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      This is book three in an interracial mafia romance series with dark themes and potential triggers. If you enjoy steamy and spicy BWWM romance with a black woman/white man romance, you will enjoy this story. For readers of the Pagonis family or Doukas family series, strap in... You'll enjoy this deliciously wild ride.
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        His daughter-in-law, Melanie, is pregnant.

        His son dead.

      

        

      
        The slayer, Sammy Zagarella, faces his biggest challenge…

        Keeping Melanie from bullets or blades.

        His son had enemies… and they want blood.

      

        

      
        One problem…

        Melanie's the most mischievous pregnant woman he’s ever met.

        And Sammy falls for her.

        Hard.
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        If you enjoy WMBW mafia family romance stories with action and dark themes, you'll love this enemies-to-lovers dark romance story. Get Book #3 in this series of interconnected standalone stories.
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        dark bwwm mafia romance

      

        

      
        This is a mafia romance story with dark themes including potentially triggering content, violence, frank discussions and language surrounding bedroom scenes and race. All characters in this story are 18+. Sensitive readers, be cautioned about some of the age gap material in this dark but extremely hot romance novel.
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        Enjoy the steamy romance story…
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        This book comes with two free samples of other dark mafia romance stories that you may enjoy.
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        Hello Reader.

        Are you ready for the third book in the series?

      

        

      
        If you enjoy the bad boys who are truly fucked up… welcome.

      

        

      
        I’ve been in the lab with Sammy’s book for quite some time now and this is the book with some of the most controversial scenes…

      

        

      
        But the love scenes in this book are not going to be the same old cookie cutter bedroom scenes. Melanie and Sammy have intensity in their relationship unlike any other couple in this series.

      

        

      
        The age gap, the shared grief and Melanie’s circumstances create an erotic energy between them that is explosive AF.

      

        

      
        All characters are 18+

      

        

      
        If you find the good in the bad boys and enjoy stories with these possessive alphas who completely melt for the black women they love… welcome.

      

        

      
        Be warned, the content in this story may be sensitive to some readers but if you want to walk with me on the wild side and dare to have dark fantasies about twisted alpha heroes and black female leads — turn the page and begin the third installment in the series…

      

        

      
        The completed series:

        www.jamilajasperromance.com/long-island-mafia
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          Melanie Stevens

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Melanie’s last day of freedom before she falls into the clutches of a dangerous and violent mobster twenty-two years her senior.
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      The worst day of my life begins like every other day. It’s funny how horror always collides with the banal. I love that word. Banal. My best friend thinks it looks too much like the word “anal”, but I think it sounds fancy. She’s the first person I text when I wake up.

      
        
        Me: Hey hoe.

        Shawnte: We gon beat her ass today fr

        Me: Who, lol?

        Shawnte: Damzel. Duh.

        Me: What she do?

      

      

      

      Shawnte always wants to beat someone’s ass. It can get exhausting being her best friend, but as my mom likes to point out, getting into fights seems to be the only thing I’m doing to stay in shape. Shawnte is my ride or die so if she says we’re beating up Damzel, I guess that’s what we’re doing.

      Speaking of my mom…

      “MELANIE!” she shrieks. “GET YOUR BIG FAT ASS DOWNSTAIRS.”

      The floor to my bedroom rumbles when my mom yells her usual morning wake up call. She’s the main reason I’ve been spending as much time as possible at Enrico’s place but… we broke up. I couldn’t take all the secrets and lies about strange men showing up in the middle of the night, or his odd disappearances for weeks at a time. He’s either on drugs or he’s selling drugs. I might throw hands, but I want nothing to do with them. I’ve seen what they can do to a person, how drugs can change them. Sigh.

      “I’M UP!” I yell back at my mother, who stomps around downstairs, loudly yelling ‘to herself’ about what a lazy piece of shit I am.

      I pull on a pair of black leggings, my tan Ugg boots and throw on a giant hoodie over a black t-shirt. There is seriously no point in overdressing to go to my lame ass high school. Shawnte says we’re beating up Damzel today? I hope she doesn’t show up so I can get out of supporting my friend. Shawnte pulled a couple guys off me last week who wanted to fight me in the halls, so I owe her. I cannot fucking wait to graduate. I just turned eighteen last week.

