
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Don't Cry - Secret Baby Dark Mafia Romance

        

        
        
          Mob Love, Volume 8

        

        
        
          Jolie Damman

        

        
          Published by Jolie Damman, 2022.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      DON'T CRY - SECRET BABY DARK MAFIA ROMANCE

    

    
      First edition. August 20, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Jolie Damman.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393609957

    

    
    
      Written by Jolie Damman.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 | Melissa
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I PULLED THE CAR OVER and looked around. Same old neighborhood. Same old people – or lack thereof. Broken, cracked sidewalks. Pothole-infested roads, and a generalized scent of marijuana all over the place. I couldn’t escape it. Not even wearing a mask would keep my nose safe from it.

I opened the door’s car. It creaked, as it always did. It was a piece of shit, but it was my piece of shit. It was an old model – probably 20 years old. My pockets were empty. I wished I had enough funds to replace it, but that was something for the future only.

Once I’d finished finding out more about them.

If I could get a news piece out that detailed their operations, I’d be so rich even my asshole of a brother would come begging at my feet. His words would revolve around one topic only. I could almost hear his voice as he implored for some financial help.

I’d then bark at him to fuck off. I was done with him. I was done with all the things he did to me when I was young.

He wasn’t doing so well himself these last few years. Got busted too many times by the authorities. He’d also been spending more time behind iron bars than out here in this depraved conglomeration of people and buildings most called ‘society.’

I smiled internally at that thought. Society. What a funny word.

My right foot hit a heaved part of the sidewalk in front of my home and I staggered. I exhaled when I realized I hadn’t fallen face-first on the ground.

That would have been a shameful accident.

I cursed and marched on, my mind barely aware of the overcast sky and the roar of a distant thunder. It was soon going to rain. Great. Just my luck, really. I still hadn’t fixed a hole that appeared on my roof. I had no idea how it showed up, but it was there.

I made that my number one priority after I stowed these items in the fridge and kitchen cabinets. Doing that wasn’t going to take much time. I had nothing more than two plastic bags with me, and they weren’t full, after all.

I bought just enough to survive.

It was always like that around here. Just enough to get through some days. I counted even the cents that came with my paychecks. Maybe I could accept the help of some people, but my friends were just as poor, if not more.

And, I didn’t have many of them.

We all knew what life was like, and we were also aware we were just waiting to be stowed inside some wooden caskets in the near future.

The cemetery...

Part of my mind almost craved for it. The only thing keeping me from landing myself there was my will to prove to my asshole of a boss I wasn’t wrong. The Italian Mafia was in Chicago, and soon I was going to come out on top of our little dispute.

However, perhaps I should be more thankful he didn’t fire me yet. It would be so easy for him. He could just grab a document, change some things in it, and then sign at the bottom. It would be my death certificate.

And there it was. My mind craving my own death once more.

I peeked behind my shoulder to make sure the door of the car was closed. It was. Anyone who knew just a little bit more than I did about vehicles could just sweep in and steal it, but I doubted such a thing would ever happen. That piece of trash wasn’t worth much in the black market.

I tried the key in the door’s keyhole. My dog barked on the other side. When will it ever learn that it’s always me who comes back at this time of the night? The sun was already setting in the distance. He should be smarter than that.

I battled against the keyhole until it budged. The door crept open, creaking as always. Blaze’s ears lowered, closing his mouth. His eyes recognized me, and seeing him now brought a trickle of warmth to my heart.

He was the only positive in my life nowadays.

Blaze wasn’t big. He wasn’t huge, but he could still bite. He also barked with a richer and deeper tone than most dogs from his race. I failed to recall what it was. I never cared much about what race he was.

Blaze was Blaze, and that was good enough for me.

I pulled the bags down my arm, to my wrist, and got on one knee. Blaze barked joyfully this time as I rubbed the palm of my hand on his forehead. He was warm. It was getting cold outside, and the news outlets were reporting that, this year, a heavy snowfall was going to torment the city.

I hoped that, by then, I was going to have enough money to shield myself against the bone-penetrating cold. I wasn’t holding my breath for that, though. I knew better than anyone that finding the golden information was a very tough nut to crack.

I stood back up and put the plastic bags on top of the kitchen table. Blaze followed me, wiggling his tail. He was so content for having me back home. I wished my life was that simple as well.

