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Bram Stoker’s Dracula

1897

Mina: I want to be what you are, see what you see, love what you love.

Dracula: Mina, to walk with me, you must die to your breathing life and be reborn to mine.
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Darker Than Night

A Paranormal Mafia Romance

Demons of the La Cosa Nostra

Book I

Darker Than Night

I am evil and no longer human—decadence and blood are my mainstay. Killing is an everyday occurrence in my world, and revenge is a sweet metaphor. For two hundred years, I walked this earth, spilling my evil on humanity. Now, in the twenty-first century, I can live as I please and share my evil with the modern-day world, a world of sex, sin, and debauchery.

Vampire. It is such an evil concept, but a vampire is what I am. However, I am more, I am the head of a notorious Mafia family. My name is Lionel Darius Mancini, Don of the Mancini family. I created a Mafia dynasty. 

Cursed for over two hundred years and drawn into this life of endless blood and loneliness by a seductress of depravity. My heart and soul were taken and destroyed because I sought love. Yet, I killed the beauty of such a commodity, and then Jardine Powers entered my dark existence. Beauty and light, she is everything that I want, but can she see past the blood and gore to love me? 

It doesn’t matter; a vampire takes what it wants. 
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Prelude
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The Taking of Jardine, Present Day

The hunger was overwhelming. Buried deep in her luscious cunt, the need for more washed over me. Just one little nip, just a few ounces, would keep me going. While I was fucking her, I’d take a little blood, and she’d never be the wiser. 

I made her cum violently, and the sweat beaded on her body, leaving her defenseless to stop me from feeding. So slowly, so methodically, I kissed her neck and used my tongue to wash over her pulsating artery. Ah, the strong thumping of her blood drove my cock to become even harder. I rammed continuously inside her, and she moaned.

“Dear God,” she whimpered. “I’ve never been fucked like this.”

I wanted to tell her vampires were the ultimate fuck, but I wouldn’t be the harbinger of doom.

I had to have control.

Don’t do it, my mind screamed. I was so close, so very close to my end.

My cock felt so good inside her. She was so warm, so fucking human. She smelled delicious, and my hunger was building, and soon, I’d bite her and create havoc for us both.

I didn’t want her fear; I wanted her desire, and I wanted to give her immense pleasure. I pulled her off me and gently pushed her onto her back.

“Lionel,” she whispered.

“Shh, let me give you pleasure.”

I spread her slender thighs and licked my lips, my fangs now protruding and glistening in the flames the fireplace threw off. She was so immersed in her desire she would never notice the change in me.

Her scent made me drool as I licked at her wet and needy sex. I found her clit and sucked until her nails dug into my scalp. Ah, yes, the pain was invigorating. I nipped her swollen skin, and she screamed.

“Oh, fucking God!”

She came, her body gifting me with her sweet juices. 

I rammed back into her and filled her with my demon seed. But the need to feed threatened to destroy us both.

I had to hold back. She was my everything; in time, she had to know my true self. I couldn’t lose her because I needed her love. How could I ask her to enter my darkness? 

Simple solution: I’d never ask. I’d take what belonged to me. Jardine Powers belonged to me. She just didn’t know it yet.

She asked for my protection, and I was more than willing to give it. She belonged to another. That would end soon.

Darkness never falls in love.

Night never exists in daylight.

Evil never thrives on goodness.

I was fucked, doomed, and darker than night.

I’m a vampire and a Mafia Don, and I was cursed over two hundred years ago.

I wanted her, and I wanted her to love me.

Why would an angel like her ever love me?

But Jardine was no angel. She was a witch with admirable powers but wasn’t venomous, and her beauty was unmatched. That didn’t matter to me. I’d abuse those powers along with the beautiful woman.

You see, vampires are monsters and beasts, and I was one of the most powerful underloads of the Mafia in New York City.

She knew what I was, yet she came to me. She trusted me, and I had to deliver and kill the bastard that had a hold on her. 

I always delivered, and there was always a price to pay.
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Chapter One

[image: image]


1823, Rome, Italy, Lenora

I met Lenora two weeks before on a wet and stormy night. She was walking alone on a dark road. I stopped my carriage, surprised to find a woman by herself in the midst of the storm.

I stopped to rescue her and was drawn in by her beauty. 

It was our second week together. I was now in a quaint inn no more than fifteen minutes from where Lenora lived, her Villa grand and ancient. It was country and beautiful, giving me time to relax and enjoy the mountains in northern Italy like one of its inhabitants. 

I’d never known such passion or such decadence.

I’d never experienced such evil; I was an aristocrat, one of the hierarchies in Rome, and wealthy. I was tall, with surprisingly dark good looks, and I enjoyed the company of beautiful women in my bed. 

We’d fuck daily, nightly, and whenever she came to me, wet with need. She only had to look at me, and I’d grab her into my arms and kiss her, and we were fucking. We became insatiable, knowing the time would pass and I’d have to leave.

I thought I’d be able to leave her. 

Then something happened. 

I was a gentle soul who only wanted to be loved. She epitomized female beauty: long raven hair, large hazel eyes, and full, sensual lips. What man wouldn’t fall under her spell?

She brought out the dominant man in me, a side that even surprised me. That man took hold. I spoke about making her cum, and on command, and I’d entered a zone with her. I could now control her mind and body. We took one more step into forbidden territory.

Every so often, I’d enter a mist, and the orgasm would be too intense for words. There was pain, yet it didn’t outweigh the pleasure. Afterward, I’d feel drained. Something profound was happening.