      My ex was grown and I am so over this high school mess. Enrico was my hope for escape, but our relationship ended, which my mom probably would have predicted. He was too good to be true and then, of course, I discovered his lies and everything fell apart.

      “What’s taking you so long?” my mom calls up the stairs. “I know you’re not trying to look nice for school, you never have so why start now?”

      I try not to let her get under my skin. I have enough problems, especially if Shawnte means what she says about beating Damzel’s ass. Damzel could probably kick us across the freaking street. Maybe there’s a way out of this.

      I wish I could wear headphones downstairs the rest of the morning but if I show up downstairs wearing them, she’ll smack the shit out of me again. I would move out, but the last time I saved up enough for a security deposit and a couple months rent, she broke her foot and I spent all the money I had taking her to the ER.

      I don’t even have Enrico to rely on anymore…

      I shove my books and homework into my green backpack and hurry downstairs before my mom can come up with another somewhat hurtful zinger. By now, I don’t really let her jabs get to me, but it’s impossible not to be hurt when your mother’s hobby seems to be coming up with insults to take you down a peg.

      I get downstairs to see her holding a broom and half-dressed for work. Her hair is still in its curlers, her face sour, but done up with makeup. She won’t tell me where she works exactly, but I think she must be back waiting tables or something like that. She has enough money for whiskey, which is the most important thing for her.

      “You’re wearing that to school?” she says. There she goes. I just need to get my breakfast and get the hell out of here. She’s so difficult, but if I leave her alone, what the hell will happen to her? The last time I tried, she nearly died.

      It would be a dream come true if I never had to come back to this stupid house, but I can’t handle the guilt of abandoning her.

      I try to act boring, so she doesn’t get excited from getting a rise out of me. “Yes, mom. It’s the same outfit I wear every day. Leggings and a hoodie. Nothing special.”

      She inspects me and sets the broom aside, washing her hands and then reaching for her e-cigarette.

      “At least your hair doesn’t look like shit,” she says, puffing on the little blue e-cig and filling the room with a cloud of menthol scented smoke. It’s as close to a compliment as I can expect from her.

      “Thank you.”

      She glances at my empty bowl with concern. “What are you eating today?”

      I haven’t decided yet because eating in front of her is the worst part of my day.

      “I don’t know. Cereal.”

      She scoffs, which she would do regardless of what I answered. She has over seventy pounds on me, but she won’t stop pestering me about my weight.

      “You still seeing that Italian boy?” she asks. This is the fourth time she’s brought it up since Friday.

      “I told you, we broke up,” I grumble. There’s no point talking to my mom about Enrico, how much he hurt me, or how much I miss him. I haven’t been the same since we broke up and it’s not just my emotions that are all over the place.

      “I bet he found a nice white girl,” she says. “A skinny white girl.”

      She emphasizes the word “skinny” with an odd smirk on her face. I tune her critiques out while I pour myself a bowl of cereal and finish off my breakfast with half a cinnamon raisin bagel coated in cream cheese.

      She’s still going on about her theories on why Enrico and I ended things. I don’t bother correcting her and let her ramble on until I finish my bagel.

      “Are you done?” I grumble when I’m ready to head out the door after finishing up. She doesn’t bother with the dishes, so I just leave them until I get home from school. My little comment is enough to trigger her.

      “What the fuck was that tone?”

      “Good bye, mom,” I mutter.

      “Get your ass back here by six,” she says. “This place is a mess and I’ll be working late. I know you enjoy living like a pig, but I don’t.”

      “Okay.”

      I walk out the door and feel the tightness around my chest unraveling slowly. The longer I spend at home, the harder it becomes to cope with her. I don’t miss when my step-dad was around for other reasons, but I miss having a buffer between the two of us. Sometimes.

      I look at my phone for Shawnte’s response as I walk down the street towards my school. It’s only a ten minute walk, but it’s only recently I started walking instead of taking the bus. My mom keeps getting on me for my weight. She won’t help me get any healthy food, and she hates the idea of me going to the gym where she claims thuggish men on steroids with small dicks and huge egos hang out.

      When I point out I’ve never seen her go to the gym, so how would she know… well, let’s just say that never ends well.

      
        
        Shawnte: She made out with Javier, first of all.

        Me: Who dat?