Upon turning around, my eyes caught sight of something white and rectangular on the dusty ground. Someone left me a letter through the small opening in the door. I was so preoccupied with other things I didn’t notice it until now.

I left my bags on top of the table and padded to the letter, my body heavier than usual. My career worries weighed so much on me.

I grabbed the letter and flipped it around. My hand jerked as the writing on the paper startled me.

That name.

That handwriting.

I knew who had sent the letter to me.

I thought... he was still in jail. I was so sure of that. What happened? Who got him out? Was he finally coming for me? For his revenge? To end my suffering?

Blaze barked at the letter like it could have a life of its own and devour us whole. I stood there, in front of the door, with my hand shielding my heart. It was beating like a speeding train, and my mind was ringing.

I breathed in, out, in and then out again.

I needed to calm down. I had no idea what was in the letter. Maybe it had nothing of importance. Maybe I was just imagining things.

As my hand trembled, I opened the piece of paper. Blaze ended his barking, but he was snarling now. When the name on the letter startled me, I ended up scaring him. He was a good dog, and he would do anything to keep me safe.

Sometimes, he thought inanimate objects like this letter could be dangerous, though.

And maybe he was right about that one little thing this time.

I read the words and my heart sank. My hand trembled even more. I felt my head losing weight as I looked for some kind of physical support. My hand brushed against something soft and asperous.

The couch.

I sat down on it while finding it impossible to let go of the letter.

All my fears had come true. He was coming for me. He’d been promising himself this whole time he was going to have his revenge. I should never have done-

Bullshit.

You did the right thing, Melissa. You remember all the things he did to you, right?

I still did.

I remembered his hand grabbing my neck, burying his fingers into my skin, staring at me with bloodshot eyes, and coming back home almost every night so drunk he couldn’t even stand straight.

I remembered him using a hammer once. I remembered him trying to bash my head with it. I also recalled his words, his threats, and what he said he would do to me if I didn’t stop being a bitch.

I also recalled the siren of the police. The day someone, at last, had dared to call them. He was so drunk he didn’t even bother to pretend. They caught him in the act.

A trial was held. I was there. He confessed everything, so bitter he couldn’t even glance at me then. The judge gave him a sentence. Fifteen years in prison, and once out, he could never again get 200 feet near me.

I needed to call the police. I needed protection, of some kind.

I grabbed my phone and dialed 911. It called them, and called them, and I spent what felt like an eternity with my phone glued to my ear. What the fuck was happening here? I was aware the Chicago police were busy most of the time, but they should always have someone on the line available... right?

I dropped my phone on the couch and covered my face with my hands. Tears threatened to come out. I could feel them. I had no father and no mother anymore. My friends wouldn’t be able to help me.

I guessed I could ask if they could let me live in their place for a while – until Tim had forgotten about me – but that would be asking too much. What’s more, Tim wasn’t the kind of man to forget. I still remembered the day he mentioned something that made me realize the kind of man he really was. He’d beaten up an old high school colleague of his because they used to be rivals back then. He came to Tim sounding all cheerful for having found him in a pub, and he then just beat up his old acquaintance as if they were still in school.

The police weren’t going to be of much help now, but I still had my lawyer. I was still paying for his work on the case, but he was a good man. He would understand the kind of situation I now found myself in, and he would do something – anything – to put Tim behind bars again.

I grabbed my phone again, my hand still trembling. Blaze still snarled.

I dialed his number and glued my phone to my ear one more time. It rang, and rang his phone a couple more times, and I was almost dropping it again when he finally said, “Hello? Melissa?”

“Yes, it’s me. Dean... I’m scared. I don’t know what to do.”

“Jesus, Melissa. What happened? You sound so frightened.”

“It’s Tim. He’s out and coming for me.”

“Wait, what?”

Glass suddenly broke in the other room, falling onto the floor in multiple pieces. I shrieked and turned around in the direction the loud noise came from, my heart beating faster. Something heavy fell on the cemented floor, and then feet crunched the broken pieces of the window.

Tim. It had to be him.

“Melissa?” Dean questioned, but I couldn’t respond.

A shadow rounded the corner that led to my bedroom, and out stepped Tim. His clothes were ragged and ripped. A gaping hole in his shirt caught my attention, showing me his hairy and dirty belly.

My hand felt so weak. I let the phone fall on the floor and stumbled against a wall. My palms sweated. I thought I still had some more time.

“Melissa,” he growled, still marching to me, his posture one of a man who came here with only one goal in mind – that of killing me.

