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      “Fuck, just like that, baby,” Tommy, my boyfriend, said.

      I stared at him, wide-eyed, through the crack between the door and the doorframe. A blonde bimbo bobbed her head on his cock, her eyes red and her cheeks stained with streaks of running mascara.

      I yanked my purse higher up my arm, ready to grab the gun from it and shoot them both dead. Daddy had always shown me the right way to get rid of the people who had betrayed us.

      But I couldn’t kill Tommy yet.

      I quietly walked out of his apartment and shut the door behind me. How much of an idiot was he? He was dating the daughter of the boss and thought it was a good idea to cheat. And, come on, if he was going to cheat, he could have at least found someone who could take his whole cock down her pretty little whore throat.

      What a fucking idiot.

      The phone in my bag buzzed. I expected his name to pop up with a sappy text, telling me that he would be home late tonight because Daddy was making him work late for the twelfth night in a row.

      Daddy’s name lit up my screen. I rolled my eyes, not wanting to deal with him after finding out what Tommy’s late nights really were. But business came first for everyone in this family.

      After speeding to Daddy’s restaurant, Il Giardino del Cancio, in Lower Manhattan, I gave the valet the keys to my BMW. Two guards, dressed in sleek black suits and dark glasses, opened the doors for me.

      Men with greasy hair and thick Italian accents entered and exited every day for business. Even the Feds who were paid off would visit for a drink and a chance to be with one of the family whores who had knockoff Chanel bags and fake tits.

      I passed by the two women at the bar who were begging for attention from any man in the family. Cousin Tony would pick them both up later tonight. He had a thing for whores and could never stay faithful to his wife.

      Nobody could stay faithful nowadays.

      The men eyed me as I strutted to the back of the restaurant. I gave them a flirty smile. They all had a thing for me, but none of them had the balls to talk to me after what Tommy did to the last guy.

      In the back, Daddy was eating a plate of penne. His gray trench coat was draped against the back of his chair. Two guards stood behind him.

      When he saw me, he wiped his face with a napkin, stood, and wrapped me in a hug. “Mio tesoro!”

      A man sat across from him, his fingers interlaced quite tightly on the table. His hair was lengthy but short on the sides and lightly curled on the top. And I could see a bit of dark tattoos underneath the cuffs on his button up.

      “Sit, tesoro.” Daddy pulled out a seat for me. “I want you to meet someone.” He gazed over at the man who had a small scar under his left eye. “This is Alessandro.”

      We stared at each other. I couldn’t be bothered to say much to him. Everything I was going to do to Tommy was racing through my mind.

      “We have a shipment coming in the morning. I need you to be there when it’s delivered to oversee that everything goes well,” Daddy said.

      I raised my brows. “Me?”

      “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

      I nodded and sat up straighter. For three years, I’d been begging him to let me in on the business, but he had refused. He thought that it was a man’s job. I wanted to ask why he had suddenly changed his mind, but I didn’t dare open my mouth.

      “Alessandro will be there with you. He usually does this kind of work.”

      Alessandro clenched his jaw as he looked at me with his hard gray eyes.

      Daddy pushed his plate toward the center of the table and stood. “He will give you the details. Be there at three a.m.” He gazed at Alessandro, who just nodded. “You’re in good hands, tesoro.”

      He leaned over to press a kiss on my forehead. “Don’t make me regret this,” he whispered in my ear.

      I tensed and pressed my lips together.

      Daddy picked up his jacket from the back of the seat and hung it over his shoulders. “I will let you two go over the plans.”

      When Daddy and his guards exited the restaurant, I exhaled. I would make sure that tonight went perfectly. No fuckups.

      None of these mafia men thought a woman could keep up with them, but tonight was my chance to prove that I could. I didn’t need a cheating boyfriend to take care of me anymore.

      I had waited three years for this opportunity. The first step in my little plan was in place. Little by little, I was going to destroy Tommy, and today was day one. He had moved up in the ranks because of me, and I was planning to knock him six feet under.

      Alessandro took out his wallet. “How much do you want?”

