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  WEREWOLF MAFIA


  BOOK 1:


  NO LAUGHING MATTER




  by




  Michelle Marquis




  Prologue




  The room was small and hot. Two narrow windows above him were covered with dark, musty blankets. Jack Heckle stood before his peers, naked and shaking. The cement floor was cold and unforgiving under his feet. A deep, profound sickness coursed through his veins, not unlike a case of malaria. He wanted to close his eyes, let go, and pass out.




  Jesse James McHenry, the pack alpha, leaned forward in his folding chair. “Change."




  “No.” The word came out weak, timid. The hated and feared Black Jack Heckle, one of the most lethal werewolf mafia enforcers, couldn’t raise his voice above a whisper. What was happening to him? It wasn’t supposed to be like this.




  Jesse’s dark brown eyes looked almost black in the dim overhead light. He pulled out a Glock .45 and pointed it at Jack’s head. “Change, Jack, or so help me God…”




  Jack ran trembling fingers through his hair. His head pounded like it was going to explode. “I can’t. I’m too sick. This shit is killing me.”




  “You already agreed. There’s no going back. Now do it.”




  What could he say? Jesse was right. He had agreed. Jack clenched his teeth and tried to summon the change. A few moments later, the laughing started. It was a deep, demonic chuckle that bounced off the walls and filled the room with a menacing chill. Some of the spectators slipped out, their flesh stinking of fear. Pain, scalding hot and sharp, radiated out from his back and shoulders. Jack tried to stop the laughing but it only grew louder. It rumbled from his chest in hard, catching notes like the soundtrack to a nightmare. He opened his mouth and gulped in air.




  The laughing stopped.




  Jack’s stomach twisted in his gut so hard he thought he was going to vomit. Every organ seemed to be in revolt. The agony was all-consuming, a baptism in the fires of hell. He fell to his knees and collapsed on his side so hard it momentarily knocked the air from his lungs.




  The only part of him unaffected was his hearing. He heard the spectators gasp and whisper among themselves. What a sight he must be, what an abomination.




  His suffering ratcheted up a notch. Every human thought, dream or desire was stripped from his brain, leaving little behind but mortal residue. He had a vague memory of being human but no emotion behind it. His vision changed from pure color to a more vivid grayscale. And then the pain stopped, as if someone had just stopped a soundtrack in mid-song.




  Jack pulled back his lips and let out a series of heavy, savage cackles.




  Several women in the room screamed and ran for the door. But Jesse didn’t. Instead he stood up, grabbed a bucket of bloody meat next to his chair, and approached Jack. The scent of fresh food fired Jack’s hunger. He lowered his head and stalked forward. They met in the middle of the room.




  Jesse emptied the bucket onto the floor and stepped back. Jack’s mouth watered so profusely, saliva ran down his jaws in long, silver strands and dripped onto the ground. He dove into the offering, wolfing down huge chunks in a few swallows. When he’d completed the offering, Jack eyed the spectators still there and bared his teeth. Panic spiked the air. Everyone pushed and shoved in their haste to get out.




  Everyone except Jesse.




  Jesse took several steps back from his new creation and smiled. His dark eyes sparkled with sadistic joy. “Good boy, Jack. That’s a very good boy.”




  Chapter 1




  Violet Malone drove her Honda Civic into the parking lot of the Scarlet Mansion feeling a little nervous. She twisted her rearview mirror around and stared at her reflection. As usual, her wavy brown hair was a mess. In a hopeless attempt to tame it, she raked her hand through the thick mane several times. All she did was make it worse. Then her rearview mirror, which was supposed to be attached with Gorilla Glue, fell off onto the floorboard. Whatever. She abandoned both the mirror and the hair fix. They’ll just have to accept me as I am.




  Violet stepped out of the car and stared up at the mansion. Somewhere in the darkness a hawk screeched as if on cue. The house looked more like a museum than someone’s residence. But then, that was the vampires; most were all pretension and flash with little substance. The house belonged to Victor Lee Scarlet, the vampire High King who was rumored to be over two-thousand years old. Violet wondered what it would be like to be that old. Had he met any famous people from history? She imagined him shaking hands with George Washington or Benjamin Franklin and thought that would have been very cool indeed. But this wasn’t a social trip. She had business. No time for chitchat this time.




