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      The King of Bourbon.

      Boss of the Bacelli Crime Family.

      That’s who Joey Bacelli was.

      The “family” was made up of violence, gore, and death, and it’s all Joey had ever known and he revels in it.

      Joey was a man who was used to getting everything he wanted, except for the one woman that continuously denied him. Marra.

      And it’s that rejection from her, the disinterest she shows, her lack of fear in who and what he is, that turned Joey on even more. It made him obsessed, so much so he’ll stop at nothing to make Marra his.

      Marra Santos knew Joey was a dangerous man, and it’s because of who and what he is that kept Marra at an arm’s length. But the truth was, she wanted him with a desperation that scared her more than the man himself.

      When she’s witness to a murder and her life is in danger, the only man she could turn to is Joey.

      Now at Joey’s mercy and in his debt, Marra knows he’ll make her repay him in the one way he’s always wanted.

      To be his completely.

      Reader note: This story was previously published under the title A Bad Man: Joey. Although the story itself is the same as before, it has since been re-edited, minimally revised, and new content added. Contents may be sensitive to some readers.
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      Joey Bacelli stepped into the abandoned warehouse and dropped his cigarette on the ground. He snubbed it out with his black polished shoes, and blew out the remaining smoke he had held in his lungs.

      He fucking hated smoking, but it was an evil he just couldn’t kick, especially when he was stressed the hell out.

      “This way, Capo,” Niklo, his younger brother, said and led him forward.

      The warehouse smelled of decay and mold, and the windows above them were broken out. The sound of their footsteps hitting the cracked and dirt laden ground beneath their feet bounced off the debilitated walls. This place was a shithole, and probably not even the wood that held it together was worth anything.

      But they used it for things that were less than legal, especially if shit needed to be taken care of. Normally Joey would have a lesser ranking man in the family do this, but this was personal.

      Niklo pushed open the door that led to one of the storage rooms, and moved aside. In the center of the room hung a single, cloudy light bulb, and sitting right under that was the man that was going to die by Joey’s hands tonight.

      Joey stopped in front of Michael Leno Kostano, one of the members of the smaller Italian crime families that were trying to make a name for themselves on the east side of the country.

      Joey didn’t mind competition, kind of liked it to a certain degree even, but this little fucker had been running his mouth about the Bacelli family since moving into the city, and that shit had to stop.

      Joey grabbed another cigarette out of the inside of his suit jacket and placed it between his lips. He patted his pockets for a lighter, and cursed. “Fuck, can you believe I forgot the damn lighter in the car?” he said to no one in particular and kept his attention on Michael. “You have a light, Mike?” Joey asked and cocked an eyebrow.

      Michael started struggling against his bounds. Little Johnny, one of Joey’s guys who stood behind Michael, grabbed Michael’s hair and yanked his head back violently. Michael squeezed his eyes shut and started mumbling something from behind the gag, but no one responded.

      “No?” Joey asked again, and Michael shook his head. Niklo stepped up beside Joey and held out a lighted match.

      “You should quit that shit,” Niklo said and then moved back behind Joey once the cigarette was lit.

      “I should do a lot of things, little brother,” Joey said and inhaled the cigarette. He stared at Michael, and then gestured for Little Johnny to move away. Holding his cig between his lips, he removed his wool black duster, handed it to Niklo, and then took off his suit jacket. Once Niklo had that as well, Joey started rolling the sleeves of his shirt up his forearms. Michael started struggling, but Joey tsked. “Calm the fuck down, Mikey,” Joey said from around his cigarette, and then took one more drag off of it before flicking it away. “You knew what the fuck would happen if you kept running your mouth about us, didn’t you?” Although Joey stated it as a question, it was rhetorical.

      Michael started saying something again, and Joey gestured for Little Johnny to remove the gag. “Joey, man, you have this all wrong,” Michael said, although it fell on deaf ears.

      “I have it all wrong?” Joey asked, and reached behind him to grab his Glock, which was tucked at the small of his back.

      “Yeah, man, all wrong. Ain’t no one talking shit about a Bacelli.”

      Joey stared at the other man. Michael’s face was swollen, black and blue, courtesy of Little Johnny and Niklo. Blood dripped out of Michael’s busted up nose, down his mouth and chin from his split lips, and covered his chest, which had knife wounds etched into the flesh. Joey cracked his knuckles and grinned. “See, I heard from a very reliable source that you’ve been saying all sorts of shit about me and my crew out in the open. Even mentioning a deal that is going down with my family. You know shit that you shouldn’t, which means I have a rat in my crew, and believe me I’ll find that shit out.”

      Michael started shaking his head. “Who told you that?” he stuttered out. “Because I haven’t said shit, and I haven’t heard anything from anyone.”

      “And I’m supposed to take your word over one of my most trusted men?” Joey asked, and tilted his head to the side. He stared at Michael for several seconds, and then looked at his gun.

      He checked the chamber, took out all but one bullet, and then spun the chamber. Michael’s eyes widened, because he knew what was going down.

      “See, you and the Gondalo crew are new to my territory, and you stupidly thought you could come in here and take me and my crew down?” Joey asked with a calm voice. He didn’t get rage-filled and psycho like some guys did. He didn’t necessarily enjoy seeing blood cover his clothes, hands, and face after whacking a guy. But this was his life, his family, and it was who he was.

      With his father being the Boss of the Bacelli family, that made Joey the capo, and he had obligations that needed to be upheld. He couldn’t let some punk ass kid in a crew that was trying to move into his territory run his mouth.

      “Now, how about you tell me who has been feeding you information, and why.”

      “Please, Joey. I’ll leave. I swear I won’t come back,” Michael said frantically, his badass street persona totally vanishing as the sight of death faced him.

      Joey lifted the gun toward Michael and took a step closer. The guy was bound good and tight, but he still tried to squirm away. “Act like a man, Michael, and not a fucking pussy.” Joey pointed the gun at his mouth. “Open.”

      “Okay, okay, all I know is that my guy heard something from Anthony. But I swear on my fucking grandmother’s life that I wasn’t the one ratting out anyone. I would never tell what’s going on with anyone to another crew, or to the fucking cops.”

      Joey shook his head. “You said the shit, and you know you did. But swearing on your granny’s life?” Joey looked at Niklo and Little Johnny, and his guys shook their head. “That’s low shit to do, man.” Joey pressed the barrel of the gun to his mouth again and said, “Now, open up.”

      Michael started crying harder, but hesitantly did as Joey said. “See, letting you leave isn’t an option. You are a liability, and the fact you could rat us out to the Feds and get in WitSec means I have to cut the ties right now.”

      Michael tried to turn his head, but Joey pulled the trigger. The click of the chamber emptying once sounded ominous in the small room, and Joey’s blood pumped hard and fast.

      “I have five empty chambers, and one bullet in here with your name on it,” Joey said, and watched as the sweat beaded along the other man’s brow. Joey could have just outright killed Michael and been done with it. All they were doing was sending a message that a rat was as good as dead.

      But Joey liked toying with Michael, liked seeing the fear of knowing he was about to die flash across his face. Call him a sick bastard, a mind fuck of an asshole, but Joey got the job done in the end.

      He pulled the gun free from Michael’s mouth, and the guy gasped for air. Joey held his free hand out, and Niklo put a hunting knife in his palm. Joey smiled at Michael, and the other man started struggling harder. He opened his mouth to scream, but promptly shut it. Little Johnny had a hand on Michael’s forehead, and one on his chin, and held Michael’s head back.

      “Mikey, now, you need to hold still so this can be done and over with.” Joey smiled again, and tapped the end of the blade against Michael’s lips. “Now, open up for me again.”

      Michael shook his head violently, and the tears mixed with the blood that covered his face. Little Johnny pried Michael’s mouth open when it was clear the rat wasn’t going to do as he was asked and act like a man. Joey held the gun out to Niklo for a second, and before Michael could struggle further Joey reached in, grabbed his tongue, and brought the blade across Michael’s tongue.

      The blade went through the muscle like a hot knife through a stick of butter. Blood poured out of Michael’s mouth, and Joey grabbed the rag Niklo handed him.

      “We have to make a point, Michael, but since you want to act like you are tough shit on the street, you should know how this works.” Joey tossed the tongue aside, placed the gun back in Michael’s mouth, and stared right in his eyes. “See how little we had to do to get the information we wanted out of you? That shows me that with a little bit of pressure from outside influences you’d crack like a fucking egg.”

      Joey straightened, rubbed his thumb along the gun, and then pulled the trigger again. He did that repeatedly, and the sweat just kept beading and sliding down Michael’s face. Joey leaned down so he was right in Michael’s face. The other man was panting now, his fear tangible. “A rat never makes it, Michael.” He pulled the trigger, and it just happened to be the round with the bullet. The shot rang loud, and the back of Michael’s head blasted across Little Johnny’s shirt.

      “Fuck, man,” Little Johnny said and held his arms out.

      “I want him placed where his crew can find him easily and get the ‘through the mouth’ message,” Joey said to both of his men, and stared at the corpse. “Also, have the tongue visibly on his mouth so there isn’t any mistake as to what the fuck happened. Anyone who fucks with a Bacelli will find out the hard way.” He turned and left Niklo and Little Johnny to finish the job, headed out to his car, and knew he needed to get this energy out of him. The only thing that would solve that was a stiff drink and a hot pussy. He pulled out of the parking lot and headed to his bar, because right now he needed to get good and liquored up, and find an easy woman to fuck. After killing a man that was running his mouth about the Bacelli crew, there wasn’t anything more satisfying.
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        One week later

      

      

      Marra grabbed the two croissants, placed them on her tray, and made two cappuccinos. She took her tray to one of the small tables on the patio, and then cleaned off one of the empty tables. The sun was pretty potent today even though it was the end of September.

      The small café she worked at was on the corner of two old streets, Franneli and Gretatta. They were streets that were prominently homes to Italian descendants, and because of that everyone pretty much knew everyone. They were close, stuck together, and ran in the same circles.

      “Marra, can you watch these while I take a call in the back?” Henrietta, the wife of the owner of this small café, called out through the small window.

      Marra asked her table if they needed anything else, and then headed inside. Francesco, the owner of Vincenzo’s Bakery and Café, was a man in his seventies and worked harder than any person she had ever met. She may have only moved to the small and almost intimate Italian town of Bourbon a year ago, but thanks to him she had a job, made decent money, and could support herself and her dream of one day going back to college.

      Marra wasn’t Italian, and although to some in this small community that might have been frowned upon, Francesco treated her as if she were blood. But her grandmother had lived here years ago, and Marra had visited Bourbon back in the day. It wasn’t until her mother remarried and moved overseas and forgot all about Marra that she decided to come back to the only place that had ever held any meaningful memories. She couldn’t even use the excuse that she had a broken childhood and that was why she never felt like she belonged anywhere, because that wasn’t the truth.

      Her mom was just not the mothering type, and certainly shouldn’t have had the unprotected one night stand that ended in Marra being conceived. She had been a mistake, and her mom made sure to let her know that on more than one occasion.

      Marra set her tray down, pushed her memories of a neglectful past away, and waved to Henrietta right before she slipped behind the back door. Vincenzo’s was known in the neighborhood for their homemade baked goods and imported Italian coffee.

      Henrietta and Francesco were Sicilian, coming over here when they were in their teens with their parents, and meeting right in this very neighborhood.

      She took out the Biscotti Regina and set them aside. The sound of the bell above the door opening alerted her to a customer. “Welcome to Vincenzo’s,” she said and then turned around. The customers that walked in had her heart immediately dropping to her stomach. The four men that entered the small café came in here several times a week, and although she had been seeing them for the last year regularly, she would never get used to “seeing them”.

      Niklo, the man in front, tipped his chin in acknowledgment to her greeting, but other than that they stayed silent. She stood still as she watched them walk over to the small table they always sat in when they came to the café. The four of them all wore suits, and when they removed their jackets and sat down she finally breathed in. Marra stayed still for a second and stared at Joey, the ruthless, dangerous, and violent boss of the Bacelli crime family. Living in this small Italian community meant she heard a lot about who ran things, and because most of it was spoken inside of these four walls, it was not something she could escape.

      She exhaled deeply, not sure why she felt this attraction to a man that was so wrong for her on every level. And she wasn’t sure why he wanted her either. He could have any woman he wanted, thin and gorgeous, and the total opposite of her. She was thick and curvy, and a size sixteen to boot.

      And then Joey lifted his gaze to her, and it was like everything else faded away. She turned from Joey and gathered the espressos and cannolis that the men always had when they came here. Although she knew they were part of organized crime—everyone who even uttered or heard their names knew, in fact—no one talked about it. It was just known, and that was that. She brought the items to them, but didn’t make eye contact.

      These men were dangerous, and she did feel a slight sliver of fear at being around them. They may protect everyone in this town, watch over how things ran, and made sure no one screwed with anyone in their protection, but that didn’t mean that their reputation wasn’t something that nightmares were made of.

      Marra set the espresso and cannoli in front of Joey, and just as she was about to turn away he grabbed her wrist, stopping her. She looked at him, her heart in her throat, and sweat starting to bead between her breasts.

      “Marra.” His voice was deep, smooth, and held this hint of authority even though he was relaxed and calm right now. “Have you taken me up on my offer for dinner?” He smiled, but it was just the corner of his mouth that lifted.

      Marra shook her head, hating that in every other aspect of her life she knew what to say and how to act. But when it came to Joey Bacelli she felt like she was stumbling over her words, unable to control her emotions, and like she was on the verge of jumping off a cliff. He scared her, and rightfully so, but she also wanted him like she had never wanted a man before. She chalked it up to his dangerous life, and that she had to be aroused over the fact he killed men and lived violently.

      “I don’t think it’s a good idea,” she said softly, and she felt him run his thumb along the inside of her wrist right before he let her go. She moved back, breathed out deeply, and then moved her hands and moved them up and down her apron.

      “One of these days you’ll give in to me.” Joey grinned, flashing her his straight white teeth, and then turned and started speaking with the other men.

      Marra went over to the counter, grabbed a few rags, and slipped behind the back door to the kitchen. There she rested against the counter, closed her eyes, and told herself to get a grip. Every time he came in here for the last year she’d had this reaction to him. Maybe if she just gave into him like he wanted, went out with him for dinner only, he’d back off and she’d calm down around him?

      Moving back to the door and cracking it open, she saw Henrietta speaking with the four men. The fluid sound of Italian being spoken filled Marra’s ears, but she was looking right at Joey. He laughed at something Henrietta said, and if she didn’t know the type of man he was, and the rumors she had heard of the things he was capable of, she would have seen him as kind and gentle.

      He was big and muscular, but it was the darkness and air of deadly control and authority that surrounded him that made her see who he really was.

      Looking at the other three men with him she knew that all of them were just as dangerous as Joey. Although Joey had more men in his crew than she could probably even keep track of, the three that he surrounded himself with on a daily basis were his most trusted guys. Niklo was the younger brother of Joey. He resembled his older brother with his grey eyes and dark hair, but she knew Niklo was more of an enforcer of the family.

      He enjoyed the kill, or at least that was what she had heard. Johnny “Little Johnny” Sandino was also an enforcer of sorts, but he got his oxymoron nickname because he was at least six-foot-seven, and built like the Hulk. And then there was Alex Nucchi, a man that she knew had been in prison for the last ten years and was just released, and had been friends with Joey all his life.

      Swallowing past the lump in her throat, she hated the fact she wanted Joey as much as she did, and hated the fact that he hadn’t taken the hint and left her alone. But he was definitely a man that didn’t stop until he got what he was clearly after. And Marra knew that what he wanted was her. She didn’t know if she should feel even more aroused by that fact, or let her rational fear lead her in the right direction, and that was as far away from Joey Bacelli as she could run.
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      Joey stared at Marra, who was helping a customer that had just come in and was seated at the counter. Henrietta was speaking to Alex, who had come out of the Pen last month. They had known Henrietta all of their lives, and had even worked at this small café when they were younger.

      But things had changed, and Joey was no longer watching his old man run the town he had been born into. Now Joey was the one running things, and he did it with an iron fucking fist, and a .44 to make sure things ran smoothly.

      For a damn year he had wanted to get Marra, but for the same length of time she had turned him down. That should have pissed Joey off because he couldn’t get what he wanted, or else had him being smart enough to back the fuck up. He had never wanted to fuck a woman as much as he wanted to be with Marra.

      “Joey,” Niklo said and Joey turned his focus away from the woman that was consuming his thoughts.

      “What?” Joey said and picked up his espresso, knowing what Niklo was about to say, but not wanting to hear it.

      “Just fuck her already,” Niklo said and leaned back in his seat. “You’ve been pining after her for a year, and it’s starting to become a sad sight.”

      “Fuck you,” Joey said on a growl, and finished off his drink.

      “Just call up Angie. She may not be your girl anymore, but that chick has it hot for you, and will spread at the drop of a hat,” Little Johnny said in his deep voice, and then ate another cannoli. The guy was a beast and ate like he hadn’t had anything in his stomach for months. Although for a man of his size Joey supposed he had to eat constantly.

      “I’m sure Angie is all ready to grab her ankles at your order,” Alex said and chuckled. “She’s been after you for the last ten years, Joey, and I swear to fuck when you finally took her to your bed she about had a stroke from her excitement.”

      Joey thought about his former side piece, Angie Ronbeni. She had grown up on the same street as Joey, Niklo, and Alex. But she was always too needy, too clingy for his attention. It had annoyed Joey, turned him off even, and he had always kept her away. He didn’t want a woman that relied on him, and sure as hell didn’t want to have to be responsible for anyone but himself.

      But then one drunken night had led to Joey fucking Angie. She had been decent, had given him everything he had wanted in the sexual department, and so he had kept her around. He might have felt guilty for using her for sex, but Angie wasn’t mistreated, and in fact, he had given her everything she had needed to live comfortably.

      They might have grown up around each other, but aside from the sex, Joey didn’t have any feelings for Angie. Sad but true, and it didn’t help matters that she was a jealous, raving bitch at times, possessive and controlling. She might know what he was capable of, but her psychotic episodes left much to be desired. So, he had dropped her, because he had enough shit in his life right now without her drama.

      “Yeah, but sex is all I had in common with Angie, even after knowing her all of these years.” Joey wiped his mouth after finishing off his espresso. “Besides, fucking Angie isn’t going to get Marra out of my head, and I sure as hell don’t want to open that door with Angie again.”

      “So what, you think asking her to fuck you again will have her jumping in bed with you?” Alex asked and then shrugged. “I may have not been around for the last ten years, but Niklo filled me in on this obsession you have with the bakery chick.”

      “I admit she’s a bella donna for sure, but you need to get your head out of your ass,” Niklo said in good fun. These three men were the only ones that talked to him like this, but they also told him how things were. They were his most trusted allies in everything. He had men in his crew that he relied on, but these three knew him.

