopped in her chest. 

“You’re saying Arturo took him?” Angela asked. 

Bree’s mouth was dry, and her hand went to her chest as she stepped back and fell 
onto the bench. “Oh God,” she moaned, lowering her head down between her knees. “Oh 
my God,” For all her hatred of Alessandro, there’d been a tiny part of her that held on to 
the belief that he would never harm Will. If any part of what happened between them at 
the abandoned house had been real, than that man was incapable of murdering a child. 

But Alessandro hadn’t taken Will. Arturo had. 

And Arturo had killed a small, helpless puppy, slit its throat like it was nothing. 

Bree felt tears of panic spring to her eyes, and her breath was coming out quick 
and uneven. 

“Yes, Arturo kidnapped Will.” 

“For God’s sake, why? What does Arturo want with my son?” Bree asked. 

“He’s only following Bernardo’s orders,” Angela snapped. 

“My father had nothing to do with it,” 

Like she was really gonna believe that, Bree thought. 

“Your father has brought nothing but death and misery to our family since-“ 

“Dammit, we don’t have time for this!” Alessandro burst. “Brianna, I need you to 
tell me exactly what happened.” 

“What the hell do you mean what happened? He stole my son!” Bree screamed. 

“I need details. How did he manage to take Will? Where were you?” 

“You bastard. You think this is my fault?” Bree shoved at his chest. 

“Not at all. I just need to know what happened.” 



“I...wa…”Bree wiped her nose and sniffled, her tears rolling down her cheeks. “I 
was inside helping my grandma Alison. Will was waiting for me as I finished up, and he 
must have wandered outside. That must have been when…when…” Bree shook her head 
and covered her eyes with her gloved hand. “I don’t understand. He’s wandered outside 
hundreds of times, but he only stays in the front of the building. Everyone who hangs 
around here knows Will, and they would never let anyone just grab him. How the hell did 
this happen?” Bree looked up at Alessandro, pleadingly. 

“He probably used the puppy to lure Will farther away from anyone loitering 
around the outside of the pub. Brianna, this was not your fault. You believe me, don’t 
you?” He asked her, his voice soft, any trace of his earlier violence or bitterness gone. 

Bree was glad for that at least. She couldn’t deal with it if he had come down to 
gloat and threaten her if he’d actually taken Will. She turned back to the poor dog, an 
uneasy possibility entering her mind. “You don’t think he killed the dog in front of Will, 
do you? You don’t think Will actually saw that, do you?” 

Alessandro hesitated, and Bree knew in that small beat that Arturo would have no 
scruples about murdering a small animal in front of a child. 

“I don’t know,” he admitted. 

Bree wrapped her arms around herself. 

“But I promise I’ll bring him back for you,” 

“I’m coming with you.” 

“Brianna-“ 

“Don’t even try and stop me. You have no right to tell me what I can or can’t do.” 

“Everyone is going to stay right here, and we’re going to let the N.Y.P.D handle 
this. Bree, think of your unborn child,” Angela reminded her. 

“I’m thinking of the child I already have, mom.” 

“Your mother is right, but Angela, I’m serious, you cannot send the police after 
Arturo. Let me handle this.” 

He looked down at Bree, and she turned away from the sadness in his eyes. “It’s 
the least I can do.” 



“You’re damn right it is,” Bree hissed, refusing to be moved by his apologetic 
tone. She got to her feet and glared at him. “Now you look at me in my eyes, and you tell 
me you had nothing to do with Will being taken. You tell me you didn’t help Arturo take 
my son, and that you’re not just using this as some plot to get on my good side again. 
You swear that to me right now.” 

Alessandro nodded. “I swear to you, Brianna. I had nothing to do with Will’s 
kidnapping.” 

Bree believed him about that much at least, and it went a long way in easing her 
heart. “I believe you, now let’s go.” 

“Bree-, “ Angela protested. 

“Please, Brianna. I can’t bear to think of anything happening to you.” 

“Relax. I have no intention of letting anything happen to your precious Dardano 
heir,” she snapped through narrowed eyes. She stormed off towards his car. 

“That was unfair and uncalled for,” Alessandro remarked as Bree slid into the car 
before he could open the door for her. 

“Life is fucking unfair, Alessandro. Haven’t you learned that yet?” 

Alessandro said nothing, just pulled out his gun, making sure it was loaded. 

Bree eyed the weapon warily. “I suppose you’ve fired that thing enough that I 
don’t have to worry about you hitting my son?” 

“That’s right,” Alessandro replied curtly. 

“So where exactly are we going? I mean, do you know where Arturo took him?” 

“There’s an abandoned warehouse where my family conducts business 
sometimes.” 

“And that’s where he took Will?” 

“He knows that’s the first place I’ll look, so no, I don’t think that’s where he took 
him. But I think that’s where we’ll find a clue to his real destination.” 

Bree let out an aggravated sigh and leaned her head against the head rest. 



“Brianna…” Alessandro started and Bree recognized exactly what he was going 
to say by the tone of his voice. 

“No. I don’t want to talk about that,” she snapped quickly. “I don’t want to hear 
your apologies. Let’s just find my son, and you can go back to fucking Rebecca or 
whatever it is that you’re doing with her and staying the hell out of my life. We might be 
working together here to get Will back, but as soon as we find him, the truce is off. Got 
it?” 

Alessandro swallowed hard and went back to staring at the road. “Sure.”  



Chapter Fifteen 

They drove in uncomfortable silence. Bree’s cell phone hadn’t stopped ringing from the 
initial five minutes in Alessandro’s car and onward. First it was her mother to make sure 
Alessandro hadn’t chopped her up into a dozen pieces. No, only my heart, Bree thought. 
Then it was her father, yelling at her for going after Will on her own. He wanted to know 
where they were headed. Bree repeated the question to Alessandro who shook his head. 

“No one else, Brianna. I’m not kidding." 

“Bree, you put that son of a bitch on the phone right now,” John ordered. 

She pointed the phone at Alessandro who grunted in dismay but took it from her 
and put it to his ear. 

Bree waited as Alessandro and her father talked. 

“Yes, I’m aware of that… Will is the most important thing right now… I know 
how Arturo’s mind works... That would be your mistake…He’s not only dangerous, he’s 
fearless…That’s between Brianna and me…I realize what I did was…Yes…Well, if she 
wants to press charges when this is over, I’ll let the police cart me off…But 
Will…No…Out of the…O'Reiley!…” Seemingly at the end of his patience, Alessandro 
threw Bree’s cell phone out the window. 

“What did you do that for?” Bree asked, shivering as Alessandro rolled the 
window back up. 

“I know now where you get your stubbornness from,” 

“Uh, kettle, this is pot, you’re black,” she scowled. “You owe me a phone. What 
did my father say?” 

“He’s sending a team of his men after us. Damn the man. If I allow your father to 
interfere, your son is as good as…” He let the word trail off. 

“Dead?” Bree asked, the word sticking in her throat. 

“That won’t happen. I swear it, Brianna.” 



“You just told my dad how dangerous Arturo is. You can’t really promise 
anything, can you?” Bree pointed out. She tried to keep the bitterness out of her tone. 
“But I still don’t understand; what does Arturo want with my son? I can understand 
coming after me or one of the other O’Reileys, but Will is just four for Christ’s sake.” 

“He’s Michael’s son.” 

Bree stared at him blankly, waiting for Alessandro to continue. Then she reared 
back as an idea slowly dawned. “Wait, he thinks Will is going to grow up and then come 
after you, right? That’s it?” 

Alessandro took a deep breath and nodded. 

“So he…” She linked her fingers together to try and stop them shaking even 
though hot air was warming her from her feet on upwards. “So he wants to kill my son 
before he grows up and gets the chance, right?” 

Alessandro said nothing, closing his eyes briefly. He pulled in towards what must 
be the warehouse. It was the widest structure in a row of squat, square, decrepit factory 
buildings. 

“You wait here,” 

“You know, I don’t see that happening,” Bree countered pulling on the door 
handle and stepping out into the cold with him. 

“Brianna-“he protested, pulling out his gun. 

“Don’t, ‘Brianna’ me. You said yourself that he wasn’t gonna be here, so there’s 
no danger.” 

“As if that would matter,” he grumbled. 

“You’re right, it wouldn’t, so stop yapping and let’s go.” 

The smell hit her first as Alessandro pulled the filthy steel door open, and she 
clamped a hand over her nose and tried not to throw up. 

“What is that?” Bree asked. “It smells like a dead fish in here. You actually do 
business here?” 

“It doesn’t usually smell like…” He tried to switch on the light, but nothing 
happened. 



Bree moved further into the room and then squealed and jumped back, grabbing 
Alessandro’s arm. “Oh, that’s…” 

“Well, there’s your dead fish,” 

It had been gutted, its innards spilling out of its body onto the dingy floor. 

“What the hell does that mean?” Bree asked. “He hasn’t scared the crap out of me 
enough?” 

“That’s our clue. I know where he is now.” Alessandro said, pulling her away 
from the dead fish. 

“A dead fish means…what? The docks?” Bree asked. 

Alessandro gave her a small smile. “You’re as smart as you are exquisite, my 
darling.” 

“I’m sorry. A crazy man has my son. Could we get a move on now?” Bree pushed 
him towards the door. 

“Forgive me, darling. Old habits.” 

Bree rolled her eyes, but she was grateful for the brief, light moment. It allowed 
her to regroup and focus, to lift her head from the haze of panic that gripped her thus far. 
She took her seat next to him in the car and wanted to turn and tell him she appreciated 
his attempt to make her feel better, but when she looked at him, she was reminded of 
what he had done to her. Her cheek still hurt if she thought about it, but it was nothing to 
what she felt in her heart. He claimed to love her and yet had hurt her. Now every time 
she thought of that time in the abandoned house, it was spoiled by the memory of his 
hand across her face. 

She thought it was that which she found the hardest time forgiving him for. He’d 
ruined that memory for her. 

Even though the windows were rolled up, Bree could still smell the salty, fishy air 
that told them they were approaching the docks. Her heart began to triple its rhythm. 
Please, God. Please help my little boy. Please let him still be alive. 

Alessandro stopped the car next to a tower of crates and turned to Bree. “This 
time, you are staying in the car.” 

“But-“Bree protested, but Alessandro placed a hand over hers insistently. 



“No discussion. You’re staying here. You let me handle Arturo. I’ll get Will, and 
he’s gonna need his mummy to stay safe and be here for him when I bring him out. You 
can’t risk anything happening to you or our child. Understood?” 

Our child. She clenched her teeth and wanted to shoot back that this was her baby, 
and he would have nothing to do with it, but her hand moved to her belly in an almost 
unconscious gesture, and she didn’t argue. 

“Give me about twenty minutes. If I’m not back with Will, I want you to use my 
phone. Call your father and tell him where we are. Then I want you to get the bloody hell 
out of here.” 

Bree shook her head quickly, a burst of panic making her grab for him. “No, I’m 
not leaving yo-“She bit back the honest emotion and replaced it with another one. “I’m 
not leaving my son.” Safer, but by no means a lie. 

**** 

Alessandro crept along the wooden floor as slowly as he could, trying not to make 
the wooden planks creak, but old damp wood could only keep his identity hidden for so 
long. He counted off in his head how many planks it was to the secret door in the floor. 
Seven. He heard a burst of diabolical laughter below and then a shot gun blast that 
narrowly missed his foot. 

“Shit,” he grunted, but at least he could open the door in the floor now 
considering there was a hole in it. 

He could hear a small boy’s voice, unmistakably Will’s. “My mommy’s gonna 
come get me and den you gonna be dead cause she gonna kill you bad! And den I’m 
gonna kill you lots too!” 

“Really, I’m terrified, young Will.” 

“Good!” Will said. “Cause it gonna hurt.” 

Alessandro bit back a smile. He hadn’t known the dearly departed Michael, but 
there was no doubt in his mind that this little boy was all Brianna. 

“What if I told you I want your mommy to come get you? And I want her lover 
Alessandro to come as well. Come on down and join the party Alessandro! Do you know 
why?” 

“Cause you toopid?” 



Whack! Alessandro heard the unmistakable sound of a hand hitting tender flesh, 
and he tightened his grip on his gun, seeing red. A whimper, followed by a pitiful wail. 

“I wannnn my moooommmmyyyyy!” Will cried, and Alessandro closed his eyes, 
feeling his heart break for the little guy. 

“Oh shut up, you little, whiny brat. You’re just like that slut of a mother of yours, 
always whining.” 

Silence broken by an occasional sniffle. “My mommy nod a sut. You a sut!” 

Alessandro rolled his eyes at the kid’s bravado. He looked down and noticed that 
the step ladder wasn’t there. He’d have to jump down. Bloody hell. It was at least a 
fifteen foot drop. He hoped he didn’t break an ankle. That would make his little rescue 
operation a tad awkward if he had to hobble around. Where the hell was the ladder? 

“Poor Will, first your daddy dies, and now your mommy and your pal Alessandro. 
You’re having a rough couple of months aren’t you?” 

“Alessandro nod my pal. He mean like you. He hit my mommy, and so I gonna 
kill him too when I get big.” 

Alessandro felt the sting of shame and then disgust that he felt so ashamed. 
Bernardo told him he should regret nothing, and really, what did the opinion of a four 
year old matter anyway? 

But it did. God help him, he wanted Will to like him, to look up to him, to look at 
him like a hero…or a father. 

What a bizarre feeling. And Alessandro had never even thought he liked kids 
unless they were to be his own. 

But he wanted Will to be his own. Him and Brianna and the baby that she was 
carrying. 

And for that to happen, Arturo had to die. His brother. Alessandro shuddered. 
True, there was no real love lost between them, and he was pretty sure the man was 
insane, but still…Bernardo had taught him loyalty was everything. But what about 
Alessandro’s loyalty to the family he was creating with Brianna? His brother or his 
children? Family vs. family. Loyalty vs. loyalty. 

“Well, then I suppose the smart thing to do would be to kill you before you get 
big, hmm?” 



Alessandro didn’t think. He leapt down to the basement. Landing with a jarring 
thud that sent a sharp pain up his shin, he quickly focused back on the gun in his hand 
and pointed it at Arturo, who smiled at him. 

“Glad you could join us,” 

“Kidnapping a child? You truly have no conscience.” 

“I’m only doing what you don’t have the courage to do. You know he has to die 
for the sake of our family.” 

“This is not what father wants, and you know that!” Alessandro reminded him. 

“Father will thank me for looking out for our family, for everything that we’ve 
built, and he’ll see that you are nothing but a mistake he made. I will take my rightful 
place as his heir.” 

“I waaaaannn my mooooooooooommmmy!” Will shrieked, impatient and 
terrified. 

Alessandro turned, the distracted moment giving Arturo the opportunity to tackle 
him. He landed on his back with a painful thud as the back of his head struck the floor. 
With stars swimming behind his vision, Alessandro grabbed Arturo and flipped him over, 
cracking the younger man’s nose with his elbow. He came up and head-butted 
Alessandro, sending a fresh burst of pain through Alessandro’s skull. Getting to their feet, 
he charged Arturo, sending him into the stacked wooden crates along the wall. 
Alessandro pretended to relinquish his grip on Arturo, so that when Arturo struck at him 
again, he let himself fall in the direction of the gun he had lost in the chaos of the fight. 
Gripping the weapon tight, he squirmed away from Arturo and struggled dizzily to his 
feet. Alessandro blinked sweat and, by the sting in his forehead, blood out of his eyes. He 
could do nothing about the haze of rage that seemed to settle over him, making him 
deadly calm as he kicked Arturo in the stomach and then rested the heel of his foot 
against Arturo’s throat. 

“You psychotic son of a bitch. That you would even contemplate harming a child. 
The world will be a better place once I send you to hell,” He felt no division of loyalty 
now as he pressed the heel of his foot down on Arturo’s windpipe. 

He looked back at Alessandro, red faced but smug. “I wouldn’t do that if I were 
you.” He motioned towards his foot and Alessandro turned to see that Arturo’s leg 
stretched out and his foot was hooked around the edge of a chair. 



And he saw what he had missed before. His quick glimpse of Will hadn’t given 
him a chance to see the rope around the little boy’s flushed, tear stained head. His small 
body was perched on a chair that Arturo currently had his foot hooked around. 

“Good God,” Alessandro breathed. 

“Not his choice, little brother. Mine. Or more correctly, I suppose, yours,” he 
wheezed. 

Could he get the shot off before Arturo pulled the chair out from under the little 
boy? He didn’t know and was too afraid to even take the chance. Alessandro felt a burst 
of frustrated anger. He pulled his foot away and moved the point of his gun away from 
Arturo’s face. 

“Ahem,” he remarked, motioning for Alessandro to give him the gun. 

Alessandro narrowed his eyes and tossed the gun to the side rather than hand it to 
him. 

Arturo grunted painfully and got to his feet. “You’re a disgrace to the Dardano 
name, you spineless little bastard,” Arturo spat. He moved towards the step ladder to get 
back to the floor above them, but not before in a lightening quick move, he kicked the 
chair out from under Will’s little body. 



Chapter Sixteen 

Alessandro ran to catch Will’s body and prayed he could before the rope broke the little 
boy’s neck. A one word prayer flashed across his mind before his arms reached out a 
second too late. GOD! Will’s eyes widened in fear, and Alessandro watched his skin turn 
red as he wrapped his arms around his short legs and heaved upward, reducing the 
tension in the rope enough so that Will could grab a small lungful of air.  

“I’ve got you. I’ve got you,” Alessandro promised. Out of the corner of his eye, 
he could see Arturo climb up the ladder and disappear above him. White hot rage 
mingled with panic and relief. Someday, I’ll kill him for this. I swear to God, mine will be 
the last face that bastard sees before he dies. 

Then, bringing the chair back under Will; he braced himself on one foot, climbing 
up onto the chair and easing the rope over the boy’s head. He heard a whoosh behind him 
and felt a blast of hot air. Turning, he saw the burning two by four Arturo had tossed 
down into the basement. It was too close to the trunks of weapons and flammable 
chemicals the Dardanos had helped smuggle overseas. He kicked the flaming wood away 
from the explosive items. 

Will, who was crying with pain and the last remnants fear, bowed his head to try 
and get the rope off, unable to move his hands, bound as they were behind his back, but 
Alessandro shouted at him not to. They had lucked out the rope hadn’t snapped his neck, 
but Alessandro wasn’t sure what damage had actually been done. 

At Alessandro’s shout, the boy startled and cried harder. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. 
Just don’t move, okay? I want you to stay very still,” 

Will coughed, the fire growing in the room and filling it with smoke. He winced, 
the action clearly hurting his injured throat. Alessandro quickly pulled the rope up over 
Will’s head but had nothing to cut the rope around his wrists. 

Alessandro blinked the sting of smoke from his eyes and helped Will down, 
wincing, as the pain in his leg he’d been ignoring thus far, made itself known again, and 
he was pretty sure something was wrong with his shoulder. The numbness brought on by 
adrenaline was beginning to wear off and as he pushed Will up onto the step ladder, the 
back of his mind was cataloguing a maybe sprained ankle, injured shoulder, and maybe a 



cracked rib or two. He felt a roll of nausea at the pain and almost missed Will’s body as it 
pitched backwards into him. What the- and then he saw that Will’s eyes were closed. “Oh 
no. Nonononono,” Alessandro pleaded. He gathered Will in his arms and felt around for a 
pulse, his own heart beating again when he found it. It was probably just the smoke that 
made Will pass out. Alessandro felt pretty close to passing out himself and tears were 
streaming down his face from the smoke as he coughed and struggled to get the two of 
them up the ladder together. He wasn’t sure if he was injuring Will further, but he 
couldn’t get them both up without propping Will up on his strong shoulder. 

“Alessandro! Will!!” He could hear Brianna’s voice a few seconds before his 
head came up through to the next floor. 

Stubborn, bloody woman! he cursed. 

“Oh God, Will!” Bree screamed. “What happened?” She rushed towards them, 
coughing as she grabbed for her son. He shifted his weight to hand him over to her, but 
the movement sent another bolt of screaming pain from his ankle up to his leg and 
Alessandro lost his footing, falling back into the basement. 

Alessandro!” Bree screamed, and then he heard no more. 

**** 

Bree stared into the basement, “ALESSANDRO!” she screamed, watching the 
flames lick closer to his unconscious body. “ALESSANDRO!” 

She felt arms go around her. “Bree we have to get out of here-“ She recognized 
her father’s voice and fought against him. “No! Alessandro’s down there. Oh God, Daddy! 
He’s trapped down there! Alessandro!” Please, God. I’ll do anything, anything just please 
don’t let him die. I love him. Oh God, I love him so much, don’t take him from me too. 

“Bree, we need to get Will-“ 

“Take him outside and then please, daddy, please, you have to help Alessandro!” 
Bree looked down into the hole, seeing the ladder. 

“You take Will outside,” John insisted grabbing Bree and pulling her to her feet. 
She jerked away from him. “NO! I’m not leaving him!” 

“Bree, listen to me. I’ll do what I can to get him out of there, but I need you to get 
Will outside and let the medics have a look at him.” 

“But-“ 



“I promise, sweetie. Now go.” 

Bree grabbed Will and with one last look down at the hole billowing smoke up 
into the entire building, she ran outside where the ambulance team assured her that Will 
was breathing, just overcome with smoke. 

She didn’t think it was possible to be relieved and terror stricken at the same time. 
She told them about Alessandro being trapped in the basement, and a few of the 
firefighters rushed into the building, leaving her to stare at the building and pray. Oh God, 
I promise, I’ll never lie again. I’ll never scheme. I’ll never do anything bad for the rest of 
my life if you just please bring Alessandro out of that building alive. I’m sorry for the 
things I said to him. I didn’t mean it. I didn’t mean it. The medic’s lifted Will up into the 
ambulance. Bree wanted to get up in there with him but she couldn’t tear her eyes away 
from the building. Pleasepleasepleaseplease… She sagged against the ambulance door as 
her father and then one of the firefighters came out, Alessandro slung over his shoulder. 

She watched as they eased him onto a gurney, his hair and face grey and black 
with soot. “Alessandro, can you hear me? ALESSANDRO!” she pleaded, his face 
swimming through her blurred vision. 

“Ma’m we need to get him up into the ambulance. You can follow along-“ 

“No, I’m riding with them.” 

“Sweetie-,“ John protested, placing his hands on her shoulders. She shrugged him 
off. 

“Daddy, I’m riding with them in the ambulance,” Bree insisted. “They’re gonna 
be okay, right? Tell me they’re going to be okay,” 

The medic assured her they would do everything they could and then Bree could 
do nothing more but hop in to the back of the ambulance between her son and the man 
she loved. 

She turned to Will, stroking his hair as tears rolled down her face. “Sweetie, 
mommy’s here. Mommy’s here and everything’s gonna be okay, I promise. Can you 
wake up for mommy? Huh, sweetie pie, can you open your eyes?” She wiped her eyes, 
emotionally exhausted. 

“B..Brnnna?” Alessandro voice murmured behind her. Bree turned around on her 
knees to look at him. 



“I’m here,” Bree whispered, stroking his face. His face contorted in a grimace of 
pain. She reached for his hand and felt him give it a squeeze before his grip relaxed and 
the tightness of his face eased into unconscious calm once again. 

**** 

“He’s sustained some superficial injury to his throat but nothing we can’t repair.” 

Bree stared at the doctor in confusion. “His throat? What? From the smoke?” 

Now it was his turn to look confused. “Well, no, Mrs Donovan, from the rope. I 
tell you, that is one lucky little boy. I don’t know how the rope didn’t snap his neck or 
suffoc-“ 

“Wait. What? WHAT?” Bree asked, trembling with the horror of what the doctor 
was telling her. “What rope?” She felt someone’s arms come around her. Her mother’s. 

“Someone tried to hang your son, Mrs Donovan.” 

A sob broke past her mouth and she grabbed her mother’s arms. 

“Hang him? Good God,” Alison exclaimed. 

“But yer sayin’ he’ll be all right. Yer sure?” Grandpa Joe asked. 

“Yes, my guess is that the man we wheeled in had something to do with that. If 
the boy had been alone…” 

“Oh God,” Bree clamped a hand over her mouth as tears filled her eyes. 

“Those damn Dardanos,” Jack hissed. “Going after a little boy.” 

“How is Alessandro?” Bree asked. He’d saved her son. Risked his own life to 
save her little boy. Arturo had tried to hang Will and if it hadn’t been for Alessandro… 

“A few broken bones, some bruising and stitches but he’ll survive.” 

Thank God. Thank you God for both of them. 

“We’ll need you to sign some forms to consent for the surgery for Will.” 

“Surgery. Oh God,” Bree whispered. She’d come so close to losing him…She 
took a deep breath and nodded. “Sure.” She followed the doctor who assured her that the 
surgery would take less than an hour and gave her instructions for his recovery. No 
talking for a few days. Liquid only for the first day. Nothing hot. Ice cream. 



“Oh, he’ll love that,” Bree said with a small smile, sniffling. After signing the 
forms she asked if she could see Alessandro. 

“Sure. We gave him something for the pain, but he should be coming out of it 
soon. That is one brave man, Mrs Donovan.” 

A brave man. Bree sat by his bedside and watched Alessandro sleeping. After 
everything she had said to him, he’d saved her little boy’s life. 

He looked like a little boy himself lying there. Vulnerable. It was odd seeing him 
like that considering that he’d bulldozed his way into her life. One arm was in a cast and 
sling and his left leg was in a cast as well and raised. Regardless of the horrible things she 
had said and done to him, he’d risked his own life to save her son’s. 

She reached and stroked his hair, tears filling her eyes. She startled guiltily when 
his eyes fluttered open and moved her hand away. He misinterpreted her tears and his 
dark eyes widened. 

“Will?” he asked, his voice groggy and hoarse from the smoke. 

“No, he’s fine. Thanks to you, he’s fine,” her words broke and she covered her 
face with her hands, the dampness seeping through her fingers. 

He let out a breath of relief. “So…” he grimaced and cleared his throat. “Why are 
you crying?” 

She gave a short laugh and sniffled. “Hormones I guess. Relief.” She lowered her 
head, picking at the blanket, close to where his hand rested. “I was so used to blaming 
you for every single thing that’s gone wrong in my life, but…Alessandro…when I saw 
you fall back into that room. When I saw you lying there. My God, if anything happened 
to you Alessandro I don’t think I…” She bit her lip, afraid to say the words. Afraid to let 
go of the comfort of her hate. His hand reached over and covered hers. His eyes told her 
he knew. Of course he knew, he’d spent the better part of three months trying to convince 
her of her feelings. “I owe you an apology for what I said before. Ab..About the baby. I 
didn’t mean it,” she said quietly. “I would never do something like that and I just wanted 
to hurt you I guess.” 

“You did,” Alessandro admitted and Bree lifted her eyes to him. “Even more than 
when I thought it wasn’t mine. Now I owe you one. I should never have hurt you like I 
did. I’ve never in my life put my hands on a woman in anger. I’m not excusing what I did 
but…just hearing you say…” 



“I know,” Bree assured him quickly. “That’s why I said it. To hurt you so badly 
that you wouldn’t want anything more to do with me.” 

“I don’t think I have a choice about that, darling.” 

“Alessandro…he…Arturo. He tried to hang Will?” Bree asked. 

Alessandro squeezed her fingers. “I was hoping you’d never know about that.” 

“They have to repair some damage…How did you save him?” 

“Brianna, I’m just grateful that I could. Is the baby okay? I was so worried that 
because of the smoke-” 

“No. They checked me out; I’m fine. Don’t worry about me.” 

“Now that’s gonna be impossible considering how much I love you,” 

“Alessandro…” 

He raised his hand. “Yes, I know. Bad Alessandro,” He smacked his hand. “I’ve 
just been hoping that since we’ve sort of made peace that-“ 

“I can’t, Alessandro. There are just too many things stacked against us. I can’t 
forget what your father did, and I can’t-“ 

“And you’re carrying my child, Brianna. That should trump everything, 
sweetheart.” 

“But it doesn’t,” Bree pulled her hand away. “Just the fact that we could hurt each 
other like we did proves that we would just be a disaster. Maybe for the baby’s sake…we 
could be…I don’t know. Maybe friends.” 

Alessandro grunted in frustration and grabbed her hand back. “I don’t want to be 
your friend, Brianna.” 

“We wouldn’t work as anything else. I mean, look what happened.” 

“You’re blaming me for Will.” 

“No,” she replied quickly. “Your name. Dardano. Your family is always gonna try 
and destroy mine and vice versa.” 

“We can fix that, darling.” 



“No, we can’t. Unless you’re willing to perform a Dardano lobotomy.” 

“Look, I can see you’re going to be stubborn about this, and we’re doing so well 
that I don’t want to ruin the moment, so for now…” 

“Wow, backing down from a fight? That doesn’t sound like the pigheaded 
Alessandro I know. You must be in a lot of pain, and you want me to get lost so that you 
can get the doctor back in here without me knowing about it, right?” 

He smiled at her. “No one knows me like you do, Sunshine. Save me some of my 
dignity and send the doctor in, would you?” 

Bree left Alessandro with his dignity intact, feeling slightly buoyed by their 
discussion. It felt so good to not have that antagonism between them, to have things be 
light and easy again. It almost reminded her of…earlier times. She went down to the 
cafeteria for something to eat and walked around a bit to brace herself for the 
conversation she knew she was going to have to have with her family now. 

The air got sucked out of her happy balloon as she made her way closer to the 
waiting room and heard her family cursing the Dardanos yet again. Her steps got heavier, 
and she could feel her head starting to ache. 

“They are not gonna get away with this.” Uncle Jack’s voice. 

“We’re sending some of our men to send Bernardo a little message while we track 
down that bastard, Arturo,” her father. 

“Dear God, when will it end?” That was her Aunt Keira “Why can’t they just 
leave us in peace?” 

“As soon as the doctor gives us the okay, we’re gonna have us a little chat with 
Alessandro Dardano.” 

“And if he thinks he’s gonna cover for that son of a bitch brother of his, “ That 
was Bree's father. 

“I don’t think he’d have gone to all the trouble of saving Will from Arturo if he 
was just going to turn around and help the man escape,” Meggie offered. 

That set off a firestorm of opposing voices that made Bree want to scream. This 
was exactly what she was talking about. Her family would not listen to any good about 
the Dardanos, and she doubted the Dardanos would be singing the O’Reiley’s praises 
anytime soon either. God, what a Goddamn mess. 



“All right, that’s enough!” Bree yelled trying to be heard above the cacophony. 

The loud voices gradually dissipated as they turned to her in surprise at her 
outburst. 

“I know the Dardanos have put this family through a lot, but the fact is that 
Alessandro saved my little boy and for that, everyone in this family owes him their 
gratitude.” 

“Bree, look, you’ve been through a lot, okay? I don’t want you to forget, “Carrie 
injected, her husband Colin’s arm wrapped around her. 

“Carrie, this isn’t stress. The man saved my son.” 

“That’s my point, honey. You’re letting that blind you to what he is,” 

“You know what? Never mind. That doesn’t matter. There’s something you guys 
oughta know, that I should have told you a long time ago.” 

“Oh, here we go,” Meggie said grimacing. 

“The baby I’m carrying. It’s not Michael’s.” 

Silence. 

“Oh Bree. Please tell me it’s not. Dear God, Bree, tell me it’s…” Angela pleaded. 

“Alessandro is the father,” Bree confirmed, trembling. 

“Jesus, Mary and Joseph,” Joe exclaimed, stepping backwards. 

“How did this happen?” Alison asked. 

“Uh, Ma-“ Jack began, but Keira smacked his chest. 

“Don’t even start, O’Reiley.” 

“Wait, how is that even possible? Alessandro came to New York City before you 
got back from-“ John asked, but Angela cut in. 

“That was it, wasn’t it? That time you spent hiding out from the storm. You were 
with Alessandro, and that’s when you got pregnant.” 

“Yes,” Bree answered simply, withering under Angela’s heated stare. 



“My God, Bree, what were you thinking?” John asked. 

“Uh, I was thinking that my husband had just died and for once I didn’t have to 
act like everything was okay. I didn’t have play the grieving widow and cry pretty tears 
but keep my chin up. For once I could just be myself-“ 

“What, with him? A Dardano?” John spat. 

“I didn’t know who he was,” 

“But he obviously knew who you were and took advantage of your grief,” Her 
younger sister, Beth, piped in. 

“He said he didn’t know who I was,” Bree replied weakly, knowing how that 
sounded since she wasn’t altogether sure she believed it herself. 

“Oh, and you believed him? Come on, Bree,” Colin said, looking down at her like 
she was a child. It was one of the things that had always irked her about him. 

“Look, none of that matters. The fact is  I’m going to have a baby, and he’s the 
father. We’re going to have to deal with that. Now you guys claim to care about me so 
are you gonna make this easier on me or harder?” 

“You expect us to just accept that this monster seduced you?” Angela asked, wide 
eyed. 

“Guess I have my answer. Thanks a lot, mom,” Bree said shaking her head. 

“Honey, you have to understand. He’s a Dardano,” Alison offered. 

“A Dardano who saved your grandson,” Meggie added. 

“Meggie, don’t help,” Jack insisted.  

“Look, all right. This discussion is over. I’m having a baby and at least now I 
know where my baby stands with the almighty O’Reileys. Because it’s half a Dardano, it 
will be found lacking. Thanks a lot.” Bree said through a haze of tears as she turned and 
walked away. God, when was she gonna get over needing her family’s approval? Bree 
the screw up. That was all she was gonna be to them. And they would look down on her 
innocent little baby because of that too. 

She wasn’t sure where she was going until she found herself in Alessandro’s room, 
but he wasn’t there. Bree made her way to Will’s room after finding the doctor who told 
her he was recovering in his room. She stopped when she heard a familiar English voice. 



“I really hope we can be friends again. I miss you very much,” 

Bree tilted her head in and saw Will sitting up in bed, listening to Alessandro, 
who sat by his bed, crutches propped against his chair. 