Blaze sped to him and jumped, mouth wide open and teeth ready to bite. Tim swung his leg in a flash and kicked the dog in his head. It flew to the other side, thudding against the wall and losing its consciousness. I had no idea if he was still alive or not, and for the love of God I hoped he was. Blaze was the only good thing I still had.

“Get away from me!” I shouted. “I’m going to call the police.”

“Oh, really? They won’t be coming.”

He continued to prowl to me. My buttocks hit a small table, and my hands searched for the vase. I wrapped my fingers around the base and hurled it at him. He ducked, letting it fly over his head and shattering into a million pieces.

“Now, that wasn’t very nice,” he taunted.

I continued to walk backward from him until my back hit another wall. I glanced from side to side, my head still ringing. I was in the kitchen, and there was no way out. Tim covered all my escape routes, and he was still marching to me with bloodshot eyes. He’d been drinking before showing up here.

I made myself as small as possible. He stopped and gripped my neck. Memories of a not so distant past assaulted my mind.

Tim burying his fingers deep into my skin, threatening to kill me and all my friends, and saliva flying from his mouth.

I remembered all those things, and I thought I’d forgotten them.

I closed my eyes when he roared, “Open your eyes and look at me! I want to see how frightened you are.”

My body lost all the strength I had. His grip on my neck was the only thing keeping me upright. The heat of his body traveled through his fingers to me, and his presence alone was enough to confirm my deepest fears.

He was going to do it. He was going to kill me, and there was nothing I could do about it.

His fingers buried deeper into my skin, and I coughed. He shook my head. I opened my eyes and found the pupils of a venomous snake. His eyeballs were so inflamed I wondered if they would ever go back to normal.

“Tim...” I mumbled, the word itself so difficult to pronounce.

“Ahhh, that fear. That’s what I like to see. It’s what I came here for, and also for something else.”

A cry and a yell.

Blaze.

He mauled deep into Tim’s leg, drawing blood from it. Rage filled his eyes. He regained his consciousness and rushed to save me. I couldn’t have asked for a better dog, and I was so proud of him.

Tim’s grip around my neck loosened and I staggered away. He cursed and battled against Blaze. My hand groped. I found the handle of a drawer, snatched it open, and grabbed something. I didn’t know what it was until I reopened my eyes.

My vision was blurry, and it took some seconds to regain sharpness. A knife. I wasn’t a violent woman, but under these circumstances, I had no better choice than this.

Tim cursed and swung his other leg, and then again and again as he kicked my crimson dog in his stomach. He resisted, but even he had his limits. His jaw opened a little, loosening up the bite. Tim struck Blaze one more time, and I felt a surge of remorse take root in my heart.

I hopped ahead and buried the knife into his shoulder. I tried to yank it back, but it had lodged deep into his flesh. He screamed and yelled. “You bitch! I’m fucking going to kill you.”

I took a couple of steps backward. Tim fell on his knees, his hand going for the handle of the knife. He was going to get it off him and I-

I needed to get the hell away from here and never come back.

I spun around and bolted away, throwing the door open without as much as thinking about anything that wasn’t crucial to my escape. I’d just lost my phone, my dog, my purse and all my documents.

I had no idea what I was going to do now.

I halted and my fingers hurried for the pocket of my pants. My skin touched something cold and rigid. My car’s keys. I exhaled in pure relief and clashed against the door of the compact car, yanking it open seconds later.

Rain poured from the sky. I sat down in front of the steering wheel as fast as I could, yanking the door shut with a loud thud. The interior of the vehicle brought me a flicker of hope, but it was short-lived. I knew it wouldn’t take long for Tim to storm out through the doorway.

The drops of rain were heavy, noising the smelly interior of the vehicle so much I couldn’t even hear my fingers as they quarreled against the keyhole. Eventually, I managed to shove the key in and spun it, the engine roaring to life in the same instant.

This time, it worked on the first try.

I glanced at the house. Tim was bolting to me. I stepped onto the right pedal, making the car go from 0 to full speed in a matter of seconds. The rain and the surrounding scenery blurred beside me.

A glance at the side view mirror was enough to tell me what I needed to know. Tim stood on the sidewalk, panting. Blood coursed from his shoulder down his body, mixing with the rain. Blaze was nowhere to be seen, and a thunderbolt of a thought blasted through my mind. He was dead, and it was all because he was trying to save me.