  The door was opened by some lady who looked like the femme fatale in any B horror movie, take a pick. She had curly dark hair, large brown eyes and a body that was on the skinny side of anorexic. The woman wore a long, blue dress with a plunging neckline showing off lots of boob. Violet had good boobs, too, but she never saw the need to show them off. The dress almost seemed to scream, “Here are my boobs! Make sure to ogle them!”




  “Yes?” The woman had the same ugly tone Violet imagined people used with vacuum salesmen.




  “My name is Officer Violet Malone. I’m here for a meeting with Victor.”




  The horror movie chick eyed her up and down, but kept blocking the door.




  Violet figured this woman was a kink, one of the people who weren’t vampires themselves, but hung out with them. These hangers-on always thought they were all that just because they were banging the undead.




  Violet wasn’t about to be treated like a garbage collector by this thing. “Get the fuck out of the way.”




  The kink moved back and made a sweeping gesture with her hand. All she needed was a candelabrum in the other. “By all means, come in.” She left Violet at the door and marched off to a side room. Violet wondered if she was going to tell on her.




  Did I hurt your feelings? Well boo-fucking-hoo.




  Out back some people were talking. She followed the sound through the house to the large stone patio. Three vampires sat around a round table sipping something from silver goblets. One was a narrow-faced woman with moon-white hair, the second a man who looked more like a lumberjack than a vampire and the third was Victor. She recognized him from a small painting that hung in her supervisor’s office. Although High King of the Vampires, Victor wasn’t one to flaunt his position with fancy dress or haughty manners. He wore black jeans, combat boots and nothing else, at least not tonight. He had an impressive amount of chest hair with a thick trail of it running down his belly until it ended at the border of his jeans. Victor was oh-so-very-yummy in a chocolate cake kind of way.




  Having never met a High King, Violet had no idea how to address him. So she settled for the awkward, “You wanted to see me, your Highness?”




  “Funny,” he said. She guessed he wasn’t into fancy titles either. He pushed a vacant chair away from the table with his boot. “Sit.”




  Violet sat, feeling like the first course at a banquet. She gave the woman a tense smile that wasn’t returned.




  “Just for the record,” the white-haired woman said, “when you address Victor in public, it’s your Majesty.”




  Now that Violet was closer, she noticed that the woman’s face was a perfect elongated oval—and not a flattering one at that. She was just short of attractive but her exotic features made her interesting to look at. She was probably stared at a lot even when she was alive. But as a vampire, her brand of weird fit right in.




  Victor waved a hand dismissively. “You can just call me Victor, Officer Malone.”




  Violet glanced from the High King to the woman. The female vampire seemed to have given up the fight and was staring off as if Violet had just disappeared.




  Time to get down to business. “Thank you, sir, and if it’s okay with you, you can just call me Violet. My superior said you wanted to talk about the Werewolf Mafia?”




  Victor sprawled in his seat. “Yes, I have a recruitment job for you.”




  Recruiting disgruntled mafia members was pretty routine work. Every few months or so, the vampires would tip the cops off to a potential defector and then her department would take it from there. It was how paranormal law enforcement kept the mafia from getting too troublesome. “Who’s the mark, one of their girlfriends?”




  “No. This is a bigger fish. You’ve probably heard of him. This mark is one of their top enforcers, Black Jack Heckle.”




  An icicle of dread froze in her heart. Black Jack had gotten his nickname because of his habit of wearing black all the time. No one had ever seen him in any other color and besides being odd, he was also notoriously dangerous. What is this, a joke? I haven’t dealt with a werewolf enforcer since… She interlaced her fingers until the knuckles turned white.




  “Are you okay?” the white woman asked.




  “Yes, I’m fine. Just a little surprised you’ve gotten intelligence on such a high profile enforcer. What makes you think he’d be interested?”




  “He’s dropped out of the mafia and is hiding out at home. Our informants tell us that he was a werewolf. “But now he’s something else.”




  “Something else?”




  Victor scratched his chest. “That’s right.”




  “What do you mean by that?”




  The white-haired woman leaned forward and placed her goblet on the table. “Something else means the mafia has managed to turn him into a different kind of shifter. Witnesses have only seen him shift once. They describe an animal bigger and far more dangerous than any ordinary werewolf.”




  Violet didn’t like the sound of this at all. “Like one of the big cats? Is that what you mean?”