“I wanted to let you know that I didn’t mean to hurt your mommy. I just got very 
angry and did something very bad. I wanted to let you know I’m sorry, and I will never 
hurt your mommy again, and I will never let anyone else hurt either of you again. I hope 
you believe me.” 

Will, unable to speak just regarded him with solemn brown eyes. 

“Can we be friends again, Will? I’d like that very much.” 

Will shifted on his bed, moving closer to Alessandro, and in a gesture that broke 
Bree’s heart with its sweetness, raised his arms up to hug him. 



Chapter Seventeen 

“How are you feeling?” Meggie asked as Bree scooped a bit of chocolate ice cream for 
Will who was sitting in his pajamas on the couch watching SpongeBob. He turned and 
gave Meggie a gleeful smile. 

“I’ve been better. I’m trying to be grateful that we got Will back, but it’s hard to 
be cheerful when your family thinks you’re giving birth to the anti-Christ.” 

“So. I’m assuming YOU don’t think that anymore?” Meggie asked as Bree 
handed her the bowl. 

“Mmm,” Bree licked the ice cream scoop and tossed it into the sink. “Let’s just 
say that for the sake of the baby, Alessandro and I have reached a sort of…an...agreement, 
I guess.” 

“Does that mean I can’t punch him anymore? ‘Cause that was fun.” 

“Yes. It does. Sorry.” 

“So are you two…” 

“No. Hell no. Not after him using Rebecca Malford as a scratching post,” Bree 
grumbled, her stomach clenching tight at that little reminder. 

“He’s what? Alessandro and that...viper?” 

“That’s right.” Bree clenched her teeth. 

“Rebecca and Alessandro? Oh my God. Mental bleach! I need mental bleach!” 
Meggie rubbed her temples. 

“Yeah, keep doing that for another week and you might be where I am right about 
now.” 

“Oh, he’s a smooth one, that’s for sure,” Meggie said with a sudden smile. 

“What’s with that look?” 



“You’re so jealous,” 

Bree snorted, turning away from her and taking a seat opposite of Will. “That’s 
ridiculous.” 

“And so true.” 

“I don’t want Alessandro, okay? He and I are not good for each other and if 
there’s one thing I need throughout this pregnancy it is peace. He can knock boots with 
whoever he wants.” 

“Bree, if Rebecca Malford had a bunny you’d be boiling it right now.” 

“That is so not true-“ 

A knock on the door saved her from having to defend herself further. She pulled it 
open, and her stomach tightened for another reason when she saw Alessandro on the 
other side. A crutch under one arm and a box by his feet. 

“What do you think you’re doing?” Alessandro asked, dressed in his long black 
coat. His cheeks were red from the cold. 

“In America, it’s nice to answer a door when someone knocks on it,” Bree 
retorted. 

“Very cute, I mean what are you doing answering the door. I could have been 
some psycho. I could have been Arturo,” 

“Good point,” Bree shut the door in his face. 

If it was possible for a knock to have Alessandro’s dry wit, this one had it. 

“Excuse me? Who is there?” Bree asked, hearing Meggie laugh behind her. 

“Very funny, Brianna.” 

“I’m sorry, are you a psycho killer?” 

“Ha, Ha. Open the door.” 

“Oh, Alessandro, what a surprise,” Bree said with a fake smile. 

“I’m glad you find your safety such an amusement.” 



Seeing who was at the door, Will ran towards Alessandro, his ice cream forgotten, 
and threw his arms around Alessandro’s legs. 

Alessandro smiled down at Will and ran a hand over the crown of his head. “And 
how are you, young Will?” 

Will pointed to his throat, indicating he couldn’t talk. 

“Oh, that’s right. I bet your mummy is enjoying that, isn’t she?” Alessandro asked, 
lifting his gaze to Bree and winking at her. 

Bree rolled her eyes and tried not to feel the warm wave that fell over her at his 
smile. “What’s that?” 

“Oh, I got that for you.” 

She lifted it to her ear. “I don’t hear any ticking.” At his look of distinct 
un-amusement, she smiled. “What? I’m just being careful.” 

She placed it on the couch and opened it. “What on-“she pulled out a bottle of 
folic acid and other vitamins. 

“I thought it might be easier for you than to have to go out into the cold.” 

Bree stared at him and then the bottles in surprise. There had to be dozens in the 
box. “Alessandro, you do know we’re having a baby and not a Puma, right?” 

“Too many? I thought I’d err on the side of caution than have you run out. Oh, 
and I know you have a doctor’s visit scheduled for tomorrow. What time do you want me 
to pick you up?” 

“For wha- Alessandro, I don’t need you to drive me to the doctor’s. I have my 
own car. And for the sake of this new truce, let’s just skedaddle past the part where you 
explain how you know when my doctor’s appointments are. You can’t even drive.” 

“My chauffer-“ 

“No. Case closed. Thank you for the many, many, many vitamins.” 

“You’re not travelling around without supervision” 

Bree squeezed her fists tight, trying to restrain herself from socking him. She 
turned to Meggie. 



“Sorry, you said I can’t hit him anymore,” Meggie reminded her. 

Will was looking at the TV when he started to whimper and bury himself further 
against Alessandro. 

Bree and Alessandro looked down at the little boy and then at the TV. She 
watched the screen in confusion, there was nothing but a funny commercial about a little 
talking dog, but Will was whimpering like he had been last night, suffering from a 
nightmare, no doubt a product of his ordeal. 

His ordeal. The dog. Bree felt her heart sink. 

She met Alessandro’s gaze, and he had the same sadness in his eyes. 

“I guess we have our answer now,” he said. He took Will’s hand and hobbled with 
him towards the couch. 

They had hoped Arturo hadn’t killed the dog in front of Will, but now they knew 
he had. 

“Damn that son of a bitch,” Bree whispered. 

“Did you see something about a dog that scared you, Will?” Alessandro asked. 

Will nodded and buried his face in Alessandro’s chest. 

“Did Arturo do something bad to a dog, hmmm?” 

Again, Will nodded. A whimper and then a sniffle. 

“I’m so sorry you had to see that. I promise Arturo won’t hurt you anymore. You 
believe me, eh?” 

Bree’s eyes filled with tears as she watched Will hug Alessandro even tighter. 

She cleared her throat. “My appointment is at ten tomorrow morning,” 

Alessandro looked up at her and gave her a short nod of thanks. 

**** 

“This was a mistake,” Bree grumbled, watching Alessandro playing with the duck 
shaped instrument. 

“What does this torture tool do, eh?” he asked. “Quack, quack.” 



She reached over and grabbed it. “You’re worse than Will.” 

Dr. Alex Winters came in and gave Bree a smile. It wavered slightly when he saw 
Alessandro, though he tried to hide it. 

“I’m Dr. Winters,” he extended his hand to Alessandro who took it. 

“Alessandro Dardano. The father of Bree’s little bundle of joy.” 

Alex looked at Bree in surprise, and she shrugged guiltily. 

“Yeah, I forgot that I didn’t get around to actually telling you. It’s Alessandro’s 
baby. Not Michael’s. Can we just move past that now?” 

“Uh…sure,” Alex said. “How are you feeling?” 

“The back pains are starting, and I have to pee like every five minutes and 
morning sickness is still kicking my butt, but other than that, swell.” 

“Mmm, I’ll see if I can get you something for the nausea.” 

“Please do cause if somebody offers me another cracker, I’m not responsible for 
what I might do to them.” 

Alex gave her a compassionate smile. “So, Mr…Dardano,” he started, his voice 
choking on the last name. “We usually like to know the father’s medical history just in 
case we need to look out for anything in the baby.” 

“Psychosis can be genetic, right?” Bree asked. 

“If you could set up an appointment at the front desk that would be great. Okay. 
Bree. You want to get changed and hop on up?” 

“Do I want? No. But I know what you mean,” she gave him a grimace and 
grabbed the gown, shooting the stirrups a dirty look. 

“I’ll be back in a few minutes.” 

Alessandro pushed one of the stirrups back and forth. “I don’t think I’ve ever been 
so happy to be a man,” 

Bree stared at him. 

“What?” 



“I have to change,” she said kicking off her shoes. 

“So?” 

“Am I going to get naked in front of you?” Bree asked impatiently. 

“Well, if you want to be really, really nice to me,” Alessandro replied with a 
bright grin. 

Bree lifted an eyebrow. 

“Oh come on, Brianna. It’s hardly something I haven’t seen.” 

Bree held the gown and held it close. “I don’t care.” 

“Would you grow up, plea…all right, look, I’ll turn around, see?” He turned his 
back to her. 

“As if I’m gonna trust you.” 

“You wound me,” Alessandro said turning his head. 

Bree glared at him, “You see! You’re already peeking, you pig” 

“I am not peeking. I was merely commenting.” 

“Well, comment in THAT direction,” Bree insisted, pointing ahead. 

“Fine, fine.” He turned his head away from her, and when Bree was sure that he 
wasn’t turning back, she began to change her clothes. 

“You know, it’s been so long since I’ve seen you naked. I’m sure my memory is 
just exaggerating how exquisite you must be,” he said, but she could hear the teasing in 
his voice. 

“That’s right. I’m gonna get huge. Like a big ol’ beached whale.” She shivered, 
now cold in the flimsy gown, and maneuvered herself into the stirrups. “Okay, you can 
turn around now, but you stay by my head. Understand?” 

He turned around and smiled, looking at her with her legs spread up in the air. 
“Oh, the possibilities,” 

“Did I mention you’re a pervert?” 

“Mmm, once or twice.” He lowered his head between her legs. 



“Alessandro!” Bree shrieked trying to cover herself. 

“Hello in there, baby.” 

“Do you mind?” 

“What? I’m just getting the baby used to my voice and this way seems to offer a 
rather obvious advantage,” Alessandro pointed out. 

“It won’t matter if he knows your voice if I kill you, now get up here!” 

“My, pregnancy is making someone testy.” 

“Thin ice, Dardano. Like, wafer thin. I’m trying to do a nice thing here by letting 
you be a part of this, but if you keep irritating me, my baby will be minus one father!” 

“I’ll be good. I promise. And can I just say thank you? I can’t tell you how much 
it means to me that you’re letting me be a part of this.” 

“Mmm, fine. Just stay up here, and I won’t have to kill you.” 

Alex knocked and came back in as Alessandro was holding up a mock-up of a 
vagina. 

“I think I know her,” Alessandro cracked. 

“Okay, if you’re done entertaining yourself,” Alex said. “Let’s get started and 
then we can have a listen for the baby’s heartbeat.” 

Bree grimaced and stared at the ceiling as Alex examined her. She didn’t care if 
she’d gone through this once before with Will, she was still mortified by the whole 
process. She questioned the wisdom of allowing Alessandro in here with her, but when 
Alex said they were ready to hear the baby’s heartbeat, Alessandro’s face lit up, and Bree 
knew deep down that she didn’t want him to miss this. 

She squirmed as Alex spread the freezing cold jelly on her stomach. She looked 
up at Alessandro. “Damn you and your penis,” she hissed. 

Alex laughed softly, and Alessandro dropped a kiss on her forehead. 

And then there it was. The quick thwump, thwump of the baby’s heartbeat. She 
heard Alessandro suck in his breath, and she couldn’t help smiling when she looked up 
and saw the awe on his face. 



“Is that it?” he asked softly. 

“That’s your baby,” Alex confirmed. 

“It sounds so fast. Are you sure what you’re doing is safe? Maybe it’s frightened.” 

“No, he’s fine. They’re just naturally this fast at this stage.” 

“He? So you’re saying it’s a boy?” Alessandro asked, and Bree didn’t miss the 
excitement in his voice. She felt a twinge of nervousness. Did he want a son to be the 
next Dardano heir? Well, he had a hell of another thing coming. 

“Sorry, just being general. It’s too early to tell yet. But do you think you’re going 
to want to know the sex?” 

“Yes,” Alessandro replied just as Bree replied, “No.” 

“But, we should know so that we can prepare,” Alessandro pointed out. 

“In case you’ve forgotten, I have done this before. No, I like the surprise. I’ll be 
prepared no matter.” 

“We’ll be prepared,” Alessandro reminded her. 

“Sure,” Bree replied weakly. 

“I’ll give you two a minute. You can get dressed, Bree,” Alex said. 

“Thanks,” 

“Wow,” Alessandro said sitting down, his face seemingly lit from within with his 
joy. “That was…I’ve never experienced anything like that, Brianna. Thank you so much. 

“You’re welcome.” 

“ What do you say to lunch?” Alessandro asked. 

“You buying?” 

“Of course,” 

“Okay, you’re back in my good graces,” Bree said grabbing her clothes and 
motioning with her finger for him to turn around again.  



Chapter Eighteen 

Even in her dreams, he gives her no peace. Alessandro’s face, his mouth, his body, his 
cock, his fingers; they all torment her even as she sleeps. Memories merge with fantasy. 
Dark fantasies that she doesn't acknowledge in the daytime. Things they had done, things 
they hadn’t had time to but Bree wants. His hands on her hips, pulling her to the edge of 
the bed as he kneels on the floor between her legs; her pussy already wet and swollen, 
knowing what is coming. Surging, bearing down, aching for his tongue and then the 
explosion of wet skin meeting wet skin. His tongue pushing into her, his lips sucking her 
clitoris and all the time, his hands on her, bruising her as they hold her down and still. 
Fucking her with his tongue. Deep, fast. Talented. Oh God. Her fists in the sheets, down in 
his hair. Her hips trying to buck up, wanting more, wanting him to end the torture, to 
never stop. He pulls his tongue out and flicks it over the swollen bundle of nerves making 
her suck in her breath. His fingers dig into her bones, branding her. 

Her blood races. ‘Don’t stop. Don’tstopDon’tstopDon’tstopDon’tstop’… But her 
pleas take the form of his name. ‘AlessandroAlessandroAlessandro.’ He bites gently, and 
she screams, coming when his tongue thrusts back into her. He smiles knowingly. That 
fucking smirk. He always looks at her like that. As if he knows. He knows that her pussy is 
always wet, always wanting him. Her vision blurs and all of a sudden the scene switches. 

She stands facing the wall. Her nails digging into the paint and him behind her, 
sweaty, damp, hot, naked. His chest presses against her back and his hips snapping. 
Quickquickquickquick. Hardhardhardhard. Deepdeepdeepdeep. His cock full, thick and 
driving, pounding, punishing. 

‘My little slut. My little bitch. You love it don’t you? You love me fucking you? You 
love my cock fucking you.’ 

He doesn’t stroke her. Her punishment. No fast relief. Long and drawn out 
punishment. 

He lunges up, his hands over hers against the wall. His cock driving deeper. ‘Say it. 
Say you love it.’ 

Bree cries out at the hard, sharp friction. He grabbes her damp hair, pulling it 
back. Tell me how you love it. 



‘I love it. Oh God. I love it. I love you. Love you. Loveyouloveyouuloveyoulove.’ In 
time with the brutality of his fucking, she cried out her love for him. 

‘Tell me you want no one else fucking you. No other cock fucking you. Just mine. 
My cock fucking you. Say the words, my little slut. He pulls out almost completely’. She 
cries out in frantic despair. 

‘I want your cock. Just yours. Oh please. Fuck me.’ 

‘Say my name.’ The head of his cock teases her. 

‘Alessandro. Fuck me, Alessandro.’ He drives in hard all the way. Pushing her 
towards the edge. Fast again. Deep and quick. No mercy. 

‘That’s the way you want it, isn’t it? Deep and hard, like that? Fucking you. 
Fucking you like the little whore you are. Tell me you’re mine.’ 

‘I’m yours.’ 

‘Tell me you’re my little slut.’ 

‘I’m your slut.’ 

‘My whore’ 

‘Your whore’ 

He swells thicker inside of her, his mouth is in her hair, and Bree pushes back 
against him, needing to feel all of him, his very soul. 

‘Do you want me to let you come, my sweet little whore?’ 

‘YES! Oh God. Yes!’ 

Pump, pump, snap, push. Harder and harder. Pain and pleasure. Push and pull. 

‘Beg me to let you come. Beg me, my sweet little pussy.’ 

She loves it. Being owned by him. It’s okay here in this world. Her pussy, her body, 
her mind, her heart, her soul, all of it belong to him in this time. 

‘Take me. Fuck me. Break me. Make me yours.’ 

‘Beg me, Brianna.’ 



His English voice pants hard in her ear. He doesn't sound cultured or educated but 
primal, conquering. ‘Beg me now, you little whore. My whore. Beg me to allow you to 
come all over my cock.’ 

Up and down. Up and down, hitting the spot right inside of her with its compact 
ball of nerves. Scraping against it. His hands move to her breasts, pinching the nipples, 
sending pulsing nerves down to her clitoris. 

‘Please! Oh please. Let me come. Make me come. Pleasepleasepleaseplease!’ 

She doesn't turn around, but she knows he’s smiling. He gives a grunt of triumph 
and fucks her into the orgasm she craves. The pleasure of it burns through her, searing 
her.  Sending her grabbing backwards for him, screaming for him. Alessandro... ‘Take me. 
Don’t stop. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Hurt me, fuckmefuckmefuckme.’ Her mind shuts down. 
She is an animal, craving, wanting. 

The force of her orgasm jolted her awake. 

Bree woke up breathless and naked. Her body felt heavy and damp all over. The 
blanket kicked off and the pillow in her mouth, stifling her cries. She was wet. Her 
fingers traveled down between her legs, and she jumped at the burst of sensation as she 
slid over wet swollen skin. She clamped her legs tight around her hand and whimpered, 
her dream still fresh in her mind. Oh God, that felt so good. He’d fucked her so good. It 
had been dark, dangerous, wrong. And, oh God, so good. 

Bree took a deep breath and mentally tried to continue the dream. What did she 
want next? She could play here. No one would know but her. She could let her mind run 
free. She slid one long finger inside of her soaking warm pussy. 

She wanted him to take her on the floor next. Lay her flat on her back and use her. 

Use her like a whore. His whore. Bree shivered at the dark thought. She grabbed 
the pillow and kept it close just in case. 

His body lowered over her. The floor was hard against her back, but Bree didn’t 
care. She wanted the pain. She wanted the punishment. 

‘Can’t get enough, can you?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Every time you see me. You want me to fuck you.’ 

‘Yes.’ 



He grabbed her legs and spread them open wide. 

Bree slid two fingers inside of her. Three fingers. No, she wanted more. Four 
fingers.  

His cock rubbed her folds. 

You know that every time I see you, I want to fuck you. 

Yes. 

Bree whimpered, biting the edge of the pillow. 

I want to grab you and spread your legs like this. Every time I see you, I want 
your pussy. I want to pound it with my cock. Hard. Deep. 

He drove into her in one hard shove. Bree arched back with a scream. 

Bree pumped her fingers in time with his cock; the fantasy taking over everything 
until reality was drowned out by the feel of his cock pumping her, driving out every sense 
but the hard, deep sensation of being fucked, filled, pummelled. 

His mouth on her, his cock in her. Hot, damp, driving. 

Bree’s body writhed, shaking. 

Ah yes, darling. My sweet little pussy, come for me. Come for my cock. Make me 
come inside of you. 

Bree was arching, biting, muffling her screams as her fingers fucked her pussy, as 
his cock fucked her pussy. She bit his shoulder. His chest hot and flushed against her face 
as he drove up, up, up into her, driving her into the floor. 

Like that? He fucked her hard, quick. 

YES!  She screamed as he fucked her through her orgasm. He didn't stop. His 
body pushed her further. 

You like it like this? Being fucked into your very soul? You feel it in your soul, 
Brianna? 

Push, drive, Moremoremore. Bree couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think. She could 
do nothing but come. 

You feel my cock in your soul, Brianna? 



Yeeeeeeeesssssss! 

Good, my darling little slut. Then he was coming, deep and hot and thick, she felt 
every stinging delicious jet of his release. 

And she was coming with him again. Her nails in his damp back. His fingers 
bruising her arms as he fucked his orgasm into her. 

Until next time, my sweet little pussy. Until next time, my little whore. Mine, 
Brianna. Never forget you’re mine. When I want you, you spread your slut pussy open 
for me. Open for your master. Always, isn’t that right? 

Always. She clamped her legs around his waist, wanting to hold him there. 

But then Bree opened her eyes, and he was gone.  

**** 

He watches her walk towards him, coming into his bedroom with her hair falling 
like a shower of gold over her shoulders. Angel and temptress. Her eyes are blue like 
everything that is pure and good in the world. Her mouth is red and full, like the deepest, 
darkest temptations of hell that he wants to bury himself in. 

Her body was promise. Curves of damnation and salvation. He knows every dip 
and taste of that skin. 

‘What are you doing here?’ 

‘I’m here for you.’ 

His cock grows hard under the sheets, and he knows this is a dream but he doesn’t 
care. He will make it real, damn Brianna and her guilt and fears. He will have her. He will 
take her and show her that he, and only he, can fulfill all her needs. But for now, he’ll take 
her like this. In his mind. Over and over. 

‘If you’re here. You stay here.’ 

‘Yes. Keep me here. Love me. Use me. Do whatever you want to me.’ She moves 
closer, her white satin negligee like a second skin. He reaches out to touch one satin 
smooth thigh. 

Her eyes flutter closed and that luscious mouth parts like the lips of her pussy. 
Alessandro runs his fingers up and across and finds her already wet. 



‘For me?’ 

‘Always.’ 

He grabs her hip and pulls her close. Her curves are fuller, rounder thanks to his 
child. The child that he fucked into her luscious body. He lifts the soft material up and 
rubbs his thumb between the lips of her pussy. She moans. More a low, throaty purr than a 
whimper. 

Oh, but he will make her whimper. 

If it was possible, he’d fuck her full of another child. He has a brief burst of 
amusement. Why not ol’ boy? This is his fantasy. He’ll keep her here, tied and naked, 
pregnant, his. Alessandro sits up. 

‘Get on the bed, Brianna.’ 

‘Whatever you want.’ She purrs with a smile. She doesn’t look submissive. She 
looks as if she’s ready to devour him. In control. She thinks she’s the one in charge. 
Alessandro stands naked and pulls the blanket back. Brianna climbs onto the bed, her ass 
pointed temptingly at him so that he can see a peek of damp skin between her legs. She 
lays back, licking her lips briefly as her head rests on the pillow. 

‘Spread your-‘ 

Before he even finishes, her legs are open, inviting. He leans over her, pulls the 
nightgown up over her head. She wears no underwear. His fantasy indeed. Her breasts are 
fuller than he remembers. The nipples darker and when he reaches down to touch them, 
she arches up and whimpers. 

‘Does that feel good, darling?’ 

‘God yes.’ 

He cups the side of her face. ‘I want you to suck me. I want you to take my cock in 
your mouth and swallow it when I come.’ 

‘I want your cock in my mouth. I dream about this beautiful cock. About you. I miss 
your cock fucking me. Are you gonna fuck me, ALESSANDRO?’ 

‘Tell me you want me to fuck you.’ 

Her blue eyes flare hungrily. ‘I want you to fuck me.’ Then she takes his cock in 
her mouth, and Alessandro is completely enveloped by her heat, as if she is sucking all of 



him. He leans over her, driving more of himself into her mouth. She grabs his thighs and 
digs her nails in, her head pumping back and forth as her lips work their magic. She cups 
his balls with a free hand, the other holding her up. 

Alessandro’s senses spin as he tries to control himself through the slow movement 
of her fingers as opposed to the fast drive of her lips along his shaft. ‘Oh, baby. You’re so 
good. God, so good. I love this mouth. Love your wet fucking mouth, almost as much as 
your pussy.’ 

She looks up at him with triumph in her eyes. Is he in control or is she? Alessandro 
can’t tell. Just when he thinks he’s the dominant one, that he will break her, she gives him 
that look of defiance, that look of triumph that tells him he is doing HER will. Everything 
he demands of her, she wants him to demand. Everything he wants to do to her, she orders 
him to do. 

All with those blue angelic eyes. He drives his cock harder in her mouth, wanting 
her eyes to widen with fear, wanting her to tell him it’s too much. 

She moans in satisfaction and takes him faster. Her tongue circles the head of his 
cock. He rears up, feeling his orgasm getting ready to burst from his cock. He grabs her 
head, his fingers tight in her hair, wanting to hurt her. Her lips tighten around the head of 
his cock before diving in to take all of him yet again. He pushes her head onto him and 
arches back, coming in her mouth. 

She swallows it all and looks up at him with that smile. 

She makes room for him as he leans breathless against the bed. 

‘Now it’s your turn, my little slut. Sit up against the headboard. Open your legs.’ 
She looks at him in confusion but follows his order. 

‘I want you to fuck yourself. I want to watch you play with your pussy, but don’t 
you dare fucking come, understand?’ 

She bites her lip, her nipples tight with arousal and she nods, spreading her thighs 
wide as she brings them to her chest so he gets a full view of her glistening, pink and gold 
pussy. She was gold all over. 

‘Use your fingers. First.’ 

‘Yes,’ she moans, running her fingers over damp swollen skin. She rubs them in 
slow circles over her clitoris. 



‘Tell me when you’re about to come.’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Yes, what?’ 

‘Yes, Alessandro.’ 

‘Do you do this when you’re at home? Do you finger fuck yourself , wishing it was 
me’? 

‘Yes,’ her breath is quick now. 

Alessandro finds himself getting hard again. He breathes deep to try and slow his 
erection down. She sees it and smiles at him, but her breath hitches as she hits a 
particularly sweet spot, and her eyes drift closed. 

‘Fuck your pussy with your fingers.’ 

She pushes two fingers inside, and he can see the glistening flush of her lips, 
clutching the digits. 

‘Soon Alessandro…soon…’ Her voice is trembling and broken in less than a 
minute. 

‘Stop.’ 

Her eyes flash open, and he almost comes at the desperate look on her face. Ah, 
yes, that’s what he wants. He wants her desperate and begging. He gets up and goes into 
his drawer. ‘I bought something for you, Brianna.’ 

He pulls out the vibrator with a tiny little ridge at the top that when inserted, hits 
the clitoris. He’d seen it, imagined it in Brianna’s pussy as she thought of him, and bought 
it. 

‘I want your cock. Your real flesh and blood, pulsing hard cock fucking me. Not 
that.’ 

‘Mmm, but this is about what I want. I will fuck you with my cock, sunshine. I will 
fuck you until you’re a screaming, sweaty, begging whore. But first. You’re gonna work 
for it.’ 

He smacks her pussy with the vibrator and then hands to her. ‘Now shove this into 
that sweet pussy. My sweet pussy. But don’t turn it on yet.’ 



Brianna closes her eyes as she slides the foreign object into her core. Her eyes are 
glazed and defiant when they meet his. 

‘You came here because you wanted me to fuck you, didn’t you?’ 

‘Yes,’ her voice is almost angry with him. 

‘But you have to learn, darling, that I’m the one in charge here. Not you. I will fuck 
you when I damn well please. And I please, Brianna. I know that when I look in your eyes, 
you’re begging for it, aren’t you?’ 

‘Just like you are. I know when you look at me, Alessandro, every time you look at 
me, that you’re imagining me naked in your bed with my legs spread open and your cock 
fucking me. Every time you look at me, you want to fuck me.’ 

‘And that’s what you want too, my little bitch. Turn it on now.’ 

She glares at him, but obeys. The low hum fills the air and she jumps at the 
sensation against her clitoris and deep in her pussy. 

‘Good?’ Alessandro leans in and growls in her ear. 

‘God yes,’ she moans. 

‘Fuck yourself with it. Fuck this delicious pussy with it. My delicious pussy, like 
you want me fucking it. Fast or slow, darling. Hard or soft? Fuck this pussy that I own.’ 

She pumps the vibrator deep and hard into her pussy. Her rhythm alternates. Fast 
and slow. When her hand pumps the vibrator faster and faster, Alessandro can tell she’s 
getting close. Her face is flushed, her blond hair growing a little damp around her face. 
Her skin is glowing. Her pussy is soaked. 

‘Do you want to come, Brianna?’ 

‘I want YOU to make me come. Give me that cock.’ Her defiance arouses him so. 
He is full and hard now. 

‘I know you want to. Fuck my pussy. It’s here for you.’ 

He grabs her arm and jerks her forward. The vibrator almost slides out of her. 
‘Your pussy belongs to me, understand? I say when I will fuck you. You demand nothing. 
Now bear down on that vibrator. I want to watch you fuck it.’ 



She spreads her knees and bears down, a low moan of pleasure bursts from her 
mouth. 

Alessandro reaches around her and strokes her ass. ‘Who does your pussy belong 
to?’ 

She glares at him. 

He cracks his palm against her ass. 

Defiant eyes widen in surprise, and he sees a flicker of hunger. She likes that. She 
wants more. Her hips ground over the vibrator. 

Say your pussy is mine. Say who it belongs to. 

He slaps her ass again, harder. 

She’s trembling, but stays silent. 

He reaches up with one hand and grabs a nipple. Her eyes widen, she knows 
what’s coming. 

‘Tell me your pussy is mine, you little whore. This pussy is mine to fuck when I 
want, as often as I want.’ 

Slap! 

Brianna arches back and comes. She doesn’t tell him beforehand. He twists the 
nipple almost painfully, and she screams out his name, her juices running down her thighs 
as her body bucks on the vibrator. 

‘Yours! My pussy is yours! All yours, Alessandro!’ 

Alessandro jolted awake with a breathless, panting cry of victory; he’d broken her. 
He felt a short beat of annoyance that he’d woken up before he could fuck her, but the 
image of her defeat was so fresh in his mind that he could take his cock in his hands and 
continue the fantasy. 



Chapter Nineteen 

Alessandro took his cock in his hand; he moved the flesh slowly, not wanting to come too 
soon, letting his mind drift back. The smell of Brianna’s sex filled his nostrils. He 
imagined pulling her towards the edge of the bed. 

‘I should punish you for that. For coming without my permission, Brianna.’ 

She said nothing, and though he knew she was thinking it, she simply looked up 
at him and allowed him to position her any way he wanted to. ‘But you won’t because you 
want me too much, and you can’t wait anymore.’ 

He pulled her legs up against his chest. He lowered his head, buckling slightly so 
that his mouth was at her pussy. She gave a long moan as his tongue tasted her. 

‘Ohhhhyesss…’ 

‘More?’ Alessandro asked, teasing. 

‘Please…’ 

She played the game because it got her what she wanted, but Alessandro knew she 
chafed against the subservient role. 

Alessandro tightened his fingers around his cock, stroking up and down, 
remembering the taste of her pussy. The damp, sticky deliciousness of her. 

He thrusted his tongue deep inside. Tongue fucking her. His fingers tight on her 
hips. 

‘Ahhhh yes…’ she cried, squirming, her hips rolling desperately against the 
assault of his mouth. 

Right before he felt her ready to come around his tongue, he stopped. 

She cried out in frustration. 

‘No, no, darling. My pussy only comes when I want it to, remember?’ 



She clenched her fists in the sheets. 

‘I said, remember?’‘  

‘Yes.’ 

Alessandro pumped his cock faster, rubbing the head with his thumb, spreading 
the moisture gathered there down along the shaft. 

‘I’m not a cruel man, Brianna. But anticipation is everything. When you come, 
when I let you come…you will feel it in your soul. I will fuck you so hard that your sleeping 
self will feel it across the hall. Do you believe me?’ 

She whimpered, trembling. God yes. Make me feel it. 

He lowered her slightly, spread her legs against his chest, fit his cock against her 
opening and shoved in, hard. 

‘YES!’ She screamed, her pussy clutching him tight. 

Alessandro tightened his fingers on his cock and pumped faster, undulating his 
hips, imagining he could feel her tight pussy milking him. The sheets were on the floor 
now. His skin flushed and damp. His heart racing as he pumped up into his fingers, into 
her pussy. 

‘Like that, my sweet pussy?’ 

‘Mmmmmm,’ she moaned greedily, throwing her arms up above her head, her 
breasts drawing up tight as he pulled her body back and forth, pumping her harder and 
harder. 

‘Is this what you want? This and this and this?’ He punctuated each word with a 
hard thrust. 

‘Yesyesyes. Don’t stop. Oh, Alessandro….God….So gooooooood,’ 

Alessandro’s breath hitched in his chest as he jerked his cock faster and faster. He 
was going to come soon. Her scent was in his mind. Her eyes, her damp, pink body. Her 
blonde hair a shade darker with sweat. Her voice begging in his mind made him hard as 
steel. His orgasm tickled the base of his spine, and he used all his will power to hold it 
back. There was still one thing he wanted from her. One final sign of submission. 

‘Mmmm, my sweet pussy, you feel so good. So tight. Always so good. You 
remember how good it was, don’t you, darling?’ 



‘Yes, I remember.’ 

‘And you fantasize about it when you fuck yourself, don’t you? Our memories? 

‘Oh yes.’ 

Alessandro laid her flat out onto the bed and maneuvered her so that his body was 
now flush with hers. He ground his hips against hers. 

She sucked in her breath and bore up against him, undulating against him, 
matching his rhythm.  

‘You’re mine, you know that? Body and soul. No one else will ever touch you.’ 

Her breasts rubbed against the damp hairs of his chest. 

Alessandro sucked in his breath, his orgasm getting closer. He fucked his hand 
harder. His lips were dry. He licked them, imagining Brianna’s mouth on his. 

‘Like you’re mine. I own you, Alessandro Dardano. Body and soul. I own you.’ 

He grabbed her arms above her head and lowered his mouth to her breast, biting 
her hard enough to leave a mark. 

Her pussy tightened around the plunging steel of his cock. He was harder than 
he’d ever felt, thicker, like he could fuck her forever even as he knew he was going to 
explode inside of her very soon. 

He plunged harder, and she loved it. Her nails dug into his fingers as they held her 
wrists bound. ‘Mmmm, fuck me…oh, fuck me so gooooooddd.’ 

He released her hands and immediately they went to his ass, pushing him into her, 
deeper, deeper. 