      He glanced at Marra again, saw her look over at him, but then she quickly looked away. “She’s afraid of me.”

      “I’d be afraid to fuck you, too.” Alex and Niklo started laughing, and Little Johnny sat there with his ever-present stone-cold expression on his face.

      Joey pushed thoughts of Marra away for the time being. He’d get her in his bed one way or the other, but right now they needed to discuss things that didn’t have to do with sticking their dicks in willing pussy. “Let’s talk about why we really met up today.”

      Alex and Niklo sobered.

      “The rat’s body was found and the message received, although there is talk that the Gondalo crew is talking about revenge toward us because Michael was close to one of the capos in their crew,” Little Johnny said right after he finished his cannoli. He gestured for Henrietta to bring him another.

      “What about the rat in our own circle?” Joey asked and leaned back in his chair. He glanced at Marra as if he couldn’t help it, and although he was in control in every aspect of his life, for some reason when it concerned her he felt out of control.

      You want her, but can’t have her, and it is the one thing that drives you mad.

      “I don’t know if we have a rat, but someone with a loose tongue instead,” Niklo said. “Some of the guys have been saying Mario has been going to Tinno’s to get trashed since Kelly left him.”

      “He’s been running his mouth when he has too much to drink, talking to the girls that hang around trying to earn a few extra bucks on the side,” Little Johnny said. “He’s been saying things that may not really be construed as anything to the average John, but there have been a few of the Gondalo crew at Tinno’s when Mario has been running his mouth,” Little Johnny said.

      “Are we sure Mario was saying things he shouldn’t have?” Joey asked. The man could be a little uncertain at times, but he did as he was asked without hesitation, and he was loyal without a fault. But then his wife had left him, and Joey had seen a decline in the stability of the man. Mario had let that shit consume him, and slowly had been drinking his liver away. It seemed like he was putting everyone in the circle at risk, too.

      “As sure as if I had gone to Tinno’s yesterday and spoken with Andre myself,” Little Johnny said, and glanced at Joey.

      Andre, the owner of Tinno’s, knew when to give up information, and keep his mouth shut, but that was the price to pay with running a business in Joey’s town.

      “Well, then that’s settled. Find Mario, and bring him to the bar.” Joey wanted this done relatively silently, but he also wanted to make sure Mario knew what was happening. The bar they owned was one of their “legitimate businesses”, but it was on the edge of town, rundown, and asking Mario to come to them wouldn’t have the boccalone freaking out before they knew what the fuck he’s been running his mouth about.

      “And you think Mario is going to come clean that he’s been running his mouth?” Alex asked.

      “He has been running with us for years. He’ll tell me the truth, if only because he wants in my good graces,” Joey stated with confidence.

      “Joey, if he wanted in your good graces he would have kept his fucking mouth shut,” Little Johnny said, and Joey couldn’t argue the point.

      “If he lies to us, and tries to run, then we put him down. We can’t have a loose end like that, and especially a man that knows anything about the family.”

      The three men grunted in acknowledgement.

      “Alex, you have him go with you to the bar. Talk him up, get him good and liquored, and see what he says. Who knows, maybe he is working with the Gondalo crew.”

      “Sure thing, Boss.”

      “Little Johnny and Niklo will meet up there. I’ll let you know the time for sure.”

      They all nodded in agreement.

      “Got to do runs in a bit, and collect from my guys,” Niklo said and stood. He handed an envelope to Joey, and then Alex did the same.

      “Only out a month and already you’re holding your own,” Joey said and stood. He clapped Alex and Niklo on the back and watched them leave. Not long after being released and Alex was already deep in family business … just the way it should be.

      “I’m heading to see Lucy for a bit, unless you need me.” Little Johnny stood to his full six-foot-seven height.

      “I’m good,” Joey said and zeroed in on Marra. She had her back to him, and everything tightened at the sight of her.

      “Good luck with that, man,” Little Johnny said and chuckled deeply. “She seems like a spitfire, especially for refusing you for the last year.” Little Johnny grinned, and it was one of those rare smiles the hardened enforcer gave.

      Joey tipped his chin to Johnny and watched him leave. The man had to duck under the entryway just to leave. He couldn’t even imagine being a woman and having to deal with that, but Little Johnny had been with his girl for the last three months, and clearly Lucy liked being with the behemoth.

      Joey grabbed a twenty from his wallet and tossed it on the table, and then he moved over to the counter. Vincenzo’s was a small café, and although it only housed about three four-person tables, a three-person counter, and a few patio tables outside, it always felt like home to him.

      He moved over to the counter, and the older man that had been getting a box of pastries to go turned and left the café. It was just Joey and Marra now as Henrietta had gone into the back.

      But Marra didn’t face him, and instead was cleaning the espresso machine. Joey took that moment to check out the rear side of her. She was gorgeous all around, with lush curves, round and thick in all the right places, and not thin like Angie. She wasn’t average at all, and he loved that about her. Her legs were long, and she had an ass that made him think of some pretty fucking raunchy things.

      The skirt she wore fell to her knees, but it was this loose material that formed to her ass. He could see the crease between the big, round globes of her bottom through the lightly colored material. His fucking cock punched forward and dug into the zipper of his suit slacks.

      Leaning his forearms on the counter, he tried to forget about the ache in his balls. She turned and held the portafilter in her hand, her focus on the grounds that were spilling over it.

      “Well damn you, piece of shit,” she said under her breath.

      Joey couldn’t help but smile. She certainly was a spitfire, and her refusal of him was evident of that. “You sure do have a mouth on you. Wonder what Henrietta and Francesco would say about that.”

      She snapped her head up and stared at him with the widest, bluest eyes he had ever seen. Joey wasn’t going to lie … he didn’t chase after females, didn’t woo or court them, and certainly didn’t get denied when he wanted one. But Marra was playing hard to get. She wanted him, he could tell by the way her pupils dilated when she looked at him, or how her lips parted just slightly every time he asked her out.

      She wanted him, but she was also afraid of him, afraid of who he was and it was clear she was letting her fear control her. Joey didn’t want that shit because he wanted to touch her, kiss her, and be between her legs more than he had ever wanted to do with another woman. It was starting to eat at him, consume him, and he became obsessed with the fact he had to have her.

      Her shoulder length black hair was a mass of natural curls round her face. She pushed a few stray strands away with her forearm, and her cheeks turned this gorgeous shade of red.

      “I’ve embarrassed you.” He lifted the corner of his mouth in a smile, and saw how her cheeks turned even redder.

      She looked toward the backdoor where he knew Henrietta and Francesco were.

      “I was just teasing. I wouldn’t tell them.” He grinned wider, and watched as the slender column of her throat moved up and down as she swallowed.

      “Please, Henrietta and Francesco might be old, but they have dirty mouths on them.” She smiled softly, and it was quite a sight. Marra set the portafilter in the sink and grabbed a rag to clean off her hands.

      Joey noticed a light sprinkling of flour on her cheek, and without thinking because he always reacted first, he reached out and brushed his thumb along her skin. She tensed immediately and moved back a step.

      “Why are you so afraid of me?” He stared at her, took in the olive tone of her skin, of the light, nearly invisible sprinkling of freckles along the bridge of her nose, and curled his hands into fists. What would she think if she knew he had looked her up, scoured into her personal business and knew everything about her?

      “Because you’re Joey Bacelli,” she said softly and turned to go over to the oven and take out a tray of baked goods.

      “And you’re Marra Santos.”

      She looked over at him, and then moved to the cooling rack to place the pastries on it. When she turned back around she started twisting her fingers together. He was making her nervous again. On any other occasion, and to any other person, he would have reveled in that fact. But with Marra he didn’t want that reaction from her, and he didn’t quite know why. She had definitely gotten under his skin. When she moved closer to him again the scent of lemon and pastry dough filled his nose. Joey didn’t bother hiding the fact he lowered his gaze to her chest, and he knew she was aware of his blatant look because her nipples hardened under the prim and proper cardigan she wore.

      “I know about you.”

      He lifted his gaze back to her face. “You know about me?” He cocked an eyebrow. Of course she would know about him. He ran this fucking town, and anyone that was smart knew what kind of man he was. But he was curious and amused as to how she would answer.

      She licked her lips and nodded. She didn’t wear makeup, and Joey was pleasantly surprised by how much he enjoyed that fact. Angie packed on the foundation and eye shadow like it was going out of style, but Marra was all-natural … in every way.

      “Yeah, I know who and what you are.”

      He was silent for a second, staring at her and waiting to see if she would elaborate. When she didn’t he smirked again. “And what type of man is that?”

      She glanced toward the entrance, and then looked at him. “We both know you are not really the type of man that sees a woman for more than a few hours, if you know what I mean.” She was silent for a moment. “And I’m not the type of woman that goes out with a guy that is dangerous, and after he has wined and dined her would only use her for a piece of ass.”

      He kept his composure, didn’t show emotion, but the longer he stared at her, and the more he allowed her statement to seep into him, Joey just couldn’t hold it in any longer. He started chuckling, and pushed away from the counter. Marra looked surprised by his reaction, and he was also feeling that emotion, too. He didn’t laugh much, but hearing her put him in his place, knowing that he was dangerous, yet still telling him how it was, had him grinning like a fool.

      “You know, only schoolgirls listen to rumors.” He didn’t know what she had heard and he assumed most things were legit, but surely some of them were spoken by scared individuals.

      She chuckled, but it was far from amused. “I doubt what I’ve heard is false, but it doesn’t matter anyway, because you and I both know that this,” she gestured between them with her hand, “isn’t going to happen.”

      Before she dropped her hand he grabbed it, and placed her open palm on his chest. He heard her breath hitch and felt her try to pull her hand away, but he refused to let her go. “Just one meal, Marra. Let me take you out, feed you genuine Italian food, have you drinking wine that is as full bodied and exquisite as you are, and then at the end of the night if you don’t want to see me again I’ll bow out respectfully.” He stared into her blue eyes, watched the emotions and thoughts move across her face, and thought he knew exactly what she would say.

      “I don’t think that’s a good idea. I don’t need drama in my life, and I have a feeling your life is filled with it.” Se tugged her hand back and curled it into a fist. Her nipples were hard beneath her top, and she was still breathing heavily. She wanted him, but was fighting damn hard about it.

      “You’re smart, Marra, but deny what you feel because of my profession.” He straightened, felt his annoyance grow at her refusal once again, and put his suit jacket on. He could have easily played it off like he didn’t know what the fuck she was talking about, but then he’d be acting just as naive as she was.

      “I wouldn’t be able to give you what you want.”

      He gritted his teeth, and reined in his irritation. “And what the fuck would that be?”

      She narrowed her eyes. “A warm body to use for the night.” She held his gaze, refusing to back down, and although he respected her for that, it also pissed him off. “And that is exactly the thing you look for in a woman.”

      He leaned in, his body shaking with his anger from what she’d said. She held her ground, though. “You think you know me, Marra Santos, but I don’t think you have the first clue about who I really am.”

      She swallowed, and although he saw her nerves showing, she stood still. He heard the sound of the back door opening and of Henrietta and Francesco speaking in Italian, but Joey kept his focus right on Marra, and she kept hers on him.

      “You’ll realize soon enough, though, that I don’t give up on what I want, Marra.” He leaned in another inch so now their lips were only inches apart. Her warm, sweet smelling breath moved across his lips, and he held back his groan of arousal. “And I want you pretty fucking badly.” And then he turned and left, because if he stayed a moment later he’d kiss her until she either submitted to him, or slapped his fucking face.
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      Marra couldn’t stop thinking about Joey, not after he had gone all alpha caveman on her at the café this morning. She was still annoyed with him for thinking he could talk to her that way, be so damn persistent, and pretty much tell her that she would be his one way or another.

      “Ugh.” She shoved her hands in her pockets, feeling the bite of fall right around the corner. It was going on eight at night, and after getting some drinks and diner with a friend, she had opted to save the money she would have spent on a cab, and walk home. Her apartment was only a few blocks away, and after the three watered down Long Islands she was feeling pretty damn brave to be walking alone.

      There were several people still on the sidewalks, mainly young teenagers that should have been inside and getting ready for bed. The sound of their laughter, of a few bottles breaking, and then of their voices drifting in the distance as they ran off filled the chilly night air.

      The streetlamps had this muted yellow glow to them and bathed the cracked and old sidewalk in the light. The sound of another bottle breaking came in the distance behind her, and she glanced over her shoulder. She should have gotten a ride home with her friend, but the booze had been going through her bloodstream, and she had walked this path a million times.

      He might be a dangerous and violent man, and do things that were illegal and unconventional, but she knew he wouldn’t hurt her. She knew that for a fact. Marra had even heard talk about how Joey and a few of his guys had made someone “disappear” after they had found out he had raped a young woman in town. They were ruthless no doubt, but they protected this town, and as long as the people in it didn’t fuck with them, they protected them, too.

      The street suddenly got so quiet, and she wrapped her light jacket around herself and walked faster. The alcohol was still moving hard through her, and it felt like with every pump of her heart the liquor was moving fast and fierce through her veins. The sound of her heels clicking on the pavement seemed too damn loud, and then she heard it. Stopping and spinning around, she scanned the street behind her. Everything was so still and silent all of a sudden, but then the sound of someone whistling came through like an ominous beast.

      She might have only been a few blocks from her apartment, and she most definitely should have had her girlfriend or a taxi take her home, but right now all she could picture in her head was being the next rape victim in a very sad story. Bourbon was a safe town because of the Bacelli crew, and as much as she hated to admit that, hated to even think that a group of mobsters made sure everyone was okay, it was the truth. She saw a few businesses up ahead with their neon lights still on, but this was the edge of town, and because of that it was a bit rougher.

      She wasn’t about to go into the only strip club in Bourbon, the one that she knew was part of the Bacelli fortune. And she wasn’t about to go into the bar that was also run by Joey and his men. God, this town was run by them, was controlled by them, and she couldn’t turn around without seeing something that belonged to Joey and the Bacelli crime family.

      Her heart thundered in her ribs, and she knew she shouldn’t have ever come here, shouldn’t have set down some kind of roots, but then again what else was she supposed to do? Relocate again because she couldn’t handle the feelings she had for a very bad man?

      Tightening her hands on her jacket, she turned back around and increased her speed. She saw her apartment building across the street, the dim streetlight lamps casting that disgusting muted yellow glow on the brown brick old-ass building. She looked both ways before crossing the street, and started walking faster when she heard the low whistles of a man close behind her. Marra reached into her purse and searched for her pepper spray.

      The bar with the neon OPEN sign in the front window beckoned her. She knew she’d much rather chance a bunch of drunks and bikers than deal with some would-be rapist that thought she was an easy target. When she walked past the alleyway between the bar and another building, one where the light didn’t penetrate, the sound of a deep male voice had her stopping and glancing over.

      She couldn’t see anything, but the sound of footsteps coming closer to her had her turning and holding the pepper spray out in front of her. There was a man a few feet back, dressed like he had been sleeping under a bridge for a year, and even the scent of his stench came at her like a wrecking ball.

      “You sure are pretty,” he said in a low whisper, and took a step closer. She moved one back, kept her focus on him, and the spray in front of her.

      Before she could say anything, or run for that matter, voices from the alleyway came through.

      “I didn’t tell them anything. They don’t know that I’ve been talking to you.” The clearly frightened and frantic male voice had her squinting into the darkness, but then she snapped her gaze back toward the man that had been advancing on her. The sound of the gun cocking had him stopping, and as if that was all he needed to get the fuck going, he glanced at the alleyway, and then turned and walked away from her.

      “I’d like to believe you, Mario, but there is talk that the Bacellis know you’ve been running your mouth.”

      The other man started crying hard, wracking sobs, and Marra knew she should turn and leave, but she was frozen to the spot. The darkness started to fade as her vision cleared. She could see two people, one of them pushed against the brick wall as the other guy held a gun to his head. She thought she might pass out from the endorphins moving through her.

      “Please, God, Phil, please don’t do this.”

      “Tony wants loose ends tied up, and since Michael was clipped, you’re the next to go. Besides, you didn’t hold up your end of the deal.”

      “I need more time. Just give me more time.”

      “Sorry, but time is not something that I have to offer. You didn’t get us the information on the money and how to get into the heart of the Bacelli crew, and Carlos is tired of waiting.”

      The other man was crying harder now and starting to mumble incoherent words. “My wife. God, just let her go.”

      The man holding the gun started to chuckle. “Mario, your sweet wife is now Carlos’ whore. She might have been innocent in your involvement in ratting out your own fucking crew, but Carlos will dirty her right up.”

      And then the sound of a gun going off filled her head, had her ears ringing, and had her stumbling back. She fell over the curb, landed on her ass, and felt her wrist twist painfully as she landed on it wrong. But Marra held in her cry, especially when the man that had just been shot fell to the ground in a slump of lifeless bones and flesh, and the killer turned and faced her.

      The shadows passed along his face, concealing who he was, but the closer he stepped toward her, the more she scrambled back. Her voice was lodged in her throat, and the pain from her hurt wrist speared right up her arm.

      He stepped out of the alleyway, glanced left and then right, and then looked down at her. He bent on his haunches, and she swore she could smell the murderous intent coming off of him. The fact he stared right into her eyes, allowed her to see his face, and knew she had seen him kill someone, told her she was not going to make it out of this alive.

      “I have to assume that from your expression you saw what I just did?”

      She swallowed but didn’t answer.

      “And you have to assume how I have to handle that.” He tsked and reached out with his gun to pick up a strand of her hair off her shoulder. “Such a shame, too, because you are pretty fucking hot.” And then he grabbed her wrist, hauled her up, and pulled her back toward the alleyway.

      “No, no, no,” she repeated over and over again, and then realization dawned on her. He slammed her against the brick wall, and she held the small can of pepper spray, lifted it, and sprayed it right in his eyes.

      He howled in pain, and she turned to run off, but he snatched her hair, and yanked her back hard enough that she slammed against the ground. The air left her, pain coursed through her skull, and the pepper spray rolled away.

      The scent of blood filled her nose, and she turned her head to see the lifeless, dark eyes of a corpse staring right at her. She screamed, finally finding her voice, and tried to stand. But blood coated the ground beneath her, her head and wrist roared out in agony, and fear made her feeling lightheaded.

      “You stupid fucking puttana.” The man turned and faced her. He kept rubbing his eyes, but when he saw her he reached out and tangled his hand in her hair. Then he pressed the barrel of the gun to her forehead, and started saying a string of Italian. But before he pulled the trigger the sound of a gun going off filled her ears once more, and the warmth of blood sprayed across her face.

      He fell to the floor, and she opened her mouth on a silent scream. His blood covered her face, hair, and chest, and her heartbeat filled her ears.

      The man now standing in front of her was shrouded in darkness, but when he crouched on his haunches and the light from the streetlamp covered his face, her heart stopped in her chest when she saw who it was.

      Joey Bacelli.
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      She was out cold.

