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        * * *

      

      This is book two 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.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Description

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Alexis stumbles home after a frat party and witnesses a murder.

      

        

      
        Before she can run for help, John Vicari, a bearded, muscular killer, intervenes.

      

        

      
        The curvy, nerdy college student falls into the lap of the most dangerous crime family in Long Island.

      

        

      
        To earn her freedom, Alexis has no choice but to give John complete ownership of her body and mind.

      

        

      
        He craves a lifelong unbreakable bond to keep her safe and loyal.

      

        

      
        Get on your knees, cupcake — and submit to my desires.
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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 #2 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 material in this dark but extremely hot romance novel. There’s a morally grey alpha hero in this story, along with a black female heroine.
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        Enjoy the spicy interracial romance story…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Note From Jamila

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Hello Reader.

        Are you ready for the second book in the series?

      

        

      
        John is even more unapologetic than Lucky and I need you to brace yourself for the twisted way he will keep Alexis in his clutches.

      

        

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

      

        

      
        A life of murder and crime leaves John screwed up in the head, but very skilled with people. 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 second installment in the series…

      

        

      
        The completed series:

        www.jamilajasperromance.com/long-island-mafia
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            Chapter 1

          

          
            The House Party & The Murder

          

          Alexis Carter

        

      

    

    
      I hate walking to parties alone at night. It sucks, but at least it’s better than hanging around all night while my best friend sucks the face off some annoying frat boy at a pregame. Chloe loves parties, and she loves the attention she gets for being a petite, outgoing Asian girl even more. I’m always the awkward third wheel. I have a boyfriend, but he’s normally too busy proving himself as the school’s reigning beer pong champion.

      Chloe thinks I just need to have a few “sneaky make outs” with other guys when Cameron ignores me, but I just… I don’t want to hook up with anyone. I just want a boyfriend who gives a crap. Maybe if I had a boyfriend who gave a crap, I wouldn’t have to walk down these city streets in uncomfortable high heels alone.

      I’ll never get our generation’s obsession with hooking up. I’ll never understand how everyone is so fucking satisfied with these shallow relationships where you barely know each other’s last names, much less each other’s interests, likes or dislikes before you shove your tongues into each other’s mouths. Is it too much to want a guy to ask me my middle name before he puts his hands in my pants? I just find the obsession with getting numbers up and treating people like consumable products so shallow and stupid.

      Chloe sends me a nervous text message. She’s probably already drunk, but at least she’s checking in to make sure someone hasn’t mugged me. Columbia students are notoriously naïve. We get mugged all the time around here.

      My phone buzzes as I close in on the door to the party. I glance down at several texts from Chloe, most of which are blurry images, followed by a brief text.

      
        
        Chloe: Alexis… Where r u??????????

      

      

      Chloe always writes an excess of punctuation. One question mark is more than enough.

      
        
        Me: I’m outside.

      

      

      I’m nervous, but since there are parties all over the five-block radius around this brownstone, it’s unlikely I’ll stumble upon anything more criminal than fraternity brothers peeing against the wall to someone’s house

      
        
        Chloe: Thank GOD!!!!!!!!! Thought you were DEAD!!!!!!

      

      

      She is the most dramatic texter ever. How the hell could I text her back (and keep her updated with the occasional photo) if I were dead? When she drinks, her anxiety climbs by one thousand percent. She bursts out of the brownstone with a drink in her hand and a bright red flush that tells me she’s already wasted.

      “Oh my God, ALEXIS!” she shrieks. “Get in here. Gabe is about to beat Cameron in pong and the house is going fucking nuts. Their shirts are off, you have to see this.”

      Ugh. I hate when my boyfriend drinks enough to take his shirt off. Random girls always come up to me and congratulate me on sleeping with him as if Cameron were some kind of achievement and not a flawed person, just like anyone else. Chloe thinks I’m way too cynical about him, but I don’t know. I just hate house parties and when you date a student athlete at Columbia like Cameron, parties come with the territory.

      Cameron never portrayed himself as the type of guy who got drunk every weekend when he first slid into my DMs, but every weekend, his idea of a date is inviting me to watch him get shitfaced with his buddies and then we have sex in his room.

      The sex is bad. He finishes after three to four minutes and then watches porn with his headphones on. At least he doesn’t mind if I finish myself off afterwards in the bed next to him. There are good parts to our relationship, or I would have dumped him by now, but it’s easy to forget those good parts when I desperately want to feel… loved.

      Cameron loves reminding me I’m a strong college feminist—I don’t need a man to orgasm. If I try to argue with that, things normally spiral out of control, so I stopped bringing it up. Arguing with Cameron is about as effective as arguing with a lacrosse ball.