His thrusts quickened. He wanted to punish her for her hold over him. He’d 
broken her once. He wanted to do it again. He wanted to keep her broken and begging. 

‘You want to come, Brianna?’ He stopped thrusting, and her eyes look as if she 
could murder him. She undulated beneath him desperately. It wasn’t enough. She needed 
the friction of his cocking sawing into her. 

‘Yes, I beg you, fuck me. Never stop fucking me. Keep me here, and fuck me for the 
rest of your life. Fuck me raw. Fuck me dry. Just never stop.’ 



He plowed into her a few more times before stopping again. 

‘You mother-fucker! I’m gonna kill you!’ Her nails dug into the cheeks of his ass. 

‘There’s something I want more than watching you come.’ 

‘Anything. I’ll give you anything. Just…oh God, just keep fucking me.’ 

‘You know what I want, Brianna.’ 

Her eyes met his in understanding and fear. 

Alessandro’s body stiffened, ready to come, but he used his last bit of willpower 
to hold it off. He wanted to hear the words in his mind. He wanted her to say the words. 

He pushed into her body, willing the words from her mouth. 

Alessandro lowered his head to hers, watching and waiting with open eyes. 

‘I can’t…’ she whimpered. ‘I’m afraid.’ He’d broken her again and it still was not 
enough. He wanted complete surrender. 

His thrusts were slow, drawing her closer and closer to orgasm. 

‘Say the words, Brianna.’ 

She shivered beneath him. 

Alessandro took a deep breath, ready to come. 

Her pussy convulsed around him. ‘Yes…oh yesyesyesyesyes….’ Her eyes met his. 
She cupped his face in her hands and gave him what he wanted, jumping off the edge 
with him. ‘I love you. I love you. I loveyouloveyouloveyou.’ 

He fucked her hard, fast and full of his come, crying out his victory, and she 
arched beneath him and cried out her release, screaming his name. 

And screaming that she loved him. 

**** 

“Mommy, how come Dona Duck don have no pants?” Will sat on the couch 
eating cookies. Bree looked up. Then she glanced at the Donald Duck cartoon on the TV. 
“He have top but he no have bottoms,” 



“Good point,” she said. And yet the duck always wore a towel after he showered. 

“Dat’s odd,” Will remarked. He leaned over his plate and began to split his 
cookies into two piles. “And where his pee pee go? He a boy right, mommy? But he don’ 
have no pee pee. How he go to bafroom?” 

Bree stared at her son. How was it that a child could make an adult feel like a 
perfect idiot? She gave a soft laugh and shook her head. “Don’t know kiddo. What are 
you doing there?” 

“Dis fo me. Dis fo Alessandro,” 

Bree jumped a little at the mention of the man’s name. Her body throbbed a little 
as she remembered her dream. She forced herself to veer from that line of thought. 
Hormones. Damn over-powering pregnancy hormones. 

At least the nausea had abated. Horny or vomiting. Horny over a dangerous 
Dardano…it was a hard choice. 

Hard. Bad word choice. 

“Wait. Why are you giving Alessandro cookies?” 

“Cause he all broken. Dat’s gotta hurt. When I get boo boo’s you give me 
cookies.” 

Bree sighed and watched him. He looked at her and shrugged. “He say he sowwy, 
so is okay we friends again, right mommy? You his friend too, right?” 

Bree bit her lip. “I’m not mad at Alessandro anymore,” At least not about that, she 
thought. “Look sweetie, I know you like Alessandro, and you can be friends with him, 
but listen sweetie, mommy has something important to tell you, okay?“ 

Will put down the cookies and sat further back on the couch, crossing his arms 
over his chest. 

Good God, she’d seen Alessandro do that exact thing numerous times! 

“Mommy’s going to have a baby,” 

“Why?” 

Bree blinked, unprepared for that question. “Uh why?” 



“Dey don’ do nuffin. Why you wan one? I’m better.” 

“Oh yes, and mommy loves you so much, and that’s never gonna change.” 

“I know dat,” he said rolling his eyes at her like she was a simpleton. 

Bree tried not to laugh. 

“Where it gonna come from?” 

Okay, she really should have thought this conversation through. 

“And how can you have a baby? Daddy up in hev’n. Did you go see him and he 
give you one?” Will asked excited. 

“No, honey…This baby…” Oy, Bree thought. How was she gonna explain this 
part? “This baby is gonna have a different daddy than you. Alessandro is this baby’s 
daddy.” 

Will’s grin got wider, but his small brown eyebrows came together. “How do dat 
work? You no married to Alessandro.” 

She was saved from continuing the uncomfortable conversation by a knock on the 
door. 

And went straight from an uncomfortable conversation to an uncomfortable 
situation. Alessandro gave her an impatient glare when she opened the door. God, the 
sight of him again made her shiver and grow wet. He wore his tailored suit and pink tie, 
ready for work.  

“I thought I told you not to just open the door to anyone,” 

“Alessandro!” Will exclaimed excited, running towards him. “I have cookies! We 
gonna have a baby, and you get to be da daddy. In’t dat awesome?” 

“Yes it is,” Alessandro said smiling down at him. 

Will handed him the three chocolate sandwich cookies. “Fo yo boo boos,” 

Alessandro took the cookies with a thank you. Bree stared at his fingers as he took 
out his elegant handkerchief from his pocket and wrapped the cookies in them. Those 
fingers…Bree bit her lip and felt her face flush hotly. 



“You all right, darling?” he asked, and he had a smug grin on his face as if he 
knew what she had dreamed about. 

“Yeah,” Damn, her voice actually broke. “So, was there something in particular 
you wanted?” She hadn’t meant that to come out as harsh as it did, but her nerves were all 
jumbled looking at him. He smelled insane. Like warm spiced wine and leather. Nothing 
too strong. He didn’t need it. His own charisma was enough of a draw for any woman. 

“Sleep well?” he asked. 

She looked up at him. Now was it her mistake or were his cheeks kind of pink? 

Not likely. Alessandro Dardano didn’t blush, she thought. He was all oozing 
confidence and sensuality. 

God she wanted to hate him. God she wanted…him. Bree looked away. “Fine.” 

“Have you taken your vitamins yet?” 

“Alessandro, in case you have forgotten, I have to get ready for work. So, if you 
don’t mind-“ 

“Well, that’s why I’m here, Brianna. I’ll just wait for you to get ready. I’m sure 
Will and I will find something to entertain ourselves with while you get dressed.” 

“Yay. Come sit,” Will grabbed Alessandro’s hand. 

“Hang on,” Alessandro grabbed his crutches and hobbled past Bree into the living 
room. 

“I’m not going in to work with you,” Bree insisted. Sitting next to him in that 
limo? Hell no. That limo was dangerous to her mental health. 

“Of course you are, darling. I mean, you’re certainly not going in to work alone.” 

“I’m not?” 

“Most definitely not. We can drop Will off at your grandmother’s. Have you 
forgotten that Arturo is still out there?” 

Will moved closer to Alessandro on the couch at the mention of Arturo. “Mommy, 
go with Alessandro. Don’ let Arturo get you, mommy. Pease?” 



Alessandro looked at Bree, triumph in his eyes. Just like in her dreams. Damn the 
English fucker. 

She narrowed her eyes at him. “I can take care of myself.” 

“I don’t care, darling. This isn’t a discussion. If you won’t think of yourself, think 
of our child.” 

Bree stared at him, then at her son who was ridiculously happy in the enemy’s 
company. 

“Dammit, fine. I’m gonna go shower.” 

“Dat’s a bad word, mommy,” Will reminded her, and then he turned to 
Alessandro. “Alessandro, how come Dona Duck don’ have no pants?” 

“A Dardano probably stole them,” Bree called out before slamming the bathroom 
door. 

**** 

She knocked on Alessandro’s door, heard quick shuffling around and Rebecca’s 
voice, laughing. She ground her teeth, reminding herself that she didn’t care. It was a 
good thing really; it meant he would leave her alone. In peace. And that’s what she 
wanted. Some peace of mind would be nice for a change this year. 

“Hello, darling,” Alessandro said smiling, straightening his tie. 

Rebecca wiped the corners of her mouth, appearing to fix her lipstick ,which Bree 
noticed was decidedly smudged. 

Bitch! Fucking whore! Bree swallowed and fought back the evil monster that 
reared up in her and wanted to take the coat hanger by Alessandro’s door and run it 
through Rebecca's skinny body. 

Bree didn’t think pregnancy hormones would make a good murder defense 
though. 

Once Rebecca left, Alessandro ushered her in, but before she could get to the 
point of her visit, the phone rang. 

“Sorry, darling, it’s been a madhouse all day here in preparation for the charity 
ball this weekend.” He picked up the phone. 



She waited with barely restrained impatience until he finished his call. "Any 
chance I can convince you and your family not to come?" Bree asked, dropping into the 
chair across from his desk. "It always gets ugly when our families get in a room together, 
and this new wing for the hospital is important. My family has sponsored Mount Sinai for 
years. Your father comes every damn year just to get a rise out of us. I'm hoping that..." 

"That now that we've reached our truce you can use me to influence my father, 
darling?” he asked. 

She really needed to remind him not to call her that. She wasn’t his ‘darling’. She 
wasn’t anyone’s ‘darling’. 

“Well, if you want to put it like that, yes.” 

“Come on now, Brianna. It won’t be as bad as all that. It’ll just be one dance, and 
it’s for a good cause, the new paediatric wing at the hospital. This auction will have 
businesses clamouring to work with Dardano Enterprises. I can hardly pass up the 
business opportunity, plus I plan on stealing a dance or two or ten with you myself.” 

“Alessandro, I'm not putting myself in the running this year. Look at me. Who is 
going to bid on a pregnant woman?” 

Alessandro’s mouth fell open. “Are you serious? Brianna, you could be about to 
pop and you’d still be the most delicious creature in any room.” 

Bree’s cheeks warmed. “You’re only saying that 'cause I won’t sleep with you.” 

“I’m saying it because it’s true. You walk into a room, and every man in it is 
practically salivating. If anything, your pregnancy makes you even sexier. It really brings 
out all your best…assets.” His gaze lowered to her breasts and Bree crossed her arms 
over chest to hide the fact that her nipples were responding too strongly to that gaze. “If it 
eases your self-consciousness at all, for four months, you’re not showing all that much. I 
mean, if I didn’t know that you were pregnant with my child, I would have to look closer 
to know it at all. Not that I’d mind, of course,” he added with a devilish grin. 

He said the ‘my child’ part with more smugness than she liked, but his flattery 
didn’t completely miss its mark. Still, there was no way she was giving in that easily. 

“You know, Alessandro, if we’re going to be friends, you’re going to have to stop 
constantly making me want to hit you.” 

“So you’ll do it?” 



“I should just leave the damn country and save myself the anguish,” Bree said 
standing up. 

“But you won’t cause you’d miss me too much,” Alessandro countered. 

**** 

“Mommy, you look so pittie!” Will exclaimed, as Bree ran her hands over her 
swollen belly. Five months now. The cut of the green dress fell in such a way that her 
belly hardly stuck out at all, but she could feel it there, hard and round. She did like the 
way her breasts looked. Her long hair fell in soft curls across the valley and she brushed 
the locks back. She ran her fingers over her dress self-consciously. Maybe this was a 
mistake. She forced herself to look away from the mirror. Confidence, O’Reiley. You go 
out there, and you make Alessandro Dardano eat his feet. 

Every man, she amended quickly. She wanted every man out there to want her. 
Not just Alessandro. She wasn’t doing this to make him feel anything for her. She didn’t 
want him to feel anything for her. Let him have Rebecca. 

“And you look so handsome,” Bree said leaning down and fixing his little bow 
tie. 

“I don like it. ‘Is itchy,” 

“Oh, I know, honey, but you’ll only have to wear it for a little while, promise.” 

“And I don’ like da shoes. Look,” he shuffled them. “Dey slippy. I fall down.” 

“Those you have to keep on, and if you don’t walk like you’re skiing in Aspen, 
you should be okay.” She reached for her coat just as there was a knock on the door. “Oh, 
hell no,” Bree said, guessing it could only be one person at this hour. She was right. But it 
took her a moment to register anything other than how absolutely devastating Alessandro 
looked. Fully healed from his injuries, he towered over her in a black tuxedo. His hair 
was combed back, and he was freshly shaven and smelled like sandalwood and lemon. 
Bree very nearly leaned in, her legs buckling a little. 

“Good God,” he whispered, jerking her out of her haze. The look in his eyes hit 
her right between the legs and at the vicious quick arousal, her face flamed. 

“Hey, you got one too,” Will said pointing to Alessandro’s bow tie. “Do you got 
da slippy shoes too?” 



“The what?” Alessandro asked not breaking his locked gaze with Bree except to 
run his eyes over her body so that she could almost feel it like fingers on her skin. 

“So are you ready to go?” he asked. 

“You do realize that I have my own car, right?” Bree insisted, slipping into her 
coat. 

‘You do realize that I don’t care, right?” Alessandro countered. “Until Arturo is 
found, I’m going to be on you…like white on bread or something,” 

Bree smiled at his mangling of the Americanism. “Rice,” she replied with a sigh. 
“Alessandro, how is it gonna look if I arrive with you?"  

He leaned in close so only she would hear. “It will look like I’m the luckiest 
bastard in the universe to walk in with you on my arm.” 



Chapter Twenty 

The first person they saw when they walked in was John O’Reiley. Alessandro felt Bree 
go still beside him. He reached up and squeezed her arm. “You all right, Brianna?” 

“Let’s just get backstage,” Bree insisted, her voice tight. Angela got to her feet, 
her eyes blazing murder at Alessandro. 

But Bernardo got to them first. “Ah Brianna, how lovely to see you. You and 
Alessandro came together? Brava. And how is my grandson, uh? May I?” Alessandro 
caught Bree as she recoiled. 

“I have to…excuse me,” she reached up and took Will from Alessandro’s arms 
and almost ran towards the curtain. 

Alessandro watched as Angela stepped into her path. “Bree, what the hell are you 
doing with him?” 

“Mom, not now,” Bree insisted, pushing past her. 

“Mommy, who dat man?” Will asked. 

He didn’t hear her answer. 

“Really, Alessandro. The two of you looked so beautiful coming in just now. Like 
the perfect family.” 

“Mmm, not quite, Father. She only agreed to come with me because Arturo is still 
a threat,” 

“Ah, but it’s good. Wonderful that she sees you as her protector. She will know 
that she can count on you.” 

“This isn’t exactly a date.” He pointed to Bernardo’s table. A blond man rose 
from the table and walked towards them. 

“You must be Alessandro Dardano, Bernardo’s son, right?” He extended his hand 
towards Alessandro. Bernardo walked past them and took a seat at his table. 



“Right, hello,” Alessandro said, tearing his gaze away from his father and back to 
the blond man. 

“Kevin. Kevin Hadley. I’m co-owner of one your father’s vineyards in Paris.” 

“Nice to meet you,” Alessandro said shaking his hand. He could see Bree through 
the opening in the curtain. She kept running her hands over her stomach and wringing her 
hands together. 

“….are you two together?” 

Alessandro tore his gaze away from Bree and glared at the man who stood before 
him. “What?” Surely he wasn't speaking about- 

“Cause if you’re not, I simply have to throw my hat in the ring for that gorgeous 
angel. Brianna Donovan is her name, right?” 

“Uh, yes it is-“ 

The lights started to dim and as the audience applauded, Alessandro turned to 
Kevin, ready to tell him to keep his hands to himself but Kevin was already walking back 
to the table. 

When Bree and her fellow auction volunteers walked out, Alessandro could do 
nothing but stare at her illuminated for a few seconds in the spotlight before Dr. Winters, 
who would be at the mike fielding bids, finished his introductions and opened the bidding 
for one of the hospital's financial services clerks. 

Finally it was Bree’s turn. Alessandro opened his mouth to bid, but Kevin’s voice 
piped up first with a five thousand dollar bid. 

The opening bid was five hundred dollars. 

Bree visibly jolted in surprise, and she looked curiously at the stranger. 

“Ten thousand,” Alessandro called out. Now her eyes swerved to him in surprise. 
He gave her a small smile.  

“Twenty thousand dollars,” Kevin countered. 

“Look, there’s something you need to understand, here, Mr. Hadley,” Alessandro 
warned. 



“I understand Mrs. Donovan is a free woman, Mr. Dardano. It’s all for a good 
cause after all, isn’t it?” 

“Fifty thousand dollars,” Alessandro countered, deadly calm though inside he was 
fairly trembling with rage. 

“One hundred thousand dollars,” Hadley countered, getting to his feet, appearing 
to enjoy the spectacle of all eyes being on the two of them now. 

Alessandro stood, his fists clenched tight at his sides. “Two hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars,”   

Bree was staring at them both, her mouth open. 

Kevin smiled at him. “Three hundred thousand dollars,” 

“One million dollars,” Alessandro shot back, his eyes clouding with rage. So help 
him, if the son of a bitch opened his mouth, Alessandro was gonna shove his fist down 
his throat. 

The entire ballroom was dead silent. Holding its breath. 

“Uh…Going once?” Alex announced. 

Kevin met Alessandro’s gaze, smirking. 

“Going twice?” 

Kevin lifted his hands in surrender. “The best man won. I hope you get more than 
a dance, my friend,” 

“Sold,” Alex announced, slamming the little gavel down. 

Alessandro felt a rush of both victory and relief as he stared at Brianna. He 
walked up to her and extended his hand. “Darling?” 

**** 

Bree stared down at Alessandro, her heart racing, her mind spinning. What the 
hell had just happened? Her hand slipped into his of its own accord, and he helped her 
step down. The other winning bidders joined Alessandro and Bree on the dance floor. 



“Don’t think I don’t know that you rigged this somehow,” Bree insisted as the 
tango music started. She thought it would make a better show, not thinking that she was 
gonna end up being on the dance floor. “We have a problem,” 

“Not from where I’m standing,” he said, pulling her closer to him. 

“No, Alessandro, I can’t do this.” 

His eyes darkened. “What do you mean?” 

“I can’t dance this,” 

“I highly doubt that a body as graceful as yours has no rhythm, in fact, I know for 
a fact that you do.” He smiled at her as he began to lead her. 

Bree pursed her lips, though her cheeks were flaming. “I mean this. My grandpa 
Joe taught me how to waltz by letting me stand on his feet, but I don’t think that’s gonna 
help me here.” 

“Don’t worry, darling. Just follow my lead,” and with that, he pressed a hand to 
her back and drew her against him, crushing her breasts against his chest, making them 
respond instantly. 

The world around her sped by as Alessandro led her through the sensual moves. It 
almost felt as if they were making love standing up, and as had been the case that night at 
the abandoned house, Bree eagerly found and followed the rhythm of Alessandro’s body 
against hers. She occasionally caught sight of her mother, Carrie or her father. None of 
them looked happy. She sometimes closed her eyes to block them out. 

“So who was that other guy?” Bree asked, her voice a little breathless from being 
much too close to him. 

Alessandro scowled down at her. “He was nobody,” 

To try and distract her, he dipped her, making her laugh in a burst of surprise, but 
Bree saw the ploy for what it was. 

“Well, he had to be somebody for you to be so intent on beating him you bid that 
insane amount of money.” 

“There’s no price on having you in my arms, Brianna,” Alessandro said, his 
breath warm on her face. 



Her stomach fluttered and her hands on his arms tightened. “Nice try,” she said. 
“What? He was in on it, right? Pretending to outbid you just so I’d be all impressed when 
you beat him?” 

Alessandro shook his head. “You have me pegged as quite the manipulator, don’t 
you?” 

“Mmm, if Dardano genes fit. So that guy wasn’t in on it? I’m even more curious 
now.” 

“Brianna, leave Hadley alone,” 

Bree pulled back. “Is that an order? Kind of hypocritical of you considering you're 
boinking Rebecca, isn’t it?” The words left a bad taste in her mouth no matter how often 
she said them. 

“Jealous, darling?” Alessandro asked. 

Bree narrowed her eyes at him. “Hardly. You and I are friends. You can boink 
anyone you please.” 

“Brianna, I didn’t just bid one million dollars for you out of friendship,” he turned 
her around and ran his hands down her waist. 

She took a moment to catch her breath as he guided her away and then back 
towards him. “No, you did it because your massive ego can’t stand to lose. That little 
measuring contest had nothing to do with me,” 

He cupped the side of her face and dipped her again as the song ended, his mouth 
less than an inch away from hers. “Make no mistake, Brianna. Everything I do has to do 
with you,” 

As Alessandro brought Bree back up, she realized that she and Alessandro had 
somehow ended up the center of attention. She felt a momentary thrill mixed in with 
relief. It was a good thing she hadn’t realized before then that the other couples had been 
moved off to the side. She didn’t think she would have felt relaxed enough to let 
Alessandro lead her. 

“Uh, oh, incoming O’Reileys,” Alessandro warned and when Bree turned to 
follow his gaze, she saw John and Angela getting up out of their seats. 

“Here we go,” she groaned. 

“I’m here if you need me,” Alessandro assured her. 



“No, you go. I can just imagine how they’re gonna tear into me, if you’re standing 
here with me…yeah, just run while you can.” 

“Just come to me if you need me,” Alessandro insisted. He didn’t go far; he 
walked back to his table and watched them.  

“Mommy! You danceded so pittie!” Will exclaimed, breaking free from Carrie 
and rushing towards Bree. She reached down and pulled him towards her as a buffer. 

“Are you insane?” Angela asked. 

“Bree, have you forgotten what the Dardanos have done to this family? What the 
hell do you think you’re doing?” John asked. 

“I don’t know why any of you care.” 

“We’re your family,” Angela said. “How could you say that we don’t care?” 

“How can I? How? Oh gee, maybe because ever since I told you that I was 
carrying Alessandro’s baby you’ve been treating me like I have the plague,” Bree shot 
back. 

“That man manipulated you into having his child as revenge against the O’Reileys. 
You can’t see that because all you see is the good looks and the fancy suits and the 
power,” Carrie offered. 

“All I see is the man who risked his life to save my son, your grandson, and your 
nephew,” Bree said to each of them. “Alessandro is nothing like his father-“ 

“I know you want to believe that, sweetie, but Alessandro is involved in things 
that you can’t possibly imagine,” John said. 

“I don’t care,” Bree hissed in frustration. “I’m not an idiot, daddy. I know that 
Alessandro is not on the right side of the law, but we're not exactly squeaky clean either. 
Because of him, my son is alive. And because of him, I am having another baby. Now for 
this child’s sake, I need to make some kind of peace with who Alessandro is. And I’m 
sorry if you can’t understand that, but I’m sick and tired of trying to get you all on my 
side. My baby comes first. My children come first, and if you guys don’t want to be a 
part of that, it’s your goddamned loss.” And with that she grabbed Will and walked out 
before the tears she felt burning in her eyes fell down her cheeks. 

She walked out into the hotel lobby and took a few shaky breaths, giving herself a 
few minutes to get her emotions back under control. 



Will got the attention of the young woman working at the counter and for a while, 
he was entertaining her, and she let him sit with her behind the counter. 

Bree sat next to the elevators when she saw Alessandro come out of the ballroom 
looking for her.  He had a worried look on his face as he scanned the room, and when he 
found her, she saw the relief on his face, though his concern didn’t fade. He cared about 
her. Sometimes it felt as if he was the only one that did. Bree got to her feet and moved 
towards him without giving herself a chance to talk herself out of it, letting herself to give 
in to the emotions rolling through her, she grabbed the sides of his face and brought his 
mouth down to hers.   

Alessandro grabbed the back of her head and deepened the kiss, making Bree 
moan with need. She clutched his arms, her mind spinning. Desire raced through her ever 
nerve endings, pooling hungrily between her thighs. Hormones or not, she wanted this, 
wanted him and dammit, for once, Bree wanted to just give in and be selfish. She pulled 
back, breathing heavily, noticing that Alessandro was breathing unevenly too. 

“What was that for?” He asked, running his thumb along her bottom lip. Bree 
caught the digit with her teeth. 

“Take me home,” she murmured huskily. 

His eyes flashed with hunger. “Home?” 

“We’ll put Will to sleep and then…” Her eyes left no doubt to her meaning. 

He pulled her into the corner, away from prying eyes and crushed her mouth 
under his again. She whimpered and burrowed closer to him. Bree felt the evidence of his 
desire against her swollen belly and her body got warm and damp in response. 

“Are you sure?” He panted moving his mouth to her neck. One hand cupping a 
full breast. 

“Oh, yeah,” she said with a shiver. 

“I’m going to call the chauffer to bring the limo around.” He gave her breast a 
squeeze. 

The pregnancy had made her skin, especially her breasts, more sensitive so as his 
thumb grazed her nipple, Bree almost came. 



She watched through a haze of desire as he walked outside. Her legs were shaky 
as she made her way to Will who was talking on the hotel phone. He sat on the clerk’s 
lap. 

“Mommy, I wan a ‘otel when I growed up,” Will told her. 

“Sure, honey. You ready to go?” 

“‘Bye bye pittie lady.” 

“Bye sweetie,” the red head kissed his cheek. Will disappeared underneath the 
counter. 

“Thank you for watching him,” Bree said. 

“No problem. You have a good night, now,” the red head said with a wink. 

"Bree?"  

She turned at her younger sister's voice, the woman coming out into the lobby 
towards her, looking uneasily behind her towards their family. 

Bree stiffened. "Beth, look, if you're just going to tow the party line you can save 
your-" 

"No," she replied quickly. She bit her lip then lifted her chin. "I just wanted to let 
you know that...even though the Dardanos creep me out and I'm scared as hell for 
you...I...well...I get what you're doing." 

She narrowed her eyes at her skeptically. Her younger sister had always been the 
one to go with the flow, willing to agree for the sake of keeping the peace. It was hard for 
Bree to imagine that finally, at twenty-one, the young girl was developing a mind of her 
own. 

"Right," Bree snorted.  

She nodded. "Really. You're having his kid so I kind of admire you for doing 
what you have to do to put his needs first, even if our family doesn't like it." 

Bree took a deep breath and studied her sister. "You do?" 

Beth gave her a shy smile and reached out and touched her hand. "Yeah. You 
need more of us on your side. I just wanted to let you know I am. The rest of 'em will 
come around. You just gotta wait." 



Bree swallowed back a lump of emotion and tried to blink away the sting of tears. 
"Ah…well... Thanks. It means a lot." She stepped forward and hugged her sister.  

“Excuse me, Mrs. Donovan?” a male voice asked behind them. 

Bree turned and gave a start of surprise. It was the blond man who’d been in the 
bidding war with Alessandro. “Oh, hi,” 

“Kevin Hadley,” he extended his hand and when Bree took it, he lifted her hand to 
his lips, then Beth's as well before the young woman explained that she had to get back to 
the O'Reileys. 

“Sorry, too much time spent with the French I’m afraid. I’m part owner in Mr. 
Dardano’s vineyard in Paris.” 

“Oh? I didn’t know Alessandro had a vine-“ 

“No, no. I’m in business with his father, Bernardo,” 

“Oh,” Bree said, trying to keep the hostility out of her voice. It must not have 
worked very well because he looked at her curiously. 

“Am I to guess from that ‘oh’ that Bernardo isn’t on your Christmas list?” he 
asked, smiling. 

Bree turned to Will who was coming towards her with his shoes on his hands. 

“Hi, how come you was yelling da money at Alessandro?” he asked, looking up at 
the stranger. 

“They were playing a game, honey,” Bree explained. 

“Oh, and Alessandro won right? Dats how come you danceded wid him?” 

“Yep,” Bree replied buttoning up Will’s coat. 

“Good. Did you know Alessandro’ gonna be my new daddy? He and my mommy 
gonna have a baby,” Will explained. 

“Ah, I understand now,” Kevin said with a smile. 

“You understand?” Bree asked. 

“Let’s just say that Mr. Alessandro Dardano is a very lucky man and the envy of 
every man in that room, including myself.” 



Bree smiled. Kevin Hadley was without a doubt a very handsome man and 
yet…Bree felt none of the electricity that she felt when Alessandro merely looked at her. 

Speaking of which, Alessandro was storming towards them, and he did not look 
happy. 

“Hello Hadley,” he said, wrapping a proprietary hand around Bree’s waist. Bree 
fought the urge to roll her eyes, even as the electricity she had thought of earlier shivered 
through her at his touch now. 

“Dardano, I was just telling your lovely Brianna what a lucky man you are.” 

Alessandro gave him a curt nod. “Morgan is waiting outside. Good night, Mr. 
Hadley,” 

“Good night,” Bree said giving him an apologetic smile as Alessandro all but 
pushed her out the door. “That poor man. You were a perfect ass to him,” 

“He had his eye on you, Brianna. Just wanted to make sure he understood that you 
were mine,” 

Before she could take offense with that statement, he caressed her behind. 
“Speaking of the perfect ass,” he whispered. 

She smacked his chest. “Do you mind? There are people around.” 

But as they got into the limo, the memory of how close they’d come to making 
love here the first time flashed through her mind, and she found herself wishing Will was 
asleep at home already. 

“Thank you for tonight,” Bree said, leaning her head on his shoulder. 

“For what? The dance? Believe me, that was my pleasure,” Alessandro replied, 
reaching up and stroking the side of her face. “And it’s not over yet is it?” 

“No, It’s not over,” Bree promised, lifting her head up and kissing him. “Not by a 
long shot, Mr. Dardano. I meant for offering to stay with me and deal with my parents. 
And yes, for the dance. Thank you for teaching me how to tango.” 

“Mmm, I only wish I was able to teach it to you the way I learned it,” Alessandro 
said. 

“Why? How did you learn it?” Bree asked. 



“Florencia Mansini. A woman I met while I was on vacation in Madrid. We were 
naked at the time,” he admitted with a sly grin. 

Bree burst out laughing, making a sleepy Will stir. “What a charming story. I can 
tell you that I’m really glad you didn’t have to teach me the tango that way in a room 
full-“ 

In the next instant there was a series of loud pops coming from the direction of the 
window and Alessandro was throwing himself on top of Bree and Will. 

“What the-“ Bree screamed underneath him as the shots continued relentlessly. 

“Stay down!” Alessandro shouted as pieces of glass and plastic began to rain 
down on them.  



Chapter Twenty One 

“Moooooommmmyyyy!” Will was shrieking underneath her and all Bree kept thinking 
was thank God. Thank God he’s screaming, making noise, alive. Bree wrapped her arms 
around him, shielding him with her body as pieces of the window kept showering them. 
Alessandro’s heavy weight pinned her down so that her stomach was pressed 
uncomfortably against Will’s hip. Alessandro said nothing for the longest time, but he 
kept squeezing her tighter and so Bree thought he was all right. Dear God, let him be all 
right. 

Then a beat of silence and the squeal of tires. Then nothing but the sound of rain 
and heavy breathing. Will was trembling beneath her, and she could feel Alessandro 
shaking above her. 

“Mom-(hiccup)-my?” Will asked so quietly, she thought she was the only one 
who heard him. “Is dem gone now?” 

“God, Brianna, let me look at you,” Alessandro eased off of her and pulled her 
upright. Bree was still holding on to Will and instinct made her keep clutching him, so 
they both came up at the same time. “Morgan!” He shouted for the chauffer. 

“Here, Sir. Just a flesh wound, Mr. Dardano.” 

“He’s been shot?” Bree asked. 

“Did he hit you?” Alessandro asked running his hands over Bree’s body, flipping 
on the little light above them. 

“Uh…I don’t…” Bree trembled she tried to feel if she was in any pain anywhere, 
but she was shaking too hard. 

“Did that son of a bitch hurt you?” Alessandro screamed at her. “Is the baby all 
right? 

Will began crying again. Bree cuddled her little boy close “It’s okay, sweetie. It’s 
okay.” 



“Will, are you all right?” Alessandro asked leaning over and cupping Will’s face. 
“Does anything hurt?” 

Will shook his head quickly, his face pale and clammy. Bree could still feel him 
shaking, and she wondered briefly if he was going into shock. 

She cried out when Alessandro grabbed her arm. “You’re bleeding.” She looked 
down and realized he was right. There was a five-inch cut. More broken skin than an 
actual gash. There were pieces of glass on the leather cushions. 

She started when she saw the look on Alessandro’s face. Pale and cold. She’d 
seen that look on his face only once, when she’d fought with him about lying that he 
wasn't the father of her baby. 

That look scared her more than when he was yelling at her. “I’m going to kill him. 
I’m going to fucking kill him.” He pulled his gun out from the inside of his coat, and 
pulled the door open. 

“Wait! Where are you going?” Bree cried out clutching his coat. 

“Morgan, I want you to drive Brianna and Will to the hospital.” He jerked away 
from her grasp. 

“No, Alessandro! No! They’re long gone by now, please!” Bree begged. 

“You wait for me at the hospital,” 

“I don’t need to go to the hospital, I’m fine-“ 

“You’re going, now!” Alessandro shouted at her pulling out his cellphone. 

“It’s pouring out there now. You’re never gonna be able to find out who-“ 

“Arturo did this! And so help me God he is going to pay for it,” 

The rage in his voice terrified her. Not because of what he might do to Arturo, 
Bree could give a rat’s ass after what that monster did to her son. She was terrified 
Alessandro’s rage would make him reckless and that Arturo would take advantage of 
that. 

“You come with me to the hospital,” Bree pleaded as he ignored her and finished 
his call for another car to pick him up. 

“I got a brief look at the car before they started shooting-“ 



“Alessandro, please,” Bree pleaded, feeling him already slipping away from her. 

“I know what car he’s using,” 

“Alessandro, would you please just calm the fuck down!” Bree shrieked, distantly 
realizing she was pretty near hysteria herself. 

Alessandro reached in and grabbed her face with one hand. “Brianna, you’re 
bleeding. Because of him.” He kissed her, long and hard, and though there was no 
tenderness in this kiss, fear was confused with arousal and Bree found herself responding 
before he broke the kiss and took advantage of her dazed instant to close the door and 
order Morgan to drive away. 

