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[image: ]




Chiara Ferrari

“YOU ARE GOING TO GET married.” My mother burst into the room, suddenly, throwing the double doors wide open.

I was sitting on my younger sister’s bed, braiding her red hair. Eleonora looked at our mother with little interest, because this scene had already played out several times over the last few years and we all knew how it ended.

I was not going to get married.

“Who’s the idiot this time?” I asked, focused on the hairstyle I was working on.

“No one knows. Your father has opened a competition among the caporegimes’ sons. Whoever brings him the head of Santiago Dominguez on your twenty-fourth birthday gets your hand,” she replied, flustered. “It’s next week.”

I stopped what I was doing and stared at my mother, who seemed anxious, pacing back and forth across the large bedroom I’d shared with my sisters since I was born.

Despite living in a mansion, my father never let us sleep in separate rooms. He said we were safer together and it would preserve our purity.

Which I didn’t understand, because if we wanted to fuck, we could go anywhere else, though it was hard to shake all the guards who were constantly on our heels.

Each of us had two personal bodyguards, and one of them reported everything we did during the day to my father. It was a massive invasion of privacy, but it was how Stefano kept his daughters in line and safe.

“You will be engaged on the day of your birthday party.”

“My father is going too far. But I don’t think any of those weaklings will succeed,” I said, trying to stay calm.

Santiago Dominguez is a Mexican, the head of a cartel that caused problems for my father a few months back. Even though I don’t know much about it, I know he’s dangerous because our security was tightened.

“He’s also offering a dowry of five hundred thousand for your hand. The men will be very motivated,” Lucrezia continued.

“What is this? Have we gone back to the last century? He’s selling me.”

“He gave you the chance to choose a husband when you turned eighteen, but you refused, and now you’re getting in the way of your sisters’ chances.”

“Serena can marry before me. I don’t mind.”

My sister on the other side of the room lowered the book she was reading and shot me a look of pity. Serena was the second oldest and, unlike me, she did everything to please our father’s will. Of course she would marry any man he chose, but I wouldn’t let that happen.

Serena was the most understanding and gentle of us, Stefano’s perfect daughter, with a beauty that made every man fall at her feet, especially when she knew how to use those brilliantly bright blue eyes.

“You know he won’t marry any of them off before you. It’s a disgrace for his eldest daughter to still be single,” my mother went on grumbling.

“Those idiots won’t succeed.” I finished Eleonora’s braid and she got up to look at herself in the mirror.

She didn’t like to cut her hair, which was already down to her ass, so on hot days Eleonora made me braid it.

“What if one of them does?” Serena asked, more worried about the situation than I was.

“Then I run away. I’m not marrying any of those men.”

Bad, corrupt men who only think about power and treat their wives like objects. I didn’t ask to be born into this family. I didn’t ask to be a Don’s daughter, and it all suffocated me.

“Daughter, do not try your father’s patience.” There was a plea in my mother’s voice.

“I am not merchandise he can sell whenever he wants. I will not get married, and no one will force me to.”

“I’d be grateful if you left, then you’d stop messing up our lives.” My second youngest sister came into the room, filing her nails.

“Antonella!” Mama scolded her most unbearable daughter.

Antonella managed to be the worst of us—jealous and spoiled, always wanting everything for herself, the queen of drama. I usually ignore the shit that comes out of her mouth, to keep the “peace.”

“I’m already twenty, and if Chiara doesn’t get married, we’ll all end up spinsters,” she retorted, annoyed.

“I don’t mind being a spinster,” Eleonora commented, earning a contemptuous look from our sister.

“After I’m married, you can be whatever you want, even a nun.”

“Good luck finding someone who wants to marry a snake.”

“Girls, stop it,” my mother cut the fight short.

“I’m going to marry Nicolas Romano. He’ll wait for me.”

Nicolas was the only son of one of the caporegimes. His clan was based in Providence, but he visited Boston more than normal just to see my sister. He had a certain handsomeness, but nothing too impressive. Antonella and he have a secret affair, and if my father found out, the boy would be dead.

“I’ve told you to stop rubbing up against that boy. If your father finds out, there will be no wedding,” my mother scolded, and the girl shrugged, seeming not to care.

Antonella liked to laugh in the face of danger. Since she was a child, she was always the one who caused the most trouble, but my father never accepted bad behavior and always punished her. Maybe that’s why she held so much anger toward us—because we weren’t like her, and Stefano always treated us with affection.

“I’m an adult, Mother. I can’t just wait around for my foolish sisters to get married before I can be with a man,” she retorted, annoyed, tying her blonde hair into a ponytail.

“Antonella, if you’re telling me you’re not a virgin anymore...”

