
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Determined to Hate - Dark Mafia Captive Romance

        

        
        
          Mob Love, Volume 6

        

        
        
          Jolie Damman

        

        
          Published by Jolie Damman, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DETERMINED TO HATE - DARK MAFIA CAPTIVE ROMANCE

    

    
      First edition. August 17, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Jolie Damman.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8201467814

    

    
    
      Written by Jolie Damman.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 | Lucille
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GOTTA LOVE CHICAGO being Chicago, I thought with a smile on my face. The light of the moon gave the city an eerie look - not that it needed to. The city was already pretty dark and gloomy at any time of the day. And despite thinking that about it, Chicago was still my home, and I loved living in it. This was the place I grew up in.

I had a dream to move to Canada one day, but no chance that could ever happen. My life’s work was here. I needed this place to keep going, to survive, and to make as much money as possible. My family needed it.

My mind barely paid attention to the sounds of cars’ engines and tires as they stopped beside me. My car was parked by a sidewalk that was like any other around here. The buildings looked deserted, as if nobody had been in them for quite a while. That’s the first thought about them that crossed my mind, even though I knew very well it was nothing more than me imagining things too much. People resided in those buildings. They were just sleeping at this time of the night.

In my hands, I had some notes. They were very important for this operation. I still remembered the guy who told me about this place. So, that desolate building in the next block was supposedly owned by a bratva gang that established itself decades ago here. That was time enough for their boss to have drilled deep roots into our political system. Maybe even DC had some things they owed to them.

I knew going in there to find information on them was not an easy thing to accomplish, but I still had to do it. This was my chance to leave my mark in the world. Everyone thought the Bratva didn’t exist here in America. The truth was much different. The Russian mafia was present here. To be sure of that, one only needed to study the rise of criminality in this state. So many people thought that had happened because of the firearm ban. Little did they know the Russian mafia probably had a lot of hands involved behind that new rule.

The fog that surrounded the buildings, cars and people didn’t make me afraid of it. I wasn’t afraid of doing this. Sure, the building looked deserted and the kind of place gangbangers would go to do drugs, but I had been through worse situations.

One good thing about that place was that it was separated by lawn on all sides. It wasn’t quite like the other buildings in the region. The design wasn’t as complex. It almost looked like something taken straight from a villain movie. That thought made me chuckle. The Bratva, who indeed should be there, were villains. The kind of things they did... I could never forget them.

I did my research before coming here. I spied at the place, sat inside my car for hours and days while I studied the men entering and leaving the building. If only my job paid me more than it did, I thought with a slight feeling of annoyance in my mind. If only that was the case, I could be rich right now and not have to be here, to begin with.

But that was the kind of thing that, from day one, had no chance of happening. I was born poor, and despite considering myself upper-middle class, I knew my mentality didn’t change much from when I was in my late teens. I was a survivor, and I would continue being one, rich or not.

If my studies about the place were correct, I should be able to get into the building now and come out of it without having to hide from too many Bratva eyes. They were like vampires. Their operations happened only during the dark. During the daytime, they slept, counted their money and drank and did all the other things a mafia gang like theirs did.

Even though those things were permanent and very important to them, I knew they were not their bread and butter. The Bratva fed off political influence and extortion money. They could pull strings and influence people far beyond my imagination. I wondered if even the president himself was involved with them somehow.

I smirked. If the president did have anything to do with the Bratva here in Chicago and in the rest of the country, then I wouldn’t only rock America; the whole world would know my name, and I would become the most respected journalist for a very long time.

Maybe I was punching way beyond my weight, but nothing was stopping me now. The street was almost fully deserted, few cars were driving around this neighborhood, and the silence that surrounded me was impenetrable. I was all alone, though some people knew about what I was doing. They would help me in case something bad happened.

And I did have my political connections too. The guy who told me about this place and the rumors behind it was a pretty influential parliament member here in Chicago. I couldn’t be sure about this at the moment, but I had also heard some things that pertained to him being involved in some shady deals. If he was a crook and deserved to be outed, then I had to say I wouldn’t be sorry for him. If there was one thing I couldn’t ignore in the political world, it was corruption. That thing killed people every day. To be certain of that, one only needed to look at the number of people who couldn’t get treatment in the hospitals because they lacked the funds.

