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Gabriel 

I fought my way to the top at Rochester Academy using fists. It was easier than admitting I was a dumbshit with a learning disability. The members of my family were known as thugs and I fit right in. Braun over brains won in my world.

Rochester Academy had given me more know-how and helped refine the thug part of my behavior. It also kept my fists in shape while I honed the muscle and boosted my ass-kicking abilities.

The academy was the home for Mafia infants who would leave four years later as adult members of their families with the burdens it carried. Ours was not an easy life and I never fooled myself about the world I navigated. The rules were different for us; our education was different. The dictates of our families still meant something.

It meant everything.

Unfortunate but fucking fact. 

Senior year and the first day of school was tomorrow and I hadn’t heard from Isabella, my future bride. Not that this was abnormal, but she usually showed a few days before the start of school. She’d missed the senior party and Isabella did not miss parties. Our phone discussion a week ago had ended badly which was typical and we hadn’t spoken since. Arriving late so I would worry about where she was and who she was with was my punishment.

The truth. Isabella and I hated each other. It had been this way since we were children. Hate may be too strong a word on my end, but I’d never doubted Isabella’s feelings. I fell far short of who she wanted to marry. She wasn’t even in the ballpark if we’re talking my expectations. It didn’t matter. 

Our families did this. Our mothers were best friends and they planned it from the beginning with mine and Isabella’s fathers agreeing to the insanity. Our marriage cemented the alliance of two midsized families and made us formidable.

Isabella and I were only a few months apart in age, she being older which she never let me forget. Damn her. We had been pushed together since diapers. I pulled her hair; she threw my favorite toy into the garbage disposal and got me in trouble for ruining the damn thing. If that wasn’t enough, we were tutored at the same table and sent to the same ridiculous summer camps.

Our hate turned visceral. Being in a room together was torture. We bombarded our parents separately to escape the arrangement. When that didn’t work, Isabella and I teamed up which may have been the one and only time it ever happened. We were met with the same resistance. Even Isabella’s tears and pleading did nothing.

Our parents did not care that we hated each other. This was about making the families more powerful and sacrifices had to be made.

Rochester was where they sent us to work out our differences, grow up, and face our responsibilities. It was a fucking nightmare. Isabella Tumicci was the last person I wanted to be stuck with for the rest of my life. It didn’t help that her one desire was to rob me of taking her virginity on our wedding night. She’d told me her plan in detail during one of our many yelling matches.

She made my life a living hell because if I got nothing else from her, I would be the person taking that prize even if it killed me. It might. I’d run interference using my position and basically beat the shit out of any guy who came near her.

I didn’t care what she thought about my possessiveness. She created the situation. She understood the rules we lived by and she knew our obligations. Neither of us had to like it. With all I’d put up with from her, our wedding night and her virginity were the only prize I would ever get with Isabella in my bed. I knew the miserable years in front of me and I also knew I’d have women on the side. It was the only way the arrangement would work. After two children, I would let Isabella off the hook and she could fuck whoever in the hell she wanted. I was sure by that time, the last place I would want to be was in her cold pussy.

She’d ended last school year furious because I’d put a guy in the hospital who tried to crawl in her window. Yes, my crew took turns watching my future bride’s fucking window. Why the hell did any parent send their princess here and expect them to hold on to their V-cards? Even I fucked princesses. They were raging piles of hormones begging to be plucked and Isabella was dead center in the mix.

She drove me fucking insane.

“Any sign of her?” I asked my roommate, Brando.

“Nothing. Cazzo, the girls in the dorm next to her will let us know.”

Brando Bamonte was my best friend. He’d come to Rochester with me. He knew my impatience and anger had to do with Isabella’s roommate situation. Emma Russo, the girl who held that distinction these past three years, was not returning. That was the conversation Isabella and I had a fight over. She thought she would get away without a roommate and she was wrong.

Fuck my life.

I’d done everything I could to discover who the new roommate was. It would make my life easier if it were someone I could manipulate. I’d bribed Emma Russo, the former roommate, to stay one step ahead of Isabella’s crap. That’s how I arrived in time to beat the shit out of the guy climbing through Isabella’s window. Emma had ratted the asshole out after Isabella told her.

My thoughts had turned so dark, I’d spoken to my father about putting pressure on Rochester to make sure Isabella was paired with someone I could manipulate.