“You have doubts, Mother? That one’s not a virgin anywhere, front or back,” Eleonora mocked.

“Your father will kill you, girl.”

“No, he won’t, if he doesn’t know,” she replied flippantly.

“You cannot shame our family like this. What will your husband do when he discovers you’re not a virgin on your wedding night?”

“My husband will be Nicolas, so it’s fine. He won’t complain to anyone.”

“I will not let my daughter marry a boy who dishonored her.”

“You’d rather my father kill him and stain the family name?” she challenged our mother, who was about to lose her mind with anger.

Lucrezia took a deep breath and looked at each of us with disappointment.

“Does any one of you have something else to tell me? Can someone please tell me where I went wrong with you? Do I need to remind you who you are and how important you are to this family?”

“Mama, calm down. You know Antonella likes to provoke people,” Serena tried to smooth things over.

“I failed to give my husband an heir. One of your husbands will be the next successor if your father is ever no longer with us. The wrong man will bring ruin to our entire family.”

“We are the heirs, Mother. We should take Papa’s place, not some man,” I replied calmly, and my sisters looked at me as if I were insane.

“I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that absurdity, because you know women have no voice here. I raised you to be perfect brides. You will have children, and your children will be the successors to this entire empire. But you must marry a wise man who will not destroy everything your father built.”

“But what about Enrico, Mama? Wouldn’t he be Papa’s next successor?” Serena asked, trying to hide her concern for our cousin and adoptive brother.

Enrico came to live with us when he was still small, after our aunt and uncle died in an ambush by Russian enemies. My father raised him as his own son, and now, at twenty-five, Enrico is his underboss.

Serena had tried to disguise her looks toward him since childhood, but she couldn’t hide them from me. I see every feeling that passes through those eyes, which was a big problem for her because our cousin was out of the question.

“The Commission will decide if your cousin takes your father’s place, but Chiara’s husband would also enter the running,” my mother replied, annoyed, because she never really accepted the fact that Papa raised his nephew as a son.

It was as if she didn’t want him to steal our place, and deep down, I just felt sorry for her for all the judgment and pressure she’d endured her whole life for not giving the Don a son.

That’s what women were for in the Cosa Nostra: to breed and to smile at events. And God help you if you didn’t have a son—it was a disgrace, especially if you were a boss’s wife.

Lucrezia tried as hard as her body could. There were four attempts, four failures, until she could no longer get pregnant. My father loved her, loved us. We were his princesses, and he would do anything for us.

He always made it clear he didn’t care about not having an heir, and God help anyone who dared open their mouth to insult us or my mother.

“I am not having any husband,” I muttered irritably, trying to make her understand once and for all that I would not be part of that system.

I would never be any man’s puppet.

“Why do you all want Papa to die? He’s not going to die soon, is he?” Eleonora asked worriedly.

“No, dear. But we must plan for the future.” My mother smiled at her, then turned back to me with her posture tense. “Throwing a tantrum is useless, daughter. You will get married and honor your family’s name.”

It was pointless to argue, so I let her think what she wanted. I was not going to get married, and if I were forced into it, I don’t think my husband would survive the wedding night.

Perhaps, as a widow, I’d be discarded and the family would finally leave me in peace.
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CHAPTER 2

[image: ]




Otto Rossi

I PULLED ON MY SHIRT as I watched the woman sit on the bed, her expression one of abandonment. But nothing was stronger than my frustration at wasting my time here with her.

“I thought you’d stay longer.” She mumbled, running a hand over the red marks on her wrists.

I took in her thin body and the fear in her dark eyes. She’d offered herself to me for the whole night, but she hadn’t even lasted thirty minutes once we came up to the room.

I’d admired her courage for a moment, but we weren’t on the same page. She wanted to play house and hear sweet nothings, while all I wanted was to tie her wrists and fuck her ass until she didn’t have the strength to scream anymore.

No complaints, no tears, just good sex to relieve all the tension from a long, tiring day.

“And what would you have given me for the whole night?”

I sat on the mattress to lace up my worn-out boots, which were still stained with the blood of the last man I’d killed.

“If you took it a little easier...” she suggested, trying to move closer, but she seemed afraid.

Some women weren’t made for me; I usually looked for the less complicated ones.

“Don’t look for me again, girl.”

“Rossi...”

I heard her call my name as I left the room, but I ignored it. The hallway was full of locked doors and the sounds of people fucking. I should have been doing the same if my chosen companion for the night hadn’t been afraid of me.

I had a bad reputation around here, and not just any woman caught my attention. Half of them wanted to be in my bed, and the other half fled from my gaze.