      I furrowed my brow at him. “What’re you talking about?”

      “How much do I have to pay you to stay home tonight?” He flipped through tens of hundred-dollar bills.

      I narrowed my eyes. “You think you can pay me off?”

      He threw down all the bills from his wallet and put it back into his pocket.

      “I’m not taking any money from you.”

      “Take it or leave it, reginetta.”

      “What’s the address?” I asked, crossing my arms over my chest.

      He paused for a long time, staring at me with a clenched jaw. “Why can’t you be easy? Take the money and have Tommy do the work.” Tommy’s name rolled off of Alessandro’s tongue with such distaste.

      I nearly laughed. I hate him too, stronzo. You’re not the only one.

      “No,” I said.

      “You don’t want to break a nail or, God forbid, get blood on one of your designer bags and fuck up this shipment, do you?” He raised his voice.

      I placed my hands on the table and leaned closer to him. “Let’s make one thing clear. If I break a nail or, God forbid, get blood on one of my designer bags, I’ll just buy a new one. That’s not a problem.”

      Alessandro pushed out his chair and stood abruptly. His gray eyes glared into mine. “I have one rule.” He placed his palms on the table and towered over me. “Stay out of the fucking way tonight.”

      I raised a sharp eyebrow at him and stood. “Excuse me?”

      “You heard me.”

      I followed him to the exit and snatched his elbow. “Speak to me like that again, and you won’t even have a job, stronzo.”

      He grasped my chin in his rough hand. “Touch me like that again, and you won’t like the consequences, reginetta.”

      “What’s the address?” I asked through clenched teeth.

      “3260 Flatbush Avenue. Brooklyn. Three in the morning.”
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      Tommy: My place at 8pm, babe.

      Tommy: Just got to pick something up from Chiara’s place. Be back soon [image: smiling face with heart-eyes]

      I clenched my jaw, reading their stupid messages to each other. Since when did he ever use emojis? And the heart-eyes one, really?

      Way to look desperate, stronzo.

      When I had suspected that Tommy was cheating a week ago, I’d installed an app on his phone and hidden it among the iPhone’s Productivity apps. He never looked there—obviously, since he hadn’t deleted it by now. Desperate and stupid.

      After sliding my phone into my purse, I picked up my bags of designer clothes from my shopping spree and walked into the building. My little talk with Alessandro had made me buy a whole new wardrobe, not because I didn’t want to get my clothes bloody, but because I wanted to piss him off. The men in this family were getting really annoying, and they needed to be put in their goddamn places.

      You’d best bet that I’d be doing that in a pair of red bottoms too.

      From the garage level, I hit the button on the elevator and gazed at my phone, typing Alessandro’s name into Google. By his thick Italian accent, I could tell that he hadn’t been in New York for more than a few months. Daddy must’ve really thought he was good at what he did to fly him out from Italy and trust him with these shipments.

      He couldn’t even trust his daughter not to fuck up.

      There had to be some dirt on him. All the mafia men were involved in scandals. It didn’t matter if they were Italian, Irish, or Russian.

      But when I searched his name, Google gave me no results. I sucked in my bottom lip. I had to get something.

      The doors opened on the main floor for the lobby, allowing other residents on. Someone grabbed my phone from my hands and gazed at it.

      “Who’s this?” Tommy clenched his jaw, reading the name.

      Great. I already have to deal with one stronzo later tonight, and now, I have to deal with Tommy being a dick.

      “Someone who just started working for my dad.” I reached for my phone, but he pulled it away.

      “Why were you looking him up?”

      “Good evening to you too,” I said sarcastically before I could say something much worse and blow my cover.

      “You’re my girlfriend, Chiara.” His words sounded so passionate, so protective, so loving, that if I didn’t know differently, I would think he was just a jealous boyfriend, not a cheating one.

      Men thought they could pull a fast one on you all the damn time, didn’t they?

      The doors opened, and I forced a stupid smile. “Don’t be jealous, Tommy boy.” I toyed with the ends of his hair behind his ear and stepped out of the elevator. “You know I have eyes for you and you only.”