“There is no interference at the academy and you are on your own,” my father told me.

It wasn’t the first time. I complained about Isabella and no one cared. As my future bride, she was my problem. I swear I would keep her in a chastity belt for twenty years before I married her ass just to drive her insane like she did me.

Her family was no help because Isabella was the most spoiled princess on the fucking planet. They never told her no unless it had to do with me.

“Out of here,” I told Brando.

“Don’t make me come look for your ass.”

I let the door slam behind me. I needed a fucking blow. The halls were crowded and noisy. The last night before the start of school pushed the anticipation up a notch. A few guys called out but I kept walking and made my way downstairs and outside. A group of girls were standing a few yards away and they turned.

Seniors. They knew the score. I looked them over and saw Joni, who was good with her tongue. I placed my arm around her.

“No Isabella?” one of the girls asked, reminding Joni that harassment would come her way if Isabella found out.

“Fuck Isabella,” I said. “You want to take a walk?” I whispered in Joni’s ear, ignoring the others who were simply jealous.

Joni smirked at her friends before we left. We didn’t go far. I needed the edge off quickly. The side of the next building was perfect and Joni went to her knees, eager for a taste. I leaned back against the old brick and unzipped myself. Joni knew what I liked and had her hands clasped behind her back. I rubbed the tip of my dick over her bottom lip before putting myself in her mouth. Her lips wrapped around me and the tension from the last few days eased. A dick massage was exactly what this fucked-up evening required.

The dramatic gasp a few feet away had me opening my eyes seconds before I got off. It ruined the fucking moment. Joni kept working. I turned my head slowly, knowing exactly who was standing there. The eyes of my future bride were glued on Joni’s mouth.

“You asshole,” she shrieked, the noise so high-pitched I was surprised my eardrums didn’t burst.

Isabella, in all her fury, charged forward and jerked Joni off me by her hair. It was not pleasant for my dick. Isabella would pay for that move. Joni was now screaming about missing a large section of hair from her scalp.

Isabella’s tears would come later and she would be a pathetic ball of misery to everyone around her, but right now, students were walking over to watch the show and would witness her full princess temper tantrum. Her hair was back in one of her regal ponytails; the diamonds at her ears flashed in the moonlight.

Joni, smart girl, ran off. I now had Isabella’s full attention. She stood in front of me with fists at her sides and steam coming from her ears. Okay, it wasn’t steam but it should have been.

“We are done. I’ve had it,” she screamed, the pitch going up and not down an octave. “Tell your family and I will inform mine. You didn’t even have the decency to find a private room, like your own,” she suggested snidely. “You embarrass me with your whores but this goes too far.”

It didn’t escape me that Isabella was lovely in her fury. Her classic features, a mouth that begged to be kissed, and a body made for more than a Mafia princess, did nothing for me. She was an irritating older sister, not future wife material. But she was, and we would both deal with that cold, hard fact this year.

Her list of wrongs were screamed at me repeatedly. I didn’t bother listening over the tone of her shrieking and it was simply blah, blah, blah to my ears. Or what was left of them.

Our engagement party was planned for next fall with the wedding following in six months. Our mothers were in full mother of the bride and groom roles. If I were lucky, I would spend the months handling some out-of-state business while Isabella’s family kept Isabella’s pussy safe for our marriage.

It was the only way I would survive.

“Isabella, do not take his shit or look at his ugly dick!”

Fuck my life.

It was Rosa Fenella, the other girl on campus who hated my fucking ass. She had reason because she’d caught me nearly in the act with her younger sister. Rosa, Miss Smarty-pants, was jumped ahead from sophomore to junior a year ago and was now a senior with my class. Little sister, Donya Fenella, was a freshman last year. When Rosa caught us, she took half the skin off my face. They got into a screeching fight and I barely managed to get away with my dick intact. Rosa had given me her royal bitch stare ever since.

Hot Rosa fucking Fenella.

She stood in black jeans and a shirt that hugged her damn curves. High black boots gave the appearance of legs to her fucking neck. If she would only turn around, her best feature would have my full attention, but I doubted that would happen. I couldn’t see her nearly black eyes in the shadowed light, but I knew exactly what the sweep of her thick lashes did to my dick. I noticed the bag slung over her shoulder. I also saw several cases on the ground at Isabella’s feet and it clicked. 

Rosa was Isabella’s new roommate.

