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Prologue
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New York City’s “Little Italy”

“You’re kiddin’ me, right?”

“I never joke around, Mr. DiMarco.”

“Yeah, so I see. I—yo, yo, yo—back up! Did you just call me Mr. DiMarco? Mister?”

At least she had the decency to blush. Dominic “Nicky” DiMarco frowned, deciding her dark pink cheeks were the least she owed him after the two weeks they’d just spent together. 

Laila has become much more than a mere sexual diversion. He’d actually started developing feelings towards the odd female, which was unusual enough unto itself. After all, Dominic has long been known around Little Italy for his womanizing ways. He wasn’t the type to settle down or girlfriend hop. He never got far enough down Commitment Road to be accused of hopping. Add into that circumstance the fact that Laila wasn’t even his usual type and there was no accounting for the instant attraction he’d felt toward her. And now he was being spurned. He threw his hands in the air.

“So this is it?” Dominic asked incredulously. “Wham, bam, them thank you, Nicky?” 

Laila picked up her purse. “It appears so.” She looked nervous which made him curious, but he was too angry and shocked to give it much thought. She had a closed off air about her that spoke volumes. He sighed, realizing no answers would be forthcoming. 

Laila opened the door to the hotel room they’d been sharing. She paused, her dark red curls bouncing and she tilted her head to look at him. Her light green eyes, usually so lively, dimmed. “Trust me,” she murmured. “This is for the best.”

Dominic stared after her departing figure long after she slipped past the door and quietly closed it behind her. Now he knew how all the women from his past must’ve felt. His smile was at once grim and ironic. 

The player had just been played.
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Chapter One
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Five Years Later

Dominic wouldn’t officially turn thirty-eight until tomorrow, but he was ready to start celebrating his birthday as soon as the plane landed in sunny California. He’d been busting his ass the past several years, burying his head in work. When he wasn’t taking care of the properties his family had bought up and rented out all over New York City, he mostly spent his time back in the DiMarco compound on Mulberry Street watching sports with his brother-in-law, harassing his sister, and being the best uncle on earth to his two nieces and new little nephew.

He lived a good life and had no complaints. Women came and went per his usual style, as nobody since... well, her... had captured his attention and kept it.
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