      Before I can ask Chloe any follow-up questions about Cameron’s drunken state so I can assess how much trouble I have to deal with, she drags me into the house. Her hands are conspicuously sticky, which means she’s drunk enough to have spilled liquor on her hands and not even noticed. The Fanta smell wafts to my nose and my shoes stick to the floor because of all the beer.

      How much time have they even had to get this drunk?

      Once I enter, Cameron comes up to me with his arms outstretched, holding two red solo cups sloshing with the foamy, cheap beer college guys use to get girls absolutely shit-faced. Cameron knows there’s no way in hell I’m drinking two solo cups of beer. I take one from him and offer a polite sip.

      “Mmm… yellow.” I can’t think of any other positive words to describe the flavor.

      “I know, right,” Cameron nods with an oblivious and self-satisfied smile. Boyfriend. He’s your boyfriend, Alexis, and he’s adequate.

      I stare with confusion at Cameron’s splatter of bad tattoos and wonder if perhaps he is significantly less than adequate.

      “You can chill in my room if it gets too rowdy for you, babe,” Cameron says, leaning forward and giving me a kiss that’s far too wet. I grimace and he mistakes it for an approving smile. He’s so dumb. Chloe whoops loudly and starts shaking her ass to I Kissed A Girl, the overplayed Katy Perry song booming in the background. Three of the black guys on Cameron’s team dance behind her, sandwiching Chloe as she does some drunken approximation of twerking. What she lacks in skill, she makes up for in enthusiasm.

      “I’m fine,” I tell Cameron, wanting to be cool for once. “I’ll kick it for a bit. Don’t you need to kick Gabe’s ass at beer pong or whatever?”

      “Yeah.”

      Cameron smiles and returns to the pong table, giving me a goofy smile like he really wants to impress me. He’s good-looking, but aside from that, Cameron’s not impressive. He’s a decent boyfriend compared to my ex but he’s lazy, constantly farts because of his gross strawberry flavored protein shakes, doesn’t understand anything with the slightest hint of complexity and he drinks too much. He’s sweet though and we’ve dated since freshman year, which is basically marriage by Columbia standards.

      Cameron tosses the tiny ping-pong ball across the table and lands it smoothly in Gabe’s remaining cup. It’s up to his roommate to tie the game. Gabe squints and aims for Cameron’s cup with his ball. Chloe shakes her hips in the corner of the room as everyone ignores her in favor of the pong game she’s drunkenly oblivious to.

      Gabe tosses the ball and misses. Badly. The crowd groans, and Gabe looks visibly pissed.

      “Fuck this, man. Fuck this…”

      Gabe’s drunk too and he’s the only guy in this house who can out-drink Cameron, which is saying a lot. Cameron pumps his fist and then beats his chest like an ape. He makes me cringe, but… having a boyfriend is better than not having one — at least according to Chloe and every other female friend I have.

      “Suck it,” Cameron taunts him.

      “Fuck you, man,” Gabe shoots back half-heartedly. He stumbles off into another room. Cameron wraps his arm around me and plants a wet kiss on my cheek. He stinks like liquor and I hate when he gets all slobbery and gross like this. He bites my lower lip and a few people in the room cheer after our kiss. So embarrassing. Cameron grins at me.

      “Wait in my room, babe. I’ll come see you soon.”

      Cameron knows I hate parties like this, so I’m grateful he’s giving me a way out. Chloe’s having too much fun dancing with a few other girls in our year and two of Cameron’s other roommates. I tell Chloe I’m heading upstairs and she begs me to have more shots with her.

      I know Cameron would probably appreciate it if I at least tried to have fun, so I grab him by the hand and drag him over to Chloe. We do shots together and then I dance with Cameron and Chloe for a few more minutes before Cameron has to return to his beer pong tournament.

      By the time I slink upstairs, I’m drunk. It doesn’t take much to get me wasted, which is why I try to avoid nights like this one. I hope I can nap and sober up before Cameron gets upstairs so we can hang out and talk. We need to talk about our relationship. Drinking always makes me want to talk about our relationship, which goes about as well as you might think.

      But seriously… Cameron can’t keep relying on cheap tricks at the pong table to impress me. He can’t just call me “babe” and assume I’ll be his forever. He knows what I want out of life. I’ll be in New York city until medical school and I need to work my ass off to get to my dream school, Harvard medical. Cameron just failed Introduction To Sexuality Studies because he claims it wasn’t what he expected. He’ll have to stay an extra semester and he doesn’t have any plans.