The ugly dick comment finally penetrated. I looked down to see my fly unbuttoned without my dick hanging out. Damn Rosa.

She gave me a leer when I looked up.

“Keep that thing in your pants. Its ugliness was burned into memory years ago after it fucked my sister.”

“Are you finished?” I asked.

I hadn’t fucked her sister even if I’d planned exactly that. I’d paid for the intent since.

“Not even close. I’m sorry,” she singsonged, “you didn’t get a chance to finish, did you?”

She laughed and my dick stood at attention. I was thankful she was no longer looking down.

“No worry. There are always lips available,” I said cockily. “I’ll pass on yours tonight, but maybe another time.”

Isabella’s screech bruised my ears again. She picked up her bags, her glare doing its best to incinerate me. I’d done everything in my power to overturn our parents’ edict. So had she. We were not at fault here and we still hated each other.

“You’re an asshole,” Rosa said after Isabella disappeared.

“I am,” I assured her. “My dick needs attention or it turns into an asshole too. See you around.” I sauntered off like I didn’t have a care in the world and returned to my dorm.

I had my answers on the roommate and it was the worst scenario imaginable.

The only pussy I’d truly wanted on this campus was Rosa Fenella’s. Senior year was my last and only shot. Now, I’d been fucking cockblocked by my future bride.

Fuck my life.
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Rosa 

When I received the email from Rochester with my new roommate assignment, I kicked a hole through my closet door. I couldn’t think of a worse way to spend my senior year than putting up with Isabella Tumicci and her future husband aka Gabriel Caruso, asshole of the century.

Isabella’s last roommate found a way to escape the torture. If I knew how she did it, I would replicate it. As it was, I’d been in a pissy mood since I’d found out. 

Gabriel flashed in my mind and I dug my fingernails into my arm to stop any thoughts of him. He was the last guy on campus I should be interested in. It drove me crazy that he was the only guy I thought about. Now I was stuck rooming with his fiancée.

“That bastardo,” Isabella screeched as soon as we entered the dorm.

I wasn’t sure how long I could take the high-pitched sound without knocking her teeth out. Less than a day, I’m sure.

“You see what is forced on me?” Her hands lifted and her fingertips pinched together to add emphasis to her point.

What I saw was a spoiled-ass bitch that I was now stuck with. Making a good situation out of this was impossible. I’d begged my sister, Donya, to switch with me. Then I’d tried to bribe her roommate to do it. They’d both laughed. Isabella Tumicci came with a set of problems no one wanted to handle and most centered around her fiancé.

My sister and I were alike when it came to brains, but not guys. She’d had sex before I considered it. Donya was a year younger and still she had no problem sharing her sex-fests with her pathetic virgin sister. I wasn’t exactly envious but I also didn’t understand why it was easy for her to hook up and impossible for me.

She said my standards were too high but I knew that was the biggest lie of them all. My standards were so low they centered on only one guy, and he was the worst of the worst and now I was stuck as roommate to his damn fianceé.

After Donya and her roomie refused to come through, I hit up my older brother, Caine. He’d gone quiet for a minute and I knew he was thinking about his time at the academy.

“Interesting and I guarantee there’s a reason. Have you managed to hack the internal server?”

“I didn’t come in here to talk about the damn server. Help me. I’m desperate and I’m calling in my IOU. I cannot spend senior year with Isabella Tumicci as a roommate.”

He owed me and this was his chance to pay up.

“Forget it, Piccola.” His voice softened just a bit to take the pinch out. “Now back to that server.”

I’d stormed out of his home office, slamming the door behind me, and I heard laughter. He knew I hadn’t broken into the servers. My biggest problem is he would never tell me if he was successful. He never said a damn word about his time at the academy. I’d hit up Dante and Chaney too. They graduated with my brother, or at least Dante had. They were disgustingly hush-hush about all things academy life.

My brother had caught me hacking his files which still rankled, but I hadn’t found anything in his entire system that had to do with Rochester and that made it even weirder. Caine tracked everything. He never forgot a grudge. You didn’t want to be on his bad side. He was a made man and more powerful than most of the dons. My family, my brother at the lead with my father beside him, stood behind and advised one of the largest and richest crime families in the world. The family was run by Dante and Chaney Laterza. They’d opened their home to me and my sister.