      Whether it was from the injuries she had, or the fact she was freaked the fuck out, Marra Santos was out like a damn light. Joey picked her up in his arms easily and moved away from the now two lifeless bodies on the asphalt. Little Johnny took another hit from his cigarette and flicked it away.

      “What do you want me to do about the bodies?” he asked in a low voice. The streets were quiet right now, but he hadn’t put a silencer on his gun, and so shooting the motherfucker that had just been about to take out Marra would surely have been heard.

      “Call the cleaner,” Joey said and took one more glance at Mario. The traitor had found his fate at the end of the gun-barrel of the Bacelli rivals.

      “Look at this fucker,” Johnny said and reared his foot back to kick Mario in the gut. The punt was so damn fierce that Mario’s body skidded across the alleyway. “This fuckin’ pucchiacha got it easy,” Johnny said on a growl. “I would have taken my fuckin’ bat to his traitorous ass.” He grabbed his cell from inside of his jacket and called Luciano, the Bacelli cleaner that came to places and took care of the blood and bodies. It was a sick fucking job, but Luciano was also one twisted and demented man, and Joey swore he enjoyed finding creative ways to get rid of the bodies they didn’t want found.

      Joey carried Marra, who was still out cold, over to his car. Johnny and he had been leaving the bar where Mario was supposed to have shown up. But it was clear they had been wrong about the once tight Bacelli informant. The fucker hadn’t just been running his mouth when drunk, but had been working behind their backs with the Gondalo crew.

      The fact that they had gotten a call from Mario just half an hour before they stepped out of the bar, him telling them that he wanted to meet up and talk about some future jobs they had given him, told Joey all he needed to know. Mario had sounded sketchy as hell, nervous and twitchy, and he knew better than to bring up shit on the phone that was “work” related. So Mario had been in deep shit with someone, either the Gondalo or the Feds, and he was trying to find a way out.

      But seeing his dead body staring up at him from the ground, with a Gondalo bullet in the middle of his forehead, told Joey that he had turned his back on the family for some fly by pussy crew that thought coming into Bourbon and taking what wasn’t theirs was going to happen. He felt his cell vibrate in the front of his pocket and put Marra in the backseat before answering it.

      “Yeah?”

      “Found out from Seth that Mario hasn’t just been running his mouth at the bar, but trying to cut a deal with the Gondalos.”

      “Old news, Alex. Just saw Mario with a hole in his head thanks to one of their guys.”

      “Well shit.”

      “Yeah.” Joey scrubbed a hand over his face and glanced at Marra. She was lying on the backseat, and the skirt she had been wearing today was hiked up her thighs. God, he shouldn’t be thinking the filthy fucking things he was right now, because she was injured and in shock. But the bastard part of Joey couldn’t help but take in the tanned fullness of her thighs, or how the hem of the skirt stopped right where he would have been able to see her panties. “Fuck.”

      “You okay, Boss?” Alex asked, sounding concerned.

      “I’m good,” he responded, knowing that things were far from okay because some motherfuckers had managed to turn a promising guy in their crew. Mario might not have been a made man yet, but Joey had been watching him, and seeing how loyal he had been. Seems like his instincts on the little prick had been wrong. “But Marra was nearly executed by the fucker I just laid down.”

      “The café chick?”

      “Yeah. I’m taking her to my place until she wakes up. I need to know if she heard or saw anything that can help us.”

      “Boss,” Alex said softly, but with more concern in his voice. “She could be a liability now. She might know shit that she shouldn’t.”

      Yeah, he knew that, too. “Don’t worry about her, I’ll handle it. Just figure out why the hell Mario flipped on us, because it doesn’t make sense.” He disconnected the cell and shoved the phone in his pants pocket. He then took off his suit jacket and laid it over her legs. He knew that she was a liability, and that if she knew anything that she shouldn’t about the business, he’d have to handle it. He could have just finished her off right in the alleyway and let Luciano handle it, but Joey wanted her, and letting her get hurt wasn’t an option.

      For the last year he thought he had just wanted to fuck her desperately, and every time she turned him down it just made him want her more. But then when they had walked out of the bar, about to hunt down Mario and find out the truth, he had heard her scream. The fact he had known it was Marra had sent a jolt of awareness through him. And then he had seen her across the street getting dragged into an alleyway. Everything inside of him had gone on alert, and this white-hot rage moved through him that someone thought they could touch her.

      The possessive and territorial side of him was something he had never felt for a woman, but it was intense and powerful, and he wasn’t about to ignore it. Then he had seen her getting tossed around like a ragdoll, and that gun pointed to her head. He had been so fucking angry, but the calm of the kill had come upon him. He had gotten his gun out, placed the barrel at the back of his enemy’s head, and blown his brains out. Joey had never felt the relief that had coursed through him as he did at that moment when he had pulled that trigger.

      He had killed a lot of people, bad men that deserved to die because they had done heinous things, or had turned their back on the family. But this kill had been different. He had done it because he wanted to protect the woman he wanted.

      The sound of Little Johnny moving behind him had Joey shutting the backdoor and turning. “All good?”

      Johnny nodded. “Luciano is just a few blocks away.”

      Headlights flashed across them, but Joey knew it was Luciano. The car came to a stop behind Joey’s, and then Luciano climbed out. Another man came out of the passenger side, and without saying anything, just tipping their chins in acknowledgment, Luciano and his partner went into the alleyway to clean up.

      “You want me to take care of her?” Johnny asked. He reached in his coat for a cigarette, and stared at Joey.

      “No, the only one taking care of her is me.”

      Johnny nodded. “Understood.”

      Joey climbed into the driver’s seat, and Johnny headed over to his car. Joey adjusted the rearview mirror so he could look at Marra. What in the hell was he going to do with her?
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      The gun pointed to her head was warm, and it burned her skin. She wanted to scream, but it was like rocks were lodged in her throat, making it impossible to do anything but stare in horror as her life was about to be taken from her.

      Marra would be snuffed out like a candle, and there wouldn’t be anyone that would care if she was gone. But then that fear was made real by the warm coating of blood on her face, and the intensity of the situation slammed into her. She could smell it: metallic, tangy, and rancid.

      Marra shot up, her head throbbing, pounding like a drum was inside of her skull, and then her stomach roiled. She could still smell the blood, could feel it on her skin and hair. She rolled to her side and emptied her stomach.

      Taking her shirt she lifted the edge to wipe her mouth. She felt marginally better, but the night’s events played through her mind like a broken record on repeat.

      “You thirsty?” The deep voice came from the shadows.

      Marra pushed herself up, and realized she wasn’t in that back alley, but on a bed. Swallowing hard, and feeling like razor blades were in her throat, she glanced around the room quickly. A large window showed the city right outside, and judging by the light of the tops of the skyscrapers and the night sky, she knew she was high up in an apartment.

      The lights were off, but the light from the city came through and showed her a massive room with the standard bedroom décor: dresser, mirror, end tables, bed, and the bathroom off to the side. But the furnishings looked posh and expensive.

      “Where am I?” she asked and stared at the massive form that made up Joey. He leaned forward in his seat and rested his forearms on his thighs. He stared at her, and this sinister air surrounded him, crawled forward, and tried to wrap itself around her, too. And then light illuminated the room, and she closed her eyes momentarily at the harshness of it.

      When she opened her eyes again it was to see that he had turned on the lamp that sat on the small table beside him. He held her gaze with his own, didn’t show any emotion at all, and she felt the chill in the room intensify.

      “Well, where am I and what happened?” She swallowed, seeing visions in her head of what had happened, but also finding these black holes in her memory. Maybe it was from the shock, or from the trauma, or from the entire screwed up situation.

      “If you’re thirsty I put a water bottle by the bed.” He stood and walked over to the dresser.

      She glanced at the table beside her, saw the bottle of water and a bottle of aspirin, and immediately turned her focus back on Joey. He was undoing his cuffs, and then rolling them up his thick, muscular forearms. He then went to remove his tie, set it on the dresser, and undid the buttons of his shirt at the collar. But he was watching her through the reflection in the mirror. His focus was hard, unrelenting, but most of all unreadable.

      “Your head has to be hurting.” He turned around and leaned against the dresser, and crossed his arms over his chest. His biceps flexed when he did the act, and she could see the definition under the white material. “Drink the water and take the aspirin, and then I’ll answer your questions.” His tone brooked no argument, but her head and wrist were killing her, so she didn’t bother saying anything in retaliation to his domineering attitude.

      She looked down at her wrist that she had landed on and saw the black and blue bruise that crept out from under the bandage he’d clearly wrapped it in while she was out. “You did this?” She held up her hand. It was more of a statement than a question, because obviously he had been the one to do it.

      He cocked an eyebrow. “It isn’t broken, so you’re very lucky. But it’ll hurt like a motherfucker for a while.”

      “And that man, you killed him, too.” She stated it. All of this she knew, but she also knew she needed to get her head clear, and with the pounding in the back of her skull, the blood that covered her, and her wrist feeling like it was run over by a semi, she wanted to hear him say all of this.

      “What surprises you more, that I took the time to help someone out because I can feel a semblance of compassion, or that I killed someone that was about to put a bullet through your head?”

      Her pulse started to beat rapidly. No blood marred his body, and his tanned, firm flesh could be seen at the junction where his shirt collar gaped open. Marra swallowed and turned to grab the pills and water. She took a few, and washed them down, but one sip wasn’t enough. It was like she was starved for the water, and guzzled half of the bottle in a matter of seconds.

      When she was finished she looked at him again, knowing that Joey would continue to ask her that question. Taking a deep breath, she stared at her hands in her lap, and then ran her hand over the bandage. The silence stretched between them, but Marra knew a man like Joey, one that dealt with death in his chosen “profession”, had an abundance of patience.

      She stared at him and finally answered. “Your compassion, Joey. I’m surprised by the time you took to save me, to bring me to wherever it is that I am at, and to care enough about my life to even save me.” Sweat was beading between her breasts and down her spine, and the longer he stared at her, not speaking, the more she grew warm and uncomfortable by the situation.

      Joey exhaled and then pushed away from the dresser and moved back over to the chair he had been previously sitting on. “Right now you’re at my apartment in the city.”

      She glanced out the window. “But why?”

      He exhaled again and ran his hand over his face. He looked exhausted, and those two things were not something she had ever seen in Joey Bacelli before. He was always in control. He dropped his hand back to rest on his thigh and leaned back. His muscular thighs were spread slightly in a relaxed position, and he rested an arm over the back of the chair. “Is it so fucking hard to believe that I wouldn’t want anyone to hurt you, Marra?” he said evenly, calmly. “Is it a damn mystery that I would want to interact with you on more than just a sexual level?”

      She didn’t know how to answer, didn’t know what to say to any of that. She had assumed Joey wanted her as a piece of ass, and because she kept refusing his advances he got more adamant on having her. It was like he wanted her more because he couldn’t have her, and Joey Bacelli was used to getting what he wanted. “Yes, Joey, it is a little surprising, given the fact you are…” She licked her lips, not sure if it was smart to say what she had been about to say out loud.

      He leaned forward once more, now looking very interested in this conversation. “Say it, Marra. The fact that I’m what?”

      “That you run the Bacelli crime family,” she said quickly and on a long breath.

      He smirked and leaned back in his seat. “So because I chose to live my life a certain way means I would let an innocent woman die?”

      Marra stayed still, and when she didn’t answer and he stood and walked toward her, she finally found the strength to push back against the headboard. The scent of him filled her nose as he came closer, and it was the same spicy, potent cologne she smelled on him every time he came into the café.

      It was subtle, yet dark and dangerous. And when he sat on the edge of the bed and she felt the heat from his body surround her, she started to feel lightheaded. Joey reached out and brushed a piece of hair away from her face.

      “You need a shower,” he said and removed his hand from her. “You have blood all over you.” He stared into her eyes, and she got lost in the grey depths. “I have some questions I want to ask you, but I’ll let you get cleaned up first.” He didn’t move right away. He had one arm caging her in place on the bed beside her outer thighs, and the other on his lap. She felt like a small animal, a piece of meat in this predator’s clutches.

      “How long do you plan on keeping me here?”

      He leaned back an inch, not enough to give her breathing room, though. “We won’t worry about that right now, because we have other pressing issues that need to be laid out.” He stood and moved over to the door. “The shower is through that door.” He pointed to the bathroom she had already scouted out as such. “There are some clothes on the shelf for you, and when you’re finished meet me out in the living room.” And with that he turned, left the room, and shut the door behind him.
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      Joey grabbed the bottle of bourbon off the counter and poured a shot for himself. He could have laughed at the absurdity of drinking bourbon and having another residence in the town of Bourbon.

      It was pretty fucking cliché, but what did he care? He poured himself another shot, and once he finished that off he drank a third.

      He had nowhere to be tonight, and every reason in the world to get good and trashed, although he reminded himself he needed to keep a clear head because he still had to ask Marra what she had heard from Mario and that Gondalo fucker. Even now Joey could see the snake tattoo that had been inked on the neck of the fucker he had blasted.

      Michael had the same tattoo in the same spot, and it was some kind of gang mark, which led Joey to believe that the Gondalo crew was nothing more than an organized group that had nothing better to do than try to start turf wars.

      He took one more shot and pushed the bottle aside. Since the Gondalo crew moved in to the town right next to Bourbon six months back, Joey had let it go. They had kept to themselves, running petty money-making scams that didn’t interfere with anything Joey or the Bacelli crew had working, and didn’t test the boundaries of his power.

      But slowly they had started coming into his town, eating at his businesses, and starting to make it known that they were trying to set roots. He had no fucking clue who their Boss thought he was, but Joey had had enough of Carlos’ shit, and a confrontation was coming.

      Joey was strong, had power behind him, and a reputation that leveled others. If some lower class gang leader thought he was going to come in and stir shit, he clearly didn’t know anything about Joey or his family.

      The shower cutting off had sounded about ten minutes ago, and he knew Marra was probably stalling. She was confused, hurt, and didn’t know what his intentions were. Hell, Joey didn’t know what his fucking intentions were. He wanted her, had for the last year, but then all this shit to get her into his bed and his life had gone down when he had blown the brains of some fucker all over her face.

      It didn’t matter if he had done it to save her life. She was innocent, and the life she led was in the farthest spectrum of how he lived his.

      The door opening behind him had Joey turning around. She stood there, her dark hair wet and curling around her face, and the white t-shirt and sweatpants he had given her about three sizes too big.

      “Sorry about the clothes, but I didn’t expect to have a female guest over.”

      She moved closer, glanced around the room, and then stopped a few feet from him. “Nice place,” she said a little timidly. “Why do you have me here again?”

      Well, she got right to the point. He grabbed the bottle of liquor and held it up. He didn’t expect her to want some, but he was a gentleman—at times, at least. But she surprised him once again and nodded.

      “After the night I’ve had I could probably use the whole bottle.”

      He smiled and grabbed a shot glass. After filling it and handing it to her, he watched in amusement as she tossed it back and then promptly gasped out. Joey shouldn’t find anything funny right now, but there was something about Marra that made him feel a little lighter.

      “Another.” She handed him the glass. “Please.”

      He lifted an eyebrow and smirked, but grabbed the bottle and topped off her glass. She threw that one back with the same disgusted finesse, and then shook her head.

      “I think that’s my limit, especially since I’ve already been drinking tonight.”

      “Are you hungry?”

      She clutched her stomach and shook her head.

      He stared at her until she finally looked up at him. “I have you here because I want you here.” He waited for her to respond, but when she didn’t he moved over to the fire he had started, and leaned against the mantle. She didn’t follow him, but it didn’t matter because she’d hear him well enough. “Not only did I save your life, but I took you out of an equation that could very well get you killed again.” He glanced at her over his shoulder.

      “What do you mean, took me out of the equation of getting killed again?”

      She looked honestly perplexed by it all, and it made Joey realize even further that she was so fucking innocent and blind to everything that he truly did. He turned so he could face her, and gestured for her to have a seat in the chair in front of him. She was slow in moving, probably because she was so unsure of this whole thing, but she did finally have a seat.

      “What exactly did you hear before that fucker grabbed you?” he asked with a deadly calm voice. He saw her throat work when she swallowed, watched the droplets of water land on her shirt from the tips of her hair, and noticed the way the white material became transparent.

      Joey shifted in his seat, knowing he shouldn’t be feeling any kind of arousal at a time like this, but also knowing that when it came to Marra he tended to go against the grain.

      “All I heard, and remember, was the man that was holding the gun said he wasn’t any use to Carlos any longer. The guy called him Mario, and that Carlos would have fun making Mario’s wife his whore.” She exhaled loudly and rubbed her hands down the length of her thighs. “He also said Kelly might have been innocent in ratting his crew out, but he’d dirty Kelly right up.”

      Joey let her words play through his mind. It was clear that there was something up with Mario and the fact everyone in Joey’s crew thought Kelly had left him. Obviously that wasn’t the case. Was Carlos using Mario’s wife, Kelly, as leverage to get Mario to do what he wanted? That would make a hell of a lot of sense seeing as Carlos might be trying to get intel on Joey’s operations.

      The problem was that Carlos was a dumb motherfucker because if he had been smart, or knew anything about the Bacelli crew, he wouldn’t have tried to get a made man to turn and instead gone after someone low on the totem pole.

      “There wasn’t anyone else in that alleyway, or in that area besides the two men that are dead right now, and me.”

      Joey pulled his thoughts away from finding Carlos and beating his skull in with a baseball bat. He stared at Marra and shook his head at how naive she was. “Marra, your cluelessness to the situation would be endearing if you weren’t right in the middle of what will be a war.” He was going to find that pathetic excuse for a gang leader, and show him what it meant to get involved with Joey Bacelli. He was going to show him that if he fucked with anyone Joey considered in his protection, his death would be slow and agonizing.

      And Marra fell into that category.

      “A war?” She shifted in her seat, clearly uncomfortable.

      “I highly doubt the man that sent out the hit for Mario only had one guy for the job. Most likely there was a spotter, a man that was the lookout.”

      “But I didn’t see anyone else,” she said with this tightness in her voice, and he could tell she was frightened at the reality of it all.

      “A spotter would be there, but unseen, sweetheart.” He placed his arms on the back of the couch and watched her as she stared at the fire.

      “I’ll leave town, find somewhere else that doesn’t have me in this fucked up mafia war.” She snapped her gaze to his right after she said it, as though she were afraid of the words she had just spoken.

      He shook his head. “Not going to happen.”

      She sat up straighter. “Why?” Her voice got harder, and he saw a spark of the fighter he knew she was.

      “Aside from the obvious that I am the only one that can protect you?” he leaned forward. “You may or may not know some pretty vital information, things you shouldn’t know that could get you hurt.”

      “You don’t even know if I was seen, or if someone is coming after me.” She was twisting her hands together in nervousness. “But yes, aside from all of that, why would you want me here, in your personal space, and wearing your clothes?” Marra picked at the shirt and stared at him as if in challenge.