“No!” Bree cried, scrambling for the door, but she was too late. Bree banged at 
the glass separating her from the chauffer. “Morgan, stop this limo right now!” 

When she got no reply she looked around for the speaker button. “Morgan, I want 
you to turn the limo around right now!” 

“Afraid, I can’t do that, Miss. I have my orders.” 

“Mommy, is Alessandro gonna go kill da bad man?” Will asked and Bree sat back 
with a whimper, torn between threatening Morgan with some kind of fitting amputation 
or comforting her son. 

“Don’t you worry about Alessandro, okay?” Bree asked trying to follow her own 
advice. Oh God, I can’t do this again. I love him too much. I know I shouldn’t, but I do. 
Please don’t take another man I love away from me. 

“What if da bad man gets him first?” Will asked, his brown eyes wide and his 
lower lip quivering. “I don’ wan Alessandro to go in hev’n like daddy, mommy. I want 
him to stay here.” 

“Nothing’s gonna happen to Alessandro. I promise,” Bree assured him. There. 
She silently willed Alessandro to hear her. You have to come back or my little boy will 
never forgive you. 

She arrived at the hospital clutching Will tight to her, reluctant to let go of him 
even when the on call doctor  said they were gonna just check him over and that he 
needed to clean her cut. He told her they needed to check on her baby. 

“I’m fine, really,” Bree replied, even though she still couldn’t stop shaking. But 
she let him attend to her, all the while praying that she’d be seeing Alessandro soon. Her 



father arrived a few minutes later, followed by the rest of her family, all wearing 
frightened and worried expressions. 

“Daddy!” Bree cried falling into her father’s arms. 

“We heard there was a shooting and then they confirmed that it was Alessandro’s 
limo. God, sweetie, are you all right?” 

“I’m okay, really, daddy, but Alessandro went after Arturo. Daddy, please, you 
have to stop him! You have to go find Alessandro before Arturo kills him, please. I can’t 
lose him too!” Bree begged, tears rolling down her face.     

**** 

Alessandro grabbed his knife and played with it as his men tied the man’s wrists 
around a beam behind him. 

“Look man, I don’t know who you are, but you’re making-“ 

“Now now, I think you know exactly who I am. And that means you know 
exactly why I’m here.” Alessandro replied, the rage in him churning, dying to be let loose, 
but, no, not yet. Not until he got his answers. 

“I ain’t never seen you before, I swear,” the man replied, sweat pouring down his 
face. 

Alessandro wrapped his belt around his hand and then punched the man across the 
jaw, the action easing the tension in him a little. Oh, he was gonna enjoy this.  He 
motioned with his hand towards his men. 

Jason, the smaller of Alessandro’s two men leaned down and bound the man’s 
feet to the beam in the old garage. 

“Now, care to change your answer?” Alessandro asked, stepping closer and 
tapping the man’s chin with the point of his blade. 

“I’m telling you, you’ve got the wrong guy. I ain’t done nothing, man! Nothing at 
all!” 

Alessandro wiped a droplet of rain water from his nose and sniffled. He had taken 
off his coat, as he’d been soaked through waiting for his men to arrive and now he was 
shivering slightly. But his anger was helping to keep him warm, and he pulled his arm 
back and cracked his fist against the other man’s nose, sending a spray of blood onto both 
of them. 



“Then why did I find you in my brother’s car, hmm?” Alessandro asked softly. 

“You mother fucker! You broke my fucking nose!” he screamed, unable to hold 
his nose, the blood coursed into his mouth and down his chin. 

“That’s just for starters. I’ll move to your wrists next and then maybe your 
fingers.” 

“You Dardanos are all fucking crazy. Every last one of you!” 

“Ah, there we are then. You do know who I am. Now, shall we get down to 
business?” 

“I ain’t sayin’ a word,” the man panted, green eyes narrowing to defiant slits. 

Alessandro nodded. “That’s fair. I don’t mind if you scream it instead,” He 
banged the handle of the blade against the bone in one of his wrists, shattering it. 

The man cried out in agony. 

“Shall we go for your legs next? Or have I not made my point clear enough?” 
Alessandro asked, digging the point of his blade into the man’s cheek. 

“He’ll kill me! He’ll kill me if I say a word, man. Gimme a break!” the man 
pleaded. 

“And what do you think I’ll do to you? This isn’t to give you a manicure, 
asshole,” Alessandro reminded him, pricking the bald man’s skin. 

The man winced at the sting of cut skin. 

“Come on now, ol’ pal,” Alessandro urged. 

Nothing. 

Alessandro shrugged and pushed the blade in, dragging it down the man’s skin, 
making him cry out. He struck him again with his fist, blood spurting onto Alessandro as 
well. “Did Arturo tell you that the mother of my child was in that limo? She’s carrying 
my baby inside of her, and that her son was in the limo too? I’m sure he did. I’m sure he 
left explicit instructions as to who exactly you were supposed to dispose of, didn’t he?” 

“He’ll kill me. I swear, he’ll kill me,” the man cried, tears mixing in with his 
blood. 



“Next, I’ll take an eye, you snivelling little shit!” Alessandro growled, raising his 
bloody blade to the man’s left eyeball. The unmistakable scent of urine filled the air. 

Alessandro stepped back in disgust and turned to Jason and his other man, Marty, 
two of the best Dardano soldiers, loyal and efficient. They took his cue and slipped on 
their brass knuckles. 

“Just say the words, ol’ boy, and we’ll stop this,” 

“Fuck you,” the man shouted. 

Alessandro smirked. “Such defiance for a man who just pissed himself.” He 
crossed his arms as Marty and Jason went to work. 

It only took a minute. “All right. Okay! Stop! Stop! Fine, I’ll talk!” 

“Ah, there we go. Isn’t that much nicer?” Alessandro said brushing Marty and 
Jason off and moving closer to the man. 

Alessandro ran his fingers through his wet hair and smiled at the man. “Now. Did 
my brother, Arturo Dardano, give you the order to kill us?” 

“Yes! Yes!” he cried out, nodding quickly, moaning in pain. 

“Good boy,” Alessandro patted the man’s head. 

“Please don’t kill me…please…”the man begged, crying. 

“And where is Arturo, now?” Alessandro asked. 

“I don’t know,” the man insisted. 

Alessandro could tell he was lying. He took the blade and shoved it into the man’s 
shoulder, making him scream. Alessandro made the sound effect of a buzzard, “Eh, 
wrong answer,” 

“Italy! He's leaving for Italy!” 

FUCK! Alessandro thought. The son of a bitch had left the country. “Did he say 
when he was coming back?” 

“No, I swear to God, he didn’t say. Please. Please let me go now,” 

Alessandro took a step back. That was all he was gonna get from the man. He 
turned to Marty and Jason. “We’ll leave him here. I gotta go home and clean up.” 



“What?” the man demanded angrily. “You can’t fuckin’ leave me here!” 

“Uh, I suggest you be grateful I don’t continue our little ‘discussion’” Alessandro 
snapped. To prove his point he punched the man again, rendering him unconscious. 

This could be good, Alessandro thought as he drove back to his apartment. Arturo 
was out of New York City, so for the time being, Bree was relatively safe. But if he knew 
his brother, the man had people watching both of them and reporting back to him. And 
who knew if he was leaving the country just to give himself an alibi when his men 
completed his order to kill them? No, just because Arturo was gone, there was no way 
Alessandro was letting Bree out of his sight.  

He made it to his apartment and was unlocking his door as he heard a gasp behind 
him. 

“What the hell happened to you?” Meggie asked, locking Bree’s door behind her. 

He swiped at the blood on his shirt, but it didn’t make a difference. 

“You look like you went about twelve rounds with a meat grinder.” 

“What are you doing here?” 

“I just came from seeing Bree. Will’s gone into shock, and they want to keep him 
overnight. I just came to pick up some pj’s and things for her.” 

“Look, Meggie, it’s been a rough night. Just let me go in and clean up and could 
you not mention to Brianna that you saw me like this?” 

Meggie narrowed her eyes. “You want me to lie to Bree?” 

“Not lie. Just don’t say anything. She doesn’t need the added stress.” 

“Hmm, you really care about her, huh?” 

“I love her,” 

“Yeah, well, that’s not hard to believe after that show you two put on for all of 
New York City tonight. I mean, dude, you might as well have just peed in a circle around 
her.”   



Chapter Twenty Two 

“Bree, what are you saying?” Angela asked. 

“You don’t have…feelings for Alessandro, do you?” Colin asked, coming up 
behind Carrie. 

“Now, that’s absurd. After what the Dardanos have done to this family? To 
Michael?” Carrie pointed out. 

“That was Bernardo,” Bree replied, but she couldn’t help the sick, nervous feeling 
in her stomach. The shock of the night was beginning to wear off and with it, the lustful 
haze as well. Cold reality was beginning to seep in. “Daddy, you have to go find 
Alessandro, what if Arturo kills him?” 

“Then I say there’s two less Dardanos in the world,” John said. 

“Daddy!” Bree exclaimed. 

“Bree, whatever happens to Alessandro is his own fault. I would think that after 
what happened tonight you would want to get as far away from him as you can.” 

“That’s not fair. He’s not responsible for what Bernardo-“ 

“Bree, I can’t believe you’re being so selfish,” Angela said, shaking her head. She 
grabbed Bree’s face. “When I found out what had happened and that you had been rushed 
to the hospital, my heart stopped. I almost lost my little girl tonight. I am begging you, 
Bree, put an end to this. You need to think about Will, and you need to get as far away 
from Alessandro Dardano as you can,” 

“She’s right, I mean after what happened to Will, Bree, you’ve got to know that 
getting involved with Alessandro would be a huge mistake,” Colin pointed out. 

“Alessandro is a good man,” Bree insisted, looking away from her family. The 
voice in her head that was telling her he was right kept getting louder, and the voice in 
her heart that told her it didn’t matter was getting fainter. 



Will had fallen asleep an hour earlier and then woken up screaming for her and 
for Alessandro. He didn’t believe her when Bree tried to assure him that Alessandro was 
all right and would be back soon. 

Bree wasn’t sure she believed it either. Then Will had had trouble breathing and 
collapsed in her arms. Panicked, she barely heard Alex tell her that Will would be all 
right and was only in shock. 

Now she wanted to cover her ears against her family’s words. 

They were right. 

But I love him. 

Her son had already been kidnapped by his family. 

And saved by him. 

She knew they had no future. 

She felt so good in his arms. 

Her son was curled up in a bed terrified because tonight he’d been shot at. 

“Leave me alone, all of you! Just leave me alone!” Bree screamed, turning on her 
heel and running to Will’s room. 

He was sleeping, curled up with his thumb in his mouth. God, she’d just gotten 
him to stop doing that. There was a small light over his bed. 

Bree leaned over and stroked his damp hair. His face was wet too. Tears and cold 
sweat. Bree covered her face with her hands and sobbed. She couldn’t do this. She 
couldn’t give in to some fantasy of a perfect life with Alessandro that would never exist. 
The romance of the dance had coloured her judgement. None of it had been real. 

This was real. Her little boy was hurting because of the Dardanos. It didn’t matter 
if Alessandro was a part of it or not; he was a Dardano and that would mean that she and 
her babies would always be in danger. 

But oh, God, for a brief moment, she’d been so happy. Bree leaned her head 
beside Will’s head and let her tears run into her hair. 

The door opened behind her and Bree quickly straightened and wiped her face. 



“Is he all right?” Alessandro asked behind her. 

She hoped the dimness of the room helped hide her tears from him but no such 
luck. He rushed to her side. “What is it, Brianna? Is it Will? Is it our baby?” He looked 
down at her stomach. 

“No,” she said softly. She took in his freshly showered appearance. And he’d 
changed his clothes. She felt a shudder go through her, telling her why he had changed 
before coming to the hospital. “Did you find Arturo?” 

“No, he had someone else do his dirty work for him.” 

Bree didn’t want to know more. She didn’t ask. 

“So, how is he? Meggie mentioned something about shock?” 

Bree opened her mouth, but the words suddenly stopped in her throat. She felt an 
insistent flutter in her belly. The baby. She smiled through her tears. 

“What?” Alessandro asked. 

She laughed and took his hand, placing it over her belly. His eyes lit up with 
expectation. The baby moved again and Alessandro gasped, his mouth going round and 
his eyes glistening. “Oh, God, that was it! That was it, right? The baby? I mean, it wasn’t 
just gas or something, right? That was our baby?” he asked excited. 

“Yes,” she nodded as the tears rolled down her face. “That was our baby.” 

He grabbed her and kissed her and Bree had to force herself to pull away. 

“No, Alessandro. No,” she whispered. 

“What? What’s wrong?" 

“I can’t do this,” 

He pulled away, the smile fading from his face. “Do what?” 

“Us, I can’t…I have to think about Will and the baby.” 

“I don’t understand. I thought…Brianna you wanted me tonight. I know you did, 
your feelings changed,” 



Bree pulled away from him and stood up, moving away from him to give herself 
courage. “They did, but this can’t just be about me, Alessandro. Look at Will. Since I met 
you he’s been kidnapped and shot at. I can’t do this to him,” 

“Don’t do this, Brianna. This is your family talking, not you,” he pleaded, getting 
up and walking towards her. 

Bree quickly moved away. “But they’re right Alessandro. I might hate them for it 
and not want to admit it, but they’re right,” 

“NO!” he shouted. 

Bree jumped and pleaded for him to keep his voice down for Will’s sake. 

“Brianna. You’re just frightened, but listen to me, you don’t have to be. You 
know that I will never let anything happen to you. Arturo’s run off to Italy.” 

“Come on, Alessandro, you know that doesn’t mean anything. My family is 
right.” 

He grabbed her arms, and Bree could feel that he was trembling. “Don’t think 
about your family. Who cares what they think? This is about you. What do you want, 
Brianna?” 

“What I want doesn’t matter, Alessandro,” 

“That’s the only thing that matters! You and I, we have something special and you 
know it, dammit.” 

“I want you,” Bree admitted, reaching up to touch his face. “Oh, I do,” she cried. 
“But I want my son to be safe more. I want my baby to be safe. And if you love this baby, 
that’s what you’ll want too, and you’ll admit that that can’t happen with you because of 
who you are.” 

“So we’ll go somewhere,” he pleaded, blinking the tears out of his eyes. “I beg 
you, Brianna, don’t do this now, not now that we’ve had this second chance.” 

“I’m sorry,” Bree sobbed, jerking out of his grasp. 

He took a step back and stared down at her, and she watched the cold mask slowly 
slip back over his face. “So…that’s it? You just decide I’m not good enough to be with 
and-“ 

“Oh, Alessandro no! You know that’s not-“ 



“Well, let me tell you something, if you think you’re going to keep me away from 
my baby-“ 

“No,” Bree promised. “You can see him anytime you want…at my apartment.” 

He laughed bitterly and sniffled. “You know something ironic, Brianna? You’re 
probably the only woman who could have turned me into that man that you deem worthy 
of your love,” Alessandro walked towards the door and opened it. 

“Daddy?” a small voice called out. 

Both Alessandro and Bree turned to Will wearing identically stunned expressions. 

“Can you stay wif me ‘till I go sleep ‘gain?” 

Alessandro choked on a sob and left the room, slamming the door behind him. 

“Where did he go?” Will asked after Alessandro slammed the door shut. 

Bree choked back the sobs that threatened to consume her and wiped her face. 
“Will, honey, why don’t you go back to sleep, okay?” Bree reached down and stroked his 
damp dark curls. 

“But I wanna see Alessandro,” Will insisted even as he yawned. 

“I know. Just get some sleep,” 

“And den he come back?” Will asked, rubbing his eyes. 

Bree trembled as she lowered her mouth to his forehead. “Mommy loves you, 
baby. Get some sleep.” 

**** 

“You did the right thing,” Angela said, hugging Bree tightly. 

“I didn’t do it for you,” Bree insisted, pulling back. “I did it for Will and for my 
baby. She watched a father, holding one baby in his arm as he pressed the elevator button 
with his free hand. His wife sat in a wheel chair, holding another infant. Twins. The 
father was beaming down at the baby he held and at his wife. Bree tore her gaze away. 
Why was she always the one that lost? Why could she never have things that came so 
easy to everyone else? She figured because she was an O’Reiley, that guaranteed her a 
happily ever after. There was her grandpa Joe and Grandma Alison. Her uncle Jack and 
Aunt Keira.  Her mom and dad. Her sister Carrie and Colin. 



Why not her? Why did Bree always have to be the odd one out when it came to 
happiness? 

Thankfully, the O’Reileys dispersed after a few hours, and Bree was able to 
breathe again. She spent the rest of the night in Will’s room, holding him when he woke 
up from a nightmare, distracting him again when he asked for Alessandro. In the morning, 
Meggie came to pick her up. 

“I was sure that you and Prince Charming would be going home together.” 

“Right. Not so much, no,” Bree said packing Will’s pajamas. 

“What happened?” Meggie asked. 

“What happened? Well, first my son was kidnapped by Arturo Dardano and then 
we were shot at by Arturo Dardano, probably at the order of Bernardo Dardano. Notice a 
pattern here?” She zipped up her bag and slung it over her shoulder. “The Dardanos, 
that’s the connection. My children are in danger anytime they are anywhere near a 
Dardano.” 

“I saw him before he came to the hospital and he…well, I got the feeling whoever 
shot at you guys wasn’t a problem anymore. You know what? Nothing. Never mind,” 
Meggie insisted waving her hand dismissively. 

“Mommy, is Alessandro gon come get us now?” Will asked coming out of the 
bathroom. “Look, all clean,” He stuck his hands out. 

“Good boy,” Bree said hugging her son and staring at Meggie. He seemed to be 
doing better now, and it frightened her to mention that Alessandro would no longer be 
coming around, knowing how upset Will was going to be. 

“Is he gonna be der when we go home?” Will asked in the backseat. 

Bree met Meggie’s gaze. “You’re gonna have to tell him, Bree,” 

“Hush!” Bree hissed. “The last thing I want to deal with is a tantrum in the car,” 
she whispered. 

Will knocked on Alessandro’s door as soon as they got to their floor. “Mommy, 
where he go?” he asked shrugging his shoulders. “Da bad man din’ get him, did he?” His 
eyes widened, and his lower lip quivered. 

Bree hoped Alessandro had decided to do the right thing and move out of the 
building. “No, sweetie. I promise the bad man didn’t get him.” 



“You gonna be okay?” Meggie asked after Bree opened the door to her apartment. 
“I have to get back to work but if you need me to stick aro-“ 

“No, it’s okay. We’ll be fine,” Bree assured her, but grateful for the offer. 

“Good luck,” Meggie said. 

“Can we go see Alessandro, now?” Will asked picking up his Elmo doll. 

“Uh sweetie, you wanna sit down for mommy?” 

“We go see Alessandro, den I go sit down. Ca’ I have a cookie?” 

Bree latched on to his last request first. “You know, honey, I think Alessandro’s at 
work right now.” 

“Okay, so we go afta,” 

She handed Will one of his favourite peanut butter cookies. 

“Mommy has something important to tell you, honey.” 

“You gonna have a nudder baby?” Will asked, looking at her stomach. 

“No,” Bree held her stomach for a second, closing her eyes and bracing herself to 
break her little boy’s heart. She’d been so selfish, letting Alessandro into their lives, 
letting her little boy fall in love with him just so she could give in to her feelings for him. 
“Will, honey. Alessandro’s not gonna be hanging out with us anymore.” 

Will’s face fell. “Is he mad at me?” 

“No! No I promise,” 

“Den why he no like us no more? I want him to be my new daddy,” 

Bree reached out for him and pulled him into a hug. “Baby, you know how that 
bad man was trying to hurt us?” 

“Yeah, but Alessandro went to go hurt him back.” 

“You’re right, he did,” Bree nodded, feeling her eyes burn. “But honey, if 
Alessandro hangs out with us, bad men are gonna wanna hurt us all the time cause they 
don’t like Alessandro,” 



“I don’ care. Alessandro will be my new daddy so he can keep da bad men away. 
You have to tell him dat. You have to tell him ‘is okay,” Will pleaded. 

“Will-“ 

“NO!” Will screamed. “I want Alessandro. I wanna go see him ri’ now!” 

“Sweetie, maybe mommy can meet someone nicer and he can-“Bree suggested 
desperately, but Will would not even allow her to finish the sentence. 

“NO!NONONONO!” Will screamed, his face turning red as he placed his hands 
over his ears. “I don’ want a new daddy. My oder daddy already wen’ away, and I want 
Alessandro to be my daddy now. He my friend!” 

“Will-“ 

“NO!” Will got to his feet, his tiny fists clenched at his sides. “‘is your fault! My 
oder daddy went in hev’n and now you won’ let Alessandro be my new one cause of da 
bad men! You sen’ him away. I know you did!” 

“Honey, mommy only wants you to be safe,” Bree pleaded reaching for him, but 
Will jerked away from her. 

“NO!” He screamed. “I no like you no more! You sen’ Alessandro away! I hate 
you!” He ran to his room and slammed the door. A second later, he opened it. “You don’ 
wan Alessandro to be my daddy. I don’ wan you to be my mommy! I gon’ get a new 
one!” 

Slam. 

Bree finally collapsed on the couch and gave into the sobs that had been held back 
all morning. 

****  

His father wanted to see him. Alessandro wanted to tell Bernardo to go take a 
flying leap while he curled up with a bottle of Jameson. Bree had reached in, stolen his 
heart and then stomped it under her sanctimonious O’Reiley heel. He was one of the most 
powerful men in the world. He could have protected her and Will and their child. 

Like tonight? The voice in the back of his mind reminded him. 

He had his guard down, floating high on the romance of the night. He hadn’t 
given Arturo a second thought. All that he thought of was Brianna and that he would 



finally be with her again. He was relaxed, at ease, happy. Stupid. God, he’d been so 
fucking stupid, and Arturo had swooped in and attacked. 

And what did Alessandro get for his trouble? Ten years shaved off his life thanks 
to pure fear and a broken heart. 

Alessandro sat on the bench on the pier and stared at the water, cradling his bottle 
of whiskey. If he was lucky, maybe one of Arturo’s men would come out of hiding and 
shoot him in the head. 

“I’m right here!” he screamed angrily. 

Daddy. Will had called him daddy. Alessandro blinked back tears. That little boy 
had stolen his heart as much as Brianna and their unborn child. 

Who Brianna had let him feel and then taken away from him with her next breath. 
He could ‘see him anytime he wanted’ Like some Goddamned part-time father, some 
distant, insignificant annoyance to be put up with. 

NO! He wanted to scream. NONONONO! It was his baby! His little boy! His 
woman! 

The Dardano name had always gotten him everything he had ever wanted. It was 
the height of irony that this time it had cost him everything he hadn’t even known he 
wanted. 

“Daddy,” he mused bitterly. “What a fucking joke.” Alessandro Dardano, family 
man. As if he’d ever be happy playing house with some nobody of a woman and her brat. 

He had more money than most dreamed of. Power. Cars, penthouses in every 
major city in the world, the most sophisticated women opened their legs eagerly for him. 

Alessandro took another long drink from the bottle. The liquid burned eagerly 
down his throat, warming his already acrid stomach. 

He had some very faint memories of a home that smelled of lemons and chocolate. 
A mother and step-father. He distantly remembered being tucked in and read to by a male 
voice, though he couldn’t remember the man’s face. 

Nor his mother’s.  

But who the hell cared about some distant barely recognizable memories when he 
was Alessandro Fucking Dardano! He was a man most other men would kill to be. 
Anything he wanted was his. 



And he wanted Brianna. He wanted Will, and he wanted his baby. 

Whether they wanted him back was irrelevant. He’d get Brianna away from those 
bloody O’Reiley’s, and then she’d love him again. 

His cell phone rang again. His father. “What?” he asked belligerently. 

“Where the hell have you been? I’ve been trying to reach you all night.” 

Alessandro blinked, realizing that was the sunrise he was seeing coming up over 
the water. He merely grunted in reply. 

“Are you all right? I heard Arturo attacked your limo? By the time I got to the 
hospital they told me you had already left. What in the name of God happened, 
Alessandro?” 

God. How bizarre was it that a man of Bernardo’s power and violence could so 
easily invoke the name of God? 

Alessandro was convinced that one of these days the man would be struck by 
lightning. 

“I want to lay my eyes on you, make sure you’re all right. Come home. I have an 
assignment for you.” 

I want you to kill someone, cheat someone, frighten someone, hurt someone, 
destroy someone. 

‘Because of who you are…’ Brianna had said. ‘My children are in danger.’ ‘I want 
you, but I can’t be with you.’ 

Damn her. He was who he was, and he wasn’t going to let anyone take that away 
from him. Damn her to fucking hell! 

“I’ll be there,” he promised his father. At least his father never let him down. His 
father loved him, would never betray him, would never cast him out, and would never 
tear him down for who he was. 

His father sent a car for him. Alessandro had left his at the hospital after Bree had 
shredded him to pieces and had just started walking, ending up on the pier. 

Too bad. He wished he had his car now. Considering how drunk he was, the 
perfect way to end the night would have been to ram his car into a tree. 



He woke up the next morning with a dry mouth and a bitch of headache. Every 
step hurt as he made his way down the stairs to his father’s sitting room. 

“Good afternoon,” Bernardo said, his voice thick with disapproval. 

“Please, don’t shout,” Alessandro pleaded, holding his head. 

“Here, have some coffee,” Bernardo pointed to the pot in the center of the table. 

Alessandro took a sip and sighed as the caffeine worked instantly to clear his 
head. 

“Have you spoken to Brianna?” 

“Brianna wants nothing to do with me, and really, considering what happened last 
night, I can’t blame her,” Alessandro insisted. Odd how through the fog of a hangover, 
things seemed clearer. 

He understood Brianna’s need to protect her children. Even if it burned to know 
that he was what she needed to protect them from. If he’d lost them in the hail of 
bullets…He would be utterly destroyed. 

More so than he was now. 

A slap across the face brought his attention back to the present. “Would you stop 
feeling sorry for yourself?” Bernardo shouted angrily. “You need to put your foot down 
with Brianna!” 

“Father, there is nothing I can do. She’s cut me out of her life,” 

“She has no say in the matter, Alessandro. You must show her that you are the 
one in charge. Or are her wishes more important than those of your father?” 

“You know that’s not the case,” Alessandro insisted, straightening his spine. 

“Then you prove it,” Bernardo growled. 

“I always have. My loyalty, Father, should never be in question,” Alessandro 
insisted coldly. 



Chapter Twenty Three 

Alessandro opened the door to find Will standing there, a look of stubborn determination 
on his face. 

“I don’ like my mommy no more. She make you go away. I’ma live with you now, 
okay?” He stomped in past Alessandro, and the older man was too surprised to do more 
than watch as the little boy climbed onto his couch, holding his Elmo doll. 

Alessandro was torn between laughing and scooping the precious child into his 
arms and hugging the breath out of his body. 

“I see,” 

“But I no like spouts. So since I no live wif my mommy no more, I don’ hafta eat 
dem no more, right?” 

“That’s only fair, I’d say,” Alessandro agreed, crossing his arms and staring down 
at Will, unable to hide his smile. “Does your mummy know where you are, Will?” 

“No. She go put da water for my baf.” 

“Ah, very ingenious of you,” Alessandro said, nodding. God, Brianna was 
probably gonna have a heart attack when she came out and Will was missing. 

Will nodded. “Ima genies,” 

“But don’t you think she’s gonna be worried about you?” 

“Good. Can I watch SpongeBob?” 

Alessandro stared down in confusion. “Sponge what?” 

“SpongeBob ‘care Pants. Is funny. Sit, ‘Is on number sity-five.” 

“Don’t you think we should let your mummy know where you are? You don’t 
want her to be scared looking for you like she was scared when Arturo took you, do 
you?” Or blame me for this too! Alessandro thought belligerently. 



“Well if you live wif us den she don’ have to be scared no more,” 

Alessandro wished Bree could understand that. “I’d really have loved that, Will. 
But your mum just wants what’s best for you.” 

“You’re da best. You’re nice to me, and you laugh wif me and talk to me like I’m 
nod a baby, but a big boy. My oder daddy was like dat too. I don’ think he mind if you be 
my daddy now, but mommy send you away. You have to tell her you’re da boss, 
Alessandro. You’re bigger. You have to.” 

Alessandro sighed. God. That was everything he wanted to hear. To be wanted 
and loved without conditions. 

“Don’ you wanna be my daddy?” Will asked. 

Bleedin’ Christ, he couldn’t resist that pleading look on Brianna’s face, how was 
he gonna resist it coming from a four year old? 

“More than anything,” Alessandro admitted, feeling his eyes grow moist. 

“Good,” Will said. He leaned over and grabbed Alessandro’s hand. “So I stay 
here, and you be my daddy. Deal?” 

He jumped, startled at something behind Alessandro, and he turned to see Bree in 
the doorway. Her hair was pinned up, and she wore a loose pink dress. Her face was 
flushed, and her eyes were wet as they regarded him. His hands actually twitched at his 
sides to go over there and touch her, cup the side of that beautiful face, kiss those 
beautiful lips, run his hands over the swollen belly that cradled his child. 

“I no go home if Alessandro can’ come!” Will exclaimed and stared stubbornly at 
the TV.     

“Will, please don’t make this harder on mommy, okay?” Bree pleaded, taking a 
deep, ragged breath. 

“Is nod hard. Is easy. Alessandro comes wif me.” 

“It’s not like you’re never gonna see him again. He lives right across the hall, and 
you can see him when he comes to visit the baby,” Bree looked over at Alessandro, 
silently begging for some help. 

“Der’s no baby yet. ‘Is gonna take forever.” 



Bree opened her mouth to reply, but Alessandro raised his hand to hold her off, 
silently asking for her permission. She nodded. 

“Will, how about I ask your mummy if you can visit me here sometimes?” 

Bree straightened, her eyes panicked, ready to say no. 

“Just here, across the hall.” 

He could see the debate going on inside of her. Will turned to his mother and then 
back to Alessandro. 

“And you can still be my daddy?” 

“Well, I don’t know about that since your mother said that we’re not going to be 
together like that anymore.” 

“Well, you said you wanned to be my daddy more den anything. Dat mean you 
wanna be wif her more den anything, right. Tell her dat,” 

Alessandro met Bree’s gaze, trying to mentally will her to change her mind. She 
gasped a little at Will’s openness and quickly averted her gaze from Alessandro’s. 

“I already have,” Alessandro told him. “But if you want to think of me as your 
daddy, it’s all right with me, if it’s all right with your mother,” 

Bree shook her head at him but sighed. “All right, Will. If you want to come see 
Alessandro here sometimes, mommy won’t be mad. Here, in his apartment. Nowhere else, 
is that understood?” She directed that comment at Will and then glared at Alessandro. 

Alessandro cautiously stepped towards her. “Thank you,” 

Bree simply nodded. “It was either that or put up with another tantrum.” 

“Right, that’s a stubborn streak he has there,” Alessandro gave her a small amused 
smile letting her know that he knew exactly where it had come from. “How are you?” he 
asked lifting and then dropping his hand before he gave into the urge to touch her. 

“The baby is fine,” 

“I’m glad about that, but I was asking about you,” 

They both looked down at Will who suddenly materialized between them, 
smiling. 



“All right, mister. Enough of your little tirade. You’re going straight into the 
bathroom and taking your clothes off and waiting for mommy.” 

“But den I be cold and nekkid,” Will pointed out. 

“Go!” Bree pointed across the hall. 

Will jumped and ran out the door. 

“I’m fine. I-“ 

Will ran back inside to grab his Elmo doll off the couch and then ran back home. 

Bree crossed her arms over her protruding belly. “I’m fine. No one has shot at me 
in the last twenty four hours, and my family is talking to me again. Things are looking 
up.” 

He grimaced at the mention of her family. “How fortunate for you.” 

Bree narrowed her eyes at him, picking up on the derogatory tone. “Well, you 
should know all about the importance of family. You’d do anything for yours, right? 
Bernardo says jump, you ask ‘how high?’ “ 

Alessandro felt a sick twist of guilt in his chest, “Well, congratulations, Brianna. 
You’ve worked very hard for the title of O’Reiley doormat. I hope it’s all you’ve ever 
wanted. I hope you’re happy.” 

“Blissfully,” Bree shot back and turned on her heel, leaving him there filled with 
anger and regret.  

**** 

She was out shopping at FAO Schwarz for Will’s birthday present when a limo 
pulled up beside her. The window rolled down and Alessandro opened the door on her 
end. 

“Get in,” 

“Uh, how about no,” 

“Now, Brianna,” Alessandro reached out and pulled her into the limo. 

“What the hell?” she asked letting herself be pulled in before she hurt herself or 
her baby. 



“What are you doing?” Alessandro demanded. 

“I was walking on the sidewalk when this crazy man pulled me into his car.” 

“I told you that you can’t just walk around the way you are. You have to be more 
careful. If you’re not thinking about you then think about my son, if you don’t mind,” 
Alessandro snapped. 

“Oh screw you. I am not gonna live my life in hiding, okay?” Bree snapped. “You 
and I are over so I’m not in any danger anymore. You told me Arturo was out of the 
country,” 

“He has men everywhere, Brianna,” 

“Yeah, well, so do you,” 

Alessandro looked at her in surprise. 

“That’s right. You didn’t think I knew you were having me followed? I know 
exactly how you think, Alessandro, so when I noticed those men watching me, but not 
trying to hurt me, I knew you had hired them. Let’s get something straight, you are not 
my keeper, so do me a favour and stay the fuck out of my life. Just stay the hell away 
from me.” She scrambled out of the limo. 

“I’m afraid I can’t do that,” Alessandro remarked as she slammed the door shut. 

She had just got back to the apartment and was walking in the parking lot towards 
the door when a hand clamped over her mouth. 

In the next second everything went black.   

**** 

“Hi Mommy. We in Alessandro’s castle. Look he got me da SpongeBob movie!” 