“Devil’s eyes,” that’s what they called me around here, because whoever became my target saw the devil himself. I took my work seriously, and I was very good at what I did. If I was paid to eliminate someone, I made sure the individual went to hell and never came back.

“That was quick.” My aunt served me a drink when I came down to the bar.

“Why didn’t you tell me that girl wasn’t for me?” I pulled up a stool to sit. The guys next to us got up and moved away when they recognized me.

“She’s new here. You took a liking to her, what could I do? It’s not like you accept being contradicted.” She leaned on the counter and looked at the activity around us. “You need to stop scaring away my customers, or you’ll have to support me.”

“What are you doing with the profit Romano gives you every month?”

This was one of our drug distribution points, a small bar and brothel on a quiet street in Providence. So Martina got a percentage of the profits for letting us use her bar and cooperating with the Clan’s business. Ironically, she was my only blood family.

“That pittance barely keeps this place running, let alone sustains my luxuries.” She complained, going to serve another customer.

I ignored her grumbling, focusing on my beer, until I heard the bar door open and the atmosphere in the room shift. Whoever had just walked in was drawing everyone’s attention. Everyone’s but mine.

“Mr. Romano, what brings you to my humble establishment?” Martina feigned enthusiasm for the person behind me.

“I need your services, Rossi. You’d better put down that beer and get to work.” The little shit, Nicolas Romano, sat down beside me, completely ignoring my aunt.

Being the boss’s son, the playboy thought he could talk to me or anyone else as if we were his subordinates. I’d lost my patience with this little shit a long time ago, and it wouldn’t take much for my pistol to blow his pretty little face apart.

“She spoke to you.”

“What?”

“The lady is waiting for an answer.” I looked at my aunt, who was still staring dumbly at the little shit beside me.

“Oh, I don’t want anything from this place.” He replied with disdain, looking around as if disgusted.

Martina just nodded and moved away, leaving us alone, but her brown eyes were still on us.

“As I said before, I need your services.” He returned to the subject.

“I’m off the clock.” I took another swig of my beer, trying to ignore his irritating presence.

“Stefano Ferrari is giving his eldest daughter in marriage to the son of the caporegime who brings him the head of Santiago Dominguez. Along with a dowry of five hundred thousand dollars.” He continued to chatter in my ear.

Hearing that name made my blood heat up. The bastard responsible for my father’s death lived like an untouched king on his throne, and my greatest desire was to watch him break.

A leader who didn’t care about the lives of his soldiers was no good leader.

“Five hundred thousand? Is he that desperate?”

“Chiara is past marrying age. But that’s not your concern. I’ll give you half the money if you bring me that man’s head before the weekend.” He made his proposal, looking at me expectantly.

“The prince doesn’t want to get his own hands dirty?” I asked, understanding his plan.

The subordinate would do the dirty work so the little prince could claim the reward.

“You’re fast and good at what you do.” He replied, and by the look in his eye, he was only praising me to get that favor.

“Isn’t this a scam?”

“Not if no one finds out. Not even my father.”

Francesco wouldn’t accept what his chicken-shit son was scheming. It would be a disgrace to the Romano family if they discovered that fraud, and besides, Stefano wouldn’t forgive such a deception.

If he was giving his daughter away in exchange for a mission, then he was expecting an act of heroism and bravery, because a coward wasn’t worthy of his heiress.

“Wasn’t your relationship with the other sister, by any chance?” I arched an eyebrow, and the playboy shrugged.

I knew the Romano heir’s trips to Boston were about more than mafia business. He didn’t hide his secret passion for one of the younger Ferrari heiresses from anyone. And she was a dirty little slut who didn’t mind spreading her legs for this idiot.

“I’m going to be part of that family. It doesn’t matter which sister I have to marry. But by marrying the eldest, I have a great chance of being the next Don in the future. And you, my friend, will have privileges if you help me.” His eyes held an ambitious gleam.

The bastard was cunning, but he was also an incompetent coward, and cowards got nowhere in the hard life we led. His only luck was being the son of a caporegime and having his privileges. Nicolas wouldn’t last a week as a soldier, doing the dirty work that was left to us.

“I’m not your friend. And if you want my help, I want the full five hundred thousand.” I gave my counter-offer, noting the annoyance on his face.

“Are you crazy?”

“I’ll do all the dirty work, and you’ll get the woman and the throne. Five hundred thousand will be nothing to you.”

The idiot thought for a moment and then broke into an arrogant smile.

“You’re right. That money is a pittance compared to what I’ll have. The presentation is on Sunday, at Chiara’s birthday party. You have a week to do your job.”

“I’ll do it in three days.” I pushed my glass forward, signaling Martina for another beer.