      “I want you, Marra, and keeping you here, knowing that I am the only one that can make sure you’re safe if, in fact, you are going to be targeted, just makes my need to have you even greater.” He was surprised when she didn’t blink, let alone flinch. “If you think I’m a bastard because I can and will keep you here, making sure you’re safe until all of this is taken care of, then so fucking be it.”

      She shook her head, opened her mouth like she was about to say something, and then promptly closed it. Instead of saying anything she stood and walked over to the bottle of liquor on the kitchen island. Joey didn’t move as he watched her take a shot right out of the bottle, set it down, and brace her hands on the counter. She hung her head, and the desperation was clear in the way she held herself.

      “I could leave, though, Joey.” She faced him. “I could go to another state, just pack up the few things I have and disappear.” She was crying now, not hard, wracking sobs, but ones where she was still trying to hold her composure. “I don’t want to be here. I don’t want to be in this fucked up situation, and I don’t want to stay here with you so you can protect me.” She wiped away her tears almost angrily, and Joey stood, hating that seeing her upset pinched at his heart.

      He moved toward her and was glad when she didn’t retreat. But when she reached behind her and held onto the counter, her body going tense, and her eyes widening, he knew that she played a good poker face.

      “Are you upset because you’re in this situation, or that I am the one you’re in it with?” Obviously he knew for anyone that wasn’t used to this life it would have been a hard adjustment and realization to come to, but he didn’t think it was just that reason. There was something else that she was not just coming out and telling him.

      And he would get the truth out of her, one way or the other.
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      Marra tried to calm her breathing, but Joey was so close, and the look on his face was so damn intimidating. He wanted her to bare her soul, to tell him things that she couldn’t.

      He took another step forward, placing his hands on the counter on either side of her. The scent of his liquor laced breath moved along her lips, and she felt this chill move along her arms.

      She shouldn’t want him right now, not after everything he had just told her. Someone could be after her because of what she witnessed and the fact she got away. Maybe they thought she’d run to the cops, tell them what she heard and have this huge investigation going on.

      But right now, as she stared into his grey eyes, took in the way his short dark hair fell across his forehead, and the way he had a day’s worth of dark stubble along his cheeks and jaw, he looked so good, so dangerously sexy and controlling that she couldn’t help but feel this submissive side rise up inside of her.

      She wanted this man to dominate her, to show her why he was always so in control, had so much patience, and was so determined to have his way no matter what.

      “Tell me why you really want to leave, and don’t give me that bullshit that you’ve been spouting off to me for the last year.” He stared right in her eyes, refused to give her any breathing room, and Marra felt suffocation start to take hold of her.

      “Why does it matter right now? After all the things that have just happened, why do you even care why I want to leave?” She felt a bead of sweat trail down her temple. “Do you really think anything else is important right now?” Her life was on the line, according to him. “And why are you just staring at me not saying anything?” Her heart was beating faster now, her nerves going higher, and her emotions more heightened with what was happening right here and now.

      He leaned in another inch, and she felt the heat from his breath move along her face. She actually had to stop herself from moaning at how good it felt with having him so close.

      “What difference does it make why I want you to do something?” He lifted one of his hands and placed it right by her cheek, so close, yet not touching her. “The fact is I want you to do something, to tell me what I want to know.” He stared in her eyes, all but demanding she obey him. “Maybe this started as me wanting to know why you were so adamant on leaving, of wanting to be away from me when I am the only one that can protect you. But it doesn’t matter now, because what I want to hear is the truth, Marra. All of it.”

      Although he had never asked her to tell him one of the reasons she didn’t want to stay here with him, the fact still remained that she was scared of what was going on, had just been told her life may or may not be on the line, and he was asking her to tell him more than she felt comfortable saying. “I told you why I wanted to leave, because according to you my life is in danger.” She swallowed. “I don’t need any other rational explanation than that.”

      He made this low sound in his throat. “I know that already, Marra. I want to know the other reason you want to leave. It’s the honest and rational reaction, but I want to know the other reason. The one that is making your heart pound at this very moment, the one that makes your nipples hard, and that most likely has that sweet little pussy wet for me.”

      A gasp left her, but she didn’t know if it was one of outrage or arousal. “What does it matter, Joey? I want to leave because I could die if I stay in this fucking town. If you want to know why I want to leave it’s because I want to live.”

      He didn’t respond, just continued to stare at her, breathing heavily, and making her arousal grow despite the knowledge that this reaction was out of place.

      She clenched her teeth together, hating that his silence could have such an impact on her.

      “I told you I would protect you. There isn’t anyone else on this planet that can make sure you’re safe, Marra.” He placed his hand on her cheek, lightly, intimately, and dominating her with the barest of touches, and with his words. “I won’t let anyone hurt you,” he said softly now.

      Marra may have “known” him for the past year, but she didn’t really know him. But what she was most certain about was that when Joey said something he meant it. She was in this situation because she had been in the wrong place at the wrong time, but Joey had been there. If not for him her brains would be plastered across the asphalt.

      “I will never be dishonest with you, but I expect the same in return, Marra.” He lowered his gaze to her mouth, and she found herself licking her lips.

      “You want me to tell you that I want to leave because of my feelings for you?” she said on a whisper. “Or you want me to tell you that I hate you, that I want to leave because this life you lead has put me in this situation where I am fearing for my life?”

      “You have nothing to fear, because I won’t let anyone hurt you.”

      He looked angry, hard and in control at the same time.

      “You act like you don’t like what I do, but look me right in the fucking eyes and tell me the temptation of darkness doesn’t arouse you. That you don’t want me.” He squeezed his fingers harder into her flesh, but just when discomfort started to take hold he slipped his hand behind her head and held onto her hair. “Try lying to me and say that knowing I can and do bad things doesn’t make your pussy so damn wet you could scream.”

      Her heart raced, her mouth went dry, and she wanted to argue, but she couldn’t. What he did was wrong, and how he lived his life was bad, but she couldn’t form the words to tell him that right now.

      He smirked. “Knowing that I am dangerous turns you on, Marra.” He leaned his face in closer to hers. “I bet right now you want me to fuck you despite the danger that your life may be in, don’t you?”

      She shook her head, hating the fact that there was a part of him that was right. “You hurt people, kill them.” She swallowed roughly.

      “I do, and I don’t apologize for that, because if I wasn’t able to take a life so easily yours would be nothing but a memory right now,” he said softly, but harshly. “People that deserve to be hurt are the ones that meet my wrath.” He moved in an inch closer until she felt like their lips were touching.

      “You like hurting them, getting your revenge.”

      He stared at her in the eyes, not answering right away, but also not showing any emotions. “You want me to tell you that I regret what I do? That I feel some kind of grief for the people that put my family, my business, in jeopardy?”

      She felt the heat from his body, felt her chest brush along his with every inhalation she made.

      “I won’t say any of that, because it would be a lie, and I won’t lie to you, Marra. I won’t ever do that, because I believe you deserve the truth.”

      She swallowed, not sure how to respond.

      “Now tell me what you want right now. Don’t think about what is outside of this apartment, or in Bourbon. Just feel this, feel me, and be honest with us both.”

      She opened her mouth, but before she could say anything he started speaking again.

      “And don’t lie to me, Marra. Never fucking lie to me.”

      Her heart beat fast and loud, and she felt it in every part of her body. “I do want you, even after all of this, but I can’t let myself give in, Joey.”

      God, this whole situation right now was surreal. She should be plotting her escape from Bourbon, and all this fucking drama she was right in the middle of. His nostrils flared, and a low sound left him. He was angry.

      A few seconds passed where he didn’t do anything but breathe heavily, maybe trying to get himself under control.

      “Don’t you have someone in your life?” she asked a little out of breath.

      “You’re the only woman in my life that means anything, Marra.” And then he pressed his lips to hers, grabbed her chin with his other hand tight enough to hurt, and showed her who was in control. For several seconds she couldn’t do anything but let him kiss her, and that was exactly what he was doing. He stroked her tongue with his, showed her that he was the one that held all the cards, and that she was helpless to help him. At least that was how she felt.

      “You feel that?” he said against her lips, and then placed his hand over her heart. He went back to kissing her, taking everything from her and not letting her retreat. His arms and hands caged her in, and his mouth was on hers. He moved his tongue along her lips. Joey’s moves were ones of expertise, deliberately planned, and so thorough that she was so desperate for breath she was gasping when he broke the kiss.

      “What are you doing, Joey?” It was a rhetorical question, because obviously she knew what he was doing, but this was so not the time or place for this.

      “For the past year you’ve been refusing me, Marra, and making me want you even more because of it.” He cupped her cheek with his other hand, and smoothed his thumb over her bottom lip. “So red and swollen from my kiss,” he said while looking at her mouth. “I can’t tell you what that does to the possessive side of me, baby, knowing that I was the one to make your lips look like that.” He slowly lifted his gaze back to her. While looking at her, he took his hand, slid it over her collarbones, down between her breasts, and stopped for a second. The weight of his hand just resting there, adding a bit of pressure, made her nipples harden further.

      He moved his hand down to her belly, left it there for a second, and then to her utter shock he placed his hand right down her pants. She didn’t wear a bra and panties, because the ones she had on were either covered in blood or felt nasty on her body. But right now she was wishing she had another barrier on.

      He moved his hand right through her folds, and she grew wetter at the fact he could feel how aroused she really was despite her situation. He touched her pussy as if he owned it. And God, did it feel good.

      He growled low in his throat, as if an animal had been released inside of him. “I can feel how much you want me, and even if you want to deny it with your mouth and words, this right here,” he slipped a finger deep inside of her and she gasped out. “This right here, shows me that you want everything that I am.” He kissed her again, hard, possessively, and with so much force that their teeth clashed together. He broke the kiss for only a second and said in this deep growly voice, “This pussy is mine.” He moved his mouth down her neck, over the top of one of her breasts, and then he was sucking her nipple right through the shirt. He growled again. “And these are mine.” He cupped her other breast, and tweaked the nipple while he continued to suck on her. “You’re all mine, to own, to control, to pleasure, and to protect.”

      Marra didn’t know what to say. He was still thrusting a finger in and out of her, and all she could do was hold onto the counter behind her and bite her lip to stop from telling him to give her more. But his rough breathing, the way he pressed his body to hers, letting her feel how hard he was for her, had Marra opening her eyes.

      Realization moved through the thick haze of arousal, and she pushed him back. He was resistant at first, groaning out obscenities, but finally he relented. The bulge that pressed against his slacks was impressive, but when he advanced again, she held her hand up to stop him.

      “And you’re still trying to deny how you feel for me, how much you want me, and that there isn’t this connection between us?” he said in this hard, annoyed voice.

      “Joey, this isn’t about you and me, or about wanting each other.” She breathed in deeply, feeling like she wanted to just go into his arms and rub herself all over him. But she couldn’t. She was in this Twilight Zone-like situation, and getting her mind clear was what she needed to do. Having sex with Joey Bacelli was so not going to help with that.

      “This is about you and me, Marra. It’s very much about us.” He moved closer again, took hold of the back of her neck with his hand, and kissed her hard once more. Marra instantly got lost in the feel and taste of him, but she couldn’t allow herself to ignore everything else right now. She pushed at him, but he was relentless, and she wanted him so badly that she knew she wasn’t putting up a fight.

      “Stop, Joey.”

      “Do you really want me to, Marra?” he said against her neck now, grinding his dick against her belly, which had her becoming wetter instantly.

      She wanted him, was on the verge of moaning out that she wanted him to just rip her clothes off and fuck the sexual frustration of the last year right out of her, but she didn’t. Instead she pushed against him as hard as she could until he relented.

      “What the fuck, Marra?” His voice was deep, guttural, and there was clear irritation in it. But she didn’t care.

      “I said this wasn’t a good idea, but clearly you are too hard up to listen.” She tried to catch her breath, because honestly she was just as turned on as he was, and stopping had been hard as hell for her.

      He reached down and grabbed his cock right over his slacks, and she felt her eyes widen at his obscenity.

      “Don’t look so damn innocent there, baby. I bet that pussy of yours is even more soaked than it was when I had my finger all up in you.”

      “God, you’re so damn crude, even at a time like this.” She was starting to feel those shots, and coupled with the fact she was hot as hell for Joey, she knew she needed to call it a night. She’d end up doing something she may or may not regret in the morning, and she already had enough on her plate. Moving past him was pretty damn hard, and when he reached out for her wrist and stopped her, she feared he might break her resistance.

      “You think I’m a bad man, Marra, but if I was really that bad then I wouldn’t be letting you walk away right now.” He let go of her a second later and moved down the hall and disappeared behind one of the bedroom doors. He slammed it shut, and she jumped a little.

      God, what a night to almost be killed, and then to have Joey Bacelli nearly fuck her.

      She glanced at the door, contemplated just leaving, but knew she wasn’t going to. Marra wasn’t a fool, and leaving in her condition, and especially in the city at this hour, wasn’t smart. No, she’d sleep this night away, and in the morning convince Joey that letting her go was the best option.

      Marra thought that might be easier said than done.
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      “What did you find out?” Joey asked Niklo, and walked over to the window to look out over Central Park.

      “Found out that Carlos has been holding up in some foreclosed estate in Sugar Hill, and that he has been trying to move into Bourbon for the last six months. Not sure what his game is, but he has some kind of vendetta with the Bacelli family,” Niklo stated, and then shouted something to someone about watching the merchandise or fingers would be taken off as payment.

      That had Joey’s interest picking up immensely. Although this was news to him, he wasn’t shocked. He had felt the pressure of the Gondalo crew trying to slowly make residence in his town, but he was surprised that they actually thought they could accomplish it. It had been little things Joey noticed, like coming into Bourbon late at night, causing fights in his bars, drinking up the liquor, insulting the women that were paid to give them a good time, and then leaving before Joey or his men could get there and shut things down.

      Six months wasn’t that long in the big picture, but when Joey had tried to reach out to Carlos, set the ground rules if they planned on working in a close, but separate town, Carlos had eluded him each time. There hadn’t been a sit-down, hadn’t been anything worked out, and now two of Carlos’ men were dead because of Joey, Mario was gone, and Mario’s wife was being used as a pawn. There would be no more talking things out, coming to an agreement that could make them both a lot of money.

      It wasn’t that Joey didn’t allow people into Bourbon, but he ran things here. The Bacelli crew had been in this town all his life and even before that. His father had been the Boss, had run this town and made it what it was, and Joey had no plans to let some back alley group of wannabe mobsters take that away. He took a sip from his coffee and stared out at the people walking back and forth on the sidewalk below.

      His apartment was in the heart of the city, and although he loved Bourbon, there were more times than not he just needed to get away and clear his head. He was ruthless, and he wouldn’t change that for anything, but that also didn’t mean it didn’t chip away at his humanity. Sometimes getting his head on straight to think clearer made him a better leader, and one that could handle the brutality of the life he led.

      “What the fuck kind of vendetta?” He turned and walked over to the sink to set his mug in it. It was early, and although the sun was just barely starting to crest over the skyscrapers, Joey hadn’t gotten more than a few hours of rest. Marra was still asleep, which was good because if he had to see her right now after how worked up he had been just hours before, he might molest her before she even had time to rub the sleep from her eyes. Joey scrubbed his face with a hand and braced his back against the counter.

      Just thinking about her got him harder than a fucking steel pipe, and that was bad news especially with the Carlos shit happening. Pushing away his thoughts of Marra and wanting to do some pretty fucking wicked things to her body, he focused on Niklo and what his younger brother was saying.

      “Carlos is keeping his intentions and the reason for all of this hush-hush.”

      Joey felt pissed that all of this was going down, that Marra was in the thick of it, and that his people were in jeopardy of being hurt.

      “I might have gotten the info out of some Sugar Hill drunk that heard too much, but enjoyed talking to the end of my baseball bat,” said Niklo.

      Joey shook his head despite Niklo not being able to see him. His brother did like to use violence to get what he wanted, but fuck, they all did, he supposed. They might all use muscle to get answers, but Niklo was definitely a sadist at heart, and liked to come up with “unique” ways to get the answers he sought.

      “Seems like Carlos isn’t so hush-hush now with what he wants, not after Mario and two of his guys are gone.” The sound of the voice on the other end dimmed, and then Niklo was the only thing Joey could hear. “Joey, man, this Carlos might not have his shit in order, and be so unorganized I could mow his crew down with a kick to the balls, but regardless of all of that he has some revenge on the brain and in his blood.”

      Joey exhaled, knowing that even the most unplanned things could be followed through if the person wanted vengeance. “Find out what you can. I want to know everything about what this vendetta is, and why we never heard about it until now.”

      The sound of the bedroom door opening had him glancing at the hallway. Marra looked at him, their gazes clashed, and he swore the fucking connection and heat slammed into him enough that he actually took a step back.

      “Joey, did you hear me?”

      He saw her lips part. Yeah, she had felt it, too, but she was still trying to refuse what was happening. She moved down the hallway and disappeared into the bathroom. He turned from her, focused on the stove, and thought about what the fuck he needed to do. “I’m staying in the city for the time being, at least until I can figure out what the hell to do with Carlos and this revenge mindset he clearly has.”

      Niklo grunted in agreement. “You keeping the girl there with you?”

      “Yeah, for the time being. At least until this blows over and I know she’s safe.”

      Niklo was silent for a moment. “You can keep her safe without taking her into the city, Joey,” Niklo said seriously.

      Yeah, he could have, but that wasn’t the point. Joey knew what Niklo was getting at though. “She isn’t a problem, and won’t cloud my judgment when push comes to shove.”

      “I didn’t mean anything by it, but I don’t want your hard-on for her to make you think twice if push comes to shove.”

      “There isn’t going to be anything that happens to her, Niklo. She’s under Bacelli protection, got it?”

      “Yeah, what the fuck ever, man. I just want to make sure you’re in this, and that some woman that you’ve wanted as your side piece of ass for the last year won’t come between whatever we plan.”

      “She isn’t my side pussy, and I don’t want her as one.” What he didn’t tell Niklo was that he wanted Marra as his, and only his. He didn’t want a piece of ass on the side. Joey wanted Marra by his side. “Listen, just send over some clothes for her. I don’t have shit here for her to wear except some of my sweats and t-shirts.”

      “I’m sure your territorial ass is all about that.” Niklo started laughing. “All right, I’ll bring some shit over. But there is one more thing.”

      “What?”

      “Angie has been coming around asking for you.”

      Joey rested his head on the cabinet and refrained from cursing out loud. “I’ve been avoiding her for the last couple of months. When she isn’t trying to find me at my place in town, she’s blowing up my phone.”

      “Why not just tell her to fuck off? I grew up around Angie, too, and I know how she can be. The only way to get through her head is to tell her how the fuck it is.”

      “You think I didn’t do that? She’s adamant when she wants to get her point across.”