      Columbia relationships are weird and I’m not the type of girl who likes relationships without labels, which makes me totally incompatible with most guys. Cameron at least likes labels like “babe” and “girlfriend”. That’s the best you can hope for, right? An average guy, living his average life… with an average dick… with average grades. Average is good.

      I slip my shoes off and crawl into Cameron’s bed. It’s comforting that it smells like him, but I don’t love the fact that his pillow is damp. He sweats a lot and doesn’t stick to the wash schedule I made for him at all.

      I pull the covers over my head, and the room seems to swirl around me. Woah. Maybe I had more to drink than I realized. My stomach lurches. I can’t hate Cameron. His smell is everywhere and his inability to stick to a wash schedule is not the biggest deal in the world.

      I text Cameron out of habit.

      
        
        Me: Babe. I’m drunk. Upstairs. Miss you.

      

      

      I don’t know if I’ve ever missed Cameron, but it’s what you say when you have a boyfriend and I don’t just have a boyfriend — Cameron is hot. Other women on our campus want to date him and most wonder openly what a white bread prep like Cameron wants with a black woman like me…

      Asking him something so blunt is out of the question. He cares about me, and that counts for something. Cameron doesn’t respond to my text message before I fall asleep, but I don’t mind. He’s probably the undefeated beer pong champion somewhere.

      The bed moves, and there’s a thud. Boots hit the floor. I’m up and there’s warmth in my bed. The invasive smell isn’t Cameron’s, and then I feel a large weight pressing into me. Holy fuck.

      My head spins and I feel even more drunk than before, if that’s even possible. I try to mutter the word “no” but nothing comes out. An elbow presses into my stomach with no regard for presence and the oxygen evacuates my lungs. I assume the body on top of mine is Cameron’s, but as the elbow jabs into my stomach, a strong, unfamiliar male smell invades my nostrils. I don’t know who the fuck it is, but I know it’s not Cameron.

      Not Cameron.

      I panic. My heart races and I hate that I freeze as I feel a hand slide under my shirt. I cry out loudly as roving fingers touch my breasts. No. I try to push him off, but I’m too drunk and the man on top of me is way too strong. Uncomfortably wet lips press against my earlobes. My stomach tightens with nausea. He’s going to rape me.

      “I always wanted to fuck you,” Gabe whispers. “Now I’ll get the chance. If you scream, I’ll cut your fucking throat.”

      He runs his tongue over my neck, and I don’t scream. He pinches my breasts again and I try to knee him in the balls. He slaps me across the face with his free hand and I cry out. Who the hell could hear me anyway over the music? Panic surges through me. I have to get the fuck out of here.

      I feel something soft and warm poking against my thigh and my frozen response transforms as the threat looms. I collect myself enough to knee him hard in the gut, forcing him off me with all the strength my adrenaline can provide. Gabe groans and I attempt to push him off. I don’t do enough to get him off me, but I hit him hard enough to really piss him off.

      “You little bitch,” he grunts, pushing my face to the side and holding me down as he attempts to take my pants off. I know if he gets my pants off, I’m finished and he’ll have me right where he wants me. I have to fight harder. I knee him in the balls this time and remember something I watched online once. I squeeze my fingers together and when Gabe looks at me, I jab him in the eyes.

      The surprise forces him to jump off of me and I leap out of bed. He got most of my pants off and my shirt up. Gabe lunges at me as I run for the door. He grabs my forearm and pushes me hard.

      “Stupid fucking slut,” He snarls, his beer-breath threatening to knock me unconscious.

      He grabs my throat and slams me against the door. I knee him in the balls again and this time, I throw the door open and hit Gabe in the head as he doubles over. That’s it — I have time to escape. I run down the stairs and run past the rest of the party. I don’t see Chloe or Cameron and I don’t look for them.

      He tried to rape me. Cameron’s roommate tried to rape me. I’m in shock and my clothes are hanging off my body, and I don’t have any shoes. Oh my God. I’m outside in Manhattan with no shoes on. Tears stream down my face as I heave and gasp for breath.

      This wasn’t supposed to happen to me. I’m not the type of girl who goes to house parties and ends up beneath some strange guy. Tears stream from my eyes as I heave for breath, the realization hitting me that there was never any “type” of girl that this happens to. Some of us just tell ourselves that so we can go through life feeling safe, never worrying that some guy will viciously steal our dignity.

      I pick a direction and run as fast as I can. Then I take a turn, thinking I’m heading back to campus, but I’m facing down an alley and I’m not alone. The best course of action would be keeping my head down and sprinting in the opposite direction. That’s not what happens. The two men are speaking to each other, arguing about something, and they’re both holding guns. There’s a lump on the ground that I try to discern the identity of.