  Victor frowned. “Honestly, Violet, we don’t know what he is. All we can be sure of is the Zombie King Seth is also behind this. He’s been helping Jesse by doing the research and providing the experimental drugs to change these werewolves into more lethal animals. I’m not going to lie to you. This is as risky an assignment as it gets. One of our last informants was murdered by the mafia a few days ago for asking too many questions.” Victor sipped from his goblet. “I can’t stress enough how badly we need Heckle. We need to know what’s going on. You’re the most decorated law enforcement officer on the force. If anyone can turn him, it’s you.”




  “Even if he does go for it, he’s not exactly going to be easy to control.”




  Victor stroked the razor stubble along his cheek. “Maybe you can help with that. Heckle has apparently become a very lonely man and—”




  Oh, here we go. “Listen, I’m as dedicated to the force as the next shifter, and God knows I’ve slept with my share of creeps for the job, but I don’t do werewolves. Period.”




  Victor shifted in his chair. “Honestly, I don’t care how you turn him, just as long as it gets done reliably. But turning Heckle is only half the job. We also have intelligence the mafia is planning to use these new animals on an attack against the Scarlet Mansion. We need you to use Heckle to infiltrate them and find out as much information as you can.”




  There was a long, tense pause in the conversation. I’m not ready for this. I should have had someone else take this fucking assignment.




  “Someone told me you were a Zombie POW during the Winter War,” the white woman said.




  Images flashed through Violet’s mind: a coffin; darkness; cold. Even though they were outside, she felt enclosed and confined. She gulped down some air. She could almost feel the lid of that pine box closing… Violet blinked several times to clear her head. “I was.”




  “How long were you captive?” Victor asked.




  She swallowed, trying to moisturize her parched throat. “Thirty days.”




  Everyone stared at her. She really wanted to change the subject. “So, you still think I’m the right one for the job?”




  “I think you’re perfect. I understand your sister dated Jesse James some years ago,” Victor said.




  She forced herself to relax. It’s okay. Your captivity was a long time ago. “That’s right. But there won’t be any way to infiltrate the mafia through her. She’s dead.”




  The lumberjack vampire brought his heavy eyebrows down so they shadowed his eyes. “What happened?”




  “I’m not sure. She was always emotionally fragile. My sister was one of those people who depended too much on others for her happiness. She and Jesse dated for a few months. He got bored and broke it off. She committed suicide that night.”




  Victor’s gaze searched her face. He didn’t seem to find what he was looking for. He made a steeple with his fingers and tapped the tip against his lips. He reminded Violet of a psychiatrist listening to a patient. “Even though she’s passed on, your sister can still be your way in. You just say she talked about the life and you grew curious and wanted to see for yourself.”




  Violet leaned forward and traced a pattern on the iron table. “How many werewolves has Jesse changed anyway? I mean, are we talking a few or a lot?”




  “We don’t know,” Victor said.




  Violet tried not to look panicked. “If they have a bunch of these things, could we be talking about another Winter War here?”




  The white woman stiffened. “We might be.”




  Violet nodded digesting everything. “So who do I report to?”




  “You report directly to me,” Victor said. He reached across the table and handed her a piece of paper with an address on it. “This is Jack’s address. You’re going to have to convince him to not only get back into the mafia, but to help you get in, too. Do you think you can do it?”




  Violet stood up. “I can’t make any promises, but I’ll do my best.”




  “The future stability of the Vampire Kingdom rests on your success,” the vampire woman said. “Don’t fuck this up.”




  Violet pocketed the address. Yeah, nothing like a little pressure to make me feel at ease. “Thanks for the vote of confidence. I’ll be in touch.”




  She showed herself out and made her way back to the Honda. She climbed into the car, stepped on something hard, and heard a loud crunch. She reached down and grabbed her broken rearview mirror. Well isn’t that just great? Seven years of bad luck. I wonder if that takes effect immediately.




  Chapter 2




  What the hell was he going to do now?




  Jack sat on the couch sipping a beer and watching the football game but couldn’t remember the score. He didn’t even care what teams were playing. All he could think about was finding a way to get free of the mafia once and for all without getting himself killed.




  For the fifth time, he rehearsed his “I’m quitting for good” speech but couldn’t get the words to ring true. Finally, he leaned his head back and stared at the ceiling. Who was he fooling? There was no way out for him but death. He’d known that from day one and it was as true now as it had been seventeen years ago. The only way out was a casket.