Bree got a brief flash of brown hair before her son disappeared. As she struggled 
to sit up, not made easier by her nearing seven month belly, she realized with a start that 
she was not in her bed. Or in her room. 

Alessandro’s castle. 

“Oh, hell no. Nononono,” Bree pleaded as she stood up and looked around the 
room. Will came rushing back holding the movie in his hands. 



“See mommy?” he held it up for her. 

Bree took the DVD in her hands absently and went to look at where Will had 
come from. A living room. Fully furnished with beautiful Victorian style furniture, a long 
suede caramel coloured couch with elegant gleaming wooden trim, two matching arm 
chairs on each side surrounding a cherry wood coffee table with an ivory marble top. It 
matched the large marble fireplace. A huge TV brought the room into the 21st century. A 
long white chaise lounge completed the setting. 

Bree walked open mouthed back to what she realized was the bedroom. 

“I have my own room too. Int’ that awesome, mommy?” 

Bree still couldn’t find the words to explain what she was feeling as she walked 
around the bedroom. It had been furnished with the same care, in the same classical style. 
The star of the show was definitely the large canopy she had woken in. The posts were 
massive dark cherry wood. The yellow and brown blanket and linens had been 
ridiculously soft and inviting, and if Brianna wasn’t so royally pissed, she wouldn’t mind 
getting back in there. The floor was a lighter hardwood with a long square vanilla 
coloured rug with a beige square pattern. 

A long dresser ran along one wall. A vanity table had a single bottle of perfume 
on it, and Bree recognized the bottle as hers. The chair in front of it was a yellow velvet 
that matched the bed. And when she opened the small drawer in the table, there was 
make-up and a hair brush and a single comb with the SpongeBob character on the handle. 

Such care and preparation. A shiver went down her back. “What the hell is he 
thinking?” Bree wondered out loud. She went to the door, not surprised to find it locked. 

“It no open. Alessandro say is for to keep da bad men away. You go pee pee in 
der,” Will pointed towards the living room. 

She followed the path through the room that led to a bathroom that was absolutely 
gorgeous. A huge claw foot tub with silver faucets. The walls a soft peach, the floor a 
dark old mahogany. 

Her eyes went back to the tub. She remembered that tub. 

They’d made love in that tub, in the old house, in another time. 

Her hands ran over the edge of the tub, touching cool porcelain, remembering 
gripping those edges as her damp body rode his greedily. 



Bree almost softened at the memory, knowing that he wanted to keep this memory 
for her too. 

But then she remembered what he’d done. He’d had this place set up. For how 
long now? And how long did he plan to keep them there? 

“Honey, do you know exactly where we are?” 

“It’s a castle mommy. I saw da outside when you was sleeping in da car. Is rewwy 
rewwy big!” 

The Dardano mansion. Good God. Bree tried to keep her voice calm so that she 
didn’t scare Will. 

“So Alessandro came to get you at Aunt Beth’s?” 

“No, Aunt Meggie did,” 

Bree opened her mouth but found she couldn’t speak. Meggie? Why the hell 
would Meggie help Alessandro? 

“She say that we should listen to Alessandro cause he gonna pwotet us against da 
bad men. She was with da oder man, mommy. Da one dat was at da party.” 

“Kevin?” Bree asked. 

Will nodded. “He had a boo boo in his eye and his lip like Alessandro did when 
da bad man hurt him. I think maybe da bad men hurt him too.” 

“Why would Arturo hurt Kevin?” Bree asked out loud. 

“I dunno. Can we go watch da movie now?” 

“Tell you what, I’ll put it on for you. Do you know where Alessandro is now?” 

Will ran excitedly into the living room, Bree behind him. 

“He say he gonna get lunch and den come watch da movie with us.” 

“Oh really? Just like that?” Bree asked in disbelief. Did Alessandro honestly think 
he was just gonna be able to keep them here and play house? 

“Will, sweetie, did you see anyone else when Alessandro brought you here?” 



“Yep. An old man. He big like dat,” Will stretched his arms out. “And Alessandro 
say dat’s his daddy. They all talk vewwy funny,” 

Bernardo. Bree’s blood froze. How dare Alessandro put Will in the same room 
with that monster! “Sweetie, did he try to hurt you?” Bree asked, shaking. 

“Nope. He gave me ice cream.” 

“And you’re feeling okay? You don’t feel sick or anything?” Bree asked, cupping 
his face, looking for any signs that Bernardo had poisoned her son. 

She heard the lock twist in the door, and she looked around for anything to use as 
a weapon. 

Alessandro entered the room, pushing a silver cart, which made Bree’s mouth 
water instantly. He looked at her cautiously, preparing himself for her outburst. 

Then he realized that she was keeping herself calm for Will’s sake, and he smiled 
at her. 

“How are you feeling, Brianna?” 

“Will, stay in here and watch the movie, okay?” 

“Okay, but don’ yell at Alessandro. He being nice and keeping us away from da 
bad men.” 

Bree grit her teeth and grabbed Alessandro’s arm steering him out of the living 
room and into the bedroom. 

“You can save your breath, darling, if you expect me to apologize.” 

“I don’t care if you’re sorry or not, you are letting us out of here, right now,” Bree 
insisted staring up at him. 

“No,” Alessandro said simply. 

“No. Just…no?” 

“That’s right. You refuse to protect yourself, so I’m doing it for you.” 

“You can’t just keep us here! I mean, my family is gonna be worried-“ 



“Meggie is gonna tell your family that you’re taking a little trip to Paris to set up 
some accounts for her fashion line. Your sister Beth agreed to keep up the pretense. There 
may be hope for her yet, even considering she's an O'Reiley.” 

“Why the hell is Meg helping you?” Bree hissed, trying to keep her voice down 
for Will’s sake. 

“She found Hadley beaten within an inch of his life on the pier. Arturo’s men 
were trying to get information about you from him.” 

“Why would they think-“ 

“My father hired Hadley for the charity benefit,” Alessandro rolled his eyes. 
“Apparently I wasn't moving fast enough for his liking in regards to you and me, and so 
he thought Hadley would give me a much needed push.” 

“I can’t believe thi- Oh, what am I saying, of course I can. This is your family 
we’re talking about.” 

“So Arturo’s men figured they could convince Hadley to give you over to them. 
He didn’t comply with their wishes.” 

“Okay, okay. Look, none of this matters compared to the fact that you are 
kidnapping me and my son!” Bree whispered furiously. 

“I am protecting you. Dammit, Brianna!” He grabbed the sides of her face, and 
she could see the panic in his eyes. “I love you, you stubborn woman. And I am not going 
to apologize for wanting to keep you safe. Even if it means you hate me for it. You and 
this baby and Will, you are everything to me. Don’t you see that?” 

“Alessandro-“ Bree protested, his touch and the passion of his words reaching too 
far into a place she kept trying to close the door on. 

“No. We tried things your way and if I didn’t grab you now, it was only a matter 
of time before Arturo’s men swooped in. My men weren’t the only ones watching you. I 
won’t apologize for protecting you and our children. And I’m sure as hell never going to 
apologize for loving you. That’s what loving means to me, you take care of what’s yours. 
And you’re mine, Brianna,” He gave her a quick bruising kiss that even for its brevity, 
still sent a shocking thrill through her. 

Then he turned away from her and walked into the living room to sit with her son 
and have lunch. 



“She got mad, huh?” Will said. 

Alessandro dropped a kiss on Will’s head. “She’ll get over it.” 



Chapter Twenty Four 

The tub was calling her. Will was peacefully asleep in his room, decked in SpongeBob 
and Elmo décor. Bree knew exactly why Alessandro had chosen that particular tub. He 
wasn’t exactly subtle when it came to sex. But if he thought she would let him touch her 
again… She could still feel his kiss on her mouth. He had stayed with them, eating dinner. 
Chicken and vegetables. Alessandro popped the brussel sprouts into his mouth like they 
were candy and Will, who was notoriously ‘anti-sprout’, had suddenly decided to eat 
them too. 

 “God those were awful,” Alessandro whispered in her ear when Will was 
washing his hands, and Bree had to remind herself not to laugh. They had this 
moment, in this beautiful place where it almost felt like home, like they were a 
family. But they weren’t. He was their kidnapper. Their jailer. 

She wanted to yell at him. To demand that he let them out of this…prison. 
But the more she watched him with Will, the weaker that voice got. Will adored 
Alessandro. Part of her felt guilty for encouraging their relationship. Alessandro 
was not Will’s father. Michael was. Michael; whom Alessandro’s father 
murdered. 

But that voice was getting quieter too. Alessandro was not his father. 
Alessandro had saved her son’s life. And here in this hidden wing of the 
Dardano mansion, she’d felt safer than she had since before Michael’s death. 

Bree looked at the tub, imagining submerging herself in blissfully hot, 
perfumed water. Bath salts. The man had supplied rose water bath salts and 
lemon or vanilla bubble soap. 

‘God help me, you smell incredible’, Alessandro had whispered in her ear as they 
sat in the steaming water, wrapped around each other. 

Bree jolted back to the present. He had wanted to stay with them. She’d 
said no. No way in hell was what she wanted to say, but for Will’s sake she kept 
her voice civil. 



He ignored her. He would sleep in the study. A second door in the living 
room led to a study with a huge antique desk in gleaming cherry wood, 
matching the theme of the bedroom, along with an off-white marble fireplace.  A 
grey arm chair sat in front of the fireplace and Bree could imagine curling up 
there in another lifetime, watching Alessandro work, maybe helping him work. 

The bookshelves were empty. And like the other rooms, the windows 
were boarded over. 

He was sleeping on a futon in the study. “I’m not going to apologize for 
trying to protect the people I love, so don’t even try it, Brianna. I’m staying here.” 
Or maybe he wasn’t sleeping. Maybe he was lying in bed thinking of ways to 
drive her crazy. Plotting ways to weaken her. Cause everyday it seemed to be 
what his mission was. To weaken her. To make her give in to this thing between 
them. 

But she couldn’t. She sat on the edge of the tub, watching it fill with warm 
water, pinning her hair up and out of the way. She decided on the vanilla bubble 
bath. She wouldn’t put it past Alessandro to have some kind of camera or 
something but the alternative was not bathing, and that wasn’t much of an 
alternative. 

Bree sunk into the water with a blissful sigh. 

So for the rest of her life, she would have nothing but memories. That 
would have to be enough. 

He walked behind her, a hand covering her eyes. “Mmm, smells like candy in 
here,” she said. 

“Ta da,” he pulled his hand away. They were in the bathroom and he had filled the 
white porcelain tub with bubbles. 

“No kidding. Wow, does that look good,” Bree said, feeling him pull the sheet off 
of her. 

He stepped into the water and sat in the tub, crooking his finger at her. Bree 
stepped in with a sigh. “Oh, my God…feels as good as it looks,” she leaned in and ran her 
mouth along his chest. “And so do you.” 

“Likewise, darling,” he reached down and cupped her bottom, moving her closer. 



“Something tells me you didn’t bring me in here just so we could get squeaky 
clean,” Bree reached down and gripped his cock under the water. Soft, but getting thicker. 

Alessandro groaned and nuzzled her neck. “Certainly not,” 

“Mmmm,” Bree sighed, the hot water lapping pleasantly against her skin. “Well, 
until you’re ready…” She scooped up a handful of bubbles and plopped them on his head, 
grabbing another handful and giving him the illusion of a beard. “Merry Christmas,” she 
joked. 

“Ho, ho, ho,” he smiled, pulling her head down for a kiss. His tongue darting 
playfully into her mouth. 

Bree sighed and burrowed closer so that she was almost straddling him. He 
cupped a breast with a hot, wet hand, making her arch against him. 

“While we wait…” Alessandro growled, biting her earlobe gently. 

“Oh yes,” Bree whispered, as he squeezed the round flesh. She lowered her head to 
his damp shoulder running her tongue along the broad, muscled skin. He moved his hand 
down to the space between her legs and stroked her, the water making his movement slow. 
“Oh…oh…” she sighed. “God that’s good…” Her body was heavy with lust and the heat 
of the water. She wrapped her arms around him, her nipples rubbing against the damp 
skin on his chest. She met his eyes, shivering against him. “God, what are you doing to 
me?” she begged, rolling her hips to the thrusts of his two long fingers inside of her as she 
stroked his shaft with her fingers, making him thicker and fuller in her hand, making him 
ready. 

“Loving you,” he moaned, nibbling on her lips. “Loving you for as long as we 
have so that you never forget it,” 

“Here’s something you’ll never forget,” Bree said with a devilish smile. She 
lowered her head under the water and took his cock into her mouth, sucking gently for a 
few seconds as she heard him gasp. 

“That was deliciously naughty,” he sighed, grabbing her. “Now?” he lifted her 
over his cock. 

She nodded eagerly. He pulled her down onto him so that he filled her completely. 

“Ohhh yes,” she moaned in his ear. She gripped the edges of the tub behind him, 
letting him guide her back and forth, up and down on his shaft. 



He filled her so perfectly. His hands were everywhere. On her breasts, between her 
legs, in her hair, in her mouth. His dark eyes watched her, growing heavy with his own 
desire as she felt him grow harder and swell inside of her. 

She kissed him, memorizing the warm, wet taste as her body shivered, feeling him 
pumping up his orgasm a few seconds later.    

She came out to the sound of the faucet running in the kitchen. Will 
couldn’t reach the faucet. That left him. Bree shivered a little as she tried to push 
aside the earlier memories and dredge up annoyance that he was just coming 
and going around the place as if he owned…well, she supposed he did. But still! 
They had a deal. He would give her the space she needed, and she would try and 
not get angry with him in front of Will. 

But Will wasn’t here. Bree tied the pale green satin robe he had bought for 
her tighter around her expanding body and stomped into the kitchen, her bare 
feet not making enough noise to announce her presence. 

Oh, come on! Her body whimpered. He stood there in black boxer briefs 
that hugged the tight cheeks of that ass she knew so well. In a tickling fit, she had 
bitten the right cheek playfully and the noise he had made was so hilarious that 
it had sent her into a fit of giggles. His lean waist grew into a broad, muscled 
back. She remembered feeling the shift and bunch of those muscles beneath her 
fingers, digging into the skin with her nails as he thrust powerfully above her. 

He turned and went still when he saw her. His brown eyes held hers for 
what felt like a breathless eternity. She couldn’t speak, couldn’t look away. 

Alessandro took a step towards her, and Bree jerked backwards, coming 
up painfully against the refrigerator door handle. He winced and moved to her 
side. 

“Are you all right?” He asked, his fingers rubbing the sore spot in the 
center of her back. 

Bree moaned in reply and shifted her body without thought so that his 
fingers lowered to the small of her back. He pressed there, bringing her body 
closer to him as a result. 

“There?” he asked pressing in firm slow circles. 



She nodded silently, feeling too good to ruin it with pesky things like 
arguing with him and remembering that she didn’t want him to touch her. 

“I imagine carrying a baby is hard on your spine, eh?” He whispered, his 
breath caressing the top of her head. 

“Mmm,” she said. 

“Here,” he turned her around so that she was facing the wall and moved 
both hands to her hips, using his thumbs to massage his way upwards along the 
small bones of her spine. 

She practically purred at the luxurious feeling, swaying a little bit so that 
she fell against him. She felt a very hard bulge against the cheeks of her ass and 
the memory of his hips snapping with relentless speed against her filled her 
pussy with wetness and her heart with want. 

And her head with panic. 

Bree pulled herself away from his fingers and jerked away from his body. 
Her blood raced and if her face was as flushed as Alessandro’s was, he knew 
what she had been remembering because he’d been recalling it too. 

He lowered his head and shook it from side to side, giving her a rueful 
smile. “I find it so ironic that someone I think of as sometimes so brave to the 
point of stupidity could be so terrified of her own happiness,” 

Bree felt the shot hit home, and she couldn’t look at him. She ran her 
finger along the marble topped of the island. “That’s ridiculous. Who in their 
right mind is afraid of being happy?” 

“Someone who has lost too much,” he moved slowly towards her in 
gentle careful strides as if he was afraid of startling her. 

Fair enough, she did tend to attack him when he tried to corner her, but 
for some reason, Bree just couldn’t tonight. The much too relaxing bubble bath 
must be making her sluggish. 

“Someone who is so used to being told she caused too much pain to others 
to ever be worthy of happiness herself,” 

Bree closed her eyes. “Shut up. Please, Alessandro.” 



“No, darling,” A hand came up to cup her face. “I don’t dare shut up 
because you’re too important to me. What we feel is too important.” He tilted her 
head up to look at him. “My God, but you are the most exquisite thing I’ve ever 
seen. Don’t you know I would give up everything for you? Anything you 
wanted would be yours. Even my life, Brianna. I would willingly give up my life 
for yours. I love you that much.” He ran a thumb along her bottom lip. He 
lowered his head to hers. “We could be so happy, darling,” he gingerly kissed 
her, testing her. 

Bree’s heart was too full of his words to stop him. 

“I never feel half as alive as I do when I’m with you.” 

He deepened the kiss for a moment, just enough to make her whimper 
when he withdrew. His hand moved to her breast, cupping it, running his palm 
against the too-sensitive nipple. 

Bree felt heavy, drugged, open and wet…so wet. 

“Let me make you happy, Brianna,” he sighed into her mouth, caressing 
the seam of her lips with his tongue. 

Bree shook with the force of her need for him. Oh God, resisting him was 
so hard. He was so beautiful, so much stronger than she was, so determined. 

And she didn’t feel half as alive when she wasn’t with him either. 

She lowered her hand to the bulge in the tight material of his boxers, 
feeling the warm heat of his cock through the fabric. 

Alessandro growled into her mouth and pinched her nipple with his 
thumb and forefinger.   

“Yes…” she sighed arching backwards against the island, cold and hard 
compared to the warm solid body in front of her. 

The only sound in the dark room was their breathing and the low hum of 
the refrigerator. 

Alessandro gave a soft grunt of triumph before capturing her mouth for a 
thorough, devastating kiss that shook Bree all the way to her toes. His hands dug 
into her hips and he lifted her onto the island, pushing the robe up her thighs. 



Her breasts were closer to his mouth at this height, and he watched her eyes as 
he lowered the material of her robe off her shoulders, waiting for her to stop him. 
To say no. 

Bree didn’t say no. She’d lived in a miserable fog for too long. It was as if 
Alessandro’s hands on her, his body on hers was the only thing that sent her 
blood pumping. 

She bit back a cry when his mouth took her nipple with delicious, sinful 
determination. Her sleeping son briefly tickled the edges of her lust hazed mind, 
and Bree pressed her lips tightly to keep quiet. Her pussy opened greedily, 
waiting, demanding. Her legs locked around Alessandro’s waist, drawing him 
closer. He angled his hips so that his cock could rub against her center. 

“Brianna,” he groaned against the damp skin of her breast as his hand 
moved down her swollen belly, caressing it for a moment. They both stopped 
when a soft flutter responded to his touch. Alessandro met her gaze. “How 
beautiful to feel one’s own child,” He dropped a kiss to her belly. “I can’t wait to 
meet you, my baby,” 

Oh, God, he was killing her. Her pussy actually gushed a little at the sweet 
passion in his voice. 

Bree wrapped herself in the warmth of his words and the love in his eyes. 

At the considerable impediment, he had to pull back. His fingers caressed 
the soaked petals of her pussy, and he looked up at her hesitantly. “I’m 
not…sure…If I…well, is it gonna hurt the baby?” 

“No. No it won’t. Please…” Bree sighed greedily for his finger to push 
into her. 

He slid a finger into her, and Bree arched backwards so that she was 
practically laying on the island. He moved slowly, rubbing her clitoris in slow 
circles. 

“Alessandro,” she sighed, putting all of her love and desire into that one 
name. 

He gave a short chuckle as he pumped his finger. “It feels like I’m saying 
hello to him,” 



Bree’s burst of laughter was choked off by the tight hiss of her 
approaching orgasm. “Oh…” she moaned then bit her fist to keep from crying 
out when his mouth joined his thrusting finger. He pulled his finger out right 
before she went over the edge, leaving her panting and desperate. His hands 
cupped her bottom, lifting her slightly to his mouth. 

“Let me know if I’m hurting you,” he whispered before thrusting his 
tongue into her pussy. 

She wished she could reach down and grab his head and keep him there 
forever, but then she was spinning and falling over the edge and using all her 
willpower not to scream. 

His tongue fucked her with growing speed and his lips sucked at her as he 
pumped her with his mouth, making her nerves scream in delight. 

You love him, you love him. Let yourself love him. Nothing else matters. Tell him 
you love him. Her heartbeat pounded out the words in quick relentless beat. Let 
the two of you fight your obstacles together. 

“Alessandro, I…I…,” she shivered as panic warred with her soul. 

He stepped back and gathered her up against him. 

Still, Bree couldn’t say the words. So she did the next best thing, she eased 
her hand past the waistband of his boxers and ran her mouth along his jaw as she 
cupped his thick cock. “Your turn,” she whispered in his ear before motioning 
for him to help her off the island. She pulled his boxers down as she got down on 
her knees, between him and the island and pulled him into her mouth. She got 
wet again just tasting him, her body going into overdrive at the memories 
driving through her. Bree knew just how to suck him, how to work her hands, 
where to touch him exactly and squeeze exactly to drive him insane. 

“Oh, Christ, Brianna…Like that…yeah, darling….”Alessandro whispered, 
his fingers tightening in her hair as he got closer to his release. 

He swelled in her mouth, got harder, his movements more greedy. Bree 
reached back and cupped his sac as she pumped his cock with her mouth. 
Harder…faster, taking him as far down her throat as she could before she felt the 
satisfying explosion of his release. 



She smiled up at him but in the next second their smiles froze. 

“Alessandro, where my mommy?” Will asked. 



Chapter Twenty Five 

Bree stared up at Alessandro, wide eyed. “Your…uh…Your mummy is, uh…”If Bree 
wasn’t so freaked out about what Will had almost seen, she’d be amused by the mortified 
look on Alessandro’s face. 

Thank God for the marble island. It hid Alessandro’s ‘charms’ enough so that he 
was able to tuck himself back into his boxers without poor Will being scarred for life. 

“I’m right here, sweetheart. What are you doing up?” Bree asked coming up from 
behind the island trying to divert him from asking her what she was doing there. 

Will glanced at Alessandro and then nervously back at Bree. “I don’ wanna say.” 

Oh. Bree thought, feeling bad for her little boy’s embarrassment. “You want to 
whisper it to me?” She asked, not wanting to embarrass him in front of his hero. 

“Ca’ I show you?” He walked up to her and took her hand. 

Bree nodded. Though she was sure the closer she got to his bedroom, the more 
she’d be able to smell what he wanted to show her. She turned and gave Alessandro a 
small apologetic smile. 

But if she was honest with herself, Bree was a little relieved their lovemaking had 
been cut short.  How pathetic was she, really? The man had only to touch her and she 
came absolutely undone.  For all his honourable intentions, the man was for all intents 
and purposes holding her and her son hostage. How very like her to want to have sex with 
her captor? How could he turn her so completely inside out? She had no idea anymore 
what was right, what was wrong. For the love of God, the man who killed her husband 
was living on the ground floor. Her chance for vengeance was right here and what was 
she doing? Up with her legs around Alessandro’s neck begging like a whore. 

She changed Will’s PJs and changed the sheets on Will’s bed and began to lay a 
towel down over the wet spot. 

“Ca’ I sleep with you mommy?” Will asked, clutching his Elmo doll. 

“Did you have a nightmare, sweetie?” 



He nodded. 

Bree moved to the rocking chair by the bed and brought him onto her lap. She 
kissed the crown of his head, running her fingers through the wavy locks. His happiness 
had to be her priority now. Not her vengeance. Not her guilt. Not the dramatic fuck-o-city 
that was her life. 

And Alessandro made him happy. 

“He kilded da doggie,” Will whispered. 

Arturo. 

Bree sucked in her breath. They had hinted around what he must have seen but 
had never really made Will talk about it. 

“Was this in your nightmare or was this real life?” 

“Bof,” he replied. 

Bree squeezed him tightly. 

“Der was lots of blood. The doggie cried lots.” His tiny body shuddered against 
hers. “And he say…” 

“What sweetie? Tell mommy,” Bree fought back tears. 

“He say…dat he was gonna do dat to me. He say sunting else but I don’ tink is 
true, cause Alessandro nice and you like Alessandro too so I know is nod true. Da bad 
man was stupid.’ 

“What, Will? What did Arturo say?” Bree’s anger began to simmer at what that 
bastard had done to her son. 

“Alessandro din’ kill daddy. Did he?” 

That mother fucking son of a bitch! 

“No, Will. No,” she promised him. 

“Dat’s what I tolded him. Alessandro nice. But in my deem, it…Alessandro 
kilded da doggie. Do you tink dats why he no wanna be my daddy?” 

Bree looked down at him in surprise. “Why would you think that?” 



“Cause, when I called him daddy, when he save me from da bad man. He no 
happy.” 

“No, baby. That was mommy’s fault. Mommy made Alessandro sad. It had 
nothing to do with you, and listen sweetie, sometimes things get mixed up in your head at 
night. I mean, mommy had a dream once that you pooped carrots,” Bree said her heart 
tightening when Will let out a squeal of laughter. 

“Dat’s nod true!” 

“It is so. I remember cause you wouldn’t eat your carrots no matter how hard I 
tried. Daddy would try too, and you would just throw them at his head. So when I went to 
sleep, my thoughts got all mixed up, and I dreamt that you pooped carrots, full carrots 
with the leafy tops and everything.” 

She stopped when she felt the baby moving again. “Wanna feel something cool?” 
She took Will’s hand and placed it on her belly. 

Will gasped and looked up at Bree in awe. “Wa’ was dat?” 

“That was your little brother, or sister, I’m not sure yet,” Bree said. 

“Dat was the baby?” 

Bree nodded. 

“Did I do that in your tummy too?” 

“You sure did. I think you did somersaults in there.” 

“How did da baby get in der?” 

One minute later and you might have caught the live demo, kiddo, Bree thought. 

“I tell you what. You wanna wait here for a second? I have to go talk to 
Alessandro,” 

Anything to dodge THAT question. 

She knocked on the door to his study, a little saddened that he already knew that 
now that Will had interrupted them the moment was gone. 

Bree turned the doorknob when he didn’t answer and then she saw why. He was 
on the floor, doing push-ups. 



At…one in the morning? 

Well, she imagined that if he felt as wound up as she did, exercise would be an 
effective if not ideal way to relieve the tension. 

He hadn’t heard her because he had his headphones on, and she took a second to 
admire his muscled, taut body, glistening with sweat. 

Alessandro stopped when he saw her and got to his feet, pulling the headphones 
off. 

She realized he wasn’t listening to music and gave him a curious look of 
amusement as she picked up the cover to an audio book. ‘What To Expect When You’re 
Expecting.’ 

God forgive me, I love this man. 

“Thought I should be informed, you know?” Alessandro explained sheepishly. 

Bree tried to tear her gaze away from his gleaming chest. 

“Plus all the lactating and dilating and placenta talk does wonders to crush any 
man’s libido.” 

She nodded in understanding. 

“Though, seeing you again. I think a cold shower is in order,” 

She rolled her eyes, but blushed none the less. “Before you…um…take the edge 
off, I wanted to ask you if you’d do something for me. Well, it’s actually for Will.” 

“Of course,” he replied. 

“Would you sleep with me and Will tonight?” 

He stared at her, not hiding his surprise. 

“He thinks that…well…because of that night in the hospital when he called 
you…what he did. Well, he thinks he upset you and that you don’t want him to call 
you…that, anymore.” 

“What do you think?” Alessandro asked. 

“What do you mean?” 



“Brianna, you can’t even say the word. Will called me ‘daddy’. I can’t even begin 
to explain to you how that broke my heart. Not because I didn’t want him to say it, but 
because I knew you didn’t want me to take that place in his life.” 

“I never said…” Bree said, unable to look at him, staring down at the floor. 

“You didn’t have to. I have no intention of replacing Michael, in Will’s eyes or in 
your bed.” 

“Forget it. I’m sorry to have bothered-“Bree clenched her jaw and turned to go but 
Alessandro quickly reached out and grabbed her arm. 

“I’m not finished, Brianna.” 

She looked down at his hand on her, remembering where that hand had been just 
minutes ago. “Arturo told him that you killed his father. Will told me he knew it wasn’t 
true. He trusts you that much. Loves you that much. But he had a nightmare tonight that 
you were in Arturo’s place.” 

She could see in Alessandro’s eyes that he was moved by her son’s faith in him. 

Alessandro took a deep shaky breath. “Like I said, I don’t want to take Michael’s 
place, but I’m not going to lie to you, I love that little boy, Brianna. And I know you 
don’t want to hear this, and it’ll probably scare you off, but yes, I love him as if he was 
my own.” 

Bree took a nervous step backwards. No. It was too much. It was too much and 
too soon. She was just getting used to the idea of trusting Will in Alessandro’s presence. 

“So please don’t think that you can expect me to just care for the boy and then just 
walk away when you get skittish again.” 

Bree grit her teeth, her face flaming at the truth of his words. Her stomach 
tightened uncomfortably. “I don’t. I mean, I don’t think that…I mean. Look, Alessandro, 
what do you want me to say? Will needs you, okay? He loves you, and he needs you in 
his life. I think if you slept beside him that would make him feel better, so will you do it 
or not?” 

“Of course I will, but I need to know if you have a problem with Will thinking of 
me as his father.” 

“Do I…” Bree threw her hands up. “I cannot believe we are having this discussion 
now. Yes, I do. Michael is his father, and I don’t want you to take that place in his eyes 



whether you mean to do it or not. I feel like it would be betraying him to have a Dardano 
be a father figure in Will’s life.” 

Alessandro shook his head. “Wow. Well I did ask the question didn’t I?” 

“Now I’m the one who’s not finished,” Bree tossed back. “But what I think 
doesn’t matter. Will thinks of you that way, and my son has lost too much to lose 
someone else that he loves, so if he wants to call you ‘daddy’, then yes, that’s fine.” 

“Obviously,” Alessandro said sarcastically. 

Bree moved closer to him, trying to calm the whirl of emotions that seemed to be 
a constant state in her heart. She reached out and grabbed his arms, looking up at him. “I 
mean it, Alessandro. Will needs you in his life, and he thinks of you as a father. I won’t 
ruin that for him. You make him happy, so if that’s the role you wanna play in his life, 
I…I won’t stop you,” Bree decided. 

“And what about the role I want to play in his mother’s life?” he asked, his voice 
husky with barely restrained desire. 

Bree raised an eyebrow. “Jury’s still out.” 

Alessandro smiled and nodded. “All right then. I’ll see you in a few minutes.” 

“Where are you going?” Bree asked as he followed her out of the study. 

“Cold shower.” 

**** 

Will curled up excitedly between them. “My mommy’s bed is wewwy big, huh?” 

“That it is,” Alessandro said giving Bree a look that told her he was imagining all 
the different things he wanted to do to her in this ‘wewwy big’ bed. 

“So how come you sleep here now?” 

“Because I wanted to spend some time with you, little one,” 

“I nod little. I’m a big boy,” 

“Oh, my mistake,” Alessandro said his eyes lighting in a way Bree didn’t see 
often. That indulgent smile was for Will only. The smiles he gave her were very different. 

“I can do my ABC’s. Wanna hear dem?” Will asked. 



“I surely would,” Alessandro said, propping his head up on his elbow. 

“Oh, lord,” Bree buried her face in her pillow, knowing what was coming. 

“Aee,Bee,Cee Dee,Eee, F, Gee, H, I Jay, Kay, Yellow,Yellow Pee!” Will declared 
dissolving into giggles at his own joke. 

Alessandro burst out laughing in surprise and met Bree’s laughing gaze. 

“In’t dat so funny? My oder daddy taught me dat,” 

Alessandro’s smile softened. “Will, I wanted to talk to you about something,” 

“Okay,” 

“If you want to call me daddy sometimes. I’d like that very much,” 

Will gave him a beaming grin. “Wewwy?” 

“Wewwy,” Alessandro replied with a laugh. 

“Good, cause I don’ tink my oder daddy would mind. He no here and so he would 
wan me to have a daddy down here. I tink you make a good one.” Will said, snuggling 
closer to him. “Night, daddy.” 

“Goodnight, little one.” He kissed the top of Will’s head and looked across at 
Bree, his eyes shining. 

She mouthed ‘thank you’, and he mouthed ‘thank you’ back. 

“Daddy, can I ask you a question?” 

“Sure,” 

"How da baby get in mommy?” 

“Good night, Will,” Bree insisted, nudging her son’s back. 

“What? I wanna know. Was it just like magic? Just poof! Der’s da baby,” 

“Yes,” Alessandro replied, holding Bree’s gaze. “It was absolute magic,” 

“Hmph,” Will grumbled. “I don tink you growed ups know eder,” 

“Goodnight, Will,” they both replied in unison. 



**** 

“What’s that?” Bree asked watching as Alessandro carried in a bag with what 
appeared to be a bat sticking out of it. On closer inspection, it seemed to be made of foam. 
Her attention was quickly diverted by the overpowering smell of something delicious in 
the box he was carrying as well. 

“This is bribery,” Alessandro replied holding up the box, “And this is for my own 
protection,” he explained, holding up the bag with the bat. “Wood would just make a 
bloody mess of my skull.” 

“Hi daddy!” Will said exuberantly. “Sunting smells yummy!” 

“That would be dinner, young William,” Alessandro announced walking towards 
the kitchen and setting the box on the island. 

Bree and Will followed him into the kitchen. “Right, and why would I want to 
bash your skull in? I mean, besides the whole, ‘Dardano holding me hostage’ thing,” 

“Well, I heard that the foam bats are good for stress relief. Though I can think of 
many far enjoyable ways to relieve stress,” Alessandro said, winking at her. 

Bree bit back a smile and tried not to blush. 

“Like what?” Will asked. 

