

    
        
          The Don's Puppet - Steamy M/M Age Gap Mafia Story

        

        
        
          Caruso Family, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Gabrielle Melo

        

        
          Published by Gabrielle Melo, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE DON'S PUPPET - STEAMY M/M AGE GAP MAFIA STORY

    

    
      First edition. February 7, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Gabrielle Melo.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8224244065

    

    
    
      Written by Gabrielle Melo.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Sign up for Gabrielle Melo's Mailing List

Also By Gabrielle Melo

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


The clock seemed to tick by with an almost audible hum as the seconds stretched into minutes that dragged their feet across the floor like a weary traveler seeking refuge from a relentless storm. Each movement of the pendulum felt like an eternity. It was a choreographed dance of time itself, marking off each passing moment with a steady thud that echoed throughout the small café where I found myself confined behind the counter. My life had become nothing more than a mundane routine of brewing coffee and taking orders. I served cup after cup to customers who barely acknowledged my existence. They came and went without so much as a smile or word of gratitude. But what could you expect from people who treated cafes as just another stop along their daily commute?

As the morning wore on, the stream of customers began to dwindle until there were only a few stragglers left lingering over their cups while they scrolled through social media feeds or read newspapers with headlines screaming about some new disaster or scandal. A sense of loneliness settled around me as if I too belonged among those empty pages and cold screens. Was this all there was to life - merely shuffling back and forth between work and home with nothing but idle chatter to fill up the emptiness? Wasn’t there something more meaningful waiting out there somewhere?

The bell above the door chimed softly as another customer entered, interrupting my train of thought. He looked tired, his eyes heavy with sleep deprivation. His hair was unkempt, tousled in every direction by a fierce wind that must have been blowing outside. As he approached the counter, I braced myself for another monotonous transaction. Instead, however, he surprised me when he asked me how I was doing today.

"I'm doing okay," I replied reflexively, not expecting such an open-ended question. He ordered a simple black coffee before retreating to one of the booths near the window. There was something familiar yet elusive about him – perhaps it was his weary expression or the way he carried himself with quiet determination. In any case, his presence seemed to break the monotony of my day.

The rest of the afternoon passed relatively quickly. Customers trickled in sporadically, keeping me busy enough to keep my mind off the crushing weight of boredom that threatened to swallow me whole.

Sitting at my usual spot behind the counter, I couldn't help but let my thoughts wander again. The guy earlier got me thinking about relationships, especially since I hadn't experienced anything beyond casual friendships. I wondered if maybe I wasn't cut out for love or even sexual relationships altogether. Perhaps being gay meant I'd always be alone – or worse, constantly rejected. Maybe everyone else was right; maybe I should just resign myself to spending the rest of my life alone. After all, why would anyone ever find someone like me attractive? Guys like me were relegated to lonely nights spent scrolling through dating apps, hoping against hope that someone might swipe right.

But then, as if to challenge these dark thoughts, another young man walked through the door. He was tall and lean, with piercing blue eyes that seemed to see right through me. Unlike the others, he didn't seem in a hurry to place his order. Instead, he stood there for a moment, looking around curiously. Our gazes locked briefly, long enough for me to catch my breath before returning to preparing another round of drinks.

A shiver ran down my spine when our eyes met once more, sending waves of uncertainty coursing through me. What if he was different – what if he actually wanted to talk to me? Could I handle the possibility of a genuine connection? Or would I crumble under the pressure of expectation?

Before I knew it, the stranger had joined the line forming behind him. Still, he remained silent, watching me carefully as though trying to decipher the secrets hidden within my gaze. Then, finally, he spoke. "Excuse me," he said quietly, drawing my attention away from my thoughts. "Do you know if there are any good restaurants nearby?"

In that instant, everything changed. Here was an opportunity to connect with someone outside the confines of the café. If only for a brief moment, we shared a conversation about local dining options and favorite dishes. For someone who spent most days feeling invisible, this fleeting interaction felt like a lifeline tossed into a raging sea of indifference.

As he prepared to leave, he paused for a second, seemingly hesitant about something. And then, almost reluctantly, he said, "It was nice talking to you." With a nod toward the door, he added, "Take care."

Watching him disappear into the crowd, I realized that sometimes all it takes is one person to make us feel seen and valued. That simple exchange had given me hope – proof that maybe, just maybe, things weren't quite as hopeless as I'd feared. It reminded me that despite the odds stacked against me, there was still room for surprises along the path ahead.