She approached, pretending not to hear what we were saying.

“I like you for that, you arrogant prick. What’s the plan?”

“Go to Mexico and kill the bastard. That’s the plan.”

“That’s a lot of arrogance on your part, Rossi. Just be careful you don’t come back in a coffin.”

“If you’re here begging for my help, you know the only one going in a coffin will be Santiago Dominguez’s body, because his head will be at the presentation on Sunday so you can soon be married and fucking a virgin pussy.”

“That’s why I like you, Rossi. You’re the devil himself. Don’t worry, your tab here is on me.” His voice sounded excited as he gave me a pat on the shoulder. “If you keep our deal, you’ll drink beer for free for the rest of your life.”

I shot him a serious look, telling him to get his hands off me. The idiot backed away, wiping his hand on his pants.

“I pay for my own drinks.” I retorted, irritated.

“Still proud. I’ll see you on Sunday.” He left the bar quickly, a cynical smile on his face.

“Are you really going to do this?” Martina asked, showing she’d heard the whole conversation.

“It’s five hundred thousand.” I replied, stating my only interest in that madness.

“And if they discover this scam and want to pin the blame on you?” She leaned in, whispering close to my face.

I studied her features, the tired face with a few wrinkles of a woman nearing fifty but who dressed like she was twenty.

“Worried about me?”

“Of course I’m worried. You’re my only nephew. Even though your mother made the wrong choice marrying a man like your father, and now we’re part of this mess, I promised I’d look after you.”

“I’m a grown man, Aunt. You shouldn’t worry about me. And if I die one day, no one’s going to destroy this dump.” I warned her, knowing her only real concern was this bar and how she’d survive if I weren’t here.

I left a hundred-dollar bill under the counter and stood up as she took the money and tucked it between her breasts.

“Feed Diablo. I’ll be gone for a few days.”

“What if he bites me?” Her voice sounded petulant.

“He’s too smart for that.”

“Will you give me some of the money?”

“Have I ever let you go hungry?” I shot back, annoyed by the stupid question.

Ever since I started working, Martina had found ways to take money from me. This bar she built was with my help, so much so that she let me have a little room under it, where the basement should be.

The place was even cozy, and it was where I found a little peace and quiet when I came back tired from my jobs.

And deep down, I liked to pretend my aunt cared about me a little.

“Good luck, dear.” She smiled, waving as I left the bar.

Luck wasn’t really my dilemma. There’s no such thing as luck in the world we live in.
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CHAPTER 3
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Chiara Ferrari

I KICKED THE HEAVY bag until it swung, then met its sway with a rhythm of punches. Sweat ran down my neck, and my muscles ached from hours of training, but I wasn’t going to stop.

I liked training in the morning, especially when I needed to vent, like today. I’d barely slept, thinking about the problem my father had orchestrated behind my back.

I still hadn’t found the courage to speak to him because I was too disappointed; I needed to calm down first. The man who had treated me like a princess my entire life was now selling me off, showing me exactly what a woman was worth in the mafia.

We were nothing. Just merchandise for men to trade and use to satisfy their desires. But I wouldn’t accept that. Not in any way. I wouldn’t bow my head to any man.

“What did this poor bag ever do to you?” Angelo approached with a small, pitying smile.

He was the gym trainer and instructor for the family’s new soldiers, as well as a great friend who’d taught me everything I knew.

A woman needed to learn to defend herself, especially the daughter of a Don. But unlike my sisters, who hated self-defense lessons, I went far beyond that.

I wasn’t training just to protect myself. I was training to protect my family, and so that if the day ever came, I could take my father’s place. I wouldn’t let any man take what was rightfully mine.

“I’m visualizing my future husband.” I shoved the heavy bag away and started unwrapping the tape from my hands.

Angelo’s expression turned serious. He crossed his arms over muscles covered by a black tank top.

“The news reached me. Your father has outdone himself this time.”

“He’s finally lost his mind. I need to be ready for anything.”

“And what’s your plan?”

I shook my head, put my hands on my hips, and paced the floor, thoughtful. Angelo had always been on my side, helping me dodge marriages.

“I won’t be a good wife. And maybe, just maybe, my husband will have a heart attack on our wedding night. A real shame, that.”

“Poor man. Little does he know his fate is already being plotted by his own wife.”

“He’ll only realize he’s crossed the wrong woman when he feels a knife at his jugular.”

“You can’t leave a trail, Chiara. Poisoning your husband leaves fewer clues than a bloodbath. You could pin it on a cook,” he suggested, making me frown.

“No one will take the blame for my actions. That’s wrong,” I retorted, disliking the idea of an innocent woman dying in my place.