      I’ve never seen a gun in real life before. I’m too fucked up and traumatized to think things through before reacting. I shriek—loudly. The men snap their attention to me and I freeze as the taller one raises his gun to me. The other one glances to the ground and my eyes follow the direction of his.

      My screaming gets louder. Fuck. They have a dead body and I’ve never seen a dead body either, but that’s definitely what’s lying on the ground beneath them. The pool of red blood looks black in the darkness, but there’s a tangy metallic smell that finally reaches my nostrils.

      The taller man turns the gun away from me and shoots the guy on the ground right in front of me. If he wasn’t dead before (perhaps just dying) he’s dead now. I scream again and turn around, readying myself to run but knowing that I’ll die right here, two blocks away from Cameron’s house with my clothes ripped by bullets in my back. I have to do something and there’s no fighting two killers with guns.

      I run as fast as I can, filled with the knowledge that it’s entirely hopeless.

      This is how my story ends.
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            Chapter 2

          

          
            The Alley Girl

          

          John Vicari

        

      

    

    
      Lucky has to hold him down after the first shot so I can make the second shot humane. There’s no way to make this job cleaner, really. It’s a dirty fucking job and we’re dirty fucking people for doing it. He squeals like a pig and I shoot him again. He goes limp, and he’s instantly still. There should be no other sound but my breath and my brother’s. Instead — there’s a scream.

      Lucky whips around after my third and final shot, pointing his weapon at the girl standing at the edge of the alleyway. Her knees knock together and she seems like she’s going to faint. Pretty African American girl. Nice figure. Ripped clothes. Gorgeous lips.

      “Don’t shoot,” I command him gruffly. The girl makes a strange sound between a moan and a cry. Her eyes bug out of her head like she plans on passing out right in front of us. Fuck, this is bad. I never felt great about this job and now that Sammy’s son is dead, it’s hitting me like the fucking F train. The girl makes another anguished cry and nearly drops to her knees.

      “We have to do something,” Lucky growls at me, talking in as hushed a tone as possible, which isn’t enough to stop the girl from hearing.

      She just witnessed a crime and every inkling in this obvious good girl’s body is probably telling her to run her ass to the cops. She glances over her shoulder like she’s going to run and despite my instructions, Lucky raises his pistol to her. Fuck.

      I have to stop her before she takes off and provokes my idiot brother’s killer instincts. We’ve already pushed the boundaries of human depravity tonight. He’s dead. The kid I helped raise is dead on the ground because my father commanded it. Don’t I feel an inkling of regret? Can’t I fucking feel anything?

      My heart pounds, reminding me that even with all the crimes I have committed against other living beings, my heart still physically beats. Lucky gives me an impatient look, his hand hovering too close to the trigger finger for my liking. If we don’t kill her we have to do something. This isn’t how the fuck we go down, it’s just not how the Vicari family falls. This kid on the ground between us… This is family business, not police business and we can’t have this pretty as fuck, reckless as fuck college kid screw this up for us.

      “She’s going to bolt,” Lucky snarls. “I’m not going after her.” Motherfucker. The girl runs and I sprint after her. She’s barefoot in a disgusting Manhattan alley for whatever fucking reason. She won’t get far.

      She glances over her shoulder and screams when she realizes I’m getting close. That won’t help her. I get closer and yell at her to stop running. She stops and turns like she’s going to fight. The brave little thing reassesses the situation when I get closer to her. I tower over her by at least a foot. Someone tore her clothes, and she looks like she’s been through hell.

      “Don’t fight,” I growl at her which I mean to calm her down, a goal I fail at completely. She freezes until the last second when it’s far too late for her to escape my clutches. My first impressions were that I thought she was pretty, but I haven’t exactly had a good look at her appearance outside of the shadowy silhouette in the alley. The first thing I notice about the witness to our late night butchery is the softness of her body as she smacks into mine. Holy fuck, she’s soft. I wrap my arms around her to stop her from any attempts at escape.

      Guilt rushes through me but I can’t help it. I squeeze her body against mine and allow myself to enjoy how delightful it is to feel her scream and struggle. Trust me, cupcake, it’s better me than my brother and certainly better me than my cousin Sammy. I hold her close and smell her perfume. She’s spent the night drinking and by the smell of beer coming off her, she’s had too much. Her soft breasts press into my forearm and my cock throbs as I struggle to subdue her.

      I don’t chase women of her complexion, but I don’t consider this a chase in the traditional sense. I tighten my grasp on her as she enters the headspace prey animals do when they feel they have nothing to lose.