      “If she was a male she would have made one hell of a made man.” Niklo started laughing, but then sobered. “On second thought, she’d probably stab us all in the back right after she slit our throats.”

      “Just avoid her. She’ll get the point soon enough.” Probably not, but Joey had more pressing issues right now, and didn’t have time to deal with a woman that thought the world revolved around her. “Just bring me the shit because I’m not going to leave Marra alone until I know what the fuck is going on.” He hung up the phone, knowing that he could have Alex or Niklo, or even Little Johnny over here watching Marra while he hunted down Carlos and needed this.

      But the selfish part of him wanted to be with her, keep her for himself, and not let anyone else spend time with her. He was becoming a possessive bastard, but in all honesty ever since he had seen Marra he had wanted her.

      Over the last year that desire had grown to a dangerous level.

      The sound of bare feet on the hardwood floor had him looking at Marra. She stood there in his clothes, her hair an even wilder mess around her face. “How long were you standing there?”

      She shrugged. “Just long enough to hear about Angie, the crazy ex-girlfriend.”

      He nodded once, grabbed a cup from the strainer, and turned to show it to her. “Coffee?”

      She shook her head. “I don’t like coffee.”

      He lifted a brow, and then chuckled. “Yet you work at Vincenzo’s, which specializes in coffee.” He grinned and put the cup down.

      “I hope it’s okay, but I found an unused toothbrush in the bathroom.”

      “Anything here is for you to use. In fact I’ll have someone bring some other things here for you.”

      She was silent for a second, looked at the ground, and then finally glanced at him again. “I need to leave, Joey.”

      He didn’t need this shit either. “Marra, don’t be a fucking fool.” He stared at her, saw the anger morph her expression, but didn’t show any emotion.

      “What did you just say?” Although she tried to sound outraged, Joey could hear the hurt in her voice.

      He exhaled and moved closer to her. She took a step back, but the wall stopped her retreat. “Don’t let your need to get away from me, and from your feelings, make you a tragedy.”

      She opened her mouth, but didn’t say anything. “I don’t need your protection. I can leave, go far away from here, and you won’t have to worry about me anymore, Joey. And if you won’t let me leave town, how in the hell am I suppose to get to my job on Monday?”

      He searched her face, and then reached out and cupped her cheek. “It’s the weekend, so worrying about Monday isn’t very productive right now. You’re in danger, and I promise you that shit will get straightened out. You don’t need to run.”

      She jumped slightly when he started moving his finger back and forth over her cheek, but then relaxed in his hold.

      “Not worrying about you is not an option, Marra.” He stared at her lips, wanting to kiss her so fucking badly, but not wanting to get slapped because he was rushing her. “I didn’t want to get gritty with you concerning what you could face if Carlos and his men get you, but it is clear your stubborn ass needs to have it that way. These men are clearly fucking morons and unstable if they think they can go up against my organization and the people I considered under my protection, and not feel my wrath.” He didn’t move although he should have. “If they wanted to hurt you they could do it a hundred different ways, and by the end of it you’d be begging for death.” Joey was all about saying it how it was, but with Marra he almost wanted to keep her in this little bubble of protection, away from the ugliness of how he lived his life. But that wasn’t a reality, and if she wanted to survive, she needed to know. “They’ll gouge out your eyes, pull your fingernails off with rusty pliers, and take a blowtorch to your skin as they watch it bubble up.”

      The sound of her gasping was loud, and the fear and reality of what he had just said covered her face in ghastly horror. “Is that stuff you’d do, too?”

      She may know about what he did, about the mafia, or at least what she thought she knew from watching movies and reading books, but she didn’t know half of it. “If it was to make a point, or to get what I wanted, then yeah. I’d fucking do all of that and more.”

      She didn’t flinch, didn’t make a sound of outrage, but she did look sad, and Joey hated that fucking look on her. He didn’t want her to be sad about what he did, or about him in general. He wanted her to be a survivor, be strong and feisty like he knew she was, and just be with him. That might never happen, especially now, but he wasn’t going to give up.

      “Why are you so adamant on leaving? I know you’re smart enough to realize the danger.”

      She looked down at his chest. He was only wearing a pair of lounge pants and nothing else, and he knew that it was starting to affect her because her breathing became harsher. She looked back at his face, and then sighed as if in resignation. “It isn’t because I’m stupid and don’t think something won’t happen. Let’s be honest here, Joey. But I know that what you want isn’t something I can give you, and that is part of the reason I want to go. I know if I stay I won’t be able to keep my emotions in check, even if I should be focusing on my life being at risk.” She swallowed and then licked her lips.

      “You think I haven’t noticed that you are trying to keep me away?”

      She shrugged.

      “Take away everything else, Marra, everything aside from you and me and right now—”

      “I don’t want this life where I am looking over my shoulder because of the man I am with, and being with you would ensure that.”

      “I would never let anyone or anything hurt you, and you being here right now is proof of that.”

      “A relationship, or even a one-night stand wouldn’t do us any good. Your life doesn’t have room for a woman that wants your time for more than a few hours a week between the sheets. I am not an easy lay, Joey, a notch on your bedpost.” He saw her search his face with her gaze. “And my life doesn’t have room for a man that could crush me in more than one way.”

      “I’d never hurt you. I’d never let anyone hurt you, Marra,” he said again, harder this time. God forbid anyone that even tried to touch her, because their fate would be the same as when he put a bullet through the skull of his enemies. “I’d kill anyone that thought they could touch you.”

      Her breathing shifted to something deeper, faster, and he knew that she was becoming aroused.

      “I know you wouldn’t hurt me, Joey. And I know you think me staying here with you keeps me safe. But I could go, just leave far away from here.”

      “I can’t let you leave. I won’t.” He felt like he had traveled to some alternate world. His emotions didn’t feel like his. “Just be honest with me.” He knew she wanted to argue about him refusing to let her go until all of this was safe for her, but she didn’t comment on it. “What’s holding you back?”

      “I don’t have anything holding me back.” She swallowed on that last word, and he knew she wasn’t being honest.

      “Something is holding you back,” he said harshly. He cupped her face with his other hand, reveled in the smoothness of her skin, and felt like the world was crashing down around him. It was because of Marra Santos that he felt like he cared about something that didn’t have to do with the “family”. Joey might not have liked the idea of a woman as his, but after the last year, and especially with Marra’s life nearly being taken right in front of him, things had shifted drastically.

      “You’re holding me back, Joey.” She stared into his eyes, and he felt his heart plummet to his stomach. God, did this woman know the power she held over him. Fuck, did he realize the power she held over him?

      “I do want you, but I can’t be with you. And I know if I let myself feel these emotions they might ruin me.” She whispered the words, and although she spoke them, she also didn’t try to pull away. “You could ruin me, Joey, and it wouldn’t take anything at all. I don’t want to be a casualty in this lifestyle, and I can’t be selfish in thinking that nothing would happen if I didn’t give myself to you.”

      He could tell she was trying to rationalize everything to him.

      “I never thanked you for saving my life, but I am grateful you were there.” She lifted her hands and placed them on his chest. “I owe you my life, but I don’t ever let anyone get close. I never have, and starting now, with a man that holds so much power doesn’t seem like the right move.”

      If she really knew him, knew more than just the rumors she heard about what he did, then she would have known he wasn’t going to let anything stand in the way of what he wanted.

      “It doesn’t matter what you say, Marra. You’re the one I want, you’re protected with me, and I’m not fucking letting you leave until I know you’re safe.” And just when he saw her mouth open, most likely to protest, he kissed her hard and deep. He had wanted to continue what they started last night, and he wasn’t going to stop until she was done denying this, and ready to sate both of them.
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      Joey didn’t know if he could have stopped even if he wanted to at that moment, but it seemed it didn’t matter because Marra started kissing him back. She speared her hands in his hair, tugged at the strands, and made these small noises in the back of her throat. He swallowed the sound, needing more, and wanting her to surrender every part of herself to him.

      She felt good in his arms, really fucking good, in fact, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to let her go. Once he had claimed her, fucked her and let her know she was his, Joey was not going to let Marra walk away.

      She broke the kiss and looked at him. Her lips were swollen, red, and wet from his ministrations. “There is a part of me that feels like I’m doing something wrong, Joey.” She looked at his lips, and he couldn’t hold back the groan.

      “Does it feel good, baby?”

      She nodded, moaned out softly when he moved his thumb along her cheekbones, and he didn’t stop himself from kissing her again. “Then if it feels so fucking good, how can it be so wrong?” he said against her mouth, and when she didn’t respond, just panted against his mouth, he knew she was giving herself to him finally. “The only thing that matters is the here and now. Don’t worry about the rest right now, Marra, baby.”

      “But how can this work? How can being together, in any fashion, be the right thing?”

      “You’re gorgeous and intelligent, but all this rationalization and questioning is ruining the fucking mood.” He smiled, slipped his hand behind her head, and gripped the base of her skull. “You’re complicating something that is very easy.”

      She stared at him for a second, and he wondered if she’d find that hard edge of strength to stop this again. But what surprised the fuck out of him was when she grabbed hold of his hair even harder and said, “Fuck it.” She slammed her mouth on his, sucked at his tongue, and pressed her chest to his.

      “Just trust me,” he murmured, grabbed her hair, and tilted her head back. “Trust me to make things good, Marra.”

      Her mouth was parted, her pupils dilated, and when she licked her lips and then nodded, he let the beast free. He kissed her again and again, hard, consuming kisses that sucked the breath from her and had her gasping out against him.

      “I’m tired of being alone,” she murmured against his mouth, and kissed him harder, with more desperation. He knew exactly what she was talking about.

      Their tongues slid along each other, frantically, heated, and full of need. He was hard, so fucking hard that he had to grind his erection into her belly to ease the ache. He felt this carnal need for her, one that wasn’t just about wanting to feel himself buried balls deep inside of her, but one that wanted to know what it was about this woman that had him acting so out of character.

      She was pliant in his arms, pressing her breasts against his chest, and murmuring these little incoherent things. Joey moved his hand lower until he got to the hem of her—his—shirt, and slipped his fingers beneath the material. She didn’t stop him, and in fact arched her back for more. At the first contact of his bare flesh against hers she gasped, and he groaned. She was soft everywhere.

      “God, baby, I could devour you right now until there wasn’t anything left.”

      She wasn’t wearing a bra, and his dick punched forward even harder when he took her nipple between his thumb and forefinger and pulled at the already turgid flesh. Over and over he pulled at her nipple, growing harder by the second with each moan she made.

      The sweats she wore needed to fucking go, too. He moved his hands to the waistband of her pants, but stopped and started kissing her more possessively once again. He wanted his handprints on her body, wanted his teeth marks on her skin, and he wanted her screaming out his name as he filled her with his cock. “I want to be inside of you, Marra.”

      “Don’t stop.” She slanted her mouth on his and speared her tongue between his parted lips. Back was the desperation, but it was the good kind, the kind that he felt down to his bones and wanted more of. He grabbed the collar of the shirt she wore, and in a swift move tore the fucking material in two. He cupped her breasts with his hands, squeezed the mounds until she was rocking back and forth against his erection, and had him nearly coming in his pants.

      “I need more. I need it all from you.” He was already near his breaking point. Moving his hands lower, he pushed her sweats down with frantic need. Joey cupped her ass. For a suspended moment all he did was hold the big globes of her ass while he fucked her mouth with his.

      “Christ, Marra, I’m so hard for you.” He moved his mouth to her ear and whispered, “I need to be inside of you now. I need to fuck you until you can only think of me when I’m not with you, baby.”

      She shivered and pulled back to look him in the face. “I am so wet right now.”

      And then he was done, just fucking done because he had to have her.
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      It was like an animal had been unleashed inside of Joey after she spoke. He pressed her against the wall, hard, and then moved his hand between their bodies.

      He started undoing his pants, and before she knew what was happening they were both naked and starting to sweat. Maybe this was a bad idea, but it didn’t feel wrong, not right now at least.

      After the fact she may have regrets, but she had nearly died, fought herself and her feelings for the last year, and especially since being here for the last twenty-four hours, and she was tired of it. What was so wrong with wanting something for herself?

      Because you want Joey Bacelli, the most feared and powerful mob Boss of Bourbon.

      He kissed her again, harder and faster than before, and she knew that there was no stopping this. But Marra didn’t want to, and knew that if she didn’t have Joey, this building pressure inside of her would be too much for her to contain.

      She had been holding off for a year, making herself think of all the God-awful things he probably did. But right now all she could think about was their hot, sweaty bodies pressed together.

      “That’s it, baby. Fuck, I like you so damn receptive to me.” He groaned against her neck. Joey had his hands on her bare ass and his mouth back on hers to swallow the surprised sound that came from her when he squeezed the mounds especially hard. He had her in his arms only seconds later, and a startled sound left her at the strength he exuded.

      “I want you so fucking badly.” He started thrusting against her pussy. Because they didn’t have any clothes on, the feeling of his hard cock against her slick folds had a moan leaving her.

      “Quit talking. Please.” She emphasized the last word, and he groaned against her mouth. Right now she just wanted to feel him pushing into her, stretching her, and helping her forget about everything else. The feel of his big erection had her insides clenching and a fresh wave of wetness coming from her pussy. Marra wanted to feel so incredibly full she couldn’t stand it, couldn’t breathe, or wrap her head around it. “God, Joey, I am so ready for you.”

      And then he was reaching between their bodies, taking hold of his dick, and placing it at her entrance.

      He rubbed his cock along her cleft, up and down, and bumping her clit with every upstroke. “Fuck, you are so wet for me.”

      She felt his dick throb between her legs, and felt her slickness slip from her pussy and cover his shaft. They held each other’s stares for several long seconds, and then they crashed their mouths together. Hair was pulled, flesh was nipped at, and groans spilled from both of them. Images of them together, skin wet with sweat, muscles stretched and taut from straining, filled her head and had her rubbing herself on him. Marra became wetter by the second as those pictures slammed into her head.

      Without thinking, because at this point all she wanted was him shoved so deep inside of her nothing else mattered, Marra reached down, pushed his hand out of the way, and grabbed his impressive length. She shifted so she had his tip angled right at her entrance. For a moment time seemed to stand still. There wasn’t insanity, killing, or maiming. Right now all there was, was her and Joey, and this very heated moment with lost inhibitions.

      He held her body up with one hand holding onto her ass and placed his other hand on the wall beside her head. The tip of his cock became lodged in her body, and they both breathed out roughly. “I’m going to fuck you so good and hard that you’ll only want me from now on, Marra.” When he slid in another inch, stretching her so damn good, he snapped his mouth shut and closed his eyes. He ground his teeth, and the sound shouldn’t have been as erotic as it was, but it was like he was losing control.

      She moaned against his lips and clenched her pussy around his shaft. “You’re making me feel so full, Joey, and you’re not even all the way in yet.”

      He rested his forehead against hers, and they panted into each other’s mouths. “You haven’t felt anything yet, Marra. You’re so fucking tight. God, and so damn wet and hot.” In one swift move he was buried fully inside of her.

      She let her head fall back against the wall behind her and closed her eyes. It felt like she was burning alive, like he was burning her alive. He started moving in and out of her, faster and harder, and she couldn’t wrap her head around the exquisiteness of it all.

      “Marra, Christ, it feels so fucking unbelievable.” He pumped into her.

      “Wait, we don’t have a condom.” It had taken all of her strength to say those words. He stopped immediately, cursed something fierce under his breath, and leaned down to kiss her.

      “Fuck.” He shifted, pulled out of her, and then walked over to the coffee table to grab his wallet.

      Seeing him naked, all of that hard muscle flexing under his golden skin, had a shiver working through her. He had tattoos, but she noticed that he kept them hidden under his clothing. Aside from his arms being covered in some tribal work, and a skull and two guns tattooed in the center of his back—the Bacelli crest—his golden skin could be seen.

      When he turned back around he stopped to put the condom on, and she felt her eyes widen at the size of his cock. He certainly wasn’t grotesquely large, but he was big enough that she could still feel the soreness of when he thrust into her.

      In a move that was surprisingly fast, Joey had her in his arms again, and his cock aligned with her pussy opening. He stared into her eyes, and then pushed inside of her in one even move. “Fucking hell, Marra. I swear you got wetter.”

      Feeling him so far inside of her that there was no part of her body that he wasn’t touching stole any coherent words from her. He curled his arm around her waist, and she wrapped her legs around his hips tighter, stabilizing herself. With Joey’s hand by her head on the wall and his hand on her ass cheek, he started moving in and out of her.

      The sounds of their flesh slapping together, of her wet skin moving along his in a very filthy, erotic way, had her pleasure mounting. The sounds that came from her were loud, clipped, and would have humiliated her if she wasn’t so turned on. The root of his cock rubbed against her clit every time he slammed into her.

      “You feel so fucking good.” He ground the words out, and closed his eyes for a second before he opened them again and stared at her. Sweat beaded his brow, and he made this low growly sound when he slammed into her especially hard. But then he’d pull almost all the way out, slowly push back into her, and treat her to this gentler side of him.

      He did this repeatedly, almost making love to her in a sweet way as he looked into her eyes. But then as if that was not who he really was, he’d slam back into her hard and powerfully, and kissed her until she felt like her lips would bleed. With each passing second he didn’t give her slow and intimate again, but fast and hard. The burn of her back rubbing against the wall heightened her pleasure, and she felt her climax mounting.

      “I want to see you come, want to feel you milking my dick until we both go over the edge.” He reached between them and pressed his thumb to her clit. He rubbed the bundle of nerves back and forth, kept that pressure right on her until she was swiveling her hips on him, trying to have him go impossibly deeper into her body.

      He pressed his mouth to her ear, had his cock deep in her pussy, and had his thumb on her clit. His breathing was short pants, and she could tell he was close to getting off, too.

      “You’re mine, Marra. Mine.” He slammed into her twice, applied more pressure to her clit until she was about to come once more, but right when she was there he slowed his motions. Marra wanted to scream out in frustration, but before she could do or say anything he grunted against her neck, barely holding on as well.

      “Tell me you’re mine.”

      She didn’t want to say that, because she knew if she did it would be cemented. Joey was not the type of man that would just let her walk away if she gave every part of herself to him. He was thrusting like a madman now, in and out, faster and harder, and she got so lost in the sensation, and the scent and power that came from him, that she felt herself falling over the edge once more. She came long and hard, and heard him groan against her neck.

      “Say it.” He growled out the words like a beast set free, and Marra couldn’t help but break away from her resistance and give him what he wanted.

      “I’m yours.” She gasped out, and he slammed into her. Her back scraped up the wall, and the pain made her cry out even harder from the pleasure. The world was falling away, lights flashed in front of her vision, and before her high faded she knew that her words had sealed a fate she didn’t know if she was prepared for.
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      Joey had left a few hours ago, and the man that had come to “watch her” was Little Johnny, the Hulk of a guy that was in Joey’s inner circle. He was sitting on the couch reading a magazine. He had a bottle of beer in his hand, and with his suit jacket off she saw the holster strapped around his shoulders and the nasty, big looking guns that rested against both of his sides.