        Shawnte: From last Friday…

      

      

      Keeping track of Shawnte’s conquests is harder than keeping track of all the characters on Game of Thrones. I text her back that I’ll talk to her at school and that I’m almost there. I thought Javier and Damzel were an item, but I guess I don’t keep up with gossip at our high school. I’m too busy trying not to get the shit kicked out of me or get into another fight. I won’t be able to avoid one today. This place is hell.

      As I walk to school, I slip my headphones on and try to drown out the shitty, awful and completely boring world around me. I shuffle through my playlist until I hear a song that will help me dissociate with the world for the next few minutes of my walk before I have to deal with the god-awful students at my school. As I walk, I try to envision I’m in a music video and not on my way to living hell.

      I avoid a group of pigeons picking apart pieces of smushed white bread against the pavement as I close in on our school compound. Not quite a music video moment. I step around a few splatters of pigeon shit and see a couple people I recognize walking into the school gates.

      This place is my worst nightmare. Thinking about meeting up with Enrico was the only thing keeping me going in this shithole and I don’t even have that anymore. It’ll be a damn miracle if I graduate. Why do I even care? My own mom thinks my life is worthless. What’s the point? I don’t have a boyfriend, a mother who loves me… I don’t have anyone except my best friend, Shawnte. And she has her own problems.

      Shawnte hangs out in the student lounge every morning, so if I make it past the pack of student athletes, I can get to safety where we can talk about the school day and whose ass we need to beat. Hopefully I can talk her out of the Damzel thing.

      I walk through the school gates and, despite having my hoodie up, I can’t make it in undetected.

      “The whale has landed. The beached whale has landed,” he repeats, curling his hands around his mouth to make a fake megaphone. Alex sits at a lunch table with his buddies. They’re all douchebags, but Alex is the biggest douche out of all of them. He’s not even attractive, but he acts like he’s the hottest guy in school because he’s the second string varsity quarterback.

      His buddy Mike follows up with whale noises and the table hoots with laughter. I just need to keep walking past them and pretend they aren’t saying anything. Their opinions don’t matter… Don’t let them get to you.

      “Hey, Melanie,” Alex calls. “Are you seriously ignoring me?”

      Yes. Obviously. I keep walking past them, but Alex won’t let it go. He jumps away from the picnic table and runs up to me, yanking on my hair… hard. I scream as searing pain shoots through my scalp. I only got this sew-in done last week and the woman who does my hair doesn’t believe human beings are capable of feeling pain. I’ve been on a regular dose of Advil since my hair appointment, but my scalp is still tender as fuck.

      “What the fuck is wrong with you?” I yell at him.

      “Get out of our fucking way,” he says as he pushes me. “Fat bitch. Keep it fucking moving.”

      I’m not in the mood to fight a gang of obnoxious school bullies so I settle for smoothing my clothes and telling Alex and the rest of his idiot buddies that they can fuck off with their tiny dicks. They seem to find my comment hilarious.

      “Every dick must look tiny to a fat bitch like you,” Alex calls after me. It’s not even an intelligent or funny comment, but his collection of bandits clearly doesn’t give a fuck.

      I walk into the school hallways and immediately see Shawnte leaning against her locker. My heart pounds. I hate them, but at least I made it.

      She doesn’t notice me at first, but when she does, she screams my name and runs towards me to give me a hug. You would swear we don’t see each other every day the way Shawnte acts. She seems like she’s in a good mood, which means I have a good chance of talking her out of beating up Damzel. It’s just not worth it.

      Shawnte lifts me off the ground and screams, “Happy fucking Monday, girl!”

      The world around us disappears, and our distraction becomes an opportunity for Damzel to strike. I feel Shawnte ripped out of my arms and she screams as Damzel yanks her by her hair and drags her to the ground. Apparently, Shawnte’s hair wasn’t sewn in, so her wig goes flying as Damzel knocks her own.

      “I know you weren’t texting my man, you trifling ass hoe!” Damzel yells, slamming her Fila Disruptor into Shawnte’s stomach. I can’t stand by and watch my friend get into some mess like this. I push Damzel against the locker and slam my fists into the side of her face as hard as possible. She is much bigger than me and it only occurs to me how fucking stupid a choice this was when she pushes back and sends me flying across the room.

      No one at this school gives a crap when a fight breaks out, but we probably only have a few minutes before one of those guards that’s supposed to stop us from stabbing the fuck out of each other shows up. Damzel grabs my hair and that searing pain shoots through my skull again.