I was changing.

“Lionel, I want to take you to a special place. It’s about twenty minutes from here. We must wear masks. It is a traditional masquerade ball. I want to show you off. I haven’t been there in months, and only as a Madam, and now I want to show you off as my master. I’d like to see their surprised faces when meeting the man who made me his submissive.

“Lenora, I’d love it. However, I’ve never walked down this road before. Dom? Did you say that I’ve been Doming you since you met me? This is all very new to me.”

“Lionel, you are a natural, haven’t you noticed? This dominant role comes naturally with you.”

I embraced Lenora, and her talk of her submissiveness made me feel powerful. “You bring out in me a different man. One who needs to take care of you, consume you, and own you; I know it’s what you want. I feel different and think differently. You will obey me when we are there. You will suck my cock.”

She looked at me, grinned mischievously, and did I notice hesitancy? “In front of them all?” she asked.

“Yes, Lenora, I’d have you submit to me so all can see. It’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“Yes, of course, but will you be able to cum?”

“Yes, I believe it will be arousing letting them see you servicing me. I’ll cum, knowing it’s your mouth, my dear, giving me pleasure.” I was surprised at my request. I felt strange, strong and confident.

“Then Lionel, I can’t disobey. I’ll make them all jealous as I suck your cock.”

She wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her body against mine, feeling my ardent arousal. “Lionel, you’re hard again; I love what you have for me.” 

She was the evil that would be my undoing, and I couldn’t resist her. She removed her nightgown and took my hand. I cupped her pussy, slipped a finger into her, and watched her face. When I took it out, I sucked it, then slid it into her mouth, and I made her taste her passion. During these last two weeks, we’d tasted each other repeatedly in the throws of love, and it was so natural and erotic. I felt that we belonged to each other.

She climbed onto my lap and straddled my cock as I pushed into her. 

Being inside her was the most amazing feeling. Her pussy came alive with every stroke as I fucked her. She was so tight, so hot, and I fell deeper and deeper under her evil. 

I grabbed her ass hard and slammed into her, taking her fast and furious. We kissed deeply, as always, and fucked hard. Her pussy filled with juices, and now I could hear the slapping of our bodies together.

Wet.

Hard.

Erotic.

I could smell the sex, an aroma that heightened my senses even more. I plunged a finger into her ass, and she playfully bit my shoulder, never breaking the skin. I thought the pain was titillating and turned me on.

Christ, I had changed. No longer meek, gentle, or unassuming, I was now enraged with sexual lust. She nibbled on my neck, and that was her danger zone. But she hadn’t drawn any blood, not yet.

“That ass is mine,” I growled. 

Thoughts of fucking her tight hole drove me deeper. I had ideas of utter decadence that I’d never had before.

“I can’t get enough of you,” I said, plunging my finger into her.

“Lionel,” she whimpered. “Oh, I am going to come. The next time I want your big cock up my ass. Lionel, oh shit, oh yes,” she screamed and came, flooding me with her evil cream.

I followed, coming like I was seventeen years old. It dripped out of me onto my legs and all over her inner thighs. She laid her head on my shoulder and kissed the pulsating artery in my neck.

“I need you, Leonora. You are everything I want.” I said. It was as if another man spoke those words. 

She moved from me, hiding her face. “What’s wrong,” I asked.

“Tonight, you will be introduced to another way of life. You will find your strength and become a different man. From the moment I saw you, Lionel, I knew you were the right fit.”

“Lenora, the right fit? You are talking in riddles.”

“You will see what I mean when we are at the ball tonight.”

“Must we leave this room? I could say here forever fucking you, Lenora.”

She sat up, naked and beautiful. “We will fuck my sweet like this for a long time. I offer you an eternity with me.”

Her lovely face took on a strange look, and her hazel eyes seemed foggy and distant. She looked away from me. “You are so good, Lionel. It was the goodness in you that drew me to you. Your beauty, dark hair, eyes, and pale skin reminded me of another. I was wrong to pull you into this evil. But I don’t regret it, and I will take you because I have the power.”

“Lenora, since I have been with you, I have never been happier. I bathe in your power and beauty.”

“You poor fool, fucking me, of course, feels great. I’m a mistress of evil and decadence. Of course, fucking me is more than any human man can resist.”

“What are you talking about?” 

She kept her face turned away from me. “How old are you, Lionel?”

“Thirty-two. Why do you ask?”

“If you stay with me, you will always be thirty-two and for eternity,” she said, confusing me.

“My beauty, are you saying we will always love like this?” I asked.

She shook her head. “This club I speak of, this Dom I said you’ve become, is not the right fit for you. Run, Lionel, run, please. I only mean to do you harm.”

The pain she caused in my chest was unbearable. What was she saying? Was she casting me aside?

“But I love you,” I said.

She stood, her eyes blazing and her skin so pale, yet she was absolute perfection in my eyes. “Then Lionel, that is your misfortune. I warned you.”

“My beauty, why warn me? I am giving you my heart and soul.”

She took a deep intake of breath. “No,” she moaned. “Take that back, Lionel, take that back. I don’t want your soul.”

I was on my knees. “Please don’t shun me, Lenora. I can’t bear the thought.”

Streaks of red ran down her cheeks. Were those tears? Fear encapsulated me.

“I never wanted to do this, Lionel, but I have no choice.”

She was upon me, her mouth on my neck. The pain was sharp and overpowering as she bit me. I
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