None of it did anything for my standing at Rochester if the powers that be were willing to make this year as miserable as possible by placing me in a dorm with Isabella. I would kill her or myself before the year was over. If I had to see Gabriel in the dorm even once, I would kill him.

Yep, I was bloodthirsty. It couldn’t be helped. My entire senior year was a sinking ship and the tentacles from the jellyfish stung. Isabella was too—whatever—and I would never call her a shark. She was the excrement after the shark ate your dog. She also had tentacles that reached out and stung you if you didn’t watch your back.

My cell chirped. A text from my sister came through.

“Heard abt your arrival. Way to start off the year, sis.”

Donya refused to travel to Rochester with me. She wasn’t even a senior but she wanted to watch them enter the party. It was something she and her crew did every year. Yeah, my sister led her own crew. She was jumped ahead grades from sophomore to junior this year and was now a year below me again. She may not be smarter than me—she would argue that—but she was definitely more popular. She’d even managed to get Gabriel in her bed, though she promised me the deed hadn’t actually happened.

That promise came after I started crying which is something I rarely did and she figured out my secret.

I was in love with Gabriel Caruso.

Even I admitted it to myself over the past summer. I also admitted I hated him in equal measures. He was the one thing my sister didn’t tease me about. Nope. She felt sorry for me. Everyone knew from their first day at Rochester that Gabriel would marry Isabella. The girls knew any involvement with him was short term. They didn’t care and lined up in droves to suck him off or spread their legs.

The fact I wanted the same thing only proved I was as big of a sucker as the girls who gave him momentary relief. My only chance at not becoming the campus fool was to stay as far away from him as possible.

Rooming with Isabella made the situation a nightmare.

I walked into my bedroom and slammed the door on Isabella’s tirade. Most of my things were delivered before my arrival and my trunks were in my room, needing to be unpacked. Isabella pounded on the door and finally shrieked again and stomped away after checking the lock which I’d engaged. Rules would be established quickly and she would obey them or she would end up with a mouth full of jagged teeth.

I sounded like a bitch, but these were desperate times. 

I tossed a blanket on the bare mattress and got comfortable on the bed with my laptop. I went to social media where I could drool in private over Gabriel. I checked his friends’ pages because Gabriel never posted. The guys were always recording shirtless pics and Gabriel showed up in half of them. Once I spotted him in an image or video, I couldn’t tell you much about anyone else. I stumbled through Gabriel’s smiles and ripped body, my heart squeezing, my hands clenching to wrap around his throat and squeeze until his face turned blue.

My feelings for him were so messed up or maybe I was broken. My dark and dirty fantasies about Gabriel Caruso are all that got me through most school nights. It was an internal ache that never went away. I had no problem getting myself off but the same face was always my fantasy to do it. Right now, my nipples were tight and aching and I would give almost anything for Gabriel to lick and bite them. With a frustrated groan, I shut down the browser. Why did I torture myself this way?

I was still mad at my brother for giving me grief over hacking the school system. He had no idea I’d worked on a solution last year and it had a good chance of succeeding. I clicked the icon and entered the app I’d coded to hide me from the prying eyes of Rochester’s security. Once I was invisible, I accessed the IP address I needed on their server.

I’d developed a piece of code known as a shell that would install itself on the system I’d placed it on in order to bypass security. I needed the server to think I was the correct faculty member accessing the information on their school’s server. It was far more complicated than that but essentially, I infected the bios of the computer with the shell. I’d spent the year before scanning the academy for server weaknesses. I’d snuck the code onto the system I wanted to get into with a bit of sneaky manipulation in the front office. Expulsion would have been the punishment. I wasn’t sure I’d gotten away with it until I left Rochester for the summer and my parents hadn’t received a call from the academy or worse from Mr. Xavier. The code sat undetected. I’d predated it to activate yesterday, the day before my arrival in case it set off alarms. If it had, I wouldn’t have been allowed on campus.

Last year, my attempts were shut down and my internet access denied for a month. Ms. Bianchi called me to her class after school and very directly told me to stop. She also told me Mr. Xavier would be the next person I spoke to on the subject.

I’ll be honest. That man scared the shit out of me. He had a connection to Chaney Laterza. Due to my “child” status within the family, I was left in the dark. When Mr. Xavier and his family visited, me and my sister were taken out of town on shopping trips or some other made up BS to keep us out of the way.