“I mean, seriously, Alessandro. We have to talk about what yours plan is here. 
You can’t keep us locked up here forever.” 

“Nor do I intend to. Just until I find…” his voice trailed off as he looked down at 
Will. “Just until I do what I need to,” 

“What you gonna do?” Will asked. 

“This conversation is not over,” Bree insisted. 

“Hence the bat,” Alessandro explained. 

“Now would you open that box already,” Bree pleaded reaching for it. 

“Remember I mentioned a dish from back home? Bangers and Mash? Well, this 
isn’t nearly as delicious as the way they make it back in London, but it’s the closest I 
could come to it in New York,” He opened the box with a flourish. “Take a whiff, 
darling,” 



Bree looked into the box and her mouth watered at the mess of mashed potatoes, 
gravy and sausages all on one large plastic tray. 

“Dat looks gwoss,” Will stated. “But mmmm, smells yummy.” 

“God, does it ever,” Bree agreed. 

Alessandro smiled and reached into the cupboards for plates and cutlery. 

Bree grabbed a fork and dug in, letting the starchy smoothness, bathed in savory 
gravy slide down her throat. She followed it with a bite of spicy, slightly crispy sausage. 
She closed her eyes in utter bliss. “Oh, God, I think I just came.” 

Alessandro’s eyes flickered hungrily at her expression. 

“Came where?” Will asked. 

Alessandro and Bree shared a secret smile as she dished up dinner for her little 
boy. 

After another two days in the hidden wing of the Dardano mansion and many, 
many, many SpongeBob viewings, Bree was climbing the walls and said as much to 
Alessandro on his way to work one morning. 

“Well, if you’re bored darling, you should start planning the wedding,” he 
explained on his way out the door. He was always sure to lock it behind him. 

He loved her, but no way did he trust her. 

“THE WHAT????” Bree demanded. 



Chapter Twenty Six 

That evening she was waiting for him, fury and disbelief churning through her, the bat in 
her hands. 

“What the hell was that this morning?” Bree asked as Alessandro walked in at the 
end of the day. 

What?” Alessandro asked blankly, setting dinner on the island. 

Bree tried to ignore the delicious smell and remember that she was furious at the 
man. 

“Mommy say you crazy. She no gonna marry you if you da last man on da earf,” 
Will explained. “Who’s Lorenna Bobbit, daddy?” 

Her son, the snitch. 

Alessandro stared at Bree shocked and with a look of such confused innocence 
that she grabbed the bat behind her back a little tighter. Then realization dawned. “Oh, 
that? Well of course, darling. I mean, don’t you think we’ve waited long enough?” 

“No. No, as a matter of fact, I don’t. I have no intention of marrying you. Have 
you forgotten who you are?” 

“Well, now you’re just being silly, Brianna. Why put off the inevitable? Could 
you grab the glasses from the cupboard, love?” 

He was acting like it was no big deal, asking her to spit in her family’s face like 
this. 

“I don’t want to marry you,” Bree explained. 

“Why on earth not?” Alessandro asked. 

“Are you kidding me? Why?” 



“Forgive me, but I was under the impression that you and I had turned a new 
corner in our relationship,” He leaned in close and whispered in her ear, “And if I 
remember correctly, we reached it right here on this very island, didn’t we?” 

Bree shivered at the memory but lifted the bat and hit him with it. “Would you 
focus please? Why do you have to keep pushing? You keep pushing at me until I give in 
and once I do, you push me even further. Why can’t things just stay the way they are?” 

“Because I know you, Brianna. Once we get out of here, back in the real world, 
you’ll be back to keeping me at arm’s length. You can’t handle me in the real world. Here, 
we’re safe, right? Your family doesn’t have to know anything, and you can just live in 
this bubble.” 

“Safe? Are you kidding me?” Bree asked, wanting to ignore the truth of his words. 
“In the Dardano mansion? That’s like saying the chickens are safe in the fox hole for 
God’s sake.” 

Bree rubbed her temples, feeling a headache coming on. “I don’t want to marry 
you because we don’t work, Alessandro. You’re right about one thing. Here, yes, we 
work, but that goes both ways. Out there, you are still Bernardo’s son. You still dance to 
his tune. Out there, you are my family’s enemy.” 

“So marry me and let’s end the feud,” 

“I can’t do that.” 

“Won’t,” Alessandro snapped. 

“All right, fine. I won’t,” Bree nodded. “Whatever I feel or don’t feel for you, I 
don’t want to be a part of your family. I don’t want to be a Dardano,” 

“I do,” Will piped up enthusiastically. 

Bree couldn't help the feeling of searing betrayal at the innocent remark. “You’re 
a Donovan, Will. You will always be a Donovan,” she snapped. 

Will stared at her with much too serious eyes for a four year old, and his lower lip 
quivered as he stared down into his plate. 

Bree felt awful, and Alessandro looked at her, anger apparent in his eyes. 

“That was uncalled for. Not to mention mean.” 



Bree glared at him. He was right, but it galled her that he was painting himself as 
the good guy. She threw the bat on the floor and stormed into her bedroom, slamming the 
door shut. 

A few seconds later, Alessandro burst in with her dinner plate. “You can sulk all 
you want, but you’re not skipping dinner.” 

“I am not a child, Alessandro,” Bree seethed, scrambling off her bed to glare up at 
him. 

“Then stop acting like one. And here, I brought you this to drink. It’s a vitamin 
shake, good for the baby.” 

Bree stared at the hideous looking thick, green mixture. “No way in hell am I 
drinking that.” 

“Yes, you are. Now I’m just furious enough to pour it down your throat if you 
push me, Brianna,” 

“Fuck you,” 

His eyes flashed angrily. “Oh, believe me, when the right moment presents itself I 
will have you on your back with your legs wrapped around me. But first, you’re going to 
eat and you’re going to drink.” 

“And you ask me why I don’t want to marry you?” Bree demanded, her hands on 
her hips. “You’re an overbearing, dominating son of a bitch who has been spoon fed 
everything you’ve ever wanted. Now a woman tells you no and the poor little rich boy is 
seething!” 

He smiled at her, even as his eyes glinted dangerously, making something dark 
and primal stir in her. She didn’t doubt that if it wasn’t for Will, he’d have probably 
fucked her right on that island. Or maybe up against it, bending her over as her pregnant 
belly presented a bit of an impediment for him to mount her. He’d mount her from behind, 
like an animal. Bree took a deep shaky breath at the mental image. 

“My goodness, do you ever need to get fucked, my exquisite love. All that 
untapped tension is playing havoc with your hormones. We tried doing this your way, 
darling,” he said smoothly, his eyes hard. 

“My way? This was never my way. I give you an inch and you take a mile. I’m 
the one that’s supposed to betray my family. I’m the one that is supposed to sacrifice my 
normal life, my safety,” 



“You will never have to worry about safety. Being a Dardano will buy you all the 
security you’ll ever need.” 

Bree shook her head and threw her hands up. “Being a Dardano will put the bulls 
eye on my back, you asshole,” 

“Really, darling, once you become Mrs. Dardano, we’re going to have to work on 
cleaning up that saucy mouth of yours. At least in public,” Alessandro purred, tapping her 
nose. 

Bree saw red. But she smiled at him. She took the plate from him and set it down 
on the vanity table. Then she took the vitamin shake, pulled out the waistband of his 
pants and poured it down inside.    

Alessandro pulled back, squeezing his eyes shut at the obvious discomfort of the 
liquid going down his pants. Bree warred between satisfaction and a nervous tightness in 
the pit of her stomach that told her she might have pushed him too far. He gave her a tight 
smile and grabbed her arm. 

“You’re going to go into the kitchen and get a washcloth. Then you’re to come 
back here and clean me off. Yourself. Personally,” Alessandro breathed against her face. 

“Like hell,” she whispered back. Easy, O’Reiley. Rein it in. Remember who you’re 
talking to here. 

He smiled at her and left the room. 

Bree sagged in relief and started to get ready for bed. She wasn’t all that hungry 
after taking a whiff of that foul vitamin drink. She was about to come out to tuck Will 
into bed when Alessandro stormed back into her bedroom. 

“Very well, we can do things the hard way then.” He dug his fingers into her 
upper arm and dragged her out of her bedroom. 

“What the hell are you-“ 

“And you keep your voice down or so help me I will spank that luscious ass of 
yours.” 

Bree stared at him and couldn’t make a coherent response to that other than a 
squeak. 

“I’ve just put Will to bed. Mummy has a headache and has turned in early.” 
Alessandro pulled her into the bathroom. 



“How dare you-“ 

Alessandro grabbed the shower head down from the wall and turned the water on, 
directing the spray at Bree so that in a few seconds she was completely soaked. 

“There, now we’re both uncomfortable.” 

“You’re insane!” Bree shrieked, pulling her damp hair off her face. 

“No, darling. I’m a Dardano,” Alessandro explained, looking down at her. He 
unbuttoned his pants and started pulling off his clothes. 

“What the…what are you doing?” Bree asked, watching more and more skin be 
revealed. 

“Cleaning up. I suggest you do the same.” 

“I’m not dirt-“ 

And with that, he proceeded to dump a bottle of baby powder over her head. 

“There. Now we’re on equal footing.” 

Bree coughed through the haze of powder and struck out at him with her fists. 
“You son of a bitch! What the hell is wrong with you?” 

“What is wrong with me? For months I’ve been letting you call the shots in this 
relationship, playing a veritable monk while you decided if I was worthy of being in your 
life. You know what, Brianna? No more!” 

“A monk! You’ve been fucking Rebecca Malford this whole time! I have more 
pride than to play sloppy seconds to that shrew!” 

“And it just drove you nuts didn’t it?” Alessandro asked smiling. “Knowing that 
she was getting what you wanted all this time. Me. I could see the hatred in your eyes 
every time you looked at her. Imagining her hands on me, my hands on her.” Alessandro 
pressed himself against her as close as he could. 

“That hatred was there long before you, Alessandro. It had nothing to do with 
you.” 

He bore his eyes into hers. “What you don’t understand, Sunshine, is that she was 
the one playing sloppy second to you. Every time I was with her, Brianna.” He grabbed 



the back of her head, his fingers digging into her wet, dirty hair. “Every time I touched 
her, fucked her, I imagined it was you.” 

Bree tried to pull away from him, but his grip in her hair tightened. “I don’t want 
to hear this.” 

“Oh, but you’re going to, Brianna. Cause I am through playing this your way, 
catering to your little tantrums. Now. You and I are going to get married, and that is the 
final word on the subject because I love you and you love me, and I’m not letting you 
throw us away because you’re too afraid, or you feel too guilty or your family keeps 
interfering.” 

“I hate you!” Bree struggled against him. “Get your goddamned hands off me.” 

“Oh, no, baby. Not anymore. My hands are staying on you because you’re mine. 
My hands are going to touch every part of you because you’re mine. My hands are going 
to fuck every part of you because you’re mine. This body has been mine since the 
moment I saw you, and I’m done depriving myself of what is rightfully mine,” He 
grabbed her and kissed her hard. His tongue thrusting into her mouth possessively. 

Bree tried to struggle but his mouth was playing havoc with her senses. Her pussy 
gushed, making her as wet as the rest of her, in spasm around a memory of his cock. 

No! She was furious. She didn’t want this. She did. Oh God. She wanted this. He 
released her enough to turn and put the shower head back in and threw a wet shower 
sponge at her. 

“Clean up the mess you made. First with this. And then with your mouth.” 

She backed away from the sponge. “No!” she shot back defiantly. 

“Oh, yes, darling. I’m calling the shots tonight. You’re going to suck me, and then 
I’m going to fuck this body that belongs to me.” 

His words were painting dark, erotic pictures in her mind. God, how could he do 
this to her, make her so wet without even touching her when she just wanted him to leave 
her alone. 

But you don’t want him to leave you alone. You want him. His cock. His mouth. His 
fingers. On you. In you. 

“I’m not sucking your cock. Fuck you,” 



“Oh, you are, my little defiant, delicious bitch. Or I’m keeping you here forever, 
spread eagled and tied to MY bed…and do you know what I’m going to do to you every 
night when I get home from work? I’m going to fuck you.” 

“Kidnap and rape?” Bree said, raising her arm to slap him, but he caught her 
wrist. 

“We both know it wouldn’t be rape, darling.” Alessandro purred, cupping a full 
breast and pinching a nipple, deceptively gentle. “You’d be waiting for me, my love.” He 
ran his mouth down the side of her face, running his hand down over her belly, lifting her 
skirt to touch her pussy. “And you’d be wet for me always,” he dipped a finger inside of 
her. “And you’d beg me to fuck you,” he bit her earlobe. “And I’d make you come, and 
come, and come.” He pumped his finger in her pussy, punctuating his words until she 
was shaking, on the verge of a shocking orgasm, imagining herself spread eagled, tied to 
the bed as he pumped her full of the cock she so wanted. 

“Now get on your knees,”  

Her pride demanded she disobey him but her body was moving down, her body 
was opening, clutching, wanting. Her eyes blazed fury and desire at him as she took the 
sponge and put her hands on him. It was just sex she wanted, Bree told herself. Her 
hormones were in overdrive, it had been too long. 

But her heart told her that if any man had been put in front of her, she wouldn’t 
want him. She wanted this man. This body, this cock. Bree heard him suck in his breath 
at the feel of her fingers. She stroked the soft skin. Velvet steel that was already achingly 
hard. She ran the sponge under the running shower head and then squeezed the warm 
water over his cock. He pulled back and stepped into the bathtub. 

“This is gonna be messy. Get in here,” Alessandro ordered. She took her 
submissive position in the tub and washed his cock and thighs clean. “Now suck me. 
Suck me into your mouth, that beautiful mouth.” 

Bree’s mouth watered, wanting to taste him, and the sound he made as she sucked 
him in made her shiver in pleasure. She tightened her lips around his thick shaft, pumping 
him with her mouth. Bree wanted him as mindless, as desperate as he always made her. 

“While you fuck me with that delicious mouth, I want you to fuck your pussy 
with your fingers.” 

She lifted her gaze to him. He pooled water in his hands and poured it over her 
head, cleaning her as well. 



“Do it,” Alessandro ordered. “I want to watch you come. I want to hear you 
come.” 

Bree’s pussy was practically throbbing and she jumped, moaning as her fingers 
dipped into the wet folds. 

“And when you come, I want you to know that my cock is gonna be there soon. 
I’m not waiting anymore. I’m taking my pussy.” 

Bree whimpered. 

“Fuck my little pussy. Fuck it like you want me to fuck it,” Alessandro groaned, 
throwing his head back under the spray of water arching against her before taking a deep 
breath and continuing to watch her. 

Bree stroked her folds with her fingers, so close, her body tightening in a vise-like 
grip around her fingers. She pumped her fingers in time to the back and forth of her 
mouth. With her free hand, she tightened her grip on his cock, reaching back and cupping 
his sac, squeezing just tight enough to make him swear. 

“I’m gonna fuck you so hard. You’ve kept me waiting a long time, Brianna. 
You’re going to have to pay for that, my darling.” Alessandro promised. “But I know 
you’ve been waiting too, haven’t you? Waiting and wanting. I see it when you look…oh 
fuck…” he swelled thicker in her mouth and Bree knew he was close. She sucked harder. 
“Yes….oh fuck…yes…I see it when you look at me, baby. You’re dying for me to fuck 
you again. Your eyes practically burn with desire for me, and it makes me so hard. You 
touch yourself don’t you, when you’re in bed, my little one? Like you’re touching 
yourself now. You’ve never forgotten, have you? How fucking good it was between 
us…Oh God…Fuckin’ ell…I’m gonna come…Suck me…so good,” 

He came with a growl of her name, fast and thick down her throat. He shook with 
the force of it, and Bree felt a euphoric burst of triumph that had her coming too. She 
released him as she whimpered her orgasm, her muscles clutching tight around her 
fingers. 

“Now, get up and sit that beautiful ass on the edge of the tub,” Alessandro 
demanded. 

“No. I did what you wanted, now leave me alone,” Bree insisted even though her 
orgasm had left her unsatisfied. She wanted like a hungry, desperate animal, but still, her 
pride reared its ugly head. 



Alessandro grabbed her roughly and set her down on the edge, spreading her legs. 
“Beg me to eat you,” 

“Fuck you,” Bree hissed. 

Alessandro’s fingers dug into her thighs, almost painfully. There’d be bruises 
there tomorrow, and Bree knew she would look at them and become aroused. “Beg me to 
lick your pussy. I know you want my mouth, Brianna. I can see your pussy begging for 
my tongue.” He spread her pussy lips wide open before his eyes, and Bree couldn’t 
breathe for the want racing through her veins. “Your pussy wants me, even if your pride 
chafes at the knowledge. You want me to take you. You want to be taken,” his breath was 
hot against her pussy lips. “You want to be taken hard. Ridden hard like a beautiful 
horse.” 

“And what are you supposed to be? The arrogant stallion?” Bree choked as her 
pussy gushed a little. 

“It terrifies you, what you know we have,” Alessandro kissed the inside of her 
thighs, making her shiver. He licked at the moisture already gathered there. “The 
wildness in you scares you, doesn’t it? That dark, wild part of yourself. But you know, 
Brianna. I love it. I love all of you, including that wild, free part of yourself you show to 
no one, just me. Because I take it. I’m greedy for you. For the wildness that lives inside 
of you, that only I can pull out of you. Give in, submit to it. To me. Beg me to set it free. 
Beg me to pull it out of you, to make you burn and show you that I’m the only one who 
can do it. Beg me to fuck your pussy with my tongue,” 

“Do it,” Bree pleaded shaking, hungry. 

“Say ‘please, Alessandro, please fuck my pussy with your tongue’” 

Bree trembled, silent. She’d dreamt this once, hadn’t she? How could he know? 
How could he know the things she dreamed about in the deepest parts of her soul? 

‘Tell me you’ll do anything I want. Do anything to please me if I’ll just fuck you 
with me tongue,” 

Bree couldn’t speak, the urge to hold his head and fuck herself against him 
burning through her blood. 

He reached back and smacked her ass. Bree jumped, startled and her pussy was 
shaking. 

“Yes,” she moaned. 



“Yes what?” he pressed. 

How did he know? Bree wondered desperately. “Fuck me, please…with your 
tongue,” 

Alessandro pulled back to smile at her and then dived in, thrusting his tongue 
inside of her pussy and curling it upward in a beckoning motion. 

She was coming in seconds, grabbing his hair, fucking his face with her pussy. 
Trying not to scream. Coming…coming….coming. 

She would have sagged backwards but his arms were around her, holding her and 
then he was pulling her upwards and turning her away from him. 

“You remember this, don’t you?” Alessandro purred in her ear, rubbing the head 
of his cock up and down her drenched center. 

Bree gripped the wall in anticipation. The water cascaded over them in a warm 
spray. 

“How I’ve missed fucking this pussy. FUCK!” he cried out as he pushed into her 
from behind in one upward lunge. 

Bree screamed at the mindless pleasure of his cock impaling her brutally. 

“I’m never letting you go, Brianna. You’re mine. To fuck as often as I want, 
forever. Never letting you go. You’ll have to kill me to release you. I’ll kill you before I 
let you go,” Alessandro hissed in her ear, thrusting hard. “Do you understand?” 

It should scare her. His words should terrify her, but they didn’t. She wanted him 
to claim her, to own her, body, mind and soul so that she would rather die than be without 
him. 

He snapped his hips against her, fucking her faster. Pulling the wild living thing 
out of her so that she was arching back, tears filling her eyes as she gave into the freedom 
of being taken, ridden, punished. 

“Beautiful. God, so beautiful,” he groaned into her hair as he fucked her harder. 
His fingers came around to stroke her clitoris, and Bree was sagging against him, shaking, 
pushing back to take more. 

“More,” she begged, the word escaping from the very depths of her soul. 
“Please…please…Oh….” 



He rubbed her clitoris fast, in time to his thrusts. He stopped to pinch it lightly and 
she was coming, squeezing his cock so he felt bigger inside of her, harder, like beautiful 
pounding steel. 

He didn’t let her rest, but fucked her towards another orgasm, pushing her higher 
and higher. He was impossibly thick, impossibly long, filling her, deeper, reaching parts 
of her she didn’t know could feel him. She felt him pushing, pounding against her very 
womb. Briefly she wondered if the baby could feel him. 

“I’m gonna come….gonna come…” he panted into her damp hair. 

“Yes…” Bree pleaded. She arched against his chest, the water against her face. “I 
want to feel it. Give me your come. Give it to me,” The words were coming from a deep, 
dark part of her. That part of her was running free. 

“Tell me you love me,” Alessandro growled into her ear, grabbing her hair and 
pulling back as he fucked her, his cock pumping, shoving back and forth in hungry, 
punishing thrusts. 

“Oh yes…Oh God….fuck, Alessandro…Love you….love you….fuck me,” Bree 
shivered. “Fuck me,” 

“So good,” Alessandro groaned. Giving one…two…three….four  hard thrusts 
before exploding into her in hot, thick spurts. 

“You know why?” Alessandro gasped in her hair as he fucked his orgasm into her 
body. “Cause I own this body. I own your soul,” 

“Yes,” Bree cried, coming against him a final time. 

“And you own mine,” Alessandro moaned against her.   



Chapter Twenty Seven 

“I promise not to name you Beaufort or something horrendous like that. Bernardo wants 
Giovanni. I imagine you’ll come out a girl just to spite him, won’t you, my little one?” 
Bree woke to Alessandro’s low voice, his hand stroking her belly. 

He’d carried her into her bedroom and gently laid her down, such a sharp contrast 
with the violence with which he had taken her. 

Vulnerable, she’d turned to him and asked him to stay, drifting off to sleep as he 
wrapped himself around her. She felt as if she was floating in some peaceful but lucid 
state. She drifted in and out, feeling his mouth in her hair, his hands on her body. At 
times, she felt her baby fluttering inside of her. She could almost think it was in response 
to Alessandro’s voice. 

“You know your daddy loves you, don’t you? I promise that nothing in this world 
will ever harm you. Nothing. Not as long as there is breath in my body. Nothing will hurt 
you, or your mummy, or your big brother.” 

Bree stayed still, not wanting to disturb him. His voice was so low. So soothing 
that Bree could almost feel herself drifting off again. 

“I wonder if I’ll know what to do when you come out? I mean, I’ve read the 
books, but…How could such a tiny creature be so very frightening? I’m afraid I’ll muck 
it up somehow. But you’re lucky cause you have Brianna for your mummy. I don’t really 
remember mine. I think she loved me though. I promise I’ll never take you away from 
your mummy. I know she’s afraid of what we feel for each other. Wanna know a secret, 
little one? Sometimes it scares me too. How easy we can hurt each other. But I’ll do my 
best for you. For her. I’ll try my best to be better and be a good daddy for you and your 
big brother. And be a better man for your mummy.” 

Bree’s eyes burned behind her eyelids. Sometimes she felt that if there was no 
outside world she and Alessandro could be so happy together. They’d been in paradise in 
the abandoned house. And here, ironic as it was to be in the Dardano mansion, she felt 
the same. Like they were in their own little world. Her defenses were down enough that 
she wished…she wished they could stay here, where nothing else mattered but how this 
man made her feel. 



She opened her eyes to find him looking at her, and the air in the room suddenly 
changed. Alessandro leaned down and kissed her lightly. “Don’t send me back to the 
study,” he said. 

“I don’t want you to go back,” Bree admitted, though a tiny part of her fear 
cracked through the blissful moment and whispered ‘yet.’ She kept the word back behind 
her lips. 

He kissed her more deeply, his hand reaching up to cover her breast. He shifted 
his body to make room for her belly. Bree briefly wished she wasn’t pregnant so that she 
could feel the weight of his body on hers again. 

But then his hands moved down to her belly and the baby inside greeted him with 
a small movement. 

“Good God, but I can’t get enough of you,” Alessandro whispered moving to his 
side. He took her leg and draped it over his hip, opening her up to him. He shifted his 
body so that his cock was poised at her entrance. He looked at her, stroking her face with 
his free hand. “Do you know what you do to me, Brianna? Do you have any idea?” 

“I think so,” Bree admitted, her body wet and warm. 

 “Sometimes, I think I love you so much it’ll drive me to insanity. Say the words 
again, darling.” 

Bree shivered, feeling the head of his cock teasing her pussy. She nodded. “I love 
you,” She kept her eyes on him, pushing reality out and letting herself revel in how he 
made her feel. 

He pushed into her with a groan, thrusting all the way in. His touch was gentle 
now, but no less passionate. The baby inside of Bree moved again and Alessandro 
stopped, staring down at her belly. 

“Do you think…well...” He was suddenly blushing. “Does he…know?” 

Bree bit back a laugh. “No. He just knows his mommy feels good.” She moved 
her hips and whimpered a little when he hit a particularly sweet spot. The baby fluttered 
again and Alessandro smiled. 

“Thank you,” he whispered, his hand drifting down to stroke the swollen bundle 
of nerves at her center. “Thank you for letting me be a part of this. Of him.” 



“You are a part of him. No matter what,” Bree pointed out, shivering as the 
powerful sensations, emotions, too good to analyze too closely barrelled through her. Her 
mouth moved to his shoulder, biting softly as he moved inside of her, gently, bringing 
tears to her eyes. This man, so violent, so gentle. How she loved them both. She supposed 
that’s how she knew she really did love him. She loved both sides of him. He took her 
hard, and he took her softly. 

And she trusted him enough to let herself be taken. 

“Oh, God, Alessandro…Feels so good. More….More….Don’t stop,” Bree 
whispered, moving with him. 

He pulled her closer. Moving a bit faster. Her pussy clenched him greedily, 
feeling the beginning stirrings of her orgasm. 

She ran her tongue over the soft bite marks, nuzzling his neck. 

“My God, Brianna…” he groaned, and she could feel his cock getting thicker, 
hitting deeper. He reached up, caressing her breasts, her nipples. 

Bree was in a warm fog of pleasure, his thrusts sending delicious surges through 
her blood. She reached down to grab his ass, meeting his eyes and pulling him in deeper, 
grinding her pussy over him, whimpering as he fucked her with increasing speed before 
she was sent breathless and moaning over the edge. 

“Yes,” she cried softly, digging her nails into his skin. “Oh fuuuuucccck yes,” she 
moaned. 

Alessandro pushed in twice more and then she felt him release deep inside of her 
in thick warm jets. 

The baby inside of her responded to the contractions of her body. The three of 
them bound this way, it felt like acceptance. It felt like love. 

“Oh, God, I can feel him,” Alessandro moaned, his body bucking with his 
orgasm. 

It felt like the purest communion. 

**** 

Bree opened her eyes to see a familiar Spiderman pajama clad thigh. She yawned 
and stretched looking up in confusion at Will’s smiling face. 



“Morning, Mommy,” he said. The man on his opposite side stirred. 

“What are you doing here, Will? Did you have another bad dream?” 

“Nope. I make bekfas,” he scrambled off the bed and pointed to the tray on the 
vanity table. 

Bree sat up as quickly as her swollen belly would allow, remembering to cover 
her naked body with the blanket at the last minute, visions of the burning kitchen in her 
head, but she didn’t smell smoke. She tried to move off the bed, afraid as Will handled 
the tray that he was going to drop it. “Wait, honey.” 

“S’ okay, mommy. I could did it.” 

Alessandro stretched his long frame on the bed and Bree took a second to 
appreciate his bare chest. 

“Hold it, mommy,” Will said, relinquishing the tray to Bree as he climbed back 
onto the bed. “Hi, daddy,” 

“Morning, Will,” Alessandro said rubbing his eyes, his black hair tousled. He sent 
Bree a sleepy, satisfied smile that made her feel warm inside. 

She looked down at the two bowls on the tray and her stomach lurched nervously. 
What the…? 

“What’s this? Breakfast in bed?” 

“Yeah…uh…” Bree tried to identify what exactly was in the bowls. Fruit 
Loops…milk…whole strawberries…mustard…and…good God…ketchup. Two Oh 
Henry bars sticking out of each end of the bowl and the whole thing topped rather 
artistically with marshmallows. 

“Good God,” Alessandro remarked sitting up. 

Will handed Bree and then Alessandro a spoon. Bree stared at the spoon and then 
at Alessandro. 

“I did good?” Will asked. 

“Uh…” Both of them said at the same time. The ketchup and sweet sugary scent 
of the Fruit Loops were warring in Bree’s nose. She looked over at Alessandro, unsure of 
what to do. No way in hell did she want to eat this travesty. But Will had gone to such 



trouble and looked so ridiculously proud of himself that Bree didn’t have the heart not to 
eat it. 

Gads, sometimes being a mom sucked. 

Alessandro looked like he was just realizing this negative aspect of parenting as 
he used his spoon to sift through everything in his bowl. “Bleedin’ Christ,” he whispered, 
studying the various ingredients. 

“Thank you so much for doing this, Will. This was so nice of you,” Bree 
remarked. 

“I know,” Will replied. “Taste it, mommy. I bet ‘is good.” 

“Well, where’s yours?” Alessandro asked holding his bowl a little further away 
from him. 

“I want pancakes,” Will informed him. “But I don’ know how to make dat. And 
mommy don’t let me use da ‘tove.” 

“Lucky bastard,” Alessandro grumbled low beneath his breath, but Bree shot him 
a sympathetic look to let him know she heard him. 

“After you, mummy,” Alessandro said motioning to Bree. 

She widened her eyes, glaring at him. But she forced a smile. “No, no, you should 
go first,” 

“I wouldn’t dream of it. Ladies first after all,” 

“You should bof taste it at da same time,” Will suggested. 

“Good idea, Will,” Bree said, looking down into her bowl and thinking it was 
anything but. Bree looked over at Alessandro and raised her spoon. “Bottoms up?” she 
asked, waiting for Alessandro to raise his spoon too. 

Will bounced excitedly. 

They both dug their spoons into the God awful cereal and lifted it to their mouths 
at the same time. 

And Bree was sure she wore the identical expression of horror and disgust as 
Alessandro did, but God bless him, when Will looked at him, he quickly schooled his 
features to a happy smile. 



If Bree wasn’t about ready to throw up at the mix of sweet and sour in her mouth, 
she could have appreciated the sweetness of Alessandro not wanting to hurt Will’s 
feelings. 

“Good, right?” Will asked turning to look at Bree. 

“Mmmm,” both she and Alessandro lied at the same time. It took all her 
willpower to swallow the gooey ketchup and mustard covered cereal. I love my 
sonIlovemysonIlovemyson. It was a miracle she didn’t vomit. 

Poor Alessandro looked positively green. 

Bree tried to clean out her mouth with her tongue. “I tell you what, sweetie. Why 
don’t you go into the living room and watch TV for a while and mommy and Alessandro 
will finish this up, and then I’ll make you some pancakes.” 

“Deal,” Will said, climbing down off the bed. 

When they were sure he was out of eye sight, both Bree and Alessandro 
shuddered and slid the bowls under the bed, burying their faces in the pillows to block out 
the horrible culinary experience. 

“That little boy should be barred from the kitchen, permanently,” Alessandro said. 

“You’re telling me,” Bree gagged.  

Alessandro leaned into kiss her but hesitated, remembering what they both had 
just put in their mouths. “I love you, but no,” he decided. 

Will was waiting on the couch as they walked out. “Did you like it, mommy?” 

“Delicious,” Bree lied. 

“Did you like it, daddy?” Will asked as Alessandro came up behind her. 

“Incomparable,” Alessandro replied. 

Will looked confused. “I don’ know what dat big word means,” 

“It means we both love you very much,” Bree leaned down and kissed the top of 
his head. 

“Look mommy, dat lady’s bald!” Will pointed to the TV where Britney Spears 
was shaving her head. 



Bree shook her head and reached over to change the channel to something less 
ludicrous. Bugs Bunny getting his finger blown off with dynamite seemed like a safer 
bet. 

“I wanna be bald, mommy.” 

“No you don’t,” Bree said. 

“I don’t?” Will asked. 

“No, girls like guys with hair.” 

“Ew, girls have cooties!” 

“Thanks buddy,” Bree said as Alessandro worked behind her, grabbing a frying 
pan. 

“Mommy, don’ be silly. You nod a girl, you a mommy.” 

“Oh, so that’s the difference,” Bree remarked wryly. 

Alessandro came up behind her and ran a hand down the curve of her ass. 
“Definitely not a girl,” he whispered. 

“Mommy, daddy, can we go ouside today?” Will asked. 

Bree turned to Alessandro with a raised eyebrow. 

Alessandro’s smile faltered, and he moved towards Will on the couch, setting the 
pan down on the island. He took a seat next to him. “Will, you remember what I told you 
about the bad men and how they were out there?” 

“Yep,” Will nodded. 

“Well, I wish you could go outside, but I haven’t caught the bad men yet. I just 
don’t want anything bad to happen to you or your mommy.” 

“But I’m bored,” Will replied. 

“I know, little one but I want you and your mother to stay safe. I’m doing 
everything I can to find Arturo and-“ 

“You pomise you gonna kill him bad?” Will asked. 



Bree’s eyes widened. Her little four year old boy should not have those thoughts 
in her head. 

“I promise it won’t be much longer,” 

“Alessandro,” Bree protested not liking the idea of Alessandro making promises 
he couldn’t keep. 

He met her gaze seriously. “I said I promise,” 

She gritted her teeth at Alessandro’s stubbornness. “Right, and in the meantime?” 

He obviously didn’t appreciate her lack of faith in him, but he forced a smile at 
Will. “I tell you what, Will. How would you like to go swimming in the Dardano pool?” 

“You have a singing pool?” Will asked, his face lighting up. 

“Yes, I do. How about later tonight we go swimming?” 

Will clapped. “Yay! Mommy, we go swinnnging!” 

Bree grabbed the frying pan and motioned a pretend swipe over Alessandro’s 
head. “Alessandro, can I talk to you for a second in the kitchen?” 

“Mommy, don’ get mad at Alessandro. I wanna go swinnnging!” 