      He pushed me into the wall, trying to be sexy. “You’d better,” he said against my ear.

      I turned to him and pulled him closer by the end of his tie. “Let me show you …”

      He smirked and pressed his lips onto mine. I pushed away the thought of his lips on her fake ones and tried to act like I wasn’t planning his murder down to the very second. His hands roamed up my body, squeezing my breasts roughly.

      After a few moments, he pulled away. His gaze lingered on my lips. “How about tomorrow?”

      “You’re going to make me wait?” Thank God. I didn’t want to get any diseases from the stronzo and the whore.

      “I have work tonight.”

      Work? Good excuse. Very creative. The stupid girlfriend definitely won’t wonder why you’ve been working late every single night for the past twelve days.

      I nodded, pretending to be that stupid girlfriend, and opened the door to my apartment. Tommy took my bags and brought them in for me.

      After a few moments of lingering in the kitchen and searching through my stuff—you know, acting like he cared—he disappeared into the back room.

      My phone buzzed, and a naked picture of the whore flashed onto the screen. She was in a tiny little black bra and even tinier panties. Everything about her was fake. F. A. K. E.

      Tommy: I can’t wait to get back an⁠—

      I wrinkled my nose and stopped reading his response. This was pathetic. How long was I going to have to endure this disrespect before I could put a bullet straight through his head?

      A few moments later, Tommy reappeared from my bedroom with a briefcase. He planted a kiss on my lips. “Don’t wait up for me. I don’t know when I’ll be home.”

      “Okay, hon.” I gazed at him from the kitchen counter. “Be safe!” I really hoped he stayed safe tonight because he was my kill.

      When the door closed, I reopened Google and searched Alessandro’s name again. I needed something. Anything.

      His online footprint nearly didn’t exist.

      The whole article was in Italian, and I wasn’t fluent. I only knew the important words.

      I pressed my lips together and hoped for the best as I hit the Translate button on the bottom of the screen. His name didn’t appear until the end. He had been granted one whole sentence.

      26-year-old Alessandro Russo from Sicily—allegedly connected with the Sicily Mafia—was released from prison after serving only thirteen months of his 56-month sentence for drug trafficking.

      The article was over two years old, but that didn’t matter. I had dirt on the man, and I intended to get more.
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      I arrived exactly twenty-five minutes early to the address, just to piss off Alessandro. He was going to regret ever ordering me to stay away from my family’s business. Nobody had dared to talk to me like that, and I hated how easily he had done it.

      Alessandro was rude, arrogant even. He probably thought that I’d be a useless mess, but I would prove him, Daddy, and all the other made men wrong. This would go as smoothly as the rest of Daddy’s business deals.

      Nobody was at the shipping docks yet, so I had time to run through the plan in my head again. I opened my purse and took out my baby—a 9mm—with my initials etched into the handle. Dad had given it to me for my fifteenth birthday.

      The gun was loaded, all seventeen rounds ready to go in case anyone who wasn’t involved with the business decided to show up. Daddy had said gangs would try to take some of the shipments when they were being moved.

      After placing the gun back in my purse, I applied another coat of red lipstick and unbuttoned the top two buttons of my beige Misha Nonoo silk shirt. Whoever said a woman needed to dress conservatively to get the attention of a well-respected man obviously didn’t know the power of red lips and a 9mm.

      When two-fifty a.m. rolled around, the lot was still empty. I sighed, resting my head against the seat, and grasped the steering wheel. If Alessandro didn’t show up, then I would do this by myself. I wouldn’t fuck up like he expected me to.

      Daddy was giving me one chance, and he already didn’t believe in me.

      3:00 a.m.

      3:01 a.m.

      3:14 a.m.

      Empty.

      I clenched my hand around the steering wheel. That stronzo had probably given me the wrong address so I wouldn’t show up, making me look bad. Then, he could snitch on me to Daddy.

      For the next three hours, I sped to every dock in all of New York City. My tires screeched around each corner. I messaged Alessandro. I messaged all of the guys I knew who would be at the dock this morning. I even thought about messaging Daddy, but I didn’t want him to think I didn’t have this under control.