      Our witness makes a loud noise between a howl and a squeal as I wrap my hand over her mouth and attempt to subdue her. She has ripped clothing. No shoes. She’s black, and it’s one of those nice copper brown shades, a dark ochre color that gets me really fucking hard, especially when I see my pale hand contrasted against her exceedingly beautiful skin tone. I can’t touch her. I can’t. I’ve done it before and been punished before and it’s never worth the trouble just for a woman, even one who gets me instantly aroused like this one.

      My stomach tightens. I feel like a bastard just for noticing her skin tone and how my hand feels against it. We can’t do that anymore, can we? Notice shit like skin color. We have to pretend it’s fucking invisible, even when we can’t get it off our minds…

      This world we live in is all fucked up and I’m a part of the fucking problem. She thrashes around, but ultimately, she’s no match for me and by the time Lucky gets his ass over to me, she has to fight both of us off, which would be fucking impossible for any regular sized human male, much less a college student. No wallet, no phone, we won’t have much trouble hiding this one on the other side of the city.

      “Get her in the car,” I grunt. The girl breaks out into a full-blown panic. Lucky bites his lip to stop himself from saying something disrespectful. What? He doesn’t expect me to kill the chick, does he? It’s not my style any more than it’s his.

      We get her in the back seat and she fights like hell until Lucky points his gun at her.

      “Shut the fuck up, kid or I’ll blow a hole through your skull.”

      Christ, Lucky. That’ll calm her the fuck down. I swear my brother has the brains of a fucking sea sponge.

      “Settle down,” I tell her. “We need to get you out of here.”

      I glance at Lucky and he knows what I’m asking. I have other problems tonight, apparently. That alley should have been quiet, but we had to take our chances. That’s one of the many problems with the morgue. You’re forced to gamble and those gambles don’t always pay off.

      “I’ll take care of the body,” Lucky mutters. The girl whimpers in the backseat. If I let her out of my sight, she’ll run to the cops. I sense it. Lucky reacts visibly when he hears her whimper. I don’t know what to tell him. I’ll work on her.

      “Thank you,” I mutter, shifting uncomfortably as I come to terms with the fact that I don’t have a single clue what the fuck I’m going to do with this chick. She goes to one of the most expensive private schools in the country. It’s not like she can disappear and no one will notice. It’s not like she’s ever seen anything like she’s seen tonight. She’ll want to tell someone and the second she runs her fucking mouth, we’ve got a problem.

      A bigger problem lies dead wrapped in a tarp in the back of my SUV. I killed my nephew and I am definitely going to fucking hell for that.

      “Should we talk to Sammy?” Lucky asks. His mind is the same place mine is, not like that’s any fucking good. I shake my head. There’s no point talking to Sammy. When he finds out Enrico’s missing, he’ll know because he’s in ‘the life’ and he knows how my father treats traitors. Alfonso Vicari comes from an era of shooting first and asking questions later.

      Better yet, dad doesn’t ask any fucking questions. He’s led the Vicari family for the past twenty years and he’s more stuck in his ways than anyone I know. You don’t get to be that old in ‘the life’ without an iron fist, at least that’s what dad always said…

      Crazy fucking Sammy will also know that this order could have only come from one person — the big Vicari boss who runs my fucking life. But how will he ever forgive me for going through with this? My mind races with thoughts, but I’m also plagued by a strange numb feeling, like I’ve gone too far. Dad’s halfway across the world and he made me kill my best friend’s son.

      Dad… Without him, I wouldn’t be the man I am today but he drives me fucking nuts leaving me here to absorb the backlash from carrying out his commands. I don’t have time to have a fucking life and it’s beating me into the ground all the plotting and killing and chasing down the fucking Murray bastards and giving up everything that made me human for what… .

      Power? Is power fucking worth it?

      I drive Lucky to his car, and he takes the body. I don’t know who he’ll get to help, but my brother is very resourceful. I enter the driver’s seat again once he’s gone and take a proper look at the girl who witnessed our crime for the first time in the rear-view mirror. I plan on getting a quick look at her and glancing away quickly. The less we see of each other the better if she plans to survive tonight. Once my eyes land on her, that’s not what fucking happens. My eyes don’t break away from her and I can’t stop drinking her in. Her chest heaves slowly with each nervous breath and my gaze lingers inappropriately on her voluptuous bosoms.

      She’s pretty as fuck. I can’t help how I respond to that. She has smooth, golden ochre color — and deep brown eyes. Thick hair, all loose. She looks like a fucking mess and while she might be a beautiful mess, it’s clear that this chick has seen some shit. I pull my car away from the spot where Lucky parked.