“What are you doing?” Bree asked, lowering her voice and pulling Alessandro 
close to the sink, out of Will’s ear shot. 

“I’m confused, Brianna. I thought you would welcome the idea to get out of here 
for a little while,” 

“And then, what? Be locked up again? And what about Bernardo?” 

“What about Bernardo? He’s perfectly aware that you’re here.” 

“That’s not what I-“ Bree took a deep breath. “I don’t want my son coming into 
contact with that man-“ 

Alessandro scowled at her. “That man is my father, and he would never hurt 
Will.” 

Bree waved her hands in his face. “I don’t care. You love him, I get that, okay? 
But that does not change what he is. You don’t see it because you still see him through 
the eyes of a son, Alessandro. But I have to do what I have to in order to protect my son.” 



His scowl deepened. “If he wanted to hurt Will, he could have easily come here 
when I was at work, but no, he respected your feelings, and he allowed us to come 
together in our own time.” 

“As opposed to what? Dragging me up by my hair to the altar?” Bree asked. 

“Well that was his suggestion. I suggested a more diplomatic approach,” 

“Right, what was it? You told me to start planning the wedding. Now if that isn’t 
a hell of a romantic proposal. Which, while we’re on the subject, I am not marrying you. 
Not now, not ever, okay?” 

Alessandro took a deep breath and ran his hand over his neck. “Of course you are. 
We love each other. Why should we put off the inevitable?” 

“Who says it’s inevitable?” 

“You know, I thought this time would be different, Brianna but no, you’re pulling 
the same thing as always.” 

“What?” Brianna asked uneasily. 

“This. Every time we start to get close you bolt like a scared rabbit. Are you 
actually going to stand there and lie to me about your feelings?” 

“No,” Bree admitted. If she was honest with herself, she felt a little bit relieved at 
being that open at least. “No, I’m not changing how I feel. And how did we even get on 
this subject?” 

“We keep getting on this subject because you’re determined to fight what we feel 
for each other and how happy we could be.” 

“All I want is to keep my son away from Bernardo. Whatever you and I feel for 
each other comes second to that.” 

“Bernardo will stay out of your way when we go to the pool. Don’t worry about 
that,” Alessandro promised her, reaching for her hand. She almost pulled her hand away, 
but she decided not to press her luck. She still needed one more concession. 

“And while we’re on the subject of getting out of here. I’m about to start climbing 
the walls myself.  You’re suggesting we take a break from here. Then prove it. I’m up for 
another doctor’s appointment soon.” 



“I agree, but you’re not even supposed to be in New York City. No strong arming, 
no bulldozing, just plain fact, okay?” He reached down and cupped her face in his hands. 
“It’s not safe for you. I promise to figure something out about your medical visits, but 
please, just let me keep you safe. I’m not doing this for ego or to boss you around. I’m 
doing it because…” 

She actually felt him shudder, and he closed his eyes briefly. 

“If anything happened to you, Brianna, I would be a broken man. That’s the truth 
of the matter,” 

“Alessandro,” Bree sighed, unable to not be moved by his words. 

“If you were hurt in any way, it would kill me. It’s just inconceivable to me to not 
use everything in my power to protect you and Will and our baby.” 

“Dammit,” Bree sighed. “I can fight you when you’re angry but not when you get 
all…loving and logical on me.” 

He gave her a small smile and kissed her. 

“Dat’s good, daddy. Dat’s a better way den yelling all da time,” Will remarked on 
his knees on the couch, turned to the kitchen and watching them.   



Chapter Twenty Eight 

“See, now I could imagine that you’re covering my eyes to be all romantic, but seeing as 
we’re being held hostage here, I think you just don’t want us to see how to get around 
here.” Bree said as the sound of water filled her ears and the tangy smell of chlorine filled 
her nose. 

“You’re such a pessimist, darling,” Alessandro said guiding her. “Here we are.” 

Bree gasped at her surroundings after he lifted his hand away. The entire room 
looked like some kind of beautiful grotto. The floor was smooth grey stone, raised in 
some places. Flowers and plants sprouted up between a few stones and small boulders, 
the air was humid, but not uncomfortably warm. The water shone like smooth glass, and 
Bree could see clear to the stone floor beneath. 

“Wow,” Will exclaimed, looking around. 

“No kidding,” Bree whispered. “Now if you kept us locked down here…God 
Alessandro, it’s so beautiful,” 

“I’m glad you like it. I designed it myself. It reminds me of this grotto in Florence. 
A really peaceful place. I’ve dreamt of bringing you here for months,” 

Then Alessandro leaned in behind her. “Though in my dreams, we were alone,” 
he whispered. 

“Mommy, can we go in now?” 

“How deep is that?” Bree asked. It didn’t look deep to her, but Will was 
considerably shorter than the two of them. 

“Not to worry.” Alessandro, in delicious black swim trunks, went to the grey 
metal stairs that went into the water. “Shall we, young William?” He raised his arms for 
Will to jump into them. 

Will squealed but shuffled uncertainly. He looked over at his mother. 

“Go ahead,” Bree encouraged with a smile. 



Will rocked on his feet and then launched himself with a cry of delight into 
Alessandro’s arms. 

Bree took a moment to savor the picture of the two of them together before sliding 
into the water herself. “Ooooh God, does that ever feel good.” The water was cool but not 
frigid and felt like silk against her skin. 

Alessandro smiled at her, letting her know with his eyes that they would definitely 
be back here later on. 

She relaxed, letting the water carry her around as Alessandro and Will played. 

Alessandro was like a little child when he played with Will. All his sophistication 
and worldliness fell away, and there was an innocence to him that Bree couldn’t help 
adore. Alessandro would dunk Will’s head under the water and then let Will do the same 
to him. 

Bree found herself wondering what his childhood had been like. Once Bernardo 
took him after his mother died, had he had any happy childhood memories? Bernardo 
didn’t seem like the doting fatherly type. 

She felt the baby inside of her kicking, obviously enjoying himself. Her eyes flew 
open when she felt a splash of water on her face. 

Both Alessandro and Will wore identical guilty expressions. 

“Oh, you wanna play?” Bree asked scooping handfuls of water and throwing it at 
them, paddling her hands quickly so they didn’t have a chance to get her back.  

Alessandro and Will tried to defend themselves against Bree’s barrage but unable 
to retaliate, Alessandro dove under the water and then wrapped his arms around Bree’s 
waist, pulling her under for a second before they came up together, sputtering and 
laughing. Bree wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled her wet hair off her face. He 
winked at her, blinking the water out of his eyes. 

“You have the most beautiful smile, Brianna O’Reiley,” 

She should have corrected him with her married name, but Bree decided not to 
spoil the moment. “Ditto,” she replied. 

“You should do it more often,” Alessandro insisted. 

“Is that an order?” Bree asked arching an eyebrow. 



“I think I’ll make it one,” Alessandro replied with a grin. “And I know just how to 
enforce it.” 

He leaned in and kissed her, tenderly at first but with growing passion. 

“Okie, dat’s enough yuckies. Alessandro, play!” Will insisted. 

“Duty calls,” Alessandro whispered before dropping a kiss on her nose and letting 
her go. 

They spent another half hour in giddy wet bliss before Alessandro carried a sleepy 
Will into his bedroom and laid him down. 

“You’re so good with him,” Bree remarked, coming up behind him and kissing 
Alessandro’s back. 

“I didn’t think I would be,” Alessandro admitted. “Before Will, I didn’t even 
think I liked kids all that much. He just stole my heart.” 

“He does that,” Bree agree. “Did you grow up around a lot of kids?” 

“Sort of. But only in the sense that I went to boarding school with seven hundred 
of them,” Alessandro replied with a smile as they settled on the couch after drying off. 
“But there wasn’t much time for play. It was a pretty strict school. Wealthy parents 
determined to raise their kids to take over the world.” 

Alessandro leaned forward and flipped on the television. “Even sports were a 
battlefield more than a leisurely time.” 

“That makes me sad,” Bree admitted, leaning her head on his shoulder. 

“You shouldn’t be. It’s not like I know what I was missing.” 

“That’s why it’s sad,” Bree said. “I mean, growing up here with my brother, I 
wouldn’t have given up that time for anything.” 

“You two must be very close,” Alessandro said, and she didn’t miss the wistful 
note in his voice. 

“We are. He left New York City years ago after some personal heartbreak, but I 
can’t wait to have him back here someday.” 



She knew Alessandro couldn’t relate to that. His only sibling was Arturo 
and…well, neither one of them wanted to bring him up. Bree leaned in and kissed his 
cheek. 

“Will and this baby are going to be very lucky to have you.” 

Alessandro shrugged, clearly skeptical. “Thank you for saying so. You have no 
idea how much that means to me.” 

“What about Tina? Shes seems okay even if she is a Dardano," she remarked, 
referring to his cousin, the daughter of Bernardo's sister Roxanna who was married to a 
doctor and did her best to not be a part of the family business. 

"Thanks," he replied dryly. 

**** 

The next day Alessandro came at her after breakfast with another cup of that 
hideous vitamin drink. 

Bree stared at it and glared at him. 

“Uh oh,” Will said. 

“This time, you’re drinking it. Though if you insist on throwing it down my 
trousers again, I don’t mind making you clean it up in the least,” Alessandro smiled 
innocently at her, belying the incredibly sensual memories brought back by his words. 

Bree blushed furiously and grabbed the glass. She grimaced as she looked into the 
thick pale green mixture with flecks of yellow in it. “Do I want to know what this is made 
from?” 

“No, you don’t,” Alessandro assured her sympathetically. 

“You’re a mean, mean little boy and I hate you,” Bree grumbled, lifting the glass 
to her mouth. 

“No you don’t,” he repeated with a smile. 

Bree blew a raspberry at him and whimpered as she stared into the glass. 

“‘s okay mommy. I don’ like taking my medicine eder but is good fo you,” Was 
that smugness Bree heard in her four year old’s voice, revenge for all the hideous tasting 
medicines she made him take and the vegetables she made him eat? 



“It’s a milkshake. Just a green milkshake, lime milkshake with…God, let that be 
lemon,” Bree pleaded. 

Both Alessandro and Will wore identical expectant expressions. Chins rested on 
fists. 

Bree took a deep breath and forced the first sip past her lips. The texture was thick, 
grainy and though she’d never drunk paint thinner, she imagined this concoction was 
what paint thinner would taste like. She barely got it down her throat and a shudder of 
disgust racked her body. 

“No good?” Will asked. 

“Not even a little,” Bree admitted. 

“Can I taste, mommy?” 

“Oh, by all means,” Bree let him have a taste. 

His face contorted, and he spat what was in his mouth, back into the glass, 
rendering it now undrinkable. 

“Mommy loves you,” Bree said smiling as she handed the glass back to 
Alessandro. 

Will stuck out his tongue and used his napkin to wipe it. “Ack. Dat’s nod good at 
all! Dat’s wose den da medicines “ 

After dinner, Alessandro handed her another glass of the vitamin shake as they sat 
on the couch. “Thought you’d escaped it, didn’t you?” Alessandro gloated, handing her 
the fresh glass. 

Bree looked over at Will hopefully who quickly clamped his hands over his 
mouth and shook his head. 

“Quick and painless. Come on,” Alessandro insisted. 

Bree pinched her nose and managed to get the whole glass emptied in a few 
disgusting gulps. Afterwards, she gave such a violent shudder that Will dissolved into a 
fit of giggles. 

“Oh, you think that’s funny? Watch this,” Bree took the medium sized bowl of 
popcorn and after popping a few kernels in her mouth to overpower the hideous taste of 
the shake, she placed the bowl on her stomach. She waited a few seconds and then smiled 



when she felt the very strong lurch in her belly. The bowl shook on her stomach, making 
both Alessandro and Will laugh. 

“Dat’s the baby?” Will asked. 

“Yep,” Bree explained, smiling when she lifted the bowl and then put it back on 
her stomach. Again, the baby kicked it. 

“He did it again!” Will exclaimed excited. “He wants to play, mommy! 

“That’s right, kiddo.” 

“I’m gonna play with him lots when he gets borned.” 

“When he’s born he’s gonna be pretty small,” Alessandro explained reaching his 
hand towards Bree’s belly. Bree took his hand and rested it on her. 

“But mommy’s tummy’s so big!” Will said. 

Bree tried to appreciate the fact that Will was speaking from a place of innocence 
and had not yet learned tact. “That’s 'cause the baby’s in a nice big water balloon to 
protect it.” 

“Is it gonna come out soon?” Will asked. 

“Yes,” Bree replied with a nervous shiver, meeting Alessandro’s eyes. “But we’ll 
be home by then,” 

Alessandro’s smile wavered, but he nodded slowly. 

**** 

Will was sleeping, Bree was getting ready for bed and Alessandro was taking his 
clothes off. There was a heavy silence in the room. Bree didn’t want to break it because 
she got an instinctual feeling they were heading for a fight. The tension had been there 
the moment she mentioned being home for the birth of their baby. 

He slipped into bed beside her but made no move to touch her. Bree sighed. She 
would not do it. She would not wake the elephant in the room. 

“You’re certainly in a hurry to get out of here aren’t you?” Alessandro said, his 
voice tight. 



Bree rubbed her belly. Figured; Alessandro wasn’t one to live in quiet but strained 
tension. She stared up at the fabric of the canopy and then squeezed her eyes shut. 
“Alessandro, considering that the outside world has the sterile hospital rooms, not to 
mention the epidurals, yeah. For goodness sake, Alessandro. You know we can’t stay 
here forever. I’m entering my eighth month here.” 

“I must say, I’m surprised you’re so anxious to leave.” 

“Why?” Bree asked, turning to look at his strong profile. 

“You know why, Brianna. As soon as we walk out that door, you and I are over.” 

Bree felt a guilty tightening in her chest. 

“Perhaps that’s what you want, though.” 

“That’s not fair,” Bree whispered even as she feared he was right. No. He’s wrong. 
I love him. She wasn’t going to let anyone shake what she and Alessandro had built here. 
She’d let her family know that she wanted Alessandro in her life and that she wanted to 
be a family with him. “Thanks for your confidence in me, though. Really.” 

Alessandro snorted. “I know you, darling. Only too well. I know as soon as you 
leave this place, they are going to turn you against me. God forbid they should let us be 
happy.” 

“Alessandro, why are you doing this now? You must know how ridiculous it 
sounds to keep me locked up in here forever. I mean, you were only keeping us here to 
prot-…” Then she looked at him as another thought occurred to her. “My God. Why 
didn’t I think of this before? You’re not keeping me and Will here to protect us from 
Arturo. You’re keeping us here to keep us from my family. Right? I’m right aren’t I? You 
thought that by keeping me here, I would automatically fall in love with you because my 
family wasn’t around?” Bree sat up in bed. “You’ve probably already killed Arturo and 
haven’t told me just so you’d have an excuse to keep us trapped in here!” 

“Keep your voice down,” Alessandro hissed. 

She whacked him with her pillow. “Answer the question,” 

“Well, you can’t deny that since we’ve been here, we’ve grown closer.” 

It was as good as an admission. Bree stared at him, trembling. “Is Arturo still a 
threat?” 



Alessandro smiled bitterly at her and shook his head. “Nice to know where I stand, 
Brianna. That just proves it, doesn’t it?” 

“Is Arturo still a threat, Alessandro?” 

Alessandro reached over and turned off the light. “Goodnight, Brianna.” 

“I want an answer, dammit.” 

“And I want you to love me of your own volition. We don’t always get what we 
want, Sunshine.” 

“Get out of my bed,” Bree spat, shoving him angrily. 

“No,” Alessandro said simply. 

She could spend the night trying to strong arm him out of her bed, but she was 
tired and uncomfortable due to her ever expanding body. 

“Fine. I want your word then that I will have my baby at the hospital.” 

Alessandro’s shoulders sagged. “Give me at least one more week to find him.” 
His voice was cold and sad. 

Him. Arturo. So he hadn’t lied about that. Bree’s guilt grew, but she held fast to 
the knowledge that he had used Arturo to manipulate them into staying here. That at least 
she had a right to be pissed over, didn’t she? 

“One week, Alessandro. And then, Arturo or no Arturo, I want to go home.” 

Alessandro said nothing and as Bree lay in bed staring up at the ceiling, she 
wondered if it wouldn’t be easier just to stay here and hide from the rest of the world 
forever. 

No. She’d tried that before at the abandoned house. It wasn’t real then and in the 
light of day, she and Alessandro had almost destroyed each other. But there had been 
something there, just below the surface that had kept them from letting go completely. 

Life wasn’t any more real here in this hidden wing of the Dardano mansion. 
Would they fall apart in the outside world? Bree had to know. Bree had to know that they 
could stand the test of time no matter what they faced. The only way to do that was to get 
out. 

One week. 



Chapter Twenty Nine 

“I just had a very bizarre conversation with my father,” Alessandro said, placing his 
jacket on the back of the couch. 

“Can you have a normal conversation with Bernardo…ever?” Bree asked, 
grimacing as the baby pressed on her bladder. She winced and struggled to get up off the 
couch. 

“Mommy gotta go pee ‘gain?” Will dropped his crayon and got to his feet, 
sticking his hand out to help her. 

Alessandro wrapped an arm around her waist and guided her up. She waddled 
back after using the washroom and eyed the couch. 

“You know what? It’s just not worth it,” she decided and stayed on her feet. She 
leaned her elbows on the island and glared at Alessandro. “You,” she hissed. 

“Darling, if I could carry the baby for you, I would,” Alessandro promised. 

“Oh, please, if you were carrying this baby you would cry like a little boy. So 
help me, I am never doing this again.” 

“How would you like to go home tomorrow, Will?” Alessandro asked, smiling at 
the look of shock on Bree’s face. 

“We is home already,” Will said. 

“My father told me that he wasn’t the one who started the vendetta between our 
families, and if you wanted to know how to end it, you should go to your grandfather 
Joe.” 

Bree’s mouth dropped open. “My grandfather? What on earth does my 
grandfather have to do with any of this?” 

“I don’t know, ask him.” 

“What about Arturo?” Bree asked, rubbing her belly as if to calm her unborn baby 
from the threat. 



“Ideally, I’d like to keep you here until I ki-find him, Alessandro said quickly, 
catching himself for Will’s sake. 

Bree appreciated that. The last thing Will needed was to be thinking about more 
violence. 

**** 

“Alessandro, are you asleep?” Bree asked, making out the canopy in the darkness. 

“Depends. Have your hormones spiked again and you want to ravage me?” 

“Not even a little,” Bree admitted honestly. She was so uncomfortable that even 
the thought of sex made her cringe. 

Alessandro made a very loud snoring sound. 

Bree smacked his arm. “I’m serious. I was just thinking. We still haven’t picked a 
name for the baby.” 

“If you let me go back to sleep, you can name him Brad Pitt if you like,” 

Bree kicked him. 

“Ow!” He cried out. He gave a groan and then turned on the lamp. 

He gave her a one eyed look of annoyance. “You’re very fortunate that I love 
you,” 

“Come on. I am freaking out here. I don’t want to leave it until I’m hung over on 
drugs.” 

“I think that would be rather entertaining,” Alessandro said with a sleepy grin. 
“Epidural Dardano. E.P for short of course,” 

“Oh shut up.” Bree insisted even as she was trying not to laugh. “Are you 
hungry?” A sudden urge for something salty gripped her. 

Alessandro sighed. “No, but you’re going to send me to the kitchen again aren’t 
you?” 

“I was just thinking maybe we could think of a good name on a full stomach,” 
Bree replied with feigned innocence, biting her lip. “I think there’s some chicken left 
over from dinner. 



“You’re not eating fried chicken this late at night,” Alessandro said getting up out 
of the bed. 

“But I’m craving it so bad, Alessandro. Come on, be a dear, won’t you?’ Bree 
batted her lashes at him. 

Alessandro laughed at her attempt at formal speech. “I’m getting you a piece of 
fruit and some almonds.” 

“What am I? A squirrel? I want chicken. I promise to be very thankful,” Bree said, 
leaning back and smiling at him. 

Alessandro hesitated and watched her let the strap of her nightgown slip a little bit 
more off her shoulder. “What do you think of Colonel Sanders Dardano?” he asked.  

**** 

“You’re not coming with me,” Bree insisted, pulling on her coat. She looked 
around the apartment for her keys. She’d been home for two days, and she was still 
having a hard time remembering where she usually put everything. She told herself it was 
the pregnancy playing havoc with her memory and not that she missed the old wing in the 
Dardano mansion. She would be glad if she never saw that place…even if she did wish 
she could have kept the beautiful bed...and the grotto... 

“Mmmhm, then how are you going to explain my presence when I’m standing 
next to you when you confront your grandfather?” Alessandro asked. 

“Alessandro, please. I don’t want to argue with you.” 

“That’s quite easily accomplished, darling. Don’t. I gave you what you wanted; 
we're out of the mansion. Now it's your turn to hold up your end of the bargain White on 
bread, remember?” 

Bree lifted her eyes to the ceiling and pressed her lips together to stifle a laugh. 

“I don like it here anymore. I wanna go home,” Will grumbled with his arms 
crossed over his chest. He sat on the edge of the couch, swinging his legs back and forth. 

“Will, honey, this is your home,” Bree said, finding her keys and sticking them in 
her pocket. 

“No. Home had da pool with da rocks. And Alessandro liveded wid us. You put 
him back acwoss da hall again.” 



“Sweetie, I really have to go, but I promise we’ll talk about this when I get back, 
okay?” Bree asked kneeling down in front of him. 

“No talk. Go back.” 

“Will, you’ll be staying with my guard Andy for a while. I’m going with your 
mummy to see your great grandfather Joe.” 

Bree shot to her feet and glared at him. 

“Look all you want, Brianna. That was the deal, remember? Until Arturo is found, 
I’m not leaving you alone.” 

Alessandro stared down at her with immovable stubbornness. 

“How am I gonna explain you to my grandfather? And what if the rest of my 
family is there?” 

“Hello O’Reiley family, you remember Alessandro, the father of my child, the 
man that I love, the light of my life, ma raison d'être…” 

“Are you done?” Bree asked cocking an eyebrow. 

“Depends, are you quite ready to go? Look, you can explain that I’m there for 
answers too. My father’s involvement in this vendetta directly influences my own future 
and that of my child.” 

Bree considered this. She wished she could dispute what he was saying. 

“Can’t I just…tell you what he told me later?” 

“Brianna, are you afraid for your family to see you with me?” Alessandro asked. 

“Uh, yeah!” 

“That’s what I thought. And that’s why I’m going with you. I’m not going to let 
you sweep us under the carpet like some one night stand you would rather forget.” 

“That’s not…I just wanna ease them into it,” Bree insisted, her stomach clenching 
uncomfortably. 

“And I’m saying it’s time. You’re about to give birth to my child. That is where 
your focus should be. Not on what your family thinks,” Alessandro told her, waiting as 



she locked the door. She gave a brief nod to Andy. Another one of his conditions for 
letting her come home. A guard at all times when Alessandro couldn’t be with her. 

She had asked Alessandro to give her some time before allowing him back into 
her bed. How was she gonna explain to her family that he would be living with them 
now? 

Bree hated that it mattered. But it did. She couldn’t let this baby have just the 
Dardanos as family. Having no family at all would be preferable to that. 

She glowered at him as they drove to the pub. All her insecurities were growing 
by the second and with them, the tension in the car. 

Why was her life so much easier when they lived in a fantasy bubble? Did they 
have no shot at all unless they were hidden from the outside world? 

“Stop it,” Alessandro insisted taking her hand with his free one. 

“Stop what?” Bree asked, starting guiltily. 

“Second guessing us, your feelings,” Alessandro said. 

“You stop trying to pretend you know what I’m thinking,” Bree snapped. 

“I do,” Alessandro replied simply as they stopped in front of the pub. 

Bree shivered, panicking as he got out and came around to help her out of the car.  

She froze as she entered the pub. Every single fucking O’Reiley was in the place, 
and they all turned to her and Alessandro with identical expressions of shock, anger and 
blatant disapproval. 

“Of course,” she groaned under her breath. 

“Bree, I had no idea you were home from your trip,” Angela said, though her eyes 
were on Alessandro. 

Bree found Meggie over by the bar. She gave Bree a short nod of conspiracy. 
Their story had stuck. Bree had been on a business trip for Meggie as far as her family 
knew. Beth was the lone O'Reiley to come up and hug her. 

“What is he doing here?” Jack asked looking none too happily at Alessandro. 

“Jack, a pleasure,” Alessandro remarked dryly to her uncle. 



“We’re actually here to see Grandpa. Is he around?” Bree asked, her entire body 
tense. “Hi Grandma,” She honed in on the least unfriendly face in the room. 

“Bree, darlin’, you’re back,” her grandfather said, coming out of the kitchen, 
greeting her with his arms spread and a smile. He paused when he saw Alessandro. 
“You’re not welcome here.” 

“I’m here on behalf of my father,” Alessandro explained. 

“Oh, I’m sure ye are,” Joe said. 

“Grandpa, please. We need to talk to you,” 

“Oh, it’s we, is it now?” Joe asked his eyes drifting back and forth between the 
two of them. 

“My father told me that you know how the vendetta between our families started. 
By the sound of it, he pretty much puts all the blame on you,” 

Joe stared hard at Alessandro, his jaw clenched tight. “I’m not surprised. You tell 
yer father that I-“ Bree could feel the irritation radiating between the older and younger 
man. 

“He said if you tried to pretend you were blameless to remind you of Francesca 
O’Reiley,” Alessandro explained, staring back. Bree looked at Alessandro in surprise. He 
hadn’t mentioned that to her. 

“Wait, Aunt Francesca? The one that died when you were a little boy?” Bree 
asked turning back to her grandfather. 

“Damn Bernardo,” Joe hissed and Bree blinked in surprise. She’d never heard her 
grandfather curse before. “Damn him to everlasting hell,” 

“Grandpa, how does Bernardo know Francesca O’Reiley? What happened to 
her?” 

“Francesca, your sister?” Angela asked, coming up behind them. The other 
O’Reileys stepped closer. 

Joe took a step back, his face white. “Oh…Oh…no, I can’t go through that again. 
Don’t ask me to. I beg of ye,” 



“Go through what grandpa, please? If you know of some way to end the violence 
between our families, I beg you, tell us. For my baby’s sake,” Bree pleaded, reaching for 
his old weathered hands. 

“Oh Bree,” Joe said, lowering his head. When he raised it again, his eyes were 
shining with unshed tears.  

 “Please, grandpa. What happened to Aunt Francesca?” 

Joe closed his eyes and shuddered. “I killed her.”  

“What do you mean?” Bree asked, the words sticking in her throat. Of course he 
couldn’t mean what he’d just said.  

“Joe, you don’t have to do this,” Alison said, coming to stand next to her husband. 

“You can’t mean that literally,” Bree said, rubbing her belly as another tiny 
twinge flitted across her abdomen. “I mean, come on, grandpa.” 

“I killed her just as surely as if I’d pushed her off that cliff me self,” 

“Tell us what happened,” Alessandro urged. 

“Do you want me to...?” Alison asked, rubbing Joe’s back. 

“Grandma, you knew about this?” Bree asked in surprise as Alessandro helped her 
into a chair at one of the tables. 

“We’ve never spoken about how Francesca died. It’s not one of the prouder 
moments in our family’s history,” Alison told her. Joe sat across from Bree, and the other 
O’Reileys gathered around. 

“Grandpa, we can do this alone if you’d rather-“ 

“No. Everyone should hear this. Maybe then ye’ll all understand why things 
turned out the way they did. And maybe ye’ll be able to forgive me for my part in it 
somehow,” 

“Of course,” Bree assured him, reaching over and taking his big strong Irish hand. 

“Francesca was always more like me ma then me sister, our own ma having died 
when I was too young to know her. I adored her. Made a real nuisance of myself, but she 
never treated me as such. Called me 'her Joey’. We was thick as thieves, we was, even 



with her being so much older. Our father was a hard man, loving in his own way but 
never one to show it, ye understand?” 

Joe paused there as if gathering his strength. “When she wasn’t taking care of us 
she was in town working as a seamstress for Mrs. Bodragh who owned a shop. Or out 
with her beau, Gavin. Everyone knew it was only a matter of time before he asked our Da 
for her hand. Then she met him.” 

“Him?” Keira asked, wrapping one arm around her husband Jack. 

“Adriano Dardano. The devil incarnate,” Joe announced, spitting the name out as 
if it did have the power to conjure evil. 

The pub went deathly quiet. Bree turned to look at Alessandro who was as 
shocked as everyone else. 

“My grandfather?” 

“Are you saying that Francesca knew Bernardo’s father?” Angela asked, 
wrapping her hands around her coffee mug. 

“Oh, more than knew him,” Joe stated. “She was in love with him.” 

“That’s not possible,” John said. “An O’Reiley in love with a Dardano. In what 
world could that make any kind of sense.” 

“Let’s remember that it happened before we decided to use each other for target 
practice.” Bree spoke up, remembering her own first meeting with Alessandro. What bliss. 
How perfect that time was. 

“It was such an innocent time then. Before the Dardanos touched our lives. 
Adriano came to Galway, a soldier on leave to visit his friend Neil Shaunessy who was 
Gavin's cousin and who'd served with him in the second war. By the time I realized what 
happened…it was too late. I was a young lad. What did I know of such things? She’d 
been taken in by his charm and his worldly ways.” 

“Of course, because all the O’Reiley women are incapable of knowing their own 
minds,” Alessandro said. 

Bree heard the bitterness in his voice, and though she agreed with him… 
“Alessandro, you’re not helping.” 

"It was a terrible thing that happened. He seduced her right out from underneath 
Gavin's nose, though Frankie tried to fight it and stay away from Adriano. The devil 



never left her alone, convinced her he wanted to marry her. She knew her father would 
never accept such a thing. He'd told her as much. He'd had her set to marry Gavin and 
certainly wouldn't allow her to leave Ireland and go off with some smooth talking Italian. 
So they were going to steal away in secret. I overhead them planning and stuck me nose 
in where it didn't belong, telling Gavin what they were about and then me Da." Joe took a 
long shaky breath. "Poor Gavin didn't take the news well. He...well..." 

Bree lifted a horrified hand to her mouth. "He killed himself?" 

Joe nodded. "When Frankie found out, she was inconsolable. Her childhood 
friend had shot himself, and the guilt destroyed her. She sent Adriano away and even then 
the bastard…ooh, forgive me, lass," Joe said quickly, closing his eyes.  

Bree took his old hand in hers. "Go on." 

"Even then he would give her no rest. Begged her not to send him away, begged 
her not to allow her grief to ruin their future together, but his pleas fell on deaf ears. Me 
Da threatened to beat him senseless if he didn't leave his daughter alone, said he should 
kill him for turning his daughter's head from the right path." 

"His path," Alessandro pushed out through gritted teeth, and Bree reached back 
and gave him a sympathetic glance. 

Joe took a deep breath and went on. "Da was different with Frankie then. I didn't 
know it at the time, but it was as if by allowing Adriano to seduce her away from Gavin, 
she had closed Da’s heart to her. She was defiled in his eyes now. Frankie couldn't bear 
how Da looked at her afterwards and one night she snuck out of the house. At first we 
thought it was to meet with Adriano, who no matter how hard Da pushed, refused to 
leave our town but...no..." Here, Joe's eyes filled with tears, and his voice cracked with 
grief. "We didn’t know where she'd gone off to until we found her clothes on the cliff. No 
sign of her. The tide had already washed her body out by the time we got there. Adriano 
had beaten us to it. He was on his knees, looking down into the water as if he couldn’t 
fathom the truth of it.” 

“She’d killed herself?” Bree asked, horrified. The pain in her stomach intensified 
and another cause for it began to occur to her, but Bree pushed it aside. She was just into 
her eighth month. It was too early.    

“Aye,” Joe replied. 

“Oh, pa. You can’t blame yourself for that,” John said, but Joe shook his head. 



“I’m to blame all right. I should have kept me mouth shut about the things that 
were no concern of mine. Adriano turned to look at us. I was just a lad. I’d never seen 
hate. Real hate. But aye, I saw it then. Saw it there in his eyes I did, mixed in with the 
pain. I didn’t know it then at the time of course, but I recognize that pain now. A heart 
cleaved in two was what I saw in that split second before the coldness came over him.” 
Joe shook his head. “He cursed us. Me and me Da. Cursed us and all the O’Reileys to 
come after us for what we’d done.” 

“Grandpa, you were just trying to protect your sister. You can’t blame yourself 
for-“Bree was unable to stop her gasp as the pain seized her with more ferocity. 

“What is it?” Alessandro asked, lowering himself next to her. 

“I think…” Bree said, unable to believe the truth of what was obviously 
happening if the wetness down her legs was any indication. It was too soon! Bree gripped 
Alessandro’s hand. 

“The baby?’ Alessandro asked, a mixture of excitement and terror on his face. 

“Uh huh,” Bree replied, a mixture of excitement and terror in her heart. 



Chapter Thirty 

Bree grabbed Alessandro by the ear when he came into the delivery room. “WHERE 
HAVE YOU BEEN?” she demanded, panicked. 

“Uh, I had to wash up, darling, remember?” Alessandro carefully extracted her 
grip from his ear lobe. 

“Oh,” Bree said pouting. “Well, don’t leave again,” 

“I won’t,” he leaned over and kissed her forehead. 

“This is too early, isn’t it?” Bree asked the doctor. “It’s too soon…I mean, we 
don’t even have a name!” She struck Alessandro in the stomach. “I told you we should 
have picked a name by-Oh!” She stopped as she felt another contraction. 

Alessandro wrapped an arm around her and helped her breathe through it as Alex 
insisted she not push yet. “Brianna, you need to calm down and just breathe, all right?” 
Alessandro reminded her. 

“I don’t want to calm down. I want my baby to be okay, dammit!” Bree yelled. 
“And why aren’t you saying anything, huh?” She turned to Alex, who looked up from the 
monitor in surprise. 