      But what she found a little amusing, amongst his imposing, towering height and his massive muscle mass that was covered in tattoos, was what he was reading.

      A People magazine turned right to the spot where the recent celebrity baby news was splashed across the glossy pages.

      Since Joey had left and Johnny had come, there hadn’t been more than five words spoken from him. He was definitely the strong, silent type, and that was fine, but she was trying to distract herself.

      Not only had she given in to Joey far too easily, opened up her emotions for him during a time like this, but her life was in danger, and all because she had decided to walk home.

      The saddest part was she didn’t even have anyone that cared if she disappeared. Marra wouldn’t have to call someone to let them know things were okay in her life, because no one cared.

      Aside from Mr. and Mrs. Vincenzo, whom she thought about as her only family because they had been so good to her, the truth was she had only been with them for a year.

      “You like gossip?” She walked away from the window toward Little Johnny, and couldn’t help but smile. Little Johnny looked up at her, and there was this blank expression on his face, as if he was clueless to what she was talking about. She stopped by the chair, and then took a seat right across from him. Honestly, she just wanted some conversation.

      He leaned back on the couch and set the magazine on his thigh, but didn’t respond.

      “The magazine I mean. You have it turned to the baby section.” She shrugged. “Maybe you like the gossip.” She smiled, hoping to maybe break his hard veneer. When he didn’t speak she suddenly felt really dumb for thinking of having a conversation with him. And she’d thought Joey was a tough one to crack.

      “I read the articles,” he said in his tough, hard voice.

      She nodded, and said, “I think all men say that, especially when they don’t want people to think they actually enjoy the pictures.”

      Johnny was silent for a moment, and then he started chuckling, closed the magazine, and set it on the table. “You’re right.” He grinned, and his straight white teeth flashed. But unlike when Joey smiled and it seemed to transform his face, Little Johnny still looked dangerous and cold.

      “I’m not much for conversation,” he said in that deep, bass voice of his. “But don’t worry. Joey will make sure everything is safe for you.” And then he picked up his magazine again, basically telling her that this conversation was now over.

      The sound of someone knocking on the front door had her standing. Little Johnny was already out of his seat and moving toward the door. He had his hand on one of the guns holstered to his side. He looked out the peephole, and then cursed under his breath. When he turned around and glanced at her, there was frustration on his face.

      “I know you’re in there, Joey.”

      The female voice that came through the front door had Little Johnny rubbing his eyes. He walked past Marra, sat back in his seat, and grabbed his cell. He seemed disinterested with the banging and shouting now happening on the other side of the door.

      “Joey, open this damned door. You’ve been avoiding me, not returning my calls or texts, and I need to talk to you.” There was more pounding, and Marra swore even a kick to it. “You can’t just use women like this, promise them the world, and then fucking turn your back when you get bored.” The woman all but screamed. “I’m not just some tramp you fuck. I’ve known you my whole life. I love you.” The woman didn’t sound like she was in love, but that she was scorned as she screamed out the words in a banshee voice. “This is bullshit, and if you don’t open this door I’m going to beat it down, and if you have a woman in there I’ll kick her fucking ass.”

      Marra walked over to the door.

      “Don’t open it,” Johnny said in a voice she knew only she could hear.

      She went over to the peephole and glanced through it. The woman on the other side was gorgeous, with long dark hair, dark eyes that matched her olive complexion and her Italian heritage, and a presence that was so insane it rivaled Joey’s. Marra looked at Johnny again.

      “Angie’s here,” Johnny said into the phone, and reached for his magazine. Clearly he wasn’t concerned about the screaming woman on the other side of the door currently threatening everyone with bodily harm. “She’s just being Angie, but I’m not about to open the door and deal with that shit.” He flipped through his magazine and leaned back on the couch.

      She moved over to where Johnny was sitting.

      “She’ll either tire herself out, someone will call the cops on her crazy ass, or you can always come here and deal with her.” There was a moment of silence, and then Johnny glanced at her. “She’s holding up despite your former pussy on demand making her presence known, Joey.” And then he held the phone out for her.

      She took it from him. “Hello?”

      The sound of Joey exhaling came through the receiver. “You holding up okay?”

      She shouldn’t have felt this little tingle at the base of her spine at hearing his voice, and her heart shouldn’t have started speeding up. There was the murder shit happening, and now his ex pounding on the door like a psycho. Yet here she was, wishing Joey was here because she hadn’t been able to stop thinking about what they had done this morning.

      Despite knowing she shouldn’t want him because of many different factors, she also knew that trying to stop her feelings now that they were open was fruitless. There was just something about Joey that drew her in. He was dangerous and a mob Boss, and definitely a bad boy, and for the last twelve months she had told herself over and over again that he was wrong for her on every level.

      “Well, aside from the screaming you hear in the background, that someone may or may not be after me to kill me for what I saw, and the fact we…” She glanced at Johnny quickly, telling herself that she didn’t need to talk about what she and Joey had done just this moment right in front of this man.

      “Yeah, I’m sorry about all that. I didn’t know she’d be making an appearance. I’ve been trying to finish things here quickly, but we’ve come into a little issue, and it might be a little longer.”

      She stood and glanced at Little Johnny again. He didn’t seem concerned about anything as he continued to read his magazine. She made her way into the back bedroom and sat on the bed. “Joey, I’m going stir crazy here and have only been at your apartment for less than a day.” The sound of the crazed ex dimmed slightly, and Marra got up and glanced around the door.

      “I know, baby, but we’ve talked about this.”

      Was it wrong to enjoy Joey calling her those endearments? If it was she didn’t care at the moment. Marra was scared, hesitant, confused, and even aroused all in the same breath. It was a plethora of things to feel at any given time, but once she had accepted everything that was going on, they had bombarded her. “I know, but still, you have to understand—”

      “I do, and just be patient, Marra.”

      She nodded even though he couldn’t see her. But she was more interested in the fact there were these deep muffled voices on the other side of the door, along with Angie’s. Then there was silence. “I think she was escorted out,” she said to Joey, and turned away from the hallway and went back into the room.

      “Good, because Angie and her drama are the last thing we need right now. I’ll have someone talk to her and tell her to back off.”

      The sound of someone mumbling and then the distinct noise of flesh hitting flesh had Marra knitting her brows. “Everything okay, Joey?” Did she even want to know?

      “Yeah, baby, just taking care of some business. I’ll be back as soon as I can, and hopefully I’ll have some good news, okay?”

      “Okay.” This whole thing was weird and had all these red flags going up inside of her. She disconnected the call, and then pulled the phone away to stare down at it. Honestly, she wasn’t stupid, so although the thought of calling the cops and reporting what she had seen because she knew it was the right thing to do had flashed through her mind, she stood and brought the phone back to Little Johnny.

      There was silence now, and she was thankful Angie was gone and that drama was averted for the time being.

      She was in this now, not just because of what she saw, but because of how much she cared about Joey. She didn’t love him, but she lusted after him, cared about him even. It was like everything she’d tried to block out for the last year had amplified in just twenty-four hours.

      And although keeping her mouth shut on this and letting Joey and his men handle it was obviously the wisest choice, she also wasn’t about to say anything because of what Joey did, and the organization he ran. It was a dangerous world, and she was right in the middle of it.
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      Joey put his cell back in his pocket, grabbed the rag Alex had given him, and stared at the man currently tied up in front of him. The man hung from the rafters of an abandoned warehouse right outside of Bourbon, not the same one that they normally used to get information out of guys, or take care of business.

      Right now they were in the basement, the walls seeming like they would cave in around them from age.

      “So, you’re sticking to your story?” Joey asked the man currently bleeding all over the dirty ground. Joey wiped the blood from his other hand and tossed the rag aside. He had gotten the call this morning from Niklo that they had a lead on one of the guys directly responsible for taking Kelly, Mario’s wife.

      They had brought the Gondalo man here for some “questioning” on the motives of Carlos and what he planned on getting out of all of this. Joey didn’t bother asking how his men did the things or found out what they did. They always got the job done, and that was what mattered.

      But he had found out that this fucking dick-sucker that was trussed up for them had been trying to make some back alley deals with cocaine and some of Joey’s associates.

      The asshole was trying to squeeze his business in right under their noses, and once they had shut down his little operation they had found a picture of Kelly tied up and naked in his wallet. They ended getting enough information out of him to realize this prick was responsible and ordered to take her. Because of him and the Gondalos all of this shit was happening.

      After they had found out what he had done the asshole had clammed up. But then the insults started flying about their mothers, sisters, and side pieces of ass, and it was clear he was fine with dying for his cause and crew.

      There was a bit of pride in that, and Joey could appreciate that … to a point. But then they had started showing him exactly how brutal they could get without actually killing him.

      Niklo was off to the side with a few of the other men in their crew, and going through this fucker’s wallet. “This guy has like five IDs,” Niklo said and held them up one at a time. “Are you Mark, Vinnie, Thad, Jacob, or Josh?” Niklo asked and moved over to the man in question. He held up the IDs, and tossed them at his bloody face.

      The man sputtered out, “Thad, you motherfucker, and you’ll be saying it on a scream when Carlos gets done with you.”

      Everyone glanced at each other, and then started laughing. But before Niklo could say any more a cell phone went off.

      “It’s mine,” Joey said and grabbed his cell. The phone number was private, and although he normally wouldn’t have answered it, he had this feeling in the pit of his gut that said he needed to. “Who is this?” The number for his cell was unlisted, and although he was sure someone could still get it, the fact that it was a private number and all this shit was happening with the Gondalo crew, told Joey this wasn’t a coincidence.

      “The great Joey Bacelli on the line with me.”

      Joey squeezed the phone tightly and glanced at his brother.

      Niklo reached out and shoved a dirty rag in Thad’s mouth. Then he pushed his latex gloved finger into one of the cigar burns that Markus had given him when he started mouthing off about their mothers. Thad started to groan, but it was muffled.

      “For the last six months I’ve been wanting to speak with you, but the time never seemed right.”

      The voice that came through held false authority, and Joey knew it was Carlos on the phone. He was about to end this shit right now.

      “I’ll make this fast and easy,” Carlos said in a scratchy, bland voice.

      “You and I have some business to take care of, starting with a sit-down to clear the fucking air,” Joey said in a controlled voice.

      The sound of Carlos inhaling and then exhaling came through the phone. “I agree we need to talk, but you’ll be listening to me while I explain how things are going to go down.”

      “How things are going to go down?” Joey stared at his crew, felt this murderous rage overtake him, and knew that once he got a hold of this prick he was going to rip him apart.

      “By now you know I have a beef with your crew from back in the day, and even though it doesn’t concern your guys now, it falls on you.”

      Joey closed his eyes and tried to control his anger.

      “The rumor is that you’ve got a new piece of ass under your wing.”

      Joey could practically hear the excitement in the motherfucker’s voice.

      “I can assure you I have no interest in your whore, not unless you decide that my terms are not acceptable. Well, then, I most definitely can find some uses for her.”

      “And what terms are those?” Joey said from between his teeth, having no intentions of making any kind of deal with this asshole. He had gone up against the Bacelli family, put Marra in danger, had taken Kelly and killed Mario, and now they were going to pay with blood.

      “I want to meet at Christy’s in Chawston at ten P.M. tomorrow evening. Just you, Joey, or I’ll kill Kelly, and hunt down that sweet little Marra Santos.”

      “Touch her and I’ll fucking kill—”

      “There is no need for threats. You meet me where I want, when I want, and agree to what I say and no one gets hurt.” Carlos inhaled and exhaled again, and then hung up without another word.

      Thad started struggling, but then a muffled laugh came from him.

      “You think this is funny?” Joey asked and moved closer.

      The other man sobered slightly, blood and sweat, spit and dirt running down his face. “Yeah, I do. Soon there won’t be the Bacelli crew running things.”

      Joey didn’t stop himself from slamming his fist in Thad’s face. The man’s whole body cocked back and swung slightly on his tethers.

      “Niklo, Alex, this fucker isn’t going to leave this warehouse in one piece.”

      Thad started thrashing around.

      “I want his body in twenty different pieces.” Joey looked at his men. He stared at Alex and waited for his longtime friend to bring him the hunting knife. Joey held the knife up, stared at Thad in the eyes, and said, “Your death will make this war explode in death and blood, but I’m looking forward to every fucking second of it.”

      And then he took the knife, pressed it to Thad’s navel, and cut the fucking bastard wide open.
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      Joey had come back to the apartment a couple of hours ago, and after speaking with Little Johnny for a few moments, his associate had left and Joey had made a call while he stepped into his bedroom and shut the door behind him.

      He was in a mood, that was for sure, and the fact he hadn’t done more than kiss her lightly on the forehead since he had walked through his front door told her that something had probably gone down while he had been out.

      She hadn’t expected a full on make-out session, or him throwing her over his shoulder and carrying her to his bedroom because he couldn’t control himself.

      Truth was Marra didn’t want any of that, because as soon as she had seen his face, that hard mask of unrestrained rage covering him, and the fact she had seen a few droplets of what she assumed was blood on his collar, it had reminded her what situation she was really in.

      But the sun had set long ago, Johnny had left, the city lights could be seen through the windows, and she was feeling even more on edge. What exactly had happened today? Did Joey get things straightened out to where she didn’t have to stay here anymore?

      She might have let her emotions for him come forth, but that didn’t mean she wanted to stay in his apartment like she was on house arrest.

      She may have only been in Bourbon for a year, but she wanted to be able to come and go as she pleased, and she had work at Vincenzo’s. There was no doubt that Joey could “smooth” things over so she wouldn’t get fired if she didn’t show up Monday, but she didn’t want him doing anything like that.

      The sound of the bedroom door opening had her standing from her seat by the window and staring at Joey. He had taken a shower, and now wore a clean white button down shirt and a pair of dark slacks. His short hair was damp around his head, and he was fixing his cuff and not staring at her. She could see the man behind the nice clothes and tough exterior, though, the one that had touched her with soft hands and told her how much he wanted her.

      “Joey,” she said and then cleared her throat.

      He stopped and looked up at her, and this strange emotion crossed his face before he took on that icy exterior once more.

      “What happened today?”

      He walked by her and set his cell on the counter before grabbing a bottle of liquor from his cabinet. After he poured himself a large glass of what she assumed was whiskey or something similar, he drank it without looking at her. He then grabbed another glass, filled them both up this time, and turned toward her. He stared at Marra for a few seconds, and then walked toward her. Joey held out the glass, kept his focus on her, and when she took it he turned toward the window.

      “One of my guys should be here in a little bit with some takeout.” He glanced at her. “Hopefully that’s okay since I don’t want to take you out with all this shit happening, and secondly I am too wound up and just want to relax.”

      She nodded and drank some of the strong alcohol. Marra wanted to ask him what was happening, but on the other hand she didn’t because she was afraid. But curiosity and the need to know what the fuck was going on with her life won out. “Joey, what is going on with all of this? You came home with this dark cloud over your head, and honestly it is a little unsettling.” Marra didn’t expect him to tell her every gritty detail, and she didn’t want to know them, but this was her life, and she deserved to know.

      It took him a moment to respond, but he finally exhaled, and turned to face her. He had finished his drink, and when she saw his expression she downed the rest of hers.

      “I’m not going to get into specifics, Marra.”

      “I have every right to know what is going on, Joey. This is my life we are talking about.” Emotion broke open like a dam erupting.

      There was a knock on the door, and before the conversation could get ugly, which she knew it would if they continued on this stubborn path, Joey turned and opened it. There was a younger man on the other side, and Marra didn’t think he was older than twenty.

      Joey gave him a handful of bills, clapped him on the back, and grabbed the big paper bag he held out. Once the door was shut again Joey set the bag on the counter and started getting things out. The smell of garlic and tomato sauce filled her nose. Her stomach growled, but she wasn’t finished with this conversation.

      Joey turned to grab some plates, but she went over to him and grabbed his forearm. He stopped and looked down at where she was touching him. Marra took her hand back and retreated. She was not going to be intimidated by him, even if deep down she was scared of the man he portrayed.

      “Marra, I don’t want to do this right now.” He breathed out, suddenly seeming very tired. “I just want to eat, and then sit on the couch and hold you.”

      His admission shocked her.

      “You want to know the truth?”

      She nodded, but she felt this fear of what he might say take over her. It was a different kind of fear that warped and corrupted all other emotions inside of her. He moved closer to her until the counter stopped her retreat. She held onto the granite and stared at him.

      “The man that wants to destroy my empire has threatened your life if I don’t agree to his terms.”

      Her throat constricted. She didn’t say anything in response, because she didn’t know what to say.

      “They want me to fold for them, and if I don’t they will hurt you and Kelly, the wife of a former associate. Mario might have been a traitor, but Kelly is still a part of the Bacelli family, and her getting hurt because she was caught up in all of this isn’t going to go down.” He leaned his face in close to hers. And I’ll say it again, you getting hurt is not a fucking option.”

      He looked down at her mouth, and she felt her breath leave her and her heart stall.

      “I’m tired, pissed, and want nothing more than to just hold you, but right now I really need to fuck you, Marra.” Joey snagged her around the nape and tugged her forward. He kissed her fiercely, and there wasn’t anything romantic about it. It was wet and sloppy, but it was so fucking hot that she wanted more. Their talk wasn’t nearly over with, and it was clear he was diverting, but right now there was a lot of passion, anger, and heat swirling around them. She was helpless to stop this.

      Joey took his free hand and moved it up her thigh, under the hem of her skirt, and curled his big fingers into her hip. It wasn’t an overly sensual touch, but rather one that felt more like a brand of ownership. He made grunting noises against her mouth, like he couldn’t control himself. Joey broke away, gripped her around the waist, and lifted her easily onto the counter. Her legs were spread, and the skirt that she wore—courtesy of the clothing Little Johnny had brought for her—was a pool of fabric around her waist. He moved between them, and hissed out when his erection probed against her moist panties.

      He had his mouth back on hers and his tongue between her lips. For long seconds he tormented and abused her mouth with his, took control of every aspect of the act, and she couldn’t believe she wanted more of his erotic abuse. “I want in your body, baby. I want to slide my cock in your hot little cunt.” He tugged at her bottom lip with his teeth, and the sound of her flesh snapping back in place when he let go made her even more aroused.

      He took control of the situation and of her body. He didn’t say words to coax her, just showed his dominance in the way he licked the interior of her mouth, ran his hands over her body, and willed her to get hotter by the second. “You have no idea how good it feels to kiss you.” He started kneading her breasts with his big hands, and pressing his cock against her sensitive pussy. “Do I make you feel good, Marra?”

      She nodded and licked her lips, unable to actually form words. It was clear she was weak for him when the physical contact started happening.