  A knock on the front door tore him from his brooding.




  Jack grabbed his Browning Mark III off the side table. He glanced through the peephole and was surprised to see an attractive woman standing there. At first he thought it might be a neighbor upset he was blocking their driveway but then he reconsidered. His neighbors never talked to him. No, this woman had the hard, no-nonsense look of a cop.




  Jack opened up, but kept the hand with the gun behind the door out of sight. “What?”




  “I’m here to speak to Jack Heckle. Are you him?”




  Definitely a cop. Only a cop would ask for him using both his first and last names. He glared at her. “Who the fuck wants to know?”




  She flashed a badge. “I take it you’re Heckle. I’m Officer Violet Malone. I’d like to speak to you for a few minutes.”




  He went to close the door in her face, but she blocked it with her hand. He scowled. “That’s not a very smart thing to do. You’re screwing with the wrong guy, lady.”




  “This isn’t exactly official police business, and what I have to say won’t take but a minute.”




  Against his better judgment, Jack flung the door open and let her in. She came into the living room and stood next to the couch. Jack grinned despite how annoyed he was. She looked as if she was ready to jump right out of her skin. She was also very good-looking for a cop. Most of the lady cops he’d been arrested by were a little hard on the eyes. He felt his cock stiffen. He hoped it didn’t show.




  He sat on the couch and sipped his beer. “Start talking, I’m listening.”




  “Put the gun away.”




  Jack glanced at the Browning. He’d forgotten all about it. He put the weapon on the side table and stared up at her. “Better?”




  She pulled in a deep breath through her nose and her shoulders lowered a little. “Much. Do you live here alone?”




  “Yeah,” he said, running his gaze up and down her body. Officer Malone was definitely pretty, but with a razor edge. She wore a dark gray blazer and black pants. The blazer was so big it was hard to see what lay beneath. He wondered if she was married or screwing another cop. “Want a beer?”




  She blinked at him and her brow wrinkled. “No, thank you.” Her gaze swept the room and settled on the closed drapes. “Could we open those?”




  He took a sip of his beer. “No. I like my privacy. Sit.”




  Officer Malone lowered herself to the couch as if it was a bed of hot coals. She made sure to stay at the farthest corner from him she could. She was so tense he had to stop himself from deliberately spooking her for fun.




  “I’ll get right to the point,” she said. “Are you still a member of the werewolf mafia?”




  A fireball ignited in his belly. Typical fucking cop question. “Never heard of that organization.”




  She nodded as if she already knew he was going to say that. “Don’t bother with that bullshit, Heckle. I have a file on my desk back at the office overflowing with your criminal exploits.”




  Pretty or no, Jack was quickly getting sick of her company. His erection softened a little as he stared at the TV. “Good for you.”




  “Word on the street is you’ve been trying to get out for a few months. I can help.”




  “Can you, now?”




  “Interested?”




  “Let’s just say I’m still listening.”




  “Well, listen real close. We know something happened between you and your alpha Jesse James McHenry and we know you’re dying to get out of the life. If you really want out, we can make it easy for you. We can wipe your criminal record, relocate you, and even help you get a legitimate job.”




  Jack glanced at her. He liked her scent. It was sweet and tempting without being too flowery. He imagined her sweating beneath him while he fucked her. He wished she’d move closer. “In exchange for?”




  “In exchange for helping me get into the mafia. We know Jesse James is planning an offensive against the vampires. Only we need better intelligence if we’re going to prevent another Winter War.”




  Jack stared into her eyes to see if she was bullshitting him, but her gaze never wavered. He gave her a mocking laugh. “There’s not going to be another fucking Winter War. Besides, you’ve got the wrong guy. I’m already out of the life.”




  “Since when?”




  “Yesterday. I quit after the last job I did.”




  Officer Malone got up. Her movements were stiff and angry. “You won’t be out for long. Sooner or later they’ll seduce you back in.”




  He let her get close to the front door. “You need me, don’t you?”




  The lady cop stopped and shrugged.




  “Are you part of the deal?”




  She frowned and shifted her weight to the other foot. “No. I’m off the menu.”




  “What about if I’m real helpful?”




  “We’ll just have to see how helpful you are. So far you don’t impress me much.”