      Everyone seemed to want to fuck me over today.

      The cobalt sky faded to powder blue over some of the buildings on the horizon. In less than an hour, rays of light would begin breaking their ways between the skyscrapers, and I had done nothing. Absolutely nothing.

      I’d checked every single dock, except one.

      West 79th Street.

      Cars were leaving, one by one, through different exits. A cargo truck passed me as I sped into the lot. One of Daddy’s men sat in the driver’s seat. He had the damn audacity to wave at me.

      I pressed down on the gas. Alessandro was going to regret this!

      He was walking to his car with his phone pressed to his ear. I slammed on the brakes, nearly giving myself whiplash, and hopped out of my Benz.

      “I will be by later,” he said, gazing up at me. He clicked off the phone and slid it into his pocket. “Reginetta.” A smirk stretched across his lips. “Finally decided to show up.”

      I pushed my hands into his chest. “You stronzo! I had to drive around all of New York because you’d told me the wrong address.”

      He chuckled. “I did no such thing.”

      “You will pay for this, Alessandro.”

      He took a threatening step toward me. “Is the princess going to tell her daddy on me?” He circled around me. “What’re you going to tell him?”

      I clenched my fists, wishing that I hadn’t left my damn purse in the car. I would’ve already done more than hit him over the head with it.

      He walked around me, stopping to stand behind me, dangerously close, and placed his lips by my ear. “You won’t tell your daddy because you know he won’t believe you.”

      My breath hitched. He wouldn’t. And I’d bet Alessandro had volunteered to take me out so he could flat-out fuck me over like this. That had probably been his plan the whole time.

      I poked my finger into his chest. “What’s your damn problem?”

      “You’d get in the way.”

      “You don’t know that.”

      “Yes, I do.” He stuffed his hands into his pockets and tilted his head. “Women like you⁠—”

      “Don’t you dare finish that sentence! You know nothing about me.” I seethed.

      He clenched his jaw. “Daddy’s little girl snags the perfect guy next door, gets everything she’s ever wanted, doesn’t have to work a day in her life … I know exactly who you are.”

      I crossed my arms over my chest. “You think I wanted this life?”

      “I think you don’t know any other kind. You wouldn’t be able to survive without your daddy and all his money,” he said.

      He reached for the car door, but I snatched his wrist.

      He wrapped his hands around my throat. “What did I tell you about touching me?” His thumbs pressed into the sides of my neck, making it hard to breathe. “What did I tell you, reginetta?” He slammed me up against his car. “Did I tell you not to?”

      “What’re you going to do about it?”

      Those cold gray eyes glared down at me. He released a little pressure on my neck, his thumb trailing roughly down my jaw. I shoved him away, but he grinded his pelvis further into me and held me in place.

      “You’re a stronzo.”

      He shook his head and grazed his thumb over my lip. “Ci provi troppo.” He pushed me away and opened his car door. “Don’t fuck up the address next time, reginetta, and we won’t have a problem.”

      Then, he shut the door on me and sped out of the lot.
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      That stronzo was not getting away with this so easily. I slammed the car door and started the car.

      What was his problem? I would’ve done exactly what he needed me to, and he knew that. He knew I wouldn’t pull anything because I needed to prove myself to Daddy.

      So, why? Because he was another one of Daddy’s men who thought so lowly of the women in this family that it was laughable.

      I sped down the road, trailing after his car. Was I crazy for doing it? Maybe. But what was even crazier was, I saw Tommy’s stupid car parked on the side of the road, next to a high-end breakfast restaurant, and I stopped.

      Mr. Alessandro Russo would be dealt with later.

      This was a more urgent matter. I’d seen him fucking the bitch before, but he never took her out. His bank statement had expensive purchases, which were for her and her only because I never saw that Mercedes or that $6K Cartier bracelet. But I knew for a fact that he never showed her off to anyone else.

      Now, he was using my family’s money to take her out on dates that he had not taken me on in weeks.