      She slams my head against the locker and the room threatens to go black. Oh hell no. I can’t let this hoe win in a fight. I push back against Damzel and try to kick her as hard as I can. She hits me in the head again and I hear a loud crack somewhere in my face. I hit her in the stomach and I hear Shawnte yelling, “Beat her ass, Melanie!”

      Beat her fucking ass!

      Damzel grabs me by the strings of my hoodie and then shoves me against the locker again, hitting me in the face with another well-formed fist. I cry out as I lose consciousness completely…

      

      When I wake up, I’m in the nurse’s office lying on one of the beds for students who have the flu. Yuck. I hope this place doesn’t make me sick. I sit up and groan. My head hurts and my face… There’s something on my face. I walk to the sink and mirror in the room and fuck, I look bad. My mom will kill me when she sees my face. My nose hurts so much. I stupidly try touching it and wince as I do.

      I open the door and the nurse notices me right away. She was just leaving one of the other rooms and turns to me with a smile.

      “You’re awake. Thank goodness. We had a team come look at you. The principal wants you in the office once you feel ready to head over there on your own.”

      “My face still hurts.”

      “Yes,” the school nurse says. “That would be the broken nose.”

      She takes my blood, and disappears for a few minutes before coming back with some Tylenol.

      “What was the blood for?”

      “Just standard, hun,” she says, and I leave it at that.

      Once I get to the principal’s office, I knock on the door, hoping I lucked out and that there’s no one inside.

      “Come in, Melanie.”

      I open the door and take a seat next to Shawnte, who’s looking pretty bad. My best friend holds her wig in her hands and gazes down at her knees in shame. Her wig cap holds securely to her head, but she doesn’t exactly look glamorous in this position.

      “Don’t even think about speaking to each other.”

      I know from the nurse’s office that I look like absolute shit, so the two of us together probably look like a couple of mafia members.

      “We have a zero tolerance policy for violence at this high school. Zero. This isn’t the first time both of you have been in my office but this time, you have both gone too far.”

      “Melanie was just trying to defend me,” Shawnte says. “Whatever consequences there are should be mine and mine alone.”

      The principal steams ahead, ignoring Shawnte’s pleas for my freedom.

      “I saw the footage of the fight. There were no efforts made to de-escalate the situation and when I spoke to Damzel, she provided significant evidence that her move was defensive.”

      “She defensively pulled my friend’s wig off?” I blurt out. It’s not a good idea to push back against the principal considering our predicament, but it doesn’t make any sense. We didn’t start the fight. How can starting a fight be considered a defensive move?

      The principal glares at me. Shawnte glares at her right back. This isn’t fair and everyone in this room knows it.

      “Listen, we will help you enroll in new high schools so you can graduate on time, but both of you are expelled effective immediately.”

      “What?” The principal’s tone sends panic shooting straight through me. There’s no way they can expel us without a hearing, right? Don’t we get a chance to defend ourselves?

      As if reading my mind, the principal continues. “This is a final decision and is in complete alignment with school policy. Clear out your lockers and leave campus immediately. Thank you.”

      She purses her lips and stares down at her desk as if we were somehow forcing her to go through this difficult experience, and as if her awkwardness about the situation could match the horror faced by both me and Shawnte. I’m eighteen. I don’t have a job and I was counting on graduating high school so I could enroll in a nearby college to get an even better paying job.

      There’s nothing I can do as my world spirals. Nobody speaks to me or Shawnte as we clear out our lockers. They feel sorry for us and it absolutely fucking sucks to be the object of someone’s pity. Not even Alex and his idiot goons say anything as we walk past the pool of our peers with a free period gathered in the hallway to soak up as much of the gossip as possible to spill to their group chats. They snicker, but say nothing. It’s humiliating.

      Where do I go after this? I wanted to get out of high school, but I needed that damn diploma. How will I ever escape my mom, or escape Queens without a fucking high school diploma? I’m screwed.

      When Shawnte and I get to the sidewalk, she offers to walk me home since I live closer. Shawnte spins her wig around on her fingers and cracks jokes, avoiding the subject of our expulsion. When we get about a block away from my house, she sighs and turns to me.

      “So. Wasn’t fair what happened to you today,” she says, sounding genuinely sorry, but all too calm. Doesn’t she worry about the future? I wish I could be as carefree as Shawnte sometimes.