  Jack got up and stalked closer. He stopped when she folded her arms. “I can be very helpful, lady cop. I know every dirty secret Jesse James has.” He locked his gaze with hers. “In fact, I’m one of his dirty little secrets.”




  “What does that mean?”




  “I’ll tell you when I get to know you better. You know, much better.”




  “Yeah, I get you. What happened to your loyalty to the mafia brotherhood?”




  He gave her an acid grin. “That doesn’t mean shit anymore. I’m no longer a werewolf.”




  That got her. Her eyes widened ever so slightly. “What do you mean, you’re not a werewolf? How do you stop being a werewolf?”




  “Never mind that. So the deal is, I get a new life and if I’m a good boy and play nice, I get a piece of you, too. That right?”




  Officer Malone sighed. “It’s up for discussion.”




  “Don’t fuck me over, lady cop. I hold a grudge.”




  “I wouldn’t dream of it.”




  “Then you’ve got yourself a deal.”




  * * * *




  By the time Violet got home it was almost eleven. She dressed in her favorite sweats and a white T-shirt that said Shifters do it in any form they want and downed a couple glasses of vodka and pineapple juice. She normally didn’t drink before going to bed, but all that talk about the mafia and the Winter War had made her edgy. She hated being reminded of the war. It had been almost seven years since her captivity, but it lingered in her memory despite all the counseling she’d undergone.




  She had been recruited by the vampires early in the war. She’d gotten captured doing reconnaissance for one of the vampire commanders and the zombies buried her in a pine box for safekeeping. Other than a tube blowing in fresh air, there were no other comforts and no room to move around. They let her out only three times a day: to eat; drink; and go to the bathroom.




  That was it.




  By the time she was rescued by a shifter unit, she was half crazy. It had taken her two years just to be able to come close to sleep. And now the mafia was at it again—trying to start a war that couldn’t be won. Only this time it was pretty much up to her to stop this thing. Was she ready to risk her life again? Was she ready to face the possibility of another capture and more torture?




  She really didn’t know.




  The war had almost destroyed the paranormal world. It began, as most conflicts did in the underworld, conceived and executed by the mafia trying to gain more power. The current alpha, Jesse James, had just murdered the old one and felt the time was right to dispose of the ruling vampire class once and for all. Jesse was an ambitious man and had big plans for his new pack.




  But the mafia had one big problem. No one in the paranormal world wanted them in charge of anything. They had a nasty habit of stealing everyone blind and beating people to death for complaining about it. Because they couldn’t be trusted they had only one ally: the Zombie King, Seth.




  The zombies were actually offspring of the vampires, created from a blood taking that was never completed. For centuries they haunted cemeteries and forests, never having a group to call their own until Seth came along.




  Seth changed all the rules.




  He was the first one to unite the zombies by fueling their ancient grudge with the vampires. The grudge still existed today. Every chance they got to stick it to the vampires, they were there.




  The werewolves want them to make freak potions so they can shift into monsters? No problem. The only catch was, the werewolves didn’t exactly treat the zombies much better than the vampires had. But Violet guessed the mafia’s empty promises were better than the nothing the vampires offered, so why not help them?




  Her phone rang. She picked it up on the second ring. “Malone.”




  There was a heavy exhale. She could almost feel the breath on her ear. “Hey.”




  Tiny hairs rose on the back of her neck. “Who’s this?”




  “It’s Jack, lady cop.”




  She wasn’t too surprised by the phone call. Powerful mafia men like Jack were used to attracting any woman they wanted. And that weakness was just what she needed to control him. “What can I do for you, Jack?”




  She heard springs squeak as he shifted around. “I was having a hard time sleeping. Talk to me.” His voice had a sexy, hypnotic baritone that ignited a latent hunger inside her.




  Violet grinned. She didn’t know what kind of women he was used to dealing with, but she’d give him the phone sex of his life. She sighed and infused it with every ounce of sexual heat she could muster. “What would you like me to talk about? How wet my pussy is?”




  His breath caught a few times. She could almost envision him stroking his cock. Then he chuckled and it rumbled out like a whispered sin. “You’re playing with me, Violet.” A few more heavy breaths. “I really like that. It makes me very hot. What are you doing now?”




  Violet was quite surprised he remembered her name. She’d expected him to call her ‘lady cop’ from now on. He must be just as lonely as the vampires said. Might as well have some fun with this. She slipped her hand into her underwear and placed her middle finger against her button. A surge of desire warmed her sex. “I’m listening to you, petting my clit.”