      I pulled over to the side of the road, across the street from the restaurant, and waited for them. What had I ever seen in Tommy? He had to be one of the stupidest men on this goddamn planet.

      Someone knocked on my window, making me jump. I gazed over to see a police officer staring at me through the glass. His brows were furrowed.

      “Hello?” I asked politely.

      “Hello. Are you Ms. Capitelli?”

      I pressed my lips together. “Why?”

      He chuckled. “Don’t worry. I’m with Detective William.”

      “Detective William?”

      “Yes.”

      I paused for a few moments, gazing back at the restaurant to see if Tommy had walked out yet. The door opened, and a tacky blonde walked out with her arm curled around Tommy’s. Her head rested on his shoulder in an attempt to look cute.

      “He wanted me to deliver a message to you,” the officer said.

      The woman on Tommy’s arm had her breasts pushed up far beyond belief.

      I mean, good for her, but does she have to look like that during breakfast? Jesus Christ.

      Tommy wrapped an arm around her shoulders and drew her closer, a big smile on his face. He whispered something in her ear, and they shared a laugh.

      “Ms. Capitelli?” the officer said.

      Once Tommy and that bitch got into their car, I started mine.

      The officer grabbed my hand on the steering wheel. “William needs to talk.”

      “Tell him that he can tell me himself.” Tommy’s car sped down the road. “I need to go now.”

      Without another word, I pulled onto the road. Tommy would drop her off, and then he’d drive to my place and tell me that he’d had a long night at work.

      Instead of going right back home to hear his lame excuse, I drove to Il Giardino del Cancio. Daddy’s guards urged me to wait outside since he had a very important guest inside. I walked in anyway.

      I needed to make sure I talked to him before Alessandro had a chance to.

      He sat across from a balding man and gave him the smile he always did right before closing a big deal. After they shook hands, Daddy lifted his gaze to meet mine. He clenched his jaw and dismissed the man.

      Everyone left the room, including the guards. When the door closed behind his very important guest—a guest obviously more important than me—he turned to me, eyes ice cold.

      “Chiara.” He shook his head. “I gave you exactly what you wanted. I gave you a chance to run this family, and you blew it.”

      Alessandro had already told him, dammit.

      “I was at the exact address he gave me, Daddy. He gave me the wrong place to meet⁠—”

      He slammed his fist down on the table. “Don’t give me excuses, Chiara. I can see right through your lies.”

      “It’s not an excuse!”

      He grasped my arm, forcing me closer, and lowered his voice. “I gave you a chance. I wanted to see you run this family.” Lie. “Do you know how bad it looks that you didn’t show up? It looks like you aren’t taking this job seriously, and I can’t have you fucking this up for our family.”

      “Why don’t you believe me? Is it because nobody wants a wom⁠—”

      He rolled his eyes. “Don’t start with that shit, tesoro. You know I want to see you run this family.”

      “Then, why do you believe Alessandro and not me?”

      “Alessandro has been in this business since he was seventeen. He knows exactly what he’s doing. He knows exactly who he can trust and who he can’t.”

      “So, are you saying that you don’t trust me?”

      He covered his face and groaned. “Tesoro, tesoro, tesoro …”

      “Is that why you gave Alessandro the address and not me?”

      After a few moments of silence, he shook his head. “That’s enough. If you are looking for another chance to redeem yourself, you need to take it up with Alessandro. You are dismissed.”

      My eyes widened. He was serious. Oh my God.

      “But, Dad⁠—”

      “Go home, Chiara,” he said. “Tommy is probably waiting for you.”

      Of course. How could I forget good-boy, suck-up Tommy?

      “Don’t forget the party tonight. I expect you to be there,” Daddy said.

      I pushed past him and rushed out the door.

      “Good morning, reginetta.” Alessandro walked into the restaurant, gazed back at me, and flashed me a smirk right as the door shut on my face.

      I wanted to go back in and make him pay, but Daddy wouldn’t believe me and wouldn’t allow it. Killing Alessandro would just make more of a mess for Daddy.

      But did it matter? He already didn’t trust me—and he shouldn’t.
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