      Joey pushed her thighs apart, moved one hand down her chest, over her inner thigh, and stopped right on her wet panties. They had to be moist because she felt embarrassingly soaked for him.

      He continued to kiss her while he pushed her panties aside and spread his fingers through her folds. The low rumble he gave had a shiver working through her. And then he tore the fucking underwear away as if they were a nuisance. She watched with these hazy clouded goggles of pleasure covering her vision as he grabbed a condom, pushed his pants down enough to sheath himself, and then moved closer to her again. At least they were conscious enough to use protection.

      He grabbed her under the thighs, pulled her down so her ass was nearly hanging off the edge, and started rubbing his cock along her slit.

      The feel of the thick crest of Joey’s dick penetrating her pussy had her head falling back slightly on its own and a gasp of pleasure leaving her. He stretched her so damn good. She thought he might have gone slowly, but honestly she knew better. Joey tunneled into her body in one steady, swift move. Her ass moved up the counter an inch, but he kept one hand on her ass and another on her chin.

      His mouth was by her ear, and the heavy sounds of his breathing matched her own. This wasn’t making love, wasn’t soft and easy. This was hard fucking, intense and in the moment sex because they were both shattered and on the edge, and right now this would make things okay.

      Joey didn’t ease in and out of her. He fucked her like she was a vessel for his pleasure. He shoved her shirt up her chest forcefully, pulling her bra down and baring her breasts, and then lowered his head to suck on her exposed nipples. A gasp of pain left her when he bit down on one stiff peak, but he then dragged his tongue along the abused flesh, causing her inner muscles to clench around him.

      “Fuck, yeah, baby. Do that again. Milk my cock until I come so fucking hard.”

      She did as Joey asked, and he continued to slam his dick in and out of her. He didn’t stop torturing her nipples, and she couldn’t hold off the inevitable orgasm that had slowly risen since they had started this. She closed her eyes, enjoying the euphoric sensation that washed through her, and didn’t care about anything else. While her pleasure was still going he grabbed her hair, yanked her head forward and kissed her hard enough that their teeth clashed. Joey shuddered against her, and then he pumped into her three times before stilling. He came, and the smell of his freshly showered flesh, and of the combined sweet muskiness of their arousal surrounded her. Their faces were so close, fused at the lips as they panted against each other.

      “That was intense,” she said on a breath.

      “Yeah, it was, but so fucking hot.” He kissed her once more before pulling out of her.

      She spotted her panties a tattered mess on the ground, and slowly slid off the counter and picked them up. “You just got me these.” She smiled and held them up. It was strange to feel at ease around him, and especially after what they had just done and the danger surrounding her. He grabbed her underwear and shoved them in his back pocket, a devilish grin on his face. He reached out and snagged her around the waist, bringing her close to his body. She loved the smell of him, and she closed her eyes and inhaled. But on the heels of her post-euphoric haze she came back to reality.

      “So what happens now?” she said and tilted her head back. He had his focus on the window, and she saw the way he clenched his jaw hard enough that a muscle ticked under the freshly shaved skin of his cheek.

      He looked back down at her. “Do you really want to know?”

      She nodded.

      It took him a moment to answer, but then he said, “I go and wipe every last one of those motherfuckers out.”
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      Joey watched as Marra took a long sip from her wine glass, her focus on the city right out the living room window. He wanted to brush away the lock of dark curly hair that had fallen across her face, but before he could act on that she pushed the strand away.

      He hadn’t told her many details about the Gondalo crew or of what he planned on doing with them once he had them alone, but it wasn’t because he didn’t trust her. For the last year he had been watching her.

      She was an honest, hardworking woman, and in this day and age that was hard to come by. Even the drama was nonexistent with her, and after being with Angie and dealing with that shit it was a nice change. He didn’t tell her shit because he wanted her out of this as much as possible. The more she knew the more danger she was in.

      She was already right in the middle of this, but when he had heard that fucker Carlos talk about how if Joey didn’t agree to his terms he’d come after Marra, this darkness had come over him. He wanted blood on his hands, limbs surrounding him because he had torn them from the bodies himself, and lifeless eyes staring back at him.

      But this one moment in time was exceptionally nice, because it was quiet, he was full and sated, and he had Marra right in front of him. She only wore his white button up shirt, and he had to admit she looked damn good in it. “Come on.” He stood and held his hand out to her. She took it, had her wine glass in her other hand, and stood.

      They moved over to the living room, and he watched her sit down, the shirt riding up and showing off her generous thighs. She was nice and plump, had a nice woman’s body that was meant to grip onto, and reminded him of those gorgeous plus sized models. But Joey didn’t consider her oversized, plus sized, or fat in any sense. She was perfectly proportioned, and all his. He put the electric fire on, and although it was too warm for one really, the atmosphere most definitely called for it. Besides, if they got too hot they could just take their clothes off.

      That had him grinning. He moved back toward her and sat down, grabbed her legs, and placed them over his thighs. For a moment all he did was stare at the flames and run the pads of his fingers over her smooth skin.

      “Have you thought of calling the cops yet?” he asked but didn’t look at her or stop touching her.

      “I did, once, but it was a passing thought.”

      He felt her stare on him, and turned to look at her face. “What stopped you?”

      “Aside from the fact you took my phone away—”

      “For your protection. It could be traced easily.”

      She nodded. “I know, and that isn’t why anyway. Besides, you don’t have a landline, and even when I had Johnny’s phone after speaking with you I knew calling the police wasn’t the smart thing to do.” She stared at him, unmoving, unblinking, and not showing any emotion. “Because I knew they wouldn’t really be able to help.”

      She was a smart girl.

      “The cops wouldn’t have been able to handle this.”

      She nodded again. “Yeah, I assumed, and I also didn’t want to complicate things. I may not agree with the methods I’ve heard you have used to get your way, but in this instance I just want to survive.”

      The way she swallowed and shifted on the couch told him that she was afraid of him on some level. He knew that nothing he said could change how she felt deep inside, but he hoped that over time she could understand that he wasn’t going to let anything or anyone hurt her, him included. He shifted her so she was now on his lap, her legs draped over his and her head on his chest.

      “Does it surprise you that we are here right now?” he asked her softly.

      “What do you mean? With the shit going on, or literally right now?”

      “You on my lap, wearing my shirt, and smelling like me.”

      She was quiet for a moment, and then she spoke. “I am, to be honest. I mean a year and up until I woke up in your apartment I swore you off because I knew you weren’t for me.” She pulled back and looked at him. “I honestly couldn’t stop the way I felt for you once I opened up. I don’t know if that means something is wrong with me, or if I was always meant to feel this way for you and just didn’t allow myself to, but either way there is no stopping it.”

      He grabbed the back of her head and kissed her hard. And then for the rest of the night he held her, kissed and touched her until they were both exhausted, and then took her to his room. Tomorrow was going to be fucking insane, and right now he just wanted to enjoy this moment with the woman he was falling hard for.
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      Joey went toward the strip club where he had been told to meet Carlos. He hadn't come alone, but he had Alex and Niklo parked a block down, and Little Johnny stationed in the alleyway behind the club. He didn't doubt Carlos had people surrounding the place, afraid to be alone. If he was smart he'd have backup.

      Joey walked into the dim, smoky club, the music loud and obnoxious, and the girls nude and gyrating on silver poles. Two bouncers immediately stopped him. They frisked him for weapons, and once they confiscated his Glock and blade they let him continue forward.

      The strip club was the main revenue in this town, but only because Chawston was on the lower end of the money making rank in this area. The people that resided here were lowlifes, men that wanted drugs and sex, and women willing to give them the latter. Poverty was the staple of Chawston, a sad and pitiful congregation of life. But Joey knew that was why Carlos Gondalo had no trouble taking this shitty little village. Anyone with a little money and muscle could overrun this place.

      Joey had never needed nor wanted this territory, mainly because it wouldn't have made him enough money to be successful. Joey also wasn't about dealing with whores and junkies on a daily basis, so he had stuck with Bourbon and a few other smaller cities in the area to do his business.

      He saw Carlos sitting in a booth in the back of the club, and although there weren’t any of his crew sitting with him, Joey spotted three men standing close by. But what had him faltering for a second was the fact Kelly sat beside him, her face looking like she was tired and high, and her outfit screaming obscene skankiness.

      His rage rose even higher, and what he pictured was Marra sitting in Kelly's spot, her face a mask of drugged out bliss and her soul screaming for help. Carlos had been using Kelly for whatever he saw fit, that was for sure, and it was clear he was using drugs to make her docile. If Joey hadn't already been here to end this in a brutal fucking way, seeing Kelly had just cemented Carlos and all of his crew’s slow and agonizing deaths.

      Joey stopped when he got to the table, stared at Kelly, and wanted to make sure she was okay. But he kept his mouth shut, didn't show any emotion until he could get a feel for how everything was going down, and then he'd make his move.

      "Please, take a seat," Carlos said and pointed to the spot beside Kelly. She swayed a little, but Carlos grabbed her arm and pulled her toward him.

      Joey clenched his teeth and stared at Carlos. The man was young, cocky in appearance, and had this greasy, stereotypical Italian look. Joey wanted to bitch slap the fucker, but he fisted his hands on his lap and waited.

      "Just to clear things up, Kelly here will be dead in two seconds if you try anything," Carlos said and took a sip of his drink. "I have a gun pointed at her gut right now, so you start shit and her pretty little belly will be opened right up." Carlos tapped the gun on the underside of the table, as if emphasizing his point. He grinned, and a gold tooth flashed.

      Joey wasn’t worried about this shit though, because his boys were right outside, watching, waiting, and the moment he hit Alex’s number on speed dial on his phone, his men would come busting in with guns high. He’d get Kelly out of here in one piece if it was the last thing he did.

      "How about you just get the fuck on with this, Carlos?" Joey had never bent for anyone, yet here he was at this sit down that was filled with pussy threats of harming women, and demands that would soon be spouted off. If Kelly and Marra weren't involved, he would have ended this already, but he needed to tread lightly. He had known Kelly for years, had even gone to her wedding when she married the traitor. He hated seeing her all doped up like this, not knowing what the fuck was going on, let alone that he was sitting right beside her.

      “I bet you’re wondering what went down, and how we are where we are at right now.”

      Joey didn’t respond. He sat back in his seat, watched as Carlos called over a semi-nude waitress, and then waited for her to come over. She came to the table a few moments later, three drinks on her tray. After she set a glass in front of each of them she left them alone.

      “Go on, drink.”

      “I’m not thirsty,” Joey said.

      “Drink the fucking vodka, and show me some respect.” Carlos slammed his fist on the table, which had a few of his men coming closer. He held up his hand, stopping them. The sound of the gun being cocked under the table, and the sight of Carlos lifting his brow in challenge, told Joey that this fucker was off his rocker, unstable, and was on the edge with a trigger finger.

      Joey didn’t show any emotion, but grew angrier by the second. No one spoke to him this way, yet this little jamook was trying to set the rules. This little prick was already mezza morta, and once this was said and done he would be deader than a fucking rotting fish baking in the sun. Joey did pick up the drink, though, not because Carlos ordered him to, but because he needed to make sure Kelly came out of this whole.

      “I’ll cut right to the point. You do what I say, fold and give up your territory to the Gondalo crew, and I’ll let you have Kelly. I’ll leave your pussy on demand out of all of this even though she might have seen some things she shouldn’t have, and forget about the men of mine you wasted.” Carlos leaned back, took a drink from his vodka, and stared at Joey. When he didn’t speak right away, Carlos reached out and pulled Kelly close to him.

      Joey saw the track marks on Kelly’s inner arms, knew that this woman was nearly broken, if not already bent. “What makes you think I won’t just take all of you out? What makes you have big enough balls to think that I will just give you my empire?” Joey leaned forward. “I’ve been around longer than you, boy, have seen things you have only dreamed about, and this is a family business.” He clenched his hand into a fist on top of the table, and with his other hand he reached for his cell.

      He had his backup on speed dial, and had his finger lightly touching the key. The cell was a burner, one that couldn’t be traced, and ancient compared to the technology of smart phones nowadays. But for what he used it for it worked to perfection.

      “You’ll do what I want because you and I have something in common.”

      Carlos’s words had Joey stilling in pressing the button that would call his men in to start the rain of fire.

      “You and I are nothing alike.”

      Carlos was silent for a moment, but then grinned. “Your father, the great and powerful fucking Marco Bacelli, had a piece of ass on the side in the city.”

      This was not news, as most wise guys had women on the side, even when they had wives and children at home. Joey wasn’t married, had never wanted more than some pussy on the side. But even when he had Angie as a girlfriend he had never had any other women.

      “My dad having a woman on the side is not fucking news.”

      Carlo grinned. “It does when your father knocked up my mom.”

      That had everything in Joey stilling. “You’re fucking insane,” he said, knowing that although this was very plausible, to think he shared the same father with this lowlife piece of shit made him pissed and sick all in the same breath. “And what, you think because we share a parental line that I’ll want to join with you, combine my empire with your fucking pathetic excuse for one?” Joey felt his anger rise, and he knew that there was no way in hell he’d ever join forces with this motherfucker.

      “After my mother became pregnant your father bailed, said he didn’t want to handle her with a kid,” Carlos ground out. “On my mother’s deathbed she told me everything, all of the beatings your father gave her, the fact she almost lost me because of that abuse, and how your father left her with a child and nothing to support us.”

      “And because of something Marco Bacelli did you are holding me and my crew accountable? Seems like a grudge that is best dealt with in other ways.”

      Carlos’s face turned red and he exhaled loudly. “My mother tried going to Marco after I was born, showing him that he had a child he needed to take care of, but he was with his other fucking family.” Carlos gestured for another drink, and the waitress brought it over.

      Joey looked at Kelly and saw she was near to being passed out.

      “She didn’t know that Mario ratted you out, if you were wondering,” Carlos said. Joey looked at him, as he lit a cigarette, and exhaled the smoke. He glanced at Kelly. “He might have been a traitor, but he did love her, that’s for fucking sure. He was willing to do anything to make sure she stayed alive and didn’t turn into one of my slutty bitches.” He exhaled again, and then started speaking before Joey could respond. “But here is what I want, and you’ll do what I say or I’ll make sure Kelly, your little side bitch Marra Santos, and anyone else you hold dear will be hurt because of your lack of submission.”

      Joey stated laughing, genuinely laughing at what he heard. “And what makes you think you could have me or anyone else in the Bacelli family getting hurt? Do you know who the fuck you are dealing with?”

      “I want all of your connections. I want you to work for me. I have lived in the background long enough, watched from the shadows as you and our father had a nice relationship, one where he took you to games, taught you everything he knew, and totally forgot about me.” Carlos raised his voice.

      “I don’t work for anyone. I am the Boss of this family. You are not a Bacelli, will never be one, and you sure as fuck aren’t going to be running things.”

      “It’s my fucking time to take over the family business,” Carlos said with deranged determination.

      Joey had his hand on the phone still, and just as he grinned, about to dial that one number that would bring this house down, there was a voice that came from beside him that had his blood running cold.

      “I’ve been trying to get a hold of you, Joey.”

      Angie’s voice was right beside him, and he turned and stared at her, pissed that she had the nerve to follow him, because that was the only way she would be standing here right now. “Leave, Angie. Now is not the fucking time for you to be here.” Shit was about to go down, but he knew once his boys busted in the strippers would be ushered out, or at least he hoped that was the case. Right now he couldn’t worry about collateral damage, because if he did he wouldn’t be able to take down this crew that thought of hurting the people he cared about.

      “An old piece of pussy,” Carlos said and grinned. “I was just talking to Joey about the new piece of ass he has on the side. She’s a pretty dark haired little thing, Portuguese I think.” For whatever reason Carlos was clearly trying to stir more of the shit in the pot.

      “Joey, what is he talking about? You got rid of me for another bitch?”

      He so didn’t need this shit right now, and wasn’t going to deal with Angie’s drama. “Get the fuck out of here. Now.” He emphasized the last word, and when he saw her nostrils flare he knew she was about to blow a gasket. She was feisty in a psycho bitch kind of way, and at first it had been exciting because when they were young she matched him and his temperament, but right now she needed to get the fuck going, because she’d get hurt in the crossfire.

      “Joey, what the hell is going on here? You’ve been avoiding me, blowing me off like I was nothing but a piece of ass to you.” She was raising her voice now, the hysterics picking up.

      And then to his utter shock—to a point at least—Angie pulled out a small handgun. The tears were rolling down her face, and it was clear she was about as stable as this whole situation.

      And the sight of that gun and the way she was trembling told Joey this would be closed down now. He pushed that one button, knew that the phone would ring only once before his brother picked up, and then the doors would be busted down. And then more of his crew that were waiting a little farther down would follow suit.

      Joey gritted his teeth and glanced at Carlos, Kelly, and then back at Angie.

      One.

      Two.

      Three.

      On that last number he grabbed the edge of the table and pushed it up and toward Carlos. It caught the other man off guard enough that Joey could grab hold of Kelly’s arm and pull her toward him, and push Angie to the ground. The doors had already burst open, sounds of gunfire came through, and women screamed.

      “Joey,” Kelly said softly, but she was right beside him and he heard her clearly. He pushed Angie and Kelly behind an empty booth, and went for Carlos. The other man was just getting the table off of him, and his face was a mask of rage. He reached behind him for the gun presumably at the small of his back, and Joey lunged forward and tackled him. They crashed into the back of the booth, and Joey clocked him in the face.

      When Carlos was stunned for a second he reached for his gun. Carlos slammed his fist into the side of Joey’s face, and he cursed out and felt his anger grow.

      The gunfire was all around them, the sound of screams, glass shattering, and of males’ shouting filled the room.

      “I’m going to fucking rip your throat out,” Carlos grunted as they wrestled with the gun.

      “Not before I fill your worthless body with bullets,” Joey growled back.

      They crashed to the ground, and Joey got control of the gun. But Carlos had a knife that he had gotten from somewhere, and sliced the blade across Joey’s neck, just centimeters from his jugular. Carlos got the upper hand, threw Joey onto his back. Joey grabbed his neck, felt the warmth of his blood on his fingers, and grunted from the weight of Carlos on him.

      “You motherfucker. I’m going to like taking your life, and basking in your empire.” Carlos held the knife high, and grinned.

      The blood was steadily falling from Joey’s neck, and although it wasn’t an immediate life threatening wound, he was growing weak from the blood loss. Before he could shove Carlos off of him and reach for the gun that was just a few feet away, a shot was fired, and blood started spilling from Carlos’ mouth.

      The knife fell from his hand, and Joey kicked him off. Carlos fell to the ground, started clawing at his back where the bullet most likely was, and groaned out.

      Joey looked down as Carlos held his hand out, and felt the heavy weight of the gun one of his guys gave him. “Niklo, this piece of shit claims Marco had a girlfriend on the side, and that he is our half-brother.”