Just as the last customer left, the door swung open once again, revealing a figure so striking it took my breath away. Dressed impeccably in a tailored suit, he exuded confidence and charisma that seemed to fill up the entire space. His chiseled features were accentuated by the sharp lines of his attire, giving him an air of danger that sent shivers down my spine. He approached the counter, his strides confident and deliberate, as if daring me to look away. But how could I resist such an intriguing figure? I found myself staring openly at him, unable to tear my gaze away from those hypnotic eyes that seemed to hold some deep secret.

"Good evening," he greeted me warmly, his voice low and velvety, like melted chocolate drizzling over freshly baked cake. Despite his intimidating appearance, there was something surprisingly gentle about his tone – almost comforting.

I stammered out a reply, my nerves getting the better of me. My hands shook slightly as I reached for a menu, fumbling with the pages nervously. Meanwhile, the mysterious stranger watched me intently, his eyes never leaving mine. There was no denying the intensity of his gaze, nor the undeniable chemistry that sparked between us. It was as if we were two magnets drawn together by some unseen force, unable to resist each other's pull.

After taking a moment to gather my composure, I managed to ask him what he'd like to order. To my surprise, he simply smiled and replied, "Surprise me."

The request caught me off guard, forcing me to think quickly on my feet. Without missing a beat, I suggested a few items from the specialty coffee menu, emphasizing the unique flavors and ingredients that set them apart. As I described each drink in detail, I couldn't help but notice the way his eyes lit up with curiosity and anticipation. Clearly, I wasn't the only one feeling the magnetic attraction between us.

He ordered a caramel macchiato with extra foam, followed by a slice of our famous cheesecake.

As I prepared his order, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement bubbling within me. There was something about this man that drew me in, and I found myself eager to learn more about him.

"So," I began, trying to sound casual as I handed him his caramel macchiato, "what kind of music do you enjoy?"

He took a sip of the coffee, closing his eyes momentarily in appreciation before responding. "I'm quite partial to classical music, actually. There's something so timeless and elegant about it."

I raised an eyebrow in surprise. "That's not what I would have guessed. Most people your age are into pop or rock."

He chuckled softly. "Well, I've never been one to follow the crowd. What about you? What's your preference?"

"I'm a bit of an indie music fan," I admitted. "I love discovering new artists and exploring different genres."

We continued to chat and I found myself hanging on his every word, captivated by his eloquence and intelligence. It wasn't often that I encountered someone who could hold such engaging conversations with a complete stranger.

As he delved into a story about attending a live orchestral performance, I couldn't help but notice the way his eyes lit up with passion. It was clear that music held a special place in his heart, and I found myself admiring him even more for it.

Our conversation soon turned to favorite vacation spots, and we discovered a shared love for Italy. "I spent a summer there during university," he revealed, "and it was honestly the most incredible experience of my life. The food, the art, the culture – it was all so intoxicating."

"I've always wanted to go," I confessed. "Maybe someday I'll be able to save up enough money to make the trip."

He smiled warmly at me. "You should definitely make it a priority. Life's too short to miss out on experiences like that."

As he took a bite of his cheesecake, his expression morphed into one of pure bliss. "This is absolutely divine," he murmured, his eyes meeting mine across the room. "You must give your chef my compliments."

I laughed, feeling a flush creep up my cheeks. "I'll be sure to pass along the message."

Our conversation continued to flow effortlessly, and soon we found ourselves delving into more personal topics. He spoke candidly about his relationship with his family, revealing that they had never fully accepted his sexuality. "It's been a struggle," he admitted, "but I'm learning to find my own happiness without their approval."

I nodded sympathetically, sharing my own experiences with coming out to my friends and family. "It's not always easy," I agreed, "but it's so worth it to live authentically."

We also discussed past heartbreaks, laughing at the ridiculousness of some of our past relationships while acknowledging the pain they had caused. It was refreshing to open up to someone who truly understood what I had been through, and I felt a deep sense of connection with him as we shared our stories.

As the evening wore on, our conversation grew increasingly intimate, and I found myself longing to know even more about this enigmatic stranger. "What are your dreams for the future?" I asked, genuinely curious about his aspirations.

He paused for a moment, considering my question carefully. "I'd like to make a difference in the world



d2d_images/cover.jpg
steamy m/m age gap mafia story

Gabrielle Melo





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