      “I know,” I tell her. “It’s fine. I’ll handle it.”

      She keeps twirling her wig around her finger, the wig cap glued to her head peeling off a little due to sweat. “You need help dealing with your mom?” she offers.

      “The type of help I need could land us both in prison,” I mutter. My mom will probably add to Damzel’s blows. It would probably be a good idea to plan my defensive moves in my head before heading back there.

      Shawnte laughs at my dark joke. “If you need anything, call me.”

      “What about your parents?” I ask. “Aren’t you worried?”

      Shawnte chuckles. “Are you crazy? Of course I’m worried. My mom will kick my ass when she finds out. I’m packing my bag and getting the hell out of there before she’s done with work. I’m going to live with my brother in New Jersey. He loves surprises.”

      I’m tempted to run away with Shawnte. We could either get jobs or go to public school in New Jersey, which would most likely be a far more favorable outcome than facing my mother’s wrath. She might freak out even more if she heard I was in New Jersey, though and who knows what crazy shit she would do then.

      “Call me when you get there.”

      “I’ll be back once she calms down,” Shawnte says, wrapping me in a big hug.

      As we stand there, I can’t see how the next few months of my life are going to go without her. To help me through this break up, the expulsion, and dealing with my psychotic mother. We finally reluctantly let go, and Shawnte gives me a sly grin.

      “At least we got her ass,” Shawnte says as we pull away from each other. “Taught that hoe a lesson.”

      “We sure did, girl.”

      Although, I’m pretty sure Damzel did more damage since I ended up unconscious with a broken nose and a completely effed up face. Shawnte walks away towards her house and I knock on the door to my mom’s place. She doesn’t answer, so I use my key to get in, hoping desperately that she’s not home.

      The second my foot steps on the welcome mat, my mother screams, “Hello, dropout! Welcome home.”

      Fuck. I hope I can slip around her, but she rounds the corner before I can get away and puts her hands on her hips, blocking my way. My chest tightens once I see the look in her eye. She has the ass-whooping look about her, and I know from the last incident I had with her that she hasn’t ascended above a good ass-whooping.

      “Hey.”

      There’s a part of me secretly hoping that she’ll notice the bruises on my face and scoop me into her arms, telling me it will all be okay. I desperately want to cry and I want this shitty day to end because no matter what I do, it keeps getting worse. My lower lip trembles and my mother scoffs.

      “Wipe that look off your face. I just got off the phone with the nurse at your school.”

      “Great,” I say to her, trying not to break down in front of her. That would only make her mood even worse than it already is. “Then you know I broke my nose.”

      “Yeah, I also know you’re pregnant.”

      Her eyes turn to hard black beads as she stares at me. It’s not quite a glare, but it’s penetrating, cruel and filled with absolute disgust.

      “What?” I whisper.

      “They tested your blood as part of their standard procedure. You’re pregnant.”

      Now I want to collapse and die on the spot. I wish there was a way I could just will myself to spontaneously combust, but not even the redness rushing to my cheeks and pressure building in my skull seems to force me to explode.

      “I’m not…”

      “Yes you are, you dirty little hoe. Do you at least know who the father is?”

      “I–

      Of course I do. It’s Enrico. He’s the only guy I’ve ever been with and he… Oh God… I bend over, hyperventilating as the reality of my situation hits me. I’m pregnant from my ex. This is the worst-case scenario and I can’t get any oxygen into my lungs. No sooner do I take in that first full breath of air than my mother hits me in the stomach with a curled fist. I double over and cry immediately despite myself.

      It’s all the pressure building up in me. It’s the news that I’m pregnant. It’s the expulsion from school and the bullying that made school miserable in the first place. Losing my best friend to New Jersey doesn’t help either. She hits me again and I scream at her to stop which only gets her angrier.

      “You’re hitting my stomach!” I yell at her, trying to dodge her blows. I’ve never felt more protective in my life, even if the news hasn’t hit me, a strange instinct activates and I shield myself from her next fist.

      “You don’t have a baby daddy,” she says calmly, swinging at my head and missing as I start to realize I’ll have to fight back again and get the hell out of here.

      “It’s for the best that someone knocks that baby out of your hoe ass.” She manages to get out in between swings. I keep dodging her, stumbling backwards and tripping over objects and furniture in the room. I don’t want to hit her, but the only way out of here might be fighting back. Where the hell will I go? I can’t let her kill me.