      I glance at her in the rear-view mirror again and she cries once her eyes catch mine. I terrify her and I barely think she perceives me as human. Fuck, I didn’t mean to make her cry. She’s right to think I’m a monster after what she saw. What kind of man kills another in an alley without even flinching? There’s no way to change who I am. As long as my father remains the boss of the Vicari family, which he will for the rest of his life, it’s my duty to obey him, not question him.

      I ain’t that fuckin’ scary, am I?

      “You don’t have a fucking thing to worry about, kid.”

      “I’m not a kid,” she says with a trembling voice. “I go to Columbia University and someone will report me missing. They’ll find you and take you to prison. Forever.”

      “Okay, Columbia University.”

      I have to get her out of Manhattan. If I let Miss Columbia out of my fucking sight, I can almost guarantee that she will take her ass straight to the cops and fuck me all the way up.

      “Where are you taking me?” She says.

      “Enough questions, Columbia.”

      “That’s not my name.”

      “Probably better if you don’t tell me your name.”

      She gets a scared rabbit look in her eye again and leans back, silent. It takes over an hour to get out of the fucking city and she doesn’t say a word or try to escape.

      “Where’s your cell phone?” I ask her once we’re out of Manhattan and I know I can deal with any bullshit without losing her. Lucky enjoys life in Westhampton, but I prefer staying closer to the casino. My first girlfriend and I bought an apartment in Bayside, Queens together. After our relationship fell apart, I bought out her half and could never bear to get rid of it. I like the simplicity of everything and the quiet little neighborhood where everyone knows my name and the Italian restaurants still serve a manly amount of pasta. I would have to fall head over heels in love to leave this place.

      Lucky thinks I’m a little too fucking sentimental. He collects real estate like baseball cards. I bond to places for life and I feel bonded to this place—my witness’s new prison.

      I bought this place during the good times before I had this much fucking responsibility. I know what my father would say about her. She’s not worth keeping alive. She ain’t one of ours. A chick like her goes missing, nobody gives a flying fuck. I could have killed her and easily gotten away with it.

      Maybe it ain’t right, but it’s the way the world fucking works and there ain’t a damn thing you can do about it. I don’t want to do what our father would want tonight. Killing Enrico was bad enough. I need to show mercy for once. This is my chance to show mercy. She looked at me like she was looking at a monster and the tiniest most human part of me is absolutely fucking desperate to prove her wrong.

      “I asked you a question. Where’s your damn cell phone?”

      I don’t mean to sound tense and upset. It’s not her, really, it’s just the blood on my hands and my racing heart as I try to keep calm and remember all the shit I need to do to stop this from blowing up in my fucking face.

      “I left it at my boyfriend’s house,” she responds. She doesn’t have a city accent, so I don’t have to worry about fucking gang bangers tracking me down to Queens. She has a flat, Midwestern accent that tells me her parents are far away and she’s from a classy sort of place that will polish out the grammatical inadequacies and unnecessary use of slang from a woman’s speech. I guess the smart cookie didn’t end up at Columbia by accident.

      “Your boyfriend?”

      “Yes. My boyfriend,” she repeats, glaring at me as she repeats the word.

      Boyfriend. I don’t know why that word fills me with instant rage. I wonder what pretentious rich kid who probably doesn’t even deserve to get laid gets to have this chick in his bed. She’s a fucking knock out.

      “What’s his name?”

      She hesitates, but she eventually spits out his first name. “Cameron.”

      A prick named Cameron. I can use that information later, I bet.

      She doesn’t tell me his last name, which is probably pretty fucking smart since the thought immediately crosses my mind that I might have to kill that motherfucker if I get my hands on him.

      “Where are your shoes? Why the fuck were you wandering around alone this hour of the night?”

      I don’t like that she’s afraid of me, but for now, it’s to my advantage to use her fear to get answers. She’ll figure out that I won’t hurt her soon enough and I need my answers before she realizes she’s completely safe with me.

      The girl glances at me in the rear-view mirror and when my eyes meet hers, she starts crying. And I mean she starts fucking bawling. I’ve never encountered any shit like this in over three decades of life so I sit in the front seat fucking stunned by her emotional display. Crying makes me very uncomfortable. Fuck. What the hell am I supposed to do now? How the fuck am I supposed to react to this shit, huh?

      “Hey, listen… you don’t have to cry…” I mumble, hoping that pointing out the obvious will stop her tears. Her crying only intensifies. Fuck.

      “If I knew I was going to die tonight, I would have called my mom,” She sniffles, her soft sobbing getting louder with each shivering sniffle.

      Jesus fucking Christ. Does she really think I plucked her out of an isolated Upper West Side alley to kill her? If I were going to kill her, it would have been much smarter to do it several miles away from my home. I think better of pointing that out to her as my better instincts tell me that would only make the crying worse.