  “Close your eyes and pretend I’m licking your sweet pussy.” His tone had taken on a harder, more demanding note she loved. “How does that feel?”




  Riding the heavy sound of his voice, Violet conjured a fantasy of Jack between her legs gently lapping at her tortured sex. “Umm…” she moaned. “Ah, it feels good, really, really good.” The images brought a sudden jolt of ecstasy all through her sex. She started to sweat. It wasn’t a light perspiration, but the heavy, labored glow of a steamy sexual encounter. She arched her back and thrust her hips up to her fingers.




  His breath came faster in her ear. “How wet are you?”




  Her mind rolled over into a wilder more primitive state. She moved the finger from her clit to the threshold of her weeping channel. She couldn’t remember ever being this wet. “Oh…very, very wet.”




  “I want you to glide your fingers inside that hot pussy and imagine it’s my big, hard cock.”




  She did as Jack told her. She thrust her fingers into her body and was engulfed in a firestorm of blazing lust. She couldn’t believe how fast she’d gotten turned on just from the sound of his voice. All control melted away as her passion tore a loud moan from her lungs.




  “I’m fucking you, Violet,” he growled in the receiver. “Can you feel my cock inside you?”




  Her fingers worked their magic faster and faster until Violet was completely possessed and absorbed by her need. The climax came like a raging inferno, torching her mind and body in a devastation she had never experienced before. Over the line, Jack groaned out his own orgasm.




  There was almost a full minute of silence on the phone.




  She blinked, shocked by the explosive level of her passion. She’d never gotten that excited before, especially during phone sex of all things. What the hell was going on with her?




  “I want to come over,” he said. “That was so fucking good I need the real thing.”




  Violet propped up some pillows and sat up. “No, Jack. We already discussed this. I’m not going to have sex with you. I shouldn’t have even done this. It’s probably given you the wrong idea. Go to sleep. You can pick me up tomorrow.”




  He laughed and it sounded cruel. “How the fuck am I supposed to sleep after that?”




  “Take a pill. Good night, Jack.” She hung up the phone and realized she was shaking from an adrenaline high. Could she really want that criminal to come over here and make love to her? Ugh. That was new.




  Boy, I’d better get my emotions under control or Jack’s going to be the one controlling me.




  Chapter 3




  Jack called that morning and Violet reluctantly gave him her address so he could pick her up. She usually wouldn’t have had him come to her apartment but she wanted to start establishing some trust right off the bat. He already knew she was a cop, so there weren’t any surprises as far as that went. And when it came right down to it, Jack had more at stake with this assignment than she did because the mafia knew everything about him. If they found out he was helping her, they’d definitely kill him first. So she decided to make this good faith gesture.




  Violet locked up her apartment and went downstairs to be picked up. As she waited, she wondered if this whole assignment wasn’t a big mistake. She found Jack willing enough, but there was something underneath his careful cooperation that just didn’t sit right with her. But if she was really honest with herself she had to admit what really bothered her about this whole assignment wasn’t so much Jack as the mafia’s ties to the zombies. Take either of those groups alone and there was trouble, but the two of them working together? Anything could happen.




  A white Ford pickup pulled up. She glanced in the cab to make sure it was him, then jumped in. Jack wore his trademark black everything: T-shirt; jeans; boots. Even his sunglasses were black. He looked every inch the lethal killer he was and exuded a harsh sexuality that warmed her cheeks and some other places she tried not to think about. Easy, Violet. Remember yourself, girl.




  He took off his sunglasses and leaned across the seat to stare at her with his strange yellow eyes. “Can I get a kiss?”




  She leaned back. Oh yeah, the phone sex last night was a big mistake. “For what?”




  “Picking you up, helping you out, take your pick.”




  “You’re not helping me, you’re helping yourself. Besides you haven’t done anything to deserve a kiss yet.”




  “What about what we shared last night?”




  She rolled her eyes. “Please. That was just for fun.”




  “I’m taking you to my alpha. That’s something deserving a kiss.”




  “We’re not there yet. And if he doesn’t let me into the mafia, all this risk would have been for nothing.”




  His gaze ran over her breasts, her belly, and then her thighs. It was such an open display of lust, it totally turned her off. Fucking mafia guys always think every woman is up for grabs.
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