      I push her back as she tries swinging at my head again. Her body moves easily and my strength surprises me. I’m terrified she’ll hurt me. My nose throbs from earlier and I’m sore from the fight, but I have to escape. My mom screams as she stumbles over in a manner far more dramatic than the force I used to push her.

      “You tried to kill me!” she shrieks. “You tried to kill me!”

      I push her again and sprint up to my room. She falls over and even if I feel guilty, my heart races so fast that I can’t stop and think about it. I just have to get out of here. I barricade myself in my bedroom, knowing I’ll have to leave eventually and that it’ll be hell once I do. I drag an Adidas duffel bag out from underneath my bed and stuff it with clothes, my cell phone, my laptop, a few chargers and a couple days worth of clothes. Lots of underwear. And all the money I have left. My hands shake as I pack as quickly as possible. My mom keeps yelling downstairs and threatening to call the cops on me for being a “violent little bitch”.

      She’s still yelling when I’m done packing, but I have to get past her and this is my only shot. I grab the chair from beneath the door and walk down the stairs as calmly as I can.

      “Oh, your bitch ass finally decided to face me, huh?” she says once she sees me appearing at the foot of the stairs. “Where the fuck do you think you’re going?”

      Enrico. He’s the only person I have and even if I dumped him… it’s different now. I’m pregnant with his baby and I don’t want much from him, I don’t need him to look after the baby. I just need a place to rest my head for a few days until I figure out how to get on my feet.

      “I’m staying at a friends.”

      “Not that slut, Shawnte, I hope,” she hisses.

      My mom hates Shawnte, but she also hates most people, so I don’t take her shady little statements seriously.

      “No. Not with Shawnte.”

      “I’m not letting you leave this house,” she says, stiffening her body.

      

      As I try to make my way towards the door, my mom barricades herself in front of it.

      “Get out of the way,” I tell her, trying to sound forceful, but ultimately fearing that she’ll throw her hands at me and make the injuries from my previous fight worse.

      “Or what?” she says.

      The force in my voice surprises me.

      “Or nothing,” I snap at her. “I just need to leave. I need to get out of here.”

      My desire to escape this hell, of always being under her control, always having to listen to her rants and always feeling so damn small trump everything, including my fear. I have to leave and I don’t care what she says or does to me.

      “If you leave this house you’re never allowed back.”

      If I do this, there’s no going back.

      “I don’t care.”

      “Nobody will ever love you the way I do,” she hisses at me.

      I hope not.

      “Good bye, mom.”

      

      I take the subway to the Upper West Side and head over to Enrico’s place. I know I should have called first but I didn’t exactly have time and this is the type of news I should give in person. I’ll build up to it slowly. Enrico will understand…

      I get to the front door of his brownstone and knock. And knock. Nobody answers. I call Enrico, but he doesn’t answer. I ring the doorbell, knock some more and then call him three more times. I know we broke up, but this isn’t like him. I keep knocking and calling his name until his neighbor pops out of her house. I’ve met her a couple times before, but this time she has a black hoodie pulled up to hide her face and she glances around furtively before pressing her fingers to her lips.

      “Melanie, quiet,” she hisses.

      “Zariyah? What’s wrong.”

      She looks terrified.

      “Everything,” she says. “You looking for Enrico?”

      “Yes.”

      “Enrico’s dead. He’s been missing since last week. I asked around and…” Zariyah’s eyes water. “It’s mob related. Trust me, girl. He’s gone.”

      She squeezes my forearm. I appreciate her effort to comfort me, but it’s like offering a band-aid to someone you just smacked with a wrecking ball. I don’t want this to be real, but Zariyah keeps talking, describing a suspicious detective who stopped by, a couple tattooed guys dressed in black and then even more tattooed muscular Italian men moving furniture and tarps out of the place.

      “I left Boston to get away from people like this, but it’s safer for me to move back. Don’t stick around. Go back to wherever you came from and forget you ever heard the name Enrico Zagarella.”

      I have a million questions to ask Zariyah, but the door to Enrico’s apartment thrusts open and I see a man who looks exactly like my ex-boyfriend, only two decades older. He can only be one person…

      He scowls at me. “What do you want? Who are you?”