      Thankfully, we don’t have far until we get to my apartment. I own the entire building, but I live on the top floor. Getting her ass up the top floor will be a big fucking problem if she doesn’t cooperate. She stops wailing and sniffling when I stop the car at least. That’s a fucking relief.

      “I need your cooperation, Columbia,” I tell her plainly. “Once I have that, you’ll make it.”

      “Stop calling me that.”

      “I gotta call you something.”

      I get out of the car and she tries her door again. Child locks. Gotta love those. I open the door and she doesn’t sprint out, apparently remembering my brother’s threats. I’m armed, but my gun is unloaded. Still, she looks pretty fucking green and she goes to college for rich kids so an unloaded gun is probably more than enough to scare the ever-loving crap out of her.

      “Come on, Columbia. Out of the car,” I tell her, gesturing towards me so she knows it’s okay for her to leave the back seat as long as she stays close. If she makes one wrong move, I’ll have to take this a step further when I would really prefer not to. The girl steps out of the car and doesn’t run. So far, so fucking good.

      “My name is Alexis,” she says snootily. “And I don’t care what your name is, I need you to take me back to my dorm. If you aren’t going to kill me… let me go.”

      Is she serious? How the fuck do I benefit from leaving the one witness to a murder I committed to run back to her college campus and blab to everyone she knows. I have to bond with her—and quickly. There’s always the obvious, but she’s twenty years old, which is too young for me and it’s too much wrong for one night. I’ll just have to keep her close and fight the temptation I felt the second I wrapped my arms around her.

      “No chance you’re leaving my place tonight.”

      I know the truth about why I took her, and I have to suppress it at all costs. We close in on the stairs to my place and the smell from downstairs gets stronger as we approach the stairs in the back. Basil. Marinara sauce. Mozzarella cheese. Alexis sniffs loudly as she follows me up the stairs to my front door. My chest tightens as I get close to the door and question what the hell I’m doing here with this girl.

      “You live above a pizza place?” Alexis asks after conducting her investigation.

      Watching her examine my apartment fills me with discomfort. I want to impress her, which is pretty much impossible since she just saw me kill someone and clearly views me as a monster. “Yup.”

      I also own the pizza place, but she doesn’t need to know that. Aside from the casino, I like having a few solid small businesses in my portfolio. I used to love that pizza place when I was young. Fuck, I miss being young… If I were younger,I wouldn’t think twice about dragging her to my bed and forcing her to enjoy me. I’m different now. Older. Wiser. Less cruel.

      I’m no angel and with a woman like that, it’s worth the effort of convincing her that she really does want my tongue between every crease of her skin.

      I want redemption from her. I want to wipe the horrified look off her face and prove to her that I’m human. It’s foolish, but maybe it’s a sign I’m really getting old. It’s just another reason I should stay away from her.

      Alexis walks close to me as I guide her up the stairs and unlock the door to my place. I don’t need all four bedrooms, but I enjoy imagining that one day I could have a family to fill the place up with. I don’t keep many friends around.

      Once we’re in my apartment, I have to turn up the heat on this chick. I know I’ll scare the crap out of her, but I have to make sure she doesn’t fucking talk.

      “Get a chair and sit the fuck down,” I growl at her, trying to sound especially stern.

      My gruffness even surprises her. “What?”

      “You heard me.”

      “I thought you said you weren’t going to hurt me,” she replies pleadingly. She thinks pain is coming next. No, little thing. I can’t hurt you. I give myself plenty of time to consider her face. She has very round cheeks, a lot of hair and curves. Curves everywhere. Since when are twenty-year-olds this full-figured. Her breasts move a lot with each breath and she has a round ass that I’m not thinking about smacking. Or tasting. Or fucking.

      It’s normally easier to control myself. If I didn’t have to force myself to survive killing my nephew, perhaps I wouldn’t have taken her at all. Her lips quiver as I get close enough to see her properly. Smudged makeup. Ripped dress. Something else happened to her.

      She gives me a look of utter despair that sends a gut-wrenching surge of guilt through me. I killed my nephew tonight. There’s more blood on my hands now than ever before and there’s a woman in my house who sounds so weak and vulnerable. I can’t hurt her.

      Every instinct in my body that would normally tell me to eliminate anyone who could send my ass to prison becomes instantly suppressed by the strong feelings Alexis draws from me. Is her skin really as soft as it looks?

      I want that gentle ochre color, curled up by my side. Murder makes you crave comfort, no matter how hardened you are to the life. Alexis looks like she would be very comfortable and just as soft as I need.