And that he did.

I needed to find a safe place – somewhere Tim would never be able to find me. And also a payphone so that I could call one of my friends. I needed a place to hole up at, call for protection from the police, and talk to Dean again. He’d know what to do.

And also, I needed a drink and a gun.
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Chapter 2 | Melissa
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I PULLED THE CAR OVER in front of a high-rise. Cracks plagued the walls. Some of the windows had long been broken, but people still called this place their home. One good thing about being a journalist was that I knew some things normal citizens would never even dream of.

In this building, I was going to get one of the things I necessitated.

I had some money with me. Thank goodness I carried some bills underneath my bra. It wasn’t much, but it should be enough to buy a shoddy pistol from Donald. He was a black-market dealer. I never thought that knowing who he was would come in handy, but that thought was of no importance. I needed what he had.

I crept the car’s door open, my hand trembling. I thanked the sky that there was no more rain. I calmed down my heart as much as I could and trudged to the entrance of the building. Nothing more than a single door stood there, and the metal had long rusted.

I took a deep breath and knocked on the iron surface, the rattling noise too loud. This neighborhood was poor, but it was serene at this time of the night. It felt like everybody here was sleeping.

The hatch of the door, which was level with my eyes, slid open. A pair of narrowed eyes showed up on the other side. It was a man, and he looked less than pleased for seeing me here.

“What is it? What have you come here for?”

“I need to talk to Donald.”

“Who are you?”

“Does it matter? I have money and I’m in a hurry.”

The hatch slid shut and the door creaked open. A huge, obese man stood on the other side.

“Arms over your head, and stay still.”

I obeyed him. His hands groped and searched me, including my breasts and buttocks. He found nothing, and grunted.

“Seems that you are clean.”

I exhaled.

“Follow me,” he commanded.

The man whose name I knew I was never going to know – and also didn’t care – took me through some hallways until he stopped in front of a wooden door. It looked like it could fall off its hinges at any moment. Termites had been having their fun with this thick piece of wood for a very long time.

The smelly man knocked on the door a couple of times, and a deep voice on the other side rumbled, “Who is it?”

“It’s me, boss. You’ve got a new client. It’s a woman.”

There was a snort.

Donald Clifford. He was the man I came here for.

There was a moment of silence. I wondered if he was thinking I was worth the hassle. I was a woman, and for all he knew, maybe I really was a cop who had come here to gather data on his operation.

What’s more, not many women ever came here for him.

“Let her in,” he finally said.

With a grunt and a judging glance, his grunt opened the door. I treaded in. The door closed behind me with a loud thud. Four men stood at the corners of the room, keeping watch. They wore black clothes in a deplorable condition. When was the last time they went to the local clothing store? Holes and tears littered the fabric like they’d always been there.

I padded to the man sitting on a chair and sat down on the couch in front of him. He drew smoke from his large cigar and rested it on a small table beside him. Like everything else in this place, his couch also looked old and as if it could fall apart at any moment.

Still, he was sitting on it with his legs spread wide open, showing me he didn’t care.

“What have you come here for, miss...?”

“My name doesn’t matter. I need a pistol.”

“Oh, and you have a model in mind?”

“The model doesn’t matter to me. As long as it can shoot and kill a man, I’ll be happy.”

He stood up and went to a dusty cabinet on the other side of the room. He pulled a drawer open and waved his hand. I followed him, aware the four men who stood at the corners of the room could react in a heartbeat. They’d shoot me dead if I as much as gave them one wrong sign.

Inside the drawer were some pistols. They were of different models. Some looked in better conditions than others, but my money was short. I needed nothing more than something that could put a hole in Tim’s head in case he showed up again.

“So?” He inquired, raising an eyebrow.

“Whichever’s the cheapest.”

He grabbed one of the pistols. I had no idea what model it was. I knew how to shoot and was confident in my skills, but that was all I knew about guns.

“It’s 200 dollars, miss-no-name.”

Shit. Two-hundred was a bit too much.

“Could you lower the price?” I asked, clearing my throat an instant later.

He shook his head.

“I don’t haggle.”

I studied his eyes. He wasn’t going to budge.

I grabbed my bills and showed them to him in my hand. “All I’ve got is 150 dollars. I really, really need this gun.”

“Like everybody else in America,” he growled before shoving the gun back into the drawer and closing it with a loud thud, kicking up some of the dust.
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