      Zariyah disappears back into her place and slams the door shut, sliding the bolt through the door. Damn, girl. Cold. Once she disappears, the man in Enrico’s apartment reaches out and grabs my forearm. The first thing I notice about him is how big his hands are. He squeezes and drags me towards the door.

      “Come inside.”

      

      He doesn’t give me a choice and frankly, I don’t have one.
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            Chapter 2

          

          
            Unruly Teenager

          

          Sammy Zagarella

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Present Day

      

      

      I don’t know why the fuck my cousins and my brother think I need therapy. I lost my son. What the fuck is a therapist going to do about it, bring my son back? There’s no therapy for this shit. There’s nothing that can heal the absolute fucking heartbreak I’m going through. There’s only one fucking way to get through this shit and it’s to go through it.

      But my brother insists… so here I am. In a fucking psychotherapist’s office. All I can think is that I fucking hate this place and it doesn’t matter that the therapist is a knock out because I don’t want to fucking be here.

      Dr. Rebecca Gabriel sits across from me in a tight-fitting red dress that should be fucking illegal. She has heels to match the dress and a dog curled up next to her vintage leather chair. John swears this is the best therapist in Long Island. I don’t know. The best fucking therapist in the world couldn’t help with my problems because most people, no matter how fucked up they are, didn’t grow up with a mobster’s life.

      I’m older than John and Lucky, I’ve seen far more shit than they have, and I don’t have any more reasons to live. I don’t need therapy, I need a fucking .22 and three bullets. One bullet could do the trick, but you want to get the others in before the shock gets you. I’ve been shot before, so working up the courage to take the bullet wouldn’t be the problem.

      There’s something odd forcing me to cling to life, like I’m not done here yet despite my desire to end the whole fucking pony show and finally sink into peaceful fucking blackness.

      
      “How long have you had this suicidal ideation?” Dr. Gabriel asks. The pit bull sleeping at her feet yawns. The collar around her neck jingles and I read the name on it – Taylor Mae Davis. Strange name for a dog.

      “I never said I was suicidal.”

      “Right. You just want to… shoot yourself in the head?”

      I hate it here. These people make regular fucking shit sound so dramatic. Everyone wants to off themselves at one point or another.

      I shrug. “You seen the shit I’ve seen, you’d want to do the same.”

      She purses her lips. Red lipstick. This woman must love the fuck outta the color red. Everything in here is so red it makes my head hurt. I thought therapy ought to be fucking soothing. With the red and the black leather, this place looks like a pleasure palace.

      What the fuck, John? This head shrink had better be fucking good.

      “I’ve worked with a lot of men like you, Sammy,” she says. “I sense you’re holding back.”

      Holding back is a survival strategy in our world. You talk too much, you open your fucking mouth and someone puts a bullet in your head. It happened to my son. I should have taught him better. If I’d taught him better, this shit would have never happened. He failed the test of loyalty. The Vicari family holds no sympathy for rats, for the disloyal. I raised a rat. That hurts. I could have saved his life if I hadn’t been such a fuck up…

      Does this head shrink understand how hard it is to love the people who killed your son and to blame yourself, even if you weren’t anywhere near him when they put a bullet in his head? Lucky promises they were respectful but… I should have been there during his last moments.

      “There’s nothing for us to talk about. My son died. I’m fucked up…” I grumble.

      “You reported in your intake form that you thought you were having auditory hallucinations.”

      Or as we say on planet earth, hearing fucking voices. John’s overreacting to what happened. I squeeze the leather arms of the chair and try to focus on Dr. Gabriel. Ignore the red walls, the red lips, the red tongue hanging out of the fucking dog’s mouth. It’s like there’s a necktie getting progressively tighter around my neck. They should serve beer in therapy.

      “It’s not a big deal. My cousins… they got me to a doctor. I got sleep medicine and that all went away.”

      “Are you sure, Sammy?” she asks. “Are you sure you don’t hear voices telling you what to do?”

      “Yeah. I think they’re gone.”

      She uncrosses her legs and then runs her tongue over the red lipstick. None of it comes off. Dr. Gabriel’s eyes return to mine. They’re large, dark and intense. What is the fucking point of this?