The entire thing was stupid and made no sense. It infuriated me to be left out of the adult club at the house when Chaney, Dante, and my brother were barely twenty-one.

Until I’d come up with the bios idea, I’d shared everything I’d done to hack Rochester’s server with my brother. He’d never given me ideas, but I would see his eyes light up when he thought I had a chance. I’d figured out that his interest came because he had never been successful. I would prove to him that I was no longer the little girl who cried when he pulled her ponytail. I had no trouble grabbing my brother’s balls to get his attention. 

The shell went poof after it gave me access as the system’s user. I did this using my phone’s internet which I’d also manipulated over the summer so the IP address couldn’t be traced back to me. The first hurdle was pulling up the screen and having the ability to function as the user.

Bingo. The secretary’s pretty flowers she used for her background appeared. I saw the folder marked senior schedules and opened it.

After two years of failure, I’d finally done it. I took a few screenshots to send to my brother when I was done being angry at him. I’d achieved what he couldn’t and would rub it in for years.

I quickly looked up my schedule. Hacking the secretary’s computer had to be done at night when the front office was closed. Anyone standing near the system would see that someone had remote access. I glanced over my schedule. Nothing out of the ordinary hit me.

I checked Isabella’s and then Gabriel’s. There were sixty-eight seniors at Rochester. Our class sizes were small but there was only so much manipulation that could be done to separate students who shouldn’t be together. I’d always marveled over the mechanics behind our roommates and school associations. I wasn’t dumb. We were manipulated from the moment we walked on campus.

This was one of those times. Isabella and Gabriel had half their classes together but neither had a class with me. 

I stared at her schedule and then his. An idea formed.

He would owe me for this and never know it. I moved Gabriel’s entire class schedule to match mine. He would escape his pending marital harpy during school the entire year. It took a small change to both our schedules to sync them. Another idea formed and I moved Isabella into Engine Repair because it was perfect for her. Engine Repair was grease monkey heaven. I heard they would learn bomb detection and how to plant a tracker this year. It would do Isabella good to get a little grease under her manicured nails.

On a whim, I opened the folder marked Junior Schedules and checked out my little sister’s. After a bit of tinkering, I gave her payback for refusing to change rooms with me. Hell, I would have taken her junior dorm and given her this, if she’d gone for it. She now had chorus as an elective and she couldn’t carry a tune to save her life. 

I finalized the changes and sat back in satisfaction.

Rochester and the Mafia powers that be could not stop me.

I was about to log out when another folder caught my eye. It was marked Senior Files so I opened it. I scrolled through the names and came to Gabriel’s. It was his school transcript and it wasn’t good. There were teachers’ notes requesting tutoring. I scrolled through each year and he was barely hanging on. He could read but it was a struggle and from what I could tell, he just didn’t care. That was more the attitude I attributed to him.

It did make me wonder about his learning difficulties and whether they were self-induced or there was a bigger problem.

My curiosity only lasted a few seconds. A string of red code appeared on the screen and I quickly hit the kill switch. It was something else I’d developed to protect the breadcrumbs I left behind. As soon as I hit the button, I was out of their server and my trail a dead end.

I took a deep breath.

Matching Gabriel’s schedule to mine was blatant. If the secretary noticed, the non-computer part of the trail would lead back to me. An idea popped into my head. This would only work if Isabella had her laptop on. I quickly scanned the apartment for her system and found it. She had no security whatsoever and I easily got in. She was on social media complaining about Gabriel. I’d read every post she’d ever made simply for the hilarity. If she could find something to complain about, she did. I copied what I wanted from my system and entered it in her computer’s registry. I also left behind the same shell I’d used on the secretary’s system so I could take over Isabella’s computer if I needed to.

If the academy did discover the breach, the new data would lead to Isabella and not me. They might know she wasn’t smart enough to pull this off but they wouldn’t be able to prove it. She hated Gabriel and everyone knew it. Moving him out of her classes was something she would be thought guilty of.

I was an evil bitch and didn’t care. No matter what happened this year, Isabella won the biggest prize. I would never see Gabriel again after graduation and she would have him in her bed for a lifetime. If I caused her trouble before she got there, so be it. I never claimed to be nice and this proved I wasn’t. 

I put my laptop aside and organized my belongings in the closet, on my nightstand, and inside the dresser. I didn’t have a girly comforter set or sheets. I had black and different shades of gray. Having a private room would be
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