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The One About the Mob Boss
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Chapter One: The Godfather
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Boy am I tired. 

The day’s only half gone, and I’ve already dealt with three car accidents, two broken bones, seven gunshot wounds, five overdoses, three STDs, and four surprise deliveries – two of those were teenagers. 

Sinking into my seat, I closed my eyes, ready to take advantage of the current lull in the waiting room. Since I worked for a non-profit in the seedier parts of the city, I was pretty used to the wide range of afflictions we dealt with. Anyone who didn’t have health insurance - mostly street kids, and the destitute - walked through our doors on the daily. 

I don’t mind. 

Hell, I gave up a well-paying job at a private clinic for this shit. I leaned back, putting my legs up on the table and stretched my long body out. It was bad form - I know - but hey, there wasn’t anyone around to see me. 

The doctor was in his office, with the receptionist, probably fucking her into the desk. I wasn’t supposed to know of course but Isabel had a big mouth and she needed someone to vent to about Dr. Patel promising to leave his wife for her and not doing it. 

Apparently being a gay man meant I would automatically understand her pain.

I ran my fingers through my brown hair and closed my eyes, stretching my six-foot-five frame and sighing. 

“My kingdom for a massage,” I murmured, feeling every single aching muscle in my body agree. We were supposed to take turns opening the clinic and getting stuff ready for the day. But Isabel had been taking advantage of my kind nature and asking me to do it, on both her and Dr. Patel’s mornings on duty, so they could go off and fuck in a pay-by-the-hour motel before the workday began.

I wouldn’t have minded except I hadn’t been able to go for a run for a full month since their stupid affair began. My muscles weren’t happy about it. I ran my hand across my still flat belly and wondered when exactly I was going to have to put my foot down.

Suddenly there was a large commotion from the direction of the reception. I poked my head out of my office to see a group of men coming in, carrying another one in their arms. There was a lot of yelling and instructing and bleeding. I flew to my feet and hurried forward, grabbing the gurney on my way. 

“Put him on this,” I said as I appeared in the reception.

Suddenly there were like five guns pointing at me. I gasped like a damsel in distress, clutching my non-existent pearls and everything. “Oh God,” I whispered. 

I wasn’t exactly terrified. This wasn’t the first time a gun had been pointed at me in the clinic. Despite the metal detectors and the security guard by the door, someone still managed to sneak a gun in once in a while. Thankfully, no one had gotten shot in the clinic. 

Still, it wasn’t like I was used to it. People tended to have some decorum in the place they came to get healed from gunshots.

“Uuuhhh,” my mouth was dry, and I swallowed, licking my lips.

“You the doc?” A spiky-haired, squinty, blue-eyed blonde asked me.

“Um, Nah. He’s uh, he’s...” I turned, pointing down the hall with my thumb.

“Well, what are you waiting for? A bell? Get him!” the blonde yelled while his men’s guns still pointed at me.

I began to back down the corridor, hoping Dr. Patel and them had heard the commotion. I didn’t want to catch anyone in flagrante. I wasn’t about that life. I didn’t knock, just opened the door, and blew into the room. Dr. Patel and Izzy were busy straightening their clothes, looking a bit frantic. 

“Uh, we have a patient,” I said looking from one to the other.

Dr. Patel flapped his hands at me. “Go and do triage. I’ll be right there.”

“Yeah okay.” I skipped out of the room, leaving the door open, and ran back to the reception. I gestured for the men who now surrounded the gurney, guns put away. “Bring him in here.” I pointed to the examination room, and they quickly rolled the gurney towards me. I realized that whoever was lying on there was important to them. 

Once they’d rolled him into the ER, I gestured for them to leave so I could do triage.

The spiky blonde shook his head. “No way, we’re staying.”

“I need space to work. Can you at least wait on the other side of the curtain? One of you can stay if you like.”

The men looked to the blonde who nodded. They all filed out except him. He folded his hands and looked up at me, his squinty blue eyes flinty and hard. “Fix him.” He ordered.

With a sigh, I looked down at my patient. The first thing I noticed about him were his eyelashes. 

What a waste. I thought. 

Lashes that long and beautiful belonged only on a supermodel. To make matters worse, he had this chiseled jaw, sharp nose and cheekbones, and lush, rosy lips. He was a caricature from my horny dreams. I didn’t have much time to stare because the bullet wound in his neck was bleeding quite profusely. 

I had to put away my inner screaming thirteen-year-old girl and deal with shit... all the while cursing that it seemed I’d met the man of my dreams...and he was some sort of criminal. 

Go figure.
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Chapter Two: Rockin’ n Rollin’
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Oww.

Everything hurt like a motherfucker and if someone didn’t turn off that annoying beeping, I was gonna start shooting. I tried to move my hand but to my surprise, I found that I couldn’t. 

I wiggled my fingers wondering if this was it. Was I paralyzed and blind? I couldn’t see a thing. Or I thought I couldn’t until I realized that my eyes were closed. 

With a sigh of exasperation, I tried to open them.

No dice.

Wait.

Were my eyes not closed? Was I blind or blindfolded and tied up? I cast back to the last thing I could remember. 

Gunshots.

Lots of them.

Bleeding, screaming, Steve lying dead at my feet.

The beeping sound sped up alarmingly.

“Hey, hey, hi. You’re safe. You’re fine, open your eyes.” A strange baritone said somewhere close by. I could not believe that Chad had let some stranger near me when I was so vulnerable. “Come on, open your eyes for me, Mr. Campbell.” The voice was coaxing and warm and I wanted to do what it said.

I tried again to open my eyes and this time; I could feel my lids flutter. At least whatever was wrong with me hadn’t affected every single nerve in my body.

“That’s it.” the voice, warm like honey said soothingly, “come on, open your eyes for me. Let me see what color they are.”

I frowned. Who was this guy?

My eyes flew open
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