      “Can you describe these auditory hallucinations to me, Sammy?” she says, scribbling notes on a stupid clipboard. The sound irritates the fuck outta me but I don’t want to act all jumpy in here and give her a reason to prescribe me some other shit that forces me not to drink. If I was still drinking, I wouldn’t have any of these fucking problems because I would be asleep or dead or whatever the fuck.

      I describe the hallucinations to her and she nods, taking more furious notes and then staring at me for far too long when I stop talking. I will run this fucking hour out if she makes me. Unfortunately, Dr. Gabriel doesn’t have any intentions of letting me off scot-free.

      “Is that the only thing going on, Sammy?”

      “No. My dead son’s girlfriend is pregnant and she’s staying at my place for a while. It’s driving me nuts. How could he… How could he be such a fucking idiot as to do that, huh? But I can’t exactly ask him, can I?”

      I realize I’m talking to myself, but ain’t that what I’m paying for? It’s not like this doctor with all her fancy credentials has any of the necessary skills to survive the life that I live.

      “How is she driving you nuts?” Dr. Gabriel asks. “Difficult house guest?”

      “No. Perfect house guest. A little too quiet maybe. It’s just that… She’s pregnant and a high school dropout, and I don’t know what the fuck to do about her. She ain’t ready to be a mom, but I’m supposed to send her out into the world and… I dunno.”

      “What do you want to do, Sammy?”

      I can’t confess that – not even to a fancy therapist paid to hear mind fuckery like what’s in my head.

      “I want my bloodline to be cared for. I want this girl to be a suitable mother. She’s the last person I would choose for my son to settle down with, but now, I’m stuck with her.”

      “Is there any way you could make the best of the situation?”

      I’ve thought of what my therapist has suggested before.

      “You mean force her into my bed?”

      Dr. Gabriel purses her lips. “No, Sammy. That’s not what I meant.”

      “How else could I make the best of it?”

      “Molesting her certainly wasn’t what I had in mind.”

      “It’s a trade, not molestation. I’m offering her copious amounts of care, and honestly, she is rather difficult…”

      The girl comes to me with a broken nose and my heir in her womb… What sort of high school girl gets into such violent fights that they end with a broken nose? I don’t know what kind of girl this is, but I doubt I can survive the duration of her pregnancy without some salve for putting up with her attitude.

      “Perhaps she’s difficult because she’s been through something traumatic,” Dr. Gabriel says. “Listen, Sammy. She’s a young girl who just lost her boyfriend and found out some devastating news. I know you want to help her, but you have to try listening to her. Have you asked her how she feels about the situation?”

      This is why everyone fucking hates therapists. All this feelings talk makes me instantly sick to my stomach.

      “Has anyone ever mentioned you should serve beer here?”

      She won’t let me change the subject.

      “Sammy. Answer the question.”

      “Her feelings don’t matter. She got herself into this situation when she went to bed with my son. It’s only out of the goodness of my heart that I haven’t left her to her fate.”

      Dr. Gabriel shifts uncomfortably, but she doesn’t seem upset. She seems fascinated and I hate feeling like a bug trapped beneath a clear jar. This vintage leather chair has to be worse than a straitjacket.

      “I don’t have to ask how she feels. She lost someone she loves. She feels like shit because the whole world is shit and it doesn’t take a fucking genius to figure that out.”

      Dr. Gabriel stares at me blankly. Taylor Mae Davis stares too with creepy yellowish eyes. If you showed that dog to the wrong Zagarella, Taylor Mae would likely spend her whole life ripping other dogs’ throats out. It’s probably for the best that she stays right here with Dr. Gabriel.

      “That’s how you feel, Sammy,” she says. “You’re projecting how you feel onto her, but you have no idea how she feels because you didn’t ask. She’s your only living connection to your son, but you’re afraid to let her in.”

      “I have no reason to let her in. My son and I… We weren’t close. If we were close, maybe he wouldn’t have died.”

      “You can’t blame yourself for what happened to him.”

      “Hm.”

      “I sense your resentment, Sammy.”

      Does she also sense my desire to drown in a bottle of tequila? I don’t know how she expects me to face Melanie, much less talk to her. I haven’t talked to her since I met her outside of Enrico’s place ten days ago outside of exchanging pleasantries and the bare minimum.

      “I would expect as much considering the cost of this appointment.”

      Dr. Gabriel ignores my comment. “Your assignment for this week is to get to know Melanie. Find out her likes and dislikes. She’s carrying
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