I knew about the gun ban and all, but just in case, I had one with me. In my waist. In case things turned south, I wasn’t going to be afraid of using it. Nothing was more important than coming out of this alive and with all the information I needed. And they should have proof and documents pertaining to their operation in America. Of that, I was very much sure of.

I slowly opened the door of the car after examining the building one more time. Anybody walking past it wouldn’t even have a reason to glance at it. It was as unremarkable as it could be. The perfect spot for people hiding from the law. Chicago was so big that sort of thing happened more often than not, I thought as I felt as if something was squeezing my heart slightly.

The city was chilly. Good thing I decided to buy some new winter clothes for the coming Winter. Wind-breaking insulating layer was more than necessary for a town like this one. The wind was strong, and it was making me think about how much I wished I had a cup of hot cocoa right now with me.

I palmed my pistol to make sure it was in the holster, closed the door of the car and wished it hadn’t made such a loud noise. The whole place was so silent even walking to the building sounded too loud to my ears. Or maybe I was just paying excessive attention to details that, before, I wouldn’t have.

In any event, paying attention to details was set to be crucial once more. It’s what had allowed me to climb the ranks of my career and become an investigative journalist. I pissed off more people than the average Joe could imagine, and that was good. The number of conversations and shocked reactions people had to my stories couldn’t be fit in a single book. I would have to write many books to tell my life story.

I eventually reached the building and then climbed the partially destroyed wall to get to the other side. When I found myself in their small front yard, I looked up after my ears picked up a soft sound that came from the third floor.

Strange. All the lights in the building were turned off. Unless there was someone in the building, there shouldn’t be anyone there. Or many of them. Truth was, I was kind of lost at what to expect regarding their current, possible presence in their hideout. They wouldn’t leave it completely abandoned, right?

And then, I thought about this maybe being nothing more than a ruse. Maybe I would get into the building and find nothing in it. Wouldn’t put it past my friend’s information to be a bit not true at all.

Regardless, I circled the building and looked inside it through the dirty windows because I was going to get into it one way or another. Nothing was going to stop me now. Nothing could do that, and no one too.

I tried the backdoor and wasn’t surprised when I found out that it didn’t budge. From the pocket of my pants, I fished out a lock pin and tried it in the keyhole. I was no ninja or a special agent, but I knew my way through a locked door like this one. It used no special locking mechanism too. This was going to be so easy, I thought before hearing that satisfying click as the lock gave in to my attempts.

I pushed the door open just slightly, and now heard a sound I couldn’t be unsure of. There were people in the building alright. Weird that they didn’t keep anyone outside and around it to make sure what I was doing wouldn’t happen. Or maybe they did and they were going to kidnap me as soon as I stepped in.

I breathed out, feeling a little nervous right now. I trusted my friend, but once again, if his information was shit, then I was about to find myself in a very complicated situation.

I pushed the door open after I saw a man, tall and lean, walk down the stairs to the basement. It wouldn’t have anything for me, and so, him going down there was a good thing. If he was the only one here, or maybe one of the few, then maybe I could get to the third floor without much hassle - or any hassle at all. The most important thing was getting there without being found out. If I did, then I could knock some of them out. Or kill some of them too. Anything was possible in a place like this one.

I snuck to the stairs of the building, which was just at the end of the hall, and made sure to look inside each open room. I couldn’t hear a thing inside the building. It was almost as if it was in a different dimension, and even the fog from the outside was inside it. It’s kind of weird, and despite being afraid of what I was doing, there was no denying I was thrilled. It wasn’t every day I got to be in a locale as dangerous as this one.

This was me. All alone, and with no one, man or woman, to come and help me. I loved the independence and the consequences that could happen, depending on how this turned out.

I hid behind the wall of the stairs and breathed. Were they going to find me in here? Unlikely, but one couldn’t be sure about something like that.