      “I have one brother, and his name ain’t Carlos,” Niklo said.

      “I agree.” Joey pointed the gun and shot Carlos in the stomach. The man howled in pain. He pointed the gun at Carlos’s leg, fired off a shot, and then did the same to his arms, and shoulders. “I run my fucking family, and my empire doesn’t belong to a man that threatens to kill women, or the likes of you thinking you can place claim on any of what’s mine.”

      Carlos lifted a hand, and Joey shot the asshole right between the eyes. The gunfire had stilled, the silence filled the room, and then Niklo and Alex were stepping up beside him. Niklo held out his hand, and Joey took it and picked himself off the ground. Alex handed him a rag, and he pressed it to his neck. A look around the club showed a lot of Gondalo dead bodies.

      There were about five more of his guys stepping over corpses, some of his men shot in the arm or leg, but all standing. He looked at Niklo, saw his brother holding his shoulder, and cursed. “Fuck, Niklo.”

      His brother shrugged off the concern. “Flesh wound, nothing more.”

      Joey nodded, and then went over to where Kelly and Angie were crouched behind the booth. “Give me that fucking thing.” He snatched the gun out of Angie’s hand, and stuck it in the waistband of his pants behind his back. “What the fuck was that about?”

      “You fucking cocksucking bastard.” Angie flew at him, her red painted nails aimed at him like claws. He caught her hand before her nails clawed his fucking face off. “You’ve been screwing some little tramp behind my back this whole time. I’m going to kick your ass and then beat her into the ground.”

      “Calm the hell down, Angie.” He turned her so her back was to his chest, and he had her arms behind her back. “Calm. Down.” And then the sound of a shot firing had everyone shouting. One of the Gondalo bastards was standing, a bullet hole in his chest, but his arm straight and his gun pointed right at Joey.

      Little Johnny stepped up right behind the fucker, pointed his gun at his head, and blew his brains out. The guy fell to the ground, but it was the gasping, gurgling sound that came from Angie.

      “Oh shit, she’s shot,” Alex said.

      Joey set her on the ground and cursed. “Goddammit, Angie. You should have stayed away.” She may have been a pain in the ass, and a possessive psycho at times, but shit, he had never wanted to see her like this. The guys stayed back as he held her. The blood was pooling underneath her, covering his legs, and smelling metallic. The bullet hole was in her chest, and Joey knew the fucker had been aiming for him, hoping to kill him, too. But clearly the bullet was lodged inside of her, and here she was dying in his arms.

      “Joey,” she gurgled out, and blood sprayed from her mouth. And then right in front of him the life left her. He looked at her, staring at her lifeless eyes watching him back.

      “We need to get out of here,” Little Johnny said and stepped up beside the guys. “The cleaners are here, and I am sure the cops will be showing up soon.”

      “They’ll get anything that might lead them back to us out of here,” Alex said. “I got the woman, but we have to go, Boss.”

      Joey nodded, but before he could take Angie, Alex was lifting her out of his arms. Niklo had Kelly tossed over his shoulder and stared at Joey pointedly.

      “It’s time to go, brother. Marra needs you.” Niklo’s words penetrated his foggy brain and heavy body, and he nodded.

      Marra. His woman.

      “Let’s go.” And he led his men out of there just as Luciano and his crew walked in.
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      Niklo sat at the table nursing a bottle of whiskey and grimacing as the back alley doctor that came to help out in these situations pulled the bullet out of his shoulder.

      The shit that had gone down at the club had been intense and wild, and although a few of their guys had been shot, no one was dead from their side.

      The Gondalo crew on the other hand, was, and Angie, that crazy bitch, but God rest her soul, was now lying in the back office. She had been young and beautiful, and had grown up in the neighborhood. Truth was, Niklo had had a thing for her back in the day when he was young and dumb, but when she had gone after Joey he had shut those emotions down right away. Good thing, too, because she had gotten crazier as the years went on.

      But even though she had been off the hinge most of the time, and so fucking obsessed and possessive of Joey when she had been his side woman, he did feel sorry that she had been involved and lost her life.

      The sound of the bullet landing in the metal tray was music to Niklo’s ears. “About fucking time,” he said on a slur, the whiskey hitting the spot but not numbing the pain enough. He was a tough man, prided himself on that, but fuck, a bullet lodged in anyone’s body was going to bring the biggest, toughest man down.

      “Don’t be a pussy.”

      Dr. Lucoma was an old as fuck physician that had been working in the neighborhood, and with the Bacellis, for a long-ass time. Niklo looked over his shoulder at him, saw the doctor take a long swig from his silver flask that Niklo knew was filled with scotch, and then grabbed his Cuban cigar. The puff of smoke that came from the old fuck was thick and heavy.

      “You are one grumpy asshole, you know that?” Niklo said, and took a drink from his own bottle.

      “I might be a grumpy asshole, but I’m damn good at what I do, and have been taking care of your stubborn, accident-prone ass for the last thirty-two years since I pulled you out of your mother.”

      Niklo started chuckling and faced forward again. Joey had gone back to his apartment in the city to be with Marra, Little Johnny had gotten patched up and headed home with some scantily clad stripper in tow, and Alex was sitting across from Niklo smoking a joint and staring at the bandage that was turning red on his bicep.

      After the shootout where all of Carlos’ men in the house had been taken down, including that little fucker, the cleaners had come and taken care of the bodies. Luciano had been in attendance, and Niklo could only imagine the twisted things the man would come up with to get rid of all of that flesh and bone.

      But the cops had been called, as expected, by someone in the rundown neighborhood. That was surprising, too, because for as shitty as Chawston had been it had to be one of the strippers that had escaped because no fucking way a junkie would have called.

      But despite the death that the police would have to muck around in, nothing would come back to them. They always made sure that if something couldn’t be cleaned up afterwards, they were still safe from prosecution. Black-market weapons, people on the police force paid to steer things away from the Bacellis, and other tactics were always used to protect the family.

      “I want to get so fucking trashed that I can’t even walk straight,” Alex said and stared at Niklo. He brought the bottle of alcohol he was drinking up to his mouth and took a long sip.

      Yeah, Niklo was feeling that way right about now, too.

      “Hey, what ever happened to Saneyea?”

      Just hearing that name had everything inside of Niklo moving to the past. He may have wanted Angie at one time, but when he had met Saneyea ten years ago, a lot of shit had shifted inside of him. “Man, that’s in the past. I guess you weren’t updated on all that.”

      Alex shook his head. “You going to tell me?”

      “Keep it clean and covered for the next couple of days,” the doctor said, handed Niklo a bottle of narcotics, and headed out of the room.

      Once the doc left Alex stood and walked over to Niklo, handed him the joint, and then leaned against the wall. Niklo took a long inhale, not really into smoking pot, but right now he was amped up about the Gondalo shit going down, and then about Alex bringing up Saneyea.

      “I have a feeling there is bad blood there?” Alex said and took back the joint. “I mean last I heard, which was ages ago and right before I went in, was that you and Saneyea were getting hot and heavy.” Alex took a hit, kept the smoke in for a few seconds, and then exhaled. The smoke billowed around his face for a second before dispersing.

      “No bad blood. She just wanted different things from me, and when I wouldn’t comply with what she wanted she left.” Niklo shrugged, reached for the joint, and took a long hit. Honestly, that had been years ago, but he still loved Saneyea, still thought of her and wished he would have made different choices. But, that was life, he couldn’t change it, and all he could focus on was the family.

      Harboring things that he should have done would only hold him back, and he had shit that he needed to focus on now.

      With that he got off the table, put a shirt on, and he and Alex headed out to get obliterated.
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      Marra grabbed another square of gauze, dipped it in the water and peroxide solution, and cleaned the cut on Joey’s throat.

      “You are so lucky he missed your jugular,” she said, and although she knew he was aware of that, the feeling of standing on a ledge came back to her. Thinking that he could have died, and that the last year had been wasted because she had let her mind control her heart, made her feel slightly sick.

      He hadn’t told her what had happened, or how he had gotten the blood on his clothes or the slice in his neck, but she could guess. And when he had said things were safe for her now, that she didn’t have to be worried about anything because he would always watch over her, she knew he had killed people tonight.

      She knew she should have been horrified, disgusted, and run from him, but the thing was he had done these things to ensure she was safe, and that the ones he cared for were as well.

      How could she hate a man that went to great lengths, even if they were morally wrong and illegal, to ensure the ones he loved were protected?

      He held his hand on hers, stilling her, and looked into her eyes. The emotions that passed across his face were hard and cold, but there was also sadness and regret. “Angie is dead, my men are hurt, and the image and thought that kept passing through my mind was that I wanted to be here with you so nothing could touch you.”

      She swallowed, feeling empathy for the woman that had lost her life today. Even though she hadn’t known Angie, and had only experienced her crazy, erratic screaming, that was still a life lost. Marra felt the water drip down her arm from the new square of wet gauze she held, and didn’t know what to say. All of this was new when it came to allowing herself to feel for Joey, but she wasn’t a fool into thinking there wouldn’t be bumps along the way.

      “This life that I lead is gritty and hardcore, and I can’t expect you to be okay with it.” He cupped the side of her face. “But I want you, Marra, and I don’t think I can just let you walk away.” He leaned in and kissed her. “I can’t let you walk away.”

      Maybe she was dumb or desperate, or maybe she just wanted him so badly that she was blind, but either way she knew she wouldn’t go anywhere, because being with him, in his arms, seemed so right, and nothing else in her damn life had ever felt like this.
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        Six months later

      

      

      Marra closed up Vincenzo’s for the evening, went into the back bathroom, and looked at herself in the mirror. She had some flour on her cheek, coffee grounds on her apron, and her hair was a wild mess around her head.

      Joey was supposed to meet her here in about twenty minutes, so that didn’t give her much time to get cleaned up.

      In the last six months since after she had awoken in his apartment, and he had come back to her with blood on his clothes, things had changed with them. She had made it clear from the beginning, well, after everything had happened, that if he was serious about being with her, then she had some rules of her own. She was not to be an easy piece of ass.

      If he wanted her, then it was only her. And then he had laughed at her, and when she had been about to bitch him out, he had cupped her face, leaned in close, and said there wasn’t anyone else for him, and hadn’t been for the last year.

      Her heart had dropped, her belly had flipped, and she had gotten this stupid smile on her face. For all the rough and tough attitude and lifestyle that Joey was in, he was sweet and gentle with her, and showed her a totally different side.

      She fixed her hair, cleaned her face, and took her apron off. And when she headed out of the bathroom she saw Joey standing by his car by the curb, his outfit looking sharp, his sunglasses on, and his black jacket moving around his knees. He looked so devilishly dangerous, and he was all hers.

      After stepping outside, she moved toward him. Even after six months she still felt these little butterflies in her belly when she was around him. He never talked about what he did, but he also didn’t glorify it. He was a crime boss, and although she didn’t know if she would ever be okay with that, she accepted it because she had fallen in love with the man he showed her.

      “Hey, baby.” He embraced her right away, ran the tip of his nose up her neck, and inhaled deeply. She loved when he did that, because she felt like his prey and he was memorizing her. “Ready for dinner?” he asked against her head, and she nodded. Truth was she could stay like this all day.

      They were a couple, but he was so much more than that to her, and it was evident by the touches from him, the words of possessive dominance that he whispered to her, that she was more to him, too.

      He pulled away from her only long enough to open the passenger side door of his SUV, and then he was closing it behind her. She watched him walk around the front, stop before he made it to the driver’s side, and glance up at her.

      He winked, gave her a lopsided grin that totally changed the hard exterior he exuded, and then finally climbed in the vehicle. They sat there for a moment, and when he reached over and grabbed her hand, her heart picked up beat.

      “You get to pick what movie we watch and where we eat,” he said on a grumble, and she knew he hated when she got to choose because she always went for the low-key places to eat, and the chick flicks.

      After she told him the restaurant to eat at and movie she wanted to see, he pulled out into traffic and headed out of town. She may still have her own life, live by herself, and take care of herself, but Marra realized that her world had certainly taken a turn for the better when it concerned Joey.

      Maybe one day they would move onto the next level: marriage and babies, and a life where she couldn’t ignore the business he ran. But right now she was liking the way they were moving forward, slow and steady, and that he was allowing her to set the pace as well.

      He might be dominating and controlled in every aspect of his life, but with her he was giving her the space she needed to fully realize that if this was what she wanted, she had to jump fully in.

      He certainly wasn’t the man she’d envisioned herself being with, but whether it was fate, destiny, or just her finally opening her eyes, she was at a good place in her life right now. Love tended to do that to someone, it seemed.

      Who would have thought being with a boss for one of the most feared Italian crime families in the country would feel so… right?
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        One year later

      

      

      The last twelve months had gone by faster than Joey had ever known was possible. But maybe that’s what happened when a person was happy, when they had the one person by their side that completed them.

      Marra was his, always would be. Over the last year he’d grown even more possessive of her, his alpha-ness so consuming there was no doubt she felt it with every fiber of her being.

      Joey had to always make sure she was protected, the darkness he harbored inside of him making sure she was safe above all else, especially after everything that had happened the past year.

      He wanted her as his wife, the mother of his children, and he’d have all of that. Marra might not be a part of his world in the grand scheme of things, but she was too immersed in him, in the life they shared, that she’d always be engrained in it no matter what. And it was because of that, Joey would make sure she was taken care of.

      Joey knew what type of man he was, the type who was considered a hardened motherfucker, the one who made his living off crime, made his money from illegal—and some legitimate—venture. He was also the type of man who made sure anyone who thought to cross him knew exactly the wrath he’d inflict on them.

      He wrapped his arm around Marra’s waist, bringing her naked body closer to his. “Mine,” he whispered against the crown of her head, loved the lemon scent that always surrounded her. He’d fucked her good and thoroughly just an hour before, but shit, he was ready for her again. He slid his hand down to cover her belly, wanting his child growing there one day, and one day soon.

      He moved his hand over her hip to cup the roundness of her ass, his other palm moving to the front to cup her pussy. She hummed right before a moan left her when he started rubbing her clit.

      He closed his eyes again and inhaled, knowing he’d never get enough of her. Enough. His dick was so damn hard, digging into her lower back, demanding to be buried deep in her pretty, tight cunt.

      “Joey,” she moaned and turned so our chests were now touching, as she was looking at him with a drowsy expression.

      He ground his cock into her belly, loving the little sound she made from the contact. Pulling back slightly, he let his gaze slide down her body, loving the curves she had, her full breasts, her lush form.

      She’s gorgeous and mine.

      Her breathing was changing slightly, increasing, becoming harder, faster with her arousal. Her breasts rose and fell, her nipples hard, the tips a dusky rose.

      “How wet are you for me, baby?” he said in a low, deep voice, and Joey felt his own desire rising higher.

      Her breathing hitched and she whispered, “I’m so wet.”

      He gently pushed on her belly so her back was to the mattress, her legs spreading on their own.

      “Show me how primed you are for my cock, Marra.” He looked at her cunt, how open and wet she was, how pink. He knew how tight she was, her inner muscles squeezing his cock so much it was like a fucking vise.

      Joey grabbed his cock, stroked the length from root to tip, felt the pre-cum start to form at the crown, and used it for lubrication to jerk himself off. For long seconds all he did was stare at her, gave her a little show so she could see exactly how worked up he was, how much he wanted her.

      Her cunt was red and swollen, and so fucking wet for him. His dick would slide right in, spread her wide, stretch her good. “Wider for me, Marra,” he grunted.

      She made a small noise, and his dick hardened even more if that was possible. Joey moved between her thighs, placed his hands on her inner thighs and kept them spread open.

      He moved his hands closer, slipped his fingers through her folds, coating the digits with her cream. He made sure they were nice and saturated, then lifted them to his mouth and sucked them clean as she watched him the entire time. Joey was starved for her in every way imaginable.

      “I need more,” he demanded. And then he had his face buried between her legs. He licked and sucked at her, swallowed her arousal, growling for more. The moans that came from her fueled his dark desire.

      It wasn’t until long seconds passed that he finally pulled away from her delicious pussy, but he wasn’t nearly done. He had a finger lodged in her tight, wet body a second later. While staring into her eyes, he pumped that finger in and out of her, pre-cum dripping from his cockhead.

      He scissored the digits in her pussy, stretching her good and hard, making sure she was ready to take his cock. Marra moaned for more, squirming under his touch, lifting her hips so her pussy was sucking at his fingers.

      I need this, need her in all ways.

      “You’re mine.” He couldn’t control himself any longer.

      “I’m yours,” she moaned, knowing exactly what he needed to hear.

      He removed his fingers from her body, took her chin in a firm hold, and leaned in to kiss her hard, making her taste herself on his lips and tongue.

      “I need you now,” she begged, pleading for more.

      He’d give her more than she could ever handle, and still she’d ask for more.

      She was his, the same way he was hers.

      Joey positioned himself so his cockhead was at her pussy hole, and in one easy, fluid motion, he pushed into her tight heat. He had a firm hold on her waist, and knew he’d leave bruises on her creamy flesh. But he needed to see those marks. He needed everyone to see them and know she was his.

      The feeling of pushing into her, feeling her clench around his cock and her moaning out his name, nearly had Joey coming right then and there. His balls drew up tight from his impending release as it rose violently to the surface. “I need all of you, baby. All of you, Marra.”

      She mewled from the pleasure, and the air left him harshly when she squeezed her pussy muscles around his length.

      “Yes,” he hissed. “You feel so fucking good.” He moved in and out of her hard and fiercely, picking up his pace, slamming his groin against her body so they were flush. Joey leaned back and watched as his cock tunneled in and out of her slick, soaked pussy. He was going to get off, but first he needed her to go over the edge.

      He started pumping in and out of her faster, and moved his hand between them, rubbing his thumb along her clit, growling for her to come. “Now,” he ordered and she gave it to him. He felt the first ripple of her orgasm move along his shaft as her pussy convulsed around him.

      “God, yes,” she cried out long and hard. “Joey. I need you.”

      This was what he wanted, her sweet surrender always, for her to know he was the only one who’d ever make her feel like this. And as she came for him, Joey let himself go over the edge right along with her.

      He filled her up, coming hard and long, making her take every ounce of his seed. The groan that came from him was harsh, guttural. He marked her, claimed every fucking part of her.

      Only when his pleasure dimmed did he pull out of her. Joey collapsed on the bed beside her, panting, his head fuzzy from his pleasure. He pulled her close, their bodies sweaty, sated.

      She was the only one that could tame him, the only one who held power over him.

      “I love you, Marra. I love you so fucking much it consumes me.” He might be the fucking devil at the end of the day, but no one would ever protect her and keep her safe the way he could.

      “I love you, too,” she said sleepily, pleasurably.

      Joey might never have saw himself as the type of man to have a happily ever after, but for the rest of his fucking life, he’d try his hardest to give Marra that.
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