      Her voice is enough to make my cock stiffen completely and her very presence at such a tumultuous adrenaline-ridden moment tempts me beyond belief. I fight the urge to shift my cock in my pants and battle the even stronger urge to remove my clothes completely and have the comfort I desire with none of the stumbling into things. I want to dive into this bad fucking decision.

      “I won’t hurt you if you talk. You witnessed some shit tonight that you shouldn’t have seen and I’m taking you out of harm’s way so we can talk about what the fuck you saw and what you’re going to do about it.”

      Now I fucking terrify her. She glances around as if some avenue of escape will suddenly materialize, which it doesn’t.

      Alexis takes a chair and sits. Her eyes well with tears again, forcing me to notice how young she is. When the fuck did college kids get this small? She’s about 5’5” and curvy. Very curvy. She has a few extra pounds on her in all the right places and a nice, tawny skin color that gets me stiff when I shouldn’t be.

      I need to ditch the guns. I have to call Lucky. There are a million fucking things for a mob boss to do when he just whacked his fucking relative but here I am — home with a strange girl I found.

      “Tell me everything that happened to you tonight,” I tell the terrified and so undeniably beautiful woman. “I need details. If you expect to get out of this alive, I need to know everything about you including your full name. Do you have a wallet on you? Forms of ID? I need everything.”

      With a skin tight dress like that which leaves nothing to the imagination and has rips all over it regardless, I doubt she can hide anything, but I can’t be too careful. I trust Lucky to get rid of the body and my cousin to suppress the missing person’s report, but there are too many factors when you kill someone to worry about. You can’t afford to get careless. I keep my eyes glued to Alexis, searching for signs of deception. If I keep her alive, I need to keep her loyal.

      There’s one thing that works with women and fuck, I want it so badly it hurts. I want her bent over. I want her mouth. I want to take this college girl to bed and fuck this horrible night into my past.

      Alexis shakes her head.

      I speak gently with her to provoke the truth. “If you lie to me, I’ll know. I’ll find out.”

      She nods, like she believes me and then she blurts out her name quickly. “Alexis Carter.”

      “Alexis Carter,” I repeat, committing both her first and last name to memory. This will come in handy when I check on her school records and need to search her associates to find that Cameron asshole.

      I continue questioning her. “Freshman? Sophomore?”

      “I just started junior year. I’m studying for the MCAT.”

      “Where are your shoes?”

      She gasps for breath and then buries her head in her hands again. What the fuck is with the tears every time I ask about where she was tonight? Christ. Lucky would be so much better at this than I am. He does the feelings shit perfectly which is why women are always falling head over heels for his irresponsible fucked up ass. I’ve never had his luck with women just using my personality. My looks get them into the bedroom, but I spent the past decade waking up alone. My last ex said it best – no one can stand being in a relationship with a cold, unrepentant fuck up.

      Could things be different with this one? I push the idiotic thought out of my head. I’m too old and messed up to think anything romantic. Guys don’t give a shit about romance anyway, not even Italian men. We’re dogs and we just want to fuck, right? I don’t know if that’s true, but tonight I question the gender philosophy my father taught me. I can’t bear the thought of touching her without knowing who hurt her. I want to punish anyone who could bring tears to this woman’s eyes without remorse. I feel something on the same night I did the most horrendous thing a man could ever do. I killed a member of my family.

      Alexis still can’t bear to look at me. I don’t have a fucking ounce of Lucky’s charm and most women can’t bear to look me in the fucking eye — including this one. I know I have to say something that isn’t completely foolish to get her to talk.

      “Alexis. Talk to me. What happened? Be honest with me and I’ll help you.”

      I don’t know how the fuck she’s getting me to talk so much and to sound so… sensitive.

      “I promise I’ll help you,” I continue. It doesn’t feel like I’m the one speaking because these don’t sound like John Vicari’s words, but a promise made by a man much better than I am.

      “I can’t tell you,” Alexis whimpers, sobbing softly. “No one will believe me.”

      Her desperate tone tugs at my heartstrings.

      “Try me. What’s the worst that could happen, huh?”

      She stops sobbing briefly to hold her head up and look me straight in the eye as she answers, “The worst already happened to me tonight.”

      I knew she would say something like that. She might be frazzled and all over the place, but Miss Columbia ain’t an idiot.

      “Tell me,” I compel her, fighting the urge to go over there and force her to open up. I can’t fight my instincts and damn it, I want answers. Alexis is too stubborn to succumb simply to my stern tone.

      She grits her teeth and shakes her head. I walk over to her chair and grab her cheeks, forcing her to look me in the eye. She shivers as my hands touch her face. Yes, her skin
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