One wild thought crossed my mind. Shouldn’t have eaten much before coming here, but now, it was too late.

I looked up the stairs and found nothing. I heard nothing. Not even a peep. Was something weird going on here? In Chicago, there was always something strange happening somewhere. This building was perfect for shady men like them to drown themselves in all kinds of drugs. No wonder the place reeked of weed. Maybe some of the fog was coming from their lit cigarettes, I thought with a smirk on my face.

I heard the sound of approaching footsteps coming from the basement and almost froze before rushing to the second floor. Phew. That was close. Too close to my liking, to be frank.

I checked my gun in my waist, lifting the hem of my clothing layers for a brief second before letting go of them. I needed to stop doing that. Why was I being so paranoid in a moment like this? That was the perfect recipe for getting caught and tortured in a dark room. That was not a nice thought, but it was pretty much what would happen.

I found someone coming to the hall and rushed up the stairs to reach the third floor. Shit. I should have checked the floor under for possible documents and things about this place to prove my suspicions on the Bratva.

I shook my head slightly. There was no point in crying over spilled milk.

The third floor, differently from the other ones, looked as forsaken as the Sahara desert, no pun intended. There was even no fog here or the smell of weed. Perfect. This was the right place to find some much-needed documents. And then, once I had them, I would become the most famous journalist in the world.

Or maybe not. Now that I was thinking about it, maybe becoming famous would be a bad thing. The rest of the Bratva would then have all the reasons for payback. I would have security and everything, but would it be able to contain the Russian mafia?

I froze, thinking about the real consequences of being here. All this time, I was aware of those consequences, but still ignored them because I needed to focus on this opportunity. Nothing pertaining to it could go wrong. The first thing to not accomplish that, though, was not believing in myself right now.

I tipped my chin up and, as I measured my steps, I walked to the first room on the third floor. Huh. Nothing special here. A single bed. A mattress. Wallpapers that needed to be replaced, and an overall eerie look that sent shivers down my spine.

I heard a soft sound coming from behind me, and I looked back, trying to see if someone was coming my way. But there was nobody. How strange. It almost felt as if there had been someone not more than four feet from me. Maybe I was just imagining things. My mind was a confusion of thoughts right now, after all. I needed to clear it up and think like one of those Zen guys. That was the only way to make sure this opportunity wasn’t going to backfire. I needed their information, and maybe even more than that, I couldn’t let them know I was here.

I found another room, looked inside it, and discovered nothing in it. No surprises so far. Maybe they kept their stuff in the basement or the other floors.

There was one more room in here, and I hoped it was the right one. It had to be. I had spent far too much time planning this operation to know I would feel like trash if it was all for nothing. I imagined coming out of here empty-handed, or getting caught and then having to go through God-knew what before they finally killed me.

I breathed, opened the last door, and stepped into a room that made me widen my eyes instantly. This was it. The room I was looking for. There was a desk in the middle of it, some chairs behind and in front of it, shelves with books by the walls, and plenty of documents for me to savor.

I smirked, feeling my heart thumping a bit faster now, and then took out my phone. It was new, but expendable. No way I would have come here with my main phone. That I left at home, and just remembering it now was enough to make me feel a little homesick. My apartment room in downtown Chicago was the stuff of dreams. I had always dreamed about living in a place just li-

And I snapped myself back to reality. Take the photos and leave this place. I had to do that. I couldn’t let my mind think about unimportant things right now. Too many things could end badly for me in this place.

I opened the documents, one after the other, and took photos of them. I was glad the light of the moon inside the office room was plentiful and that I could take the photos without having to use the flash function. If someone were to come to the floor of this building and glance in the direction of this room while I took the photos, they would know what was happening and call their friends.

That wasn’t a nice thought, and so, I pushed it away. I took more photos and smirked. They were good photos and would serve me well. I couldn’t be sure about the information they contained, but they did seem to prove my suspicions. These weren’t from the lower branches of the Russian mafia. They were here to run one of their most important international operations. This was big, and that thought made me feel a thrill of excitement.