“You’ll be fine. Your baby will be fine.” 

“Oh, what do you know?” She snapped. 

“Darling, breathe, okay? Just breathe,” Alessandro said, and Bree blinked in 
surprise when she realized how incredibly pale he was. 

She burst out laughing. “You’re more scared than I am. That’s damned funny!” 

He pulled back. “I don’t see what’s so humorous about it. You’ve obviously done 
this before. I haven’t. All I ever see men do is go ‘breathe, breathe.’ I don’t mind telling 
you that I feel like an utterly useless moron.” 

“Oh,” Bree said softly, taking his hand. “I love you,” Then she squeezed it as 
another contraction seized her. Again, Alex told her not to push. 



“So help me if in the next contraction you don’t let me push I am gonna shoot 
you,” Bree hissed.  

“Get ready to push,” Alex assured her. 

“Yeah, I thought so,” she scowled. When the next contraction came she gave a 
cathartic scream and bore down, feeling the shift and bunch of muscles in her stomach 
working to help her baby in its journey. She sagged against the pillows, breathing hard 
and bracing herself for the next contraction. Alessandro was staring at her with more than 
a little awe. 

“Oh, this baby is so screwed,” Bree marvelled, staring at the too strong overhead 
lights. 

“Why do you say that?” Alessandro asked. 

“Are you kidding me? Its father is a Dardano, its mother is an O’Reiley. Oh 
Alessandro. This poor baby is coming into a war zone. You and I had no business 
reproducing. Ever. Ohhh fuck, here we go again!” He helped her forward as she felt a 
pressure, what she imagined was the baby’s head right at her opening. 

Alex confirmed that the next push would bring the baby’s head further through. 

“Look at me, Brianna. This baby is gonna be so loved. It’ll want for nothing, 
ever.” 

“Oh please, you might as well just tape a bulls eye target on his tiny ass. 
Alessandro, what are we gonna do? How are we gonna protect both Will and this baby if 
everyone is trying to kill you?” 

“Brianna. Brianna, look at me. I would die before I would let any harm come to 
you or our children,” Alessandro vowed. 

“I don’t want ANYONE to die, dammit!” 

“Breathe, darling. Breathe,” he said pulling some damp strands of hair off of 
Bree’s forehead. 

“Okay, let’s get ready to push again. Alessandro, you want to come watch the 
crowning?” Alex asked. 

Alessandro went even more pale. “Uh, not particularly.” 

Alex smiled. “Bree, you ready?” 



“I was thinking. Maybe we should take a rain check on this whole baby thing. 
Maybe I can come back in say, a few months, when it’d be more convenient or maybe 
when there are no psycho Dardanos out there trying to kill my children.” 

After pushing again, she felt the baby’s head push right against her opening. 

“How long has it been?” Alessandro asked. 

“Oh, I’m sorry. Do you have some place you need to be?” Bree snapped. “Gah, 
son of a bitch!” She screamed through the next contraction and felt the baby’s head pass 
through. Oh God. It would be here soon. She felt a mixture of panic and relief. 

Alessandro raised his hands in surrender. 

“We’re almost there,” Alex told them. 

“Yeah, no shit, Sherlock,” Then she bit her lip. “Oh, Alex, I’m sorry. I don’t mean 
to be mean to you.” 

“I understand,” Alex assured her. 

Alessandro looked up over her legs, curiosity seeming to get the better of him. 

“Come on then, you can see the baby’s head.” 

Bree watched the expression on his face change from startled, to horror, to awe, to 
joy. 

“I can…see his head. It’s the most beautiful disgusting looking bloody thing I’ve 
ever seen.” He said, his eyes shining. 

“Get ready to push again, Bree,” 

She shook her head. “I don’t want to,” she murmured tired. She had snapped at 
Alessandro but how long HAD it been? Six hours? Ten? “Alessandro, you push for me. 
This is your fault after all, I mean, you should have to do some of this work too.” 

Alex laughed but assured her that she was in the home stretch now. 

Bree took a deep breath and bore down. “Gahhhhhhhhhhhh! YOU ARE NEVER 
TOUCHING ME AGAIN!” As her energy abated, she dropped against the pillow. 
“That’s it. That’s it. I can’t push anymore.” 

“Sure you can, love,” Alessandro assured her. 



“Just two more, and the baby’s here; come on, Bree,” Alex urged. 

“Two more and I promise not to name the baby Bernardo,” Alessandro smiled. 

That gave her a fresh burst of anger fuelled energy, and she cursed Bernardo 
through her next push. 

Alessandro bounced on his feet. “He’s almost here!” 

“It’s a boy?” Bree asked. 

Alessandro tilted his head. “I can’t quite tell yet. But I say that’s a masculine head 
if I’ve ever seen one.” 

“I’m sure that won’t give our daughter any self-esteem problems at- God!” Bree 
gritted her teeth as another contraction seized her. 

“Last one, Bree, come on,” Alex urged. 

Bree took a deep breath and gathered a last burst of energy from some reserve she 
didn’t know she possessed. She felt her body expand, expel and then deflate in one 
convulsing motion. 

“There we go, darling. There we go,” Alessandro cried out with her. 

Her entire body trembled, and Alessandro helped her by holding one leg as Alex 
held the other and then, nothing. No sound but her own hoarse, tired breathing. 

Alessandro raised his arms. “It’s a boy!” He jumped and clamped his hands over 
his mouth. “It’s a fucking, beautiful little boy!” 

“But why is it so quiet? What’s wrong?” Bree demanded. When Will was born, he 
came out screaming like a banshee. 

“No worries,” Alex promised. He turned the baby around and began to clear out 
his mouth and nose, slapping his bottom. 

And then there it was. Bree’s eyes filled with tears as the sweet sound of her baby 
filled the room. 

“Care to give your son to its mother, Alessandro?” Alex asked, handing him the 
baby. 

**** 



She marvelled at how quiet he was, such the opposite of his older brother. Bree 
found herself waking up even when she didn’t have to breastfeed (which Alessandro 
begged to be allowed to watch), to make sure that her baby boy was still breathing. Most 
of the time he slept, but once, she caught him with his eyes open. Not fussing. Not crying, 
just staring out at the world through the tiny glass incubator, his dark Dardano eyes 
taking it all in. 

He was smaller than Will had been too, at only eight months. Alex kept him in an 
incubator, and the Dardano power held enough sway that when Bree pleaded with him to 
let the baby stay in the room with her, Alessandro made it happen. Alex assured her 
everything was all right, but because he had been born early, they would keep a close eye 
on him. 

Alessandro assured her that the baby was a Dardano. He was strong. A fighter. 
There was nothing to worry about. 

Once, Bree woke to find Alessandro in front of the incubator running one finger 
over the shock of pitch black hair that stood almost comically on end. 

Alessandro’s face held its expression of awe for most of the night as he watched 
Bree tend to the baby. 

“Does that hurt?” he asked, his voice a whisper as he watched the baby suck on 
her breast. 

“Sometimes, if he goes after it pretty enthusiastically. But even then, it’s not too 
bad. Mostly just feels weird. Wonderful and weird,” she replied with a smile. 

“I was thinking of a name for him. There was this old Italian man who owned this 
vineyard in Paris. Married to a French woman for forty years, and they always had a 
house full of people at all times; children, grandchildren, a few great grandchildren. Lots 
of noise. Some of my happiest childhood memories were summers spent at that vineyard. 
Gianni was his name. One of his sons did business with my father. He took me into the 
fold, treating me like one of his own. Worked me like one of his own too,” Alessandro 
said with a small smile. 

“How old were you?” Bree asked, laying back with the baby at her breast. The 
room felt still around them. As if the entire world had stopped. 

“Nine when I started vacationing there, if you could call it that. I try to go back as 
often as I can, even though Gianni and his wife are both gone now. He’d work alongside 
me in the field sometimes; he liked to chat as he worked. He’d tell me to never forget 
who I was and to never forget that my name was just a part of that. A man was more than 



his name. A man was who he was in his soul and that who he is was never set in stone. 
He didn’t believe in absolutes. Nothing was certain but death, and that was the only time 
a man stopped changing. He would say; ‘I am not the man I was yesterday. And I will not 
be the same man tomorrow.’ He believed that any man who thought his convictions were 
the things that made him a man was a fool because those could change on a dime, and 
then where would he be? “ 

“I like that,” Bree admitted. “It’s like…it’s never too late to change.” Her eyes 
met his, and she hoped he understood that she meant it for him as well as for herself. She 
wanted Alessandro to give in to the good she knew was in him and leave the Dardano 
family behind. 

“I forgot about that. I feel rather ashamed of it now. Because of the things I’ve 
done. Then I was looking at this tiny creature here, and you’re going to think I’m mad 
but…every time I look at him, he looks different to me. He’s the same boy, but 
something in him is always changing. It’s not a physical thing that I can explain to you, 
but it’s…like…I don’t know,” Alessandro said shrugging and lowering his head. He sat 
on the bed next to her and stared at the incubator. The baby’s eyes were open, staring 
back, blinking slowly, sleepily. 

“You’re seeing him become a person. Like all the parts of him are coming 
together and making this tiny person’s soul. He was one person in here,” Bree pointed to 
her stomach. “And now he’s changing on the outside so he can be a part of the world.” 

“That’s it,” Alessandro nodded. “He’s a part of the world now. My world, in a 
completely different way than when he was inside of you. It’s like having two sons and 
watching them become one as a slow minute by minute process. He’s never going to stop 
changing. What he thinks and feels now is not going to be what he thinks and feels 
tomorrow or fifty years from now.” 

“It’s the same for you,” Bree said, closing her fingers over his on the bed.  

“I don’t want to forget that again, Brianna. I don’t ever want to forget that I can 
change.” 

He looked so earnest that Bree couldn’t help bringing his hand to her lips. “Then 
don’t,” 

Alessandro leaned forward and when she thought he was going to kiss her, he 
simply pressed his mouth to her forehead. At her raised eyebrow, he smiled. “Don’t want 
to start something you can’t finish,” he explained, making her laugh. “It means ‘God is 



gracious’,” he explained. “I’m sure if anyone would be in need of that graciousness, it’s 
me.” 

“Gianni Dardano,” Bree rolled the name over on her tongue and in her mind. The 
baby’s eyes flickered open again, regarding her seriously before flickering shut. 

Yes, that’s who I am. 

Bree nodded to Alessandro. “That’s his name.” 

“Want to know something else?” Alessandro asked, as if uncertain of sharing this 
open, unaffected part of himself. Somehow it was okay to speak of this stuff from inside 
their hearts. No judgement in this quiet stillness. 

It reminded her of the abandoned house. 

“Every time I look at him, I love him more. It frightens me how much I love him, 
Brianna. I would quite literally cut off my own arm to protect him. The closest I ever got 
to that unselfish emotion is my love for you.” 

Bree blinked, blushing and glad he couldn’t see it too much in the dim room. 

“I didn’t think I could love you more than when we were strangers to each other, 
then when I found out you were carrying my child, then when watching you carry him, 
then now. I feel so full of what I feel for you, Brianna. I wonder how there can be room 
for anything else, but then I look at our sons and I’m just as full of love for them. I didn’t 
think that was possible.” 

“I don’t think people are the only ones that change. Love does too,” Bree wound 
her fingers through his, her eyes blurring slightly with emotion and lack of sleep. 

“So I’m going to love you more tomorrow?” Alessandro asked. 

“I know I am.” 



Chapter Thirty One 

“Talk, baby! Talk!” Will demanded, peering down at the baby in the incubator. Gianni’s 
tiny brows furrowed at the loud voice, and he blew a spit bubble. 

“He don’ say nutting,” Will said looking back at Bree. 

“He’s too small. He hasn’t learned to talk yet,” she explained as she got to her feet 
with a groan. 

“You have to learn dat? I don’ learn. I just talk,” Will pointed out. He looked back 
into the incubator. “Open your mouf like dis, Gianni.” He opened and closed his mouth, 
looking more like a gaping fish than a speech teacher. 

“You sure did have to learn,” Bree reminded him. “And you’re still learning,” 

Will looked back skeptically at his mother. “Can I hold him?” 

Bree hesitated but then looked at the chair by her bed. “For just a second. Sit 
down over here.” She pointed to the chair. 

Will gave her an excited smile and rushed to climb onto the chair. Bree picked 
Gianni up. “Now you have to be very, very careful. Hold out your arms. Careful with his 
head.” 

“He vewwy hot,” Will remarked. “And vewwy small. Hi Gianni. My name is 
William Donovan. I’m your big brudder.” 

Gianni yawned. 

Bree felt tears spring to her eyes watching them. She crouched down and kept her 
arms under Will’s to make sure he didn’t drop Gianni. 

A knock on the door made her turn. Angela smiled at her. 

“Gammy, look! I holdinged da baby!” Will exclaimed. 

“Yes, I can see that,” Angela said softly. She moved her gaze to Bree. “How are 
you doing?” 



“Tired. Sore.” Bree took the baby from Will. 

“Where’s Alessandro?” Angela asked, the smile fading. 

Bree bit her lip and turned away, focusing on getting Gianni ready for home. 

“He’s gone to fill out some of the paperwork.” 

Angela nodded. “And so he’ll be driving you home?” 

“That’s right.” Bree said, bracing herself. 

“Well, we were just wondering if you wanted a ride to the pub. We’re all meeting 
there for dinner, and we were hoping you could bring the baby by.” 

“Mmm,” Bree said simply. “And is Alessandro welcome to come too?” Angela 
said nothing, and Bree gave a bitter laugh. “Right. Maybe some other time, okay?” 

“Bree, we want you to-“ 

“Mom, I really don’t have the energy to fight with you. Alessandro is Gianni’s 
father. Accept it or don’t, but facts are facts.” 

“Gianni?” Angela asked. “That’s a very…Italian name.” 

“I had no idea you were such a racist, mom,” Bree said, shaking her head. “Gianni 
was an old friend of Alessandro’s,” 

“Oh, of that I have no doubt.” 

“No, ‘old’ as in an old man. A very good, kind, old man.” 

“So what’s the plan now, Bree? How much of a part of Gianni’s life are you 
gonna let Alessandro be?” 

Bree closed her eyes and shook her head. Really. Why did she even bother? 
Thankfully she was stopped from having to reply by Meggie who knocked on the open 
door. 

“Morning, new mommy,” 

“Oh, thank God,” Bree mumbled under her breath. “Mom, I promise I’ll be by 
with the baby once we get settled in.” 

“We?” Angela asked. 



“Mom! Would you let it go, please?” She burst. 

“Bree, I am not about to apologize for worrying about you,” Angela reached out 
and stroked a lock of Bree’s hair. “If you insist on being involved with the Dardanos you 
have to realize the kind of danger you’re exposing your children to, not to mention 
yourself. I will not let my little girl be harmed in anyway. Whether she wants me to butt 
in or not,” 

Bree sighed and shrugged. “What does it matter what I say or what I do? You’re 
gonna find some way to find fault with it or turn it into me not caring about the safety of 
my children, when you know that I would give up my life for them,” 

“I don’t want you to give up your life for them, baby girl. That’s why I’m so 
terrified for you,” 

Bree squeezed her eyes shut and then smiled at Meggie. “Come on in. Just 
business as usual around here,” 

“Hi, Angela,” Meggie said cautiously. 

“Meggie,” Angela nodded. “Is there any chance you can try and talk some sense 
into my daughter?” 

“Is there any chance you think it would work?” Meggie asked wryly. 

Angela sighed and left them alone. 

“Wow. And I thought my mom was a handful. Not saying she’s wrong, mind you, 
but still. I’m glad I’m not you,” 

“Thanks,” Bree said dryly. 

“Now let me have a look at this precious little sweetheart. Oh, would you look at 
him? Can I?” Meggie asked extending her arms. 

Bree eased Gianni into her embrace. 

“Auntie, I here too you know!” Will insisted. 

Meggie pretended to gasp in surprise. “You are? Well, I had no idea. What’s your 
name again?” 

Will scowled. “Dat’s nod funny, Auntie.” 



“Well, it’s a little funny,” Meggie said leaning down. “Now give me some sugar.” 

“You don’ get no sugar.” He turned his face away. 

“Oh yeah?” Meggie asked. She nuzzled his neck, blowing raspberries against his 
skin and making him giggle. “You know you’re my favourite, kiddo.” Meggie got up and 
turned to Bree. "So what’s the plan now? You and Alessandro gonna play house?” 

Bree sighed. 

“Easy, no mommy-ing. I’m just wondering because Arturo is still out there and if 
he finds out you’re back in New York City…” 

“I wan’ Alessandro to live wif us again,” Will insisted. “Den Arturo no come 
back.” 

“Yes, I know you do, Will.” 

“It certainly would make things easier,” Meggie pointed out. 

“Right. And you wouldn’t mind?” Bree asked. 

“Me? Why should I care?” 

“Well, because of Michael,” she pointed out. 

“Bree, my brother is gone. You have to live your life for you. To hell with what 
anyone else thinks.” 

“Alessandro calls them his sons,” Bree said quietly, leaning back onto the bed. 
“Both Gianni and Will.” 

Meggie slowly nodded. “I see what you mean.” She turned to Will. “Sweetie, can 
I ask you something?” 

Will looked up expectantly. 

“Do you think of Alessandro as your daddy?” 

“Uh huh,” Will nodded. 

“And how do you think of Michael?” 

“He my first daddy dat went to hev’n. Alessandro my daddy here.” 



Meggie turned to Bree. “There’s your answer then. If he can see them as both, 
he’s the only one that matters.” 

“I wish I could remember that when my family is looking at me like I’m the 
whore of Babylon. But,” Bree shook her head. “Never mind. How’s Kevin Hadley doing? 
Last I heard Arturo had attacked him trying to get info on where we were. He’s okay, 
right?” 

Meggie nodded quickly. “He’s doing really good,” she smiled. 

There was something in her smile that gave Bree pause. “Are you blushing, 
Meggie Donovan?” 

* * * * 

“I know something you don’t know,” Bree said in a sing song voice as she and 
Alessandro worked on what was to be Gianni’s nursery. 

“Why you wouldn’t let me hire a decorator to do this?” he asked from underneath 
a wide sheet of wallpaper that covered his head. 

Bree sighed. “Because it’s more fun if we do it ourselves.” She reached over and 
pulled the paper off his head. 

“On many subjects, I would agree with you, darling. This one, however, is not one 
of them,” Alessandro said, swearing when his black sock hit the edge of the white paint 
tray on the floor. 

“Hey, you’re the one that wanted to help. I was perfectly okay with doing this by 
myself.” 

“Well that would hardly be fair, would it?” he insisted. “I was the one who 
suggested changing this room into a nursery in the first place. 

“That is true,” Bree pointed out, scratching the end of her nose. 

Alessandro smiled, and Bree clucked her tongue, realizing she’d just smudged 
paint onto it. 

“So tell me what you know,” he said, grabbing a rag and wiping the paint off 
quickly. 

Bree smiled excitedly. “Guess who’s going out?” 



Alessandro rolled his eyes. “Oh, I see, I’ve stepped into an episode of that Sarah 
Michelle Parker City something-or-other show. Who?” 

“Meggie and your pal Hadley,” 

Alessandro stared at her. “Megan and Kevin Hadley?” 

“Yeah. Isn’t that hilarious?” she asked, reaching across him for the boat stencils.” 

“Ha. Ha,” he remarked with a grimace. 

“What?” 

“I would just imagine that your friend Meggie would have better sense than to fall 
for that playboy’s charms,” 

Bree snorted, trying not to laugh. 

“What’s so funny?” 

“I’m sorry but have you ever looked into one of those big shiny things called a 
mirror?” she asked climbing up onto the step ladder. “Besides, I think you’re just mad 
because he made you spend a million dollars on me. 

“Yeah, that’s it,” Alessandro nodded. “What a waste of money,” 

Bree threw a turpentine soaked sponge at him. 

He looked up at her, scrunching up his nose and placing the sponge in the bucket. 
“For your information, I am a completely reformed rake, miss.” 

“Well, I hope not completely,” she tossed back saucily over her shoulder. She 
reached for the top of the ladder, but her grip slipped and she gave a cry as she fell 
backwards, luckily into Alessandro’s arms. She gasped dramatically. “My hero!” 

Alessandro cupped the back of her head and dropped a soft kiss across her lips, 
making her sigh. “There may just be something to this whole home decorating thing,” 

Bree smiled and burrowed closer to deepen the kiss. Her tongue met his softly, 
easily and when she pulled back, both of them were breathing a little heavily. 

“Four weeks,” she sighed. 

“Twenty eight days,” Alessandro whispered, nuzzling her neck, a hand moving 
down to her full, straining breast. 



“Forty three thousand two hundred minutes,” 

Alessandro pulled back in surprise. 

“I found a calculator in my night table at the hospital,” Bree explained with a grin 
as Alessandro set her down on the floor. 

She kept her arms around his neck. “Alessandro, I was thinking…” 

“Believe me, so was I,” he grumbled. 

“No...um. I was wondering if you maybe wanted to move in here,” 

He stopped, his eyes lighting up first before his smile followed. “Are you 
serious?” 

Bree nodded. 

“Oh, darling. I would love to!” He picked her up and spun her around the room. 
She clutched his shoulders, carried away by his happiness. 

“Wait, Alessandro. I’m not saying yes to that question you asked me before, you 
get that, right?” Bree asked cautiously. 

“About marrying me?” 

“Right, this is just…well, I’m not saying no either, but…Are you okay with us 
just taking things slow for now? I’m not quite sure what the right thing is to do here. I 
just know that…I love you.” She shrugged. “Let me get used to admitting that out loud 
for a while, huh?” 

Alessandro looped a lock of her ponytail around his finger. “You know what I 
want Brianna. Us as a family, officially and forever. But I promised you that I would try 
and change, and I will. That means learning to be patient.” 

Bree leaned in and ran her mouth down along his jaw, slightly stubbly as he 
hadn’t shaved that morning. He was taking her maternity months off with her and doing 
all his Dardano Enterprises business from home. He told her he didn’t want to miss a 
second of their son’s first experiences. 

“You know what else I was thinking?” Bree asked, running her fingers down his 
chest to the waistband of his jeans. 

“Mmm,” he asked. “That you want me to nail something?” 



The double entendre was as unexpected as it was, sadly, unintentional. Bree 
couldn’t help bursting out laughing. 

He blinked and then gave her a rueful smile. “Well, all in good time, I hope.” 

“I was thinking that my grandmother won’t be back with Will and the baby for 
another couple of hours and while we can’t do anything for me yet,” she lowered her 
voice considerably so that it matched the lustfulness in her eyes as her hands dipped past 
his waist band down to the warmth beneath. “That doesn’t mean we can’t do anything for 
you,” 

His eyes flared hungrily as she pulled him away from the nursery and into her 
bedroom. Closing the door behind her, Bree got down on her knees and unzipped his 
jeans. 

* * * * 

“Alessandro Dardano, are you afraid of my grandpa?” Bree asked, amused as she 
watched Alessandro’s steps slow the closer they got to the pub. 

He held the baby’s car seat and waited for Will to run ahead and open the door. 
Bree pressed herself against it to let him in. 

“I wouldn’t put it past either of your grandparents to throw their clam chowder at 
me as soon as I walked through the door,” Alessandro said. 

“Relax, my grandma is too much of a lady to throw clam chowder at you.” 

“And your grandfather?” Alessandro asked. 

Bree simply smiled at him. “If I have to deal with Bernardo, you have to deal with 
my family.” She had deliberately picked lunch on a weekday, hoping that all her other 
relatives were at work. There was only so much ‘O’Reiley’ a person could take. 

The lunch crowd was thankfully O’Reiley-less except for her grandparents and 
Max and Beth who were the least anti-Alessandro O’Reileys besides herself. 

The young man waved at them and came around the counter. “Let me have a look 
at the snot machine,” Max said extending his arms for the baby. 

Alessandro pulled Gianni out of the seat and eased him into Max’s embrace. 
“Watch his head." 



“Max, I wan a mik shake,” Will said grabbing his hand and leading him back to 
the counter. 

“You’re having apple juice!” Bree called out. 

“Bree, hello there, darlin’,” Joe said, coming out from the kitchen. “Alessandro,” 
He added with considerably less enthusiasm. 

“Sir,” Alessandro said. 

“Grandpa. Wanna hold the baby?” Bree asked now taking him from Beth and then 
pointing the cute baby at her scowling grandfather. His face instantly changed. 

“Ah, hello there, wee one. And how are we today, then?” he asked, looking down 
at Gianni with a smile. “What’ll ye be havin?” 

“Clam chowder?” Bree asked, unable to stop a giggle as she imagined Alessandro 
scowling behind her. 

“Alessandro?” Joe asked. 

“Just a club sandwich. Thank you,” 

“The mother of my child is such a comedienne,” Alessandro murmured behind 
her as Joe handed Gianni back to Bree and turned to get their orders. 

“I’m glad ye came by." Joe said sitting next to Will across from them in the booth. 

“How have you been doing, Grandpa?” Bree asked. “I didn’t mean to dredge up 
all those terrible memories for you. I just…If there’s any way to stop the violence 
between our families-” 

“I understand, lovey. Don’t ye worry yerself about me. Ye have plenty enough to 
worry about with the new one. I only wish I could have been more help.”  

Would she and Alessandro end up like Francesca and Adriano? Were they 
doomed? 

Or were they a chance to fix the past? A second chance to get it right? 

Bree’s mouth was dry, and she looked at Alessandro with wide eyes. “Are we 
supposed to fix this somehow?” 



“I didn’t want you to know about this because I knew that you would feel pressure 
to do something. Yer not responsible for the actions of your ancestors. Neither of ye are,” 
Joe said looking at Alessandro. 

Bree appreciated him including Alessandro in the statement. 

“Are we supposed to figure it out?” Bree asked. 

“Figure what out?” Alessandro asked. 

“How to end this vendetta,” 

Alessandro sat back against the leather of his seat. “Well, one would assume the 
fact that we are together would help bring our families together,” 

“We have to figure out what happened. I mean, what really happened,” Bree said, 
the uneasy plan forming in her mind. 

“I told ye what happened,” Joe explained. 

“You told us how it started, not how to end it. And, don’t take this the wrong way, 
but you were just a kid, grandpa. There has to be more to it than what you understood 
back then.” 

“We have to figure out if there’s something you might have missed. And the only 
way to do that-“Bree offered, biting her thumbnail. 

“Is to go to Ireland,” Alessandro said, concluding her thought. 

Bree turned to him and gave him an uneasy nod. She had no idea if they were 
gonna make things better or worse, but she had to know for herself what Francesca had 
gone through, where she lived and why she made the decisions she had. If she could find 
out more about the ill-fated romance between Francesca and Adriano, maybe she and 
Alessandro could avoid a similar, miserable ending. 

 

The End 



Coming Soon 

Blood Vows Book 2: The Betrayal 

Brianna and Alessandro are in Ireland to uncover the truth about the love between 
their ancestors Franscesca and Adriano, a love that is at the center of a vendetta that has 
raged between rival mob families the Dardano's and O'Reiley's for over fifty years. 

When they return to New York, it is with the certainty that the only way to end 
the vendetta is to bring their two families together. Brianna and Alessandro marry, 
determined that their love will flourish despite the animosity that still reigns between 
their families.  

But it quickly becomes evident that neither branch of the O'Reiley and Dardano 
family is willing to accept this attempt to end the vendetta. Brianna and Alessandro find 
their loyalties more divided than ever before as those they love conspire around them, 
leading to a shocking betrayal that could destroy their love forever. 

And still, the violent specter of Arturo Dardano, the younger Dardano brother, 
determined to seize power away from his brother, remains. 



Excerpt from Blood Vows Book 2: The Betrayal  

Wrong! Bree kicked the shoe off and it went flying across the room. Alessandro 
opened the bedroom door and caught the black open toed shoe as it came soaring towards 
him, narrowly missing his head.  

“Nice catch, daddy,” Will giggled. 

“Oooh, mommy, you look shiny.” 

Bree patted her red satin dress. “Thanks, sweetie. Has Vanessa dressed Gianni, 
yet?” 

“Yep, he looks like he belongs on the top of a wedding cake,” he snorted.  

“As do I.” He slid a hand down his chest, covered by black linen shirt and black 
sport jacket. 

 “Where’s your tie?” Bree asked. 

“I hid it,” he grinned. She moved towards him quickly, her stomach a bundle of 
nerves and she fixed his collar.  

“Well, that’s okay. You look better like this, more casual. This isn’t one of your 
father’s grand balls.” She took a quick sniff of his spicy cologne.  

“Mmm, I like it.” 

“Do dat mean I can wear my runny shoes?” Will asked. 

“No, it ‘do’ not,” Bree insisted. 

“JesusmarriedJoseph,” he grumbled turning away back out into the hallway.  

“Wait, wait. Let me look at your hair. You need a haircut. You’re going to look 
like a dark haired Orphan Annie soon. Alessandro, can you run a tiny bit of moose 
through his curls, please?” 

 “Mommy, dat’s a girl!” Will protested, patting his hair. 



“Brianna, darling, calm down.” Alessandro held her shoulders.  

“I can’t, Alessandro. Tonight has to go off without a hitch.” Alessandro rubbed 
the back of his neck. “I don’t know, sweetheart. Perhaps we should postpone tonight’s 
opening.” Bree stared at him.  

“Are you trying to give me a stroke?” She reached into the closet and pulled out 
more shoes.  

“I’m only unsure about our security tonight. Will, do me a favour and go see if 
Gianni and Vanessa are ready,” Alessandro said.  

“Okie. And I nod wearing no mooses on my head, mommy.” Will scowled and 
left.  

“What are you talking about, Alessandro? I think you and my father have every 
bodyguard in New York watching the club tonight. Arturo and his men aren’t getting 
anywhere near us.” 

“I’d feel better if we were staying home. You could send someone in your place, 
like a representative,” Alessandro said. 

“Oh, so it’s okay if someone else dies?” Bree asked shaking her head.  

“As opposed to my wife and children? I hope that was a rhetorical question,” 
Alessandro scowled.  

“Alessandro, come on. We can’t spend the rest of our lives hiding from Arturo. 
That’s no way to live. I know that you’ll keep us safe from him. I know it,” Bree took a 
moment to wrap her arms around his waist. 

 “Well, I’m glad you have faith in me but I’m still not comfortable about this,” he 
grumbled. “Knowing that son of a bitch is out there.” 

“We can’t live our entire lives in hiding. You know what could help ease your 
stress?” Bree asked, smiling up at him. 

“Mmm?” he asked cocking an eyebrow.  

“Help me pick out shoes,” she pleaded and rushed to the bed where she had 
dumped her wide array of heels. 

**** 



“Hi. I’d like to welcome you all to the opening of Adresca. I really couldn’t have 
done this without the help of my family and friends. I only hope I can keep that family 
tradition alive by dedicating this place to the head of both branches of the Dardano and 
O'Reiley family trees, Adriano and Francesca. Thank you to Don and his band for 
agreeing to play for us tonight. I hope everyone has an awesome time!” Bree said 
stepping off the stage to applause, less than enthusiastic from the O'Reileys specifically, 
but really, Bree didn’t care. She’d only invited them to show people that she was the one 
making the effort. Brian and Beth were there and the rest of the O'Reiley brood followed 
out of curiosity.  

The music started up and Bree looked around for Alessandro. She saw Vanessa 
over by the bar feeding Gianni juice from a straw.  

“Have you seen my husband?” Bree asked.  

Vanessa nodded. “He’s outside talking to the security guys."  

Bree sighed. “I wish he would just let them do their job and relax.” She walked up 
to her brother, who was holding Will now. 

“How are you doing, huh?” Bree asked him.  

“I’m all right. I wanted to be here for you,” he leaned in and kissed her cheek. “I 
see mom’s here. Have you talked to her?” Bree turned to look at Angela.  

“Yeah, she was telling me about her therapy sessions and how she only has a few 
more to go to fulfill the terms of her probation.” 

“That was a good thing, Alessandro did for her,” Brian said.  

“Yeah well, Alessandro’s a good guy. I just wish everyone else could see that.” 

“They will soon. Give them time,” Brian said, hugging her. “This place looks 
awesome. I’m gonna go say hi to Colin. I’ll see you later, buddy,” he said, kissing Will’s 
cheeks and setting him on the floor. Alessandro wrapped an arm around her waist and 
nuzzled her neck. 

 “Hey, there you are. I was beginning to forget what my husband looked like,” 
Bree said.  

“My wife, the comedienne,” Alessandro said.  

“Mommy. I gonna go get some juice,” Will said.  



“Is it all clear outside?” Bree asked.  

Alessandro grumbled. “Two of the guards never showed up. I don’t like it.” 

“Oh so we’re down to ninety-eight guards instead of a hundred?” Bree 
exaggerated. 

“Brianna, you can think I’m going overboard but until Arturo is dead, I’ll gladly 
go overboard, all right?” He kissed her forehead and smoothed a hand over her shoulder, 
brushing it with his fingers.  

“Fine, but just don’t keep skulking around in dark corners or I’ll be forced to find 
some other hunky guy to enter…” her voice trailed off as her attention moved from Will 
taking his juice from the bartender to the glass behind the bartender. There were red dots 
on the glass. Alessandro brushed her shoulder again and Bree followed a row of red dots 
from the glass mirror to the wall.  

Some of the red dots danced over the guests and as an icy cloak of understanding 
fell over Bree, it seemed to grip Alessandro as well. Then she turned to face him and 
there were red dots on his chest, as well as her shoulder, which he had been brushing, 
thinking it was a speck of dust.  

“GET DOWN!” he screamed to everyone grabbing Bree by the waist and 
throwing her down while and trying to be heard over the music. Chaos erupted as gun fire 
drowned out the sound of music and people fell screaming on top of each other as pieces 
of the wall and glass from the doors and the mirrors rained down on them.  

The gunfire raged on and on for what seemed like an eternity.  
Then there was silence. 