I dreamed about money pouring into my bank account. I imagined what it would be like to never have to work again in my life. That would be so nice, and my family would never have to know what poverty was like again. They would never have to go through nights where we had no food for dinner again.

I put my phone in my camera and heard that same soft sound I had heard twice before, only that, this time, it had come from the doorway of the office room. I snapped my head up, my mind thinking I was going to find nothing, only to find out I was dead wrong.

Oh shit. There was a man in the doorway. Tall and lean. Not too tall, and certainly not the man I had seen going to the basement when I snuck into their building. His eyes were dark grey, and cold like the moon. His face was chiseled and expressionless. He kind of reminded me of a man, in an old movie, who could become a werewolf. Certainly not a nice thought, but it did just cross my mind.

He made me feel something weird. Was it... arousal, perhaps? I had no idea, but he did look handsome. The light of the moon that penetrated the room was plentiful, but where he stood, it couldn’t quite reach him. His body was mostly dark. He was like a shadow.

“I’m not even going to ask what you are doing here,” he said before dashing ahead, his hand going to grab me, but I was already jumping out of his way.

When his body flashed past me, I kicked the side of his torso with my knee, sending him stumbling against one of the bookshelves. There was a loud thud, and then softer thuds as books fell to the floor.

“Fuck,” he growled before dashing right to me again, and I had just enough time to pull out my pistol and aim it at his wolf-like expression.

“I’m going to pull the trigger if you don’t step back,” I said, my voice surprisingly cold and calm. I thought it was going to sound infantile, but it didn’t, and that made me feel confident.

He scoffed. “You think you can stop me?”

I opened my mouth and was going to rebuke him when, like a lightning bolt, his foot swung across the floor. I thought about squeezing the trigger when his leg made contact with mine like a sword. My feet immediately lost contact with the floor and my whole body angled backward as I found myself about to fall on my backside.

His hand, in an instant, proceeded to slap my pistol away. It spun and slid on the floor the moment I fell backside-first with a loud thud.

I thought that, for sure, all his friends were about to come here and tip the scales in his favor even more, but there was no one.

The man with a wolf’s face raised his foot and was going to stomp my chest when I grabbed it and made him fall over, another loud thud echoing inside the small office room. “Fucking bitch,” he growled as he immediately got back on his feet.

I had already stood up by the time he was dashing in my direction. He was going to punch me. Time slowed down for me. I saw him raising his fist and readying it for a massive blow, and I was going to dodge it and let him sink his clenched hand into the wall behind me when, abruptly, his stance changed.

His head met my torso like a jackhammer, and he used all his strength to pound me against one of the bookshelves. More books fell on the floor. I felt the air escaping my lungs. My eyes shot so wide I thought they were about to pop out.

His collision against me, sudden like a thunder, made the world around me blur. Shit, I thought while my whole body began to feel pain. I couldn’t let him win. The worst would happen, otherwise. I would find myself locked inside a dark room, and he and the rest of his gang would have all the time in the world to do the most horrible things to me.

I went on my knees, tried to utter something, tried to keep myself awake, but as the seconds slowly passed, the darkness in my eyes grew thicker, and I then soon found myself in the world of dreams.
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Chapter 2 | Vlad
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HER TORSO TOPPLED AND fell on one side, and she looked as if she was sleeping now. She was gorgeous. She had an angelic face that made me want to kiss her. And she had the body to complement that as well. What a strange thing to find her in here. Well, no time to waste. Time to find out who she is.

I grabbed her purse and opened the zipper, the sound it made too loud for my liking. I came here to pee and ended up finding her snooping around my stuff. Did she even know who we were and what we liked to do with invaders like her?

I grabbed some sheets of paper and other documents inside her purse, and they had information on me, not on her. I looked inside the pockets of her pants and shirt - still aware of how beautiful she was and how hard she was making my cock right now - and found nothing. What the fuck? She had to have something with her that could tell me who she was. Why the hell did she not have an ID?
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