There had to be another way out of this marriage without dragging someone else into it.

“You are the Don’s firstborn, but that won’t stop you from being judged for killing a caporegime’s son. The Commission could even strip your father’s power for an act of treason and conspiracy.”

“I have to do something, Angelo. I can’t live a life trapped in a house, obeying the orders of a man I don’t even know.”

“Maybe he’ll be different. Maybe your husband will let you do what you like,” he tried to soothe me.

I shook my head and let out an ironic laugh at his naivety.

“That’s the problem right there—him letting me do what I want. No man should command a woman. We are free people.” I pointed to my own chest, covered by a red sports top.

He nodded and stepped closer, placing his hands on my slender shoulders.

“I’ll be with you, whatever you decide. But please, be careful,” he asked with the customary calm I admired.

Angelo was four years older than me. He gave good advice and treated me like a younger sister.

“If I had to get married, I’d want it to be to you,” I said suddenly, watching confusion flicker in his light brown eyes.

“Just because I indulge your every whim?” He gave a weak laugh.

“That too. But you’re handsome, and you don’t bore me.” I let my gaze travel over his muscular frame, thinking of all the times I’d caught myself admiring him.

Even though I saw him only as a friend, Angelo’s beauty wasn’t something you could ignore, and he was one of the most honest men I knew.

“Your father would never accept a soldier as your husband, Chiara.” He made a face, not seeming thrilled by the idea.

“But what if I convince him I love you? He might change his mind.”

“What is this, Chiara?” Angelo ran a hand through his light brown hair, looking uncomfortable with the subject.

Suddenly, a crazy idea came to me—perhaps the most insane one I’d ever had.

“I can’t marry a stranger. But if I marry you, we could have a marriage of convenience. We’d both be free to do as we please,” I said eagerly.

Angelo looked at me, surprised, then let out a nervous chuckle.

“I’d really like to help you, Chiara, but I can’t do that.”

“I’ll make it worth your while. And we wouldn’t have to stay married forever.”

“I’m in love with someone else. I’m sorry,” he said suddenly, destroying all my plans.

“Oh. I’m sorry. You have a girlfriend?”

“Not exactly. But if I marry you, even as a sham, I’ll have no chance with her.”

“It’s fine. I’m sorry. I’m just desperate.” I stepped back, feeling like an idiot.

“Your father takes very good care of his daughters. He won’t hand you over to just any man. And you know how to defend yourself—that’s your weapon against an abusive man. Besides, I’m here if you can’t handle things and need me to rescue you. Nobody messes with any of my girls.” He pulled me into a hug to console me.

“Did I tell you I love you today?”

“I’ve been waiting since the moment I walked in here,” he teased, pretending to be hurt.

We started laughing, and I felt lighter by his side, but we stopped when we heard soft footsteps in the gym.

Antonella walked past up ahead, in a tight top and shorts, with her usual air of haughty superiority, ignoring any human being in her path.

She climbed onto a treadmill, put in earbuds, and started running.

I looked at Angelo, who was also watching her, his posture now more tense. It reminded me that Antonella lived the life of an untouchable princess who didn’t care about anything, not even self-defense lessons.

“She really refused the defense classes?” I asked worriedly, stepping out of my friend’s embrace.

“She said she has bodyguards for that, and if they couldn’t protect her, they were failures.” He frowned, glancing at my sister’s two bodyguards waiting for her at the gym door.

It wasn’t easy to convince Antonella to do anything she didn’t want to do, and she’d definitely give Angelo a hard time, so it was better to leave her alone.

“Fine, that is their job. What about Serena and Eleonora?”

“Serena is more delicate. She doesn’t like hand-to-hand combat; she finds it too violent. But she’s already good in shooting lessons. And Eleonora likes throwing knives. She’s clever and articulate behind that innocent smile.” He smiled with amusement talking about my sisters.

I worried about them a lot. Our mother had spoiled them quite a bit and spent our entire childhood and adolescence teaching us to play an instrument, cook, and be good wives. We were raised to be trophy wives, but she forgot the most important thing.

We are a mafioso’s daughters. Our world, our lives, aren’t like a normal girl’s. There’s no guarantee of safety. We can’t trust everyone. And one day, my father’s place should be ours, if we weren’t surrounded by chauvinistic men.

We have to be prepared for anything. Even a marriage to a stranger who could be our greatest enemy.

[image: ]

“MY FEET ARE KILLING me. Where is that old man?” Antonella complained, perched on heels far too high for lunch.

“Can’t you keep your mouth shut?” Serena retorted calmly beside me.

“At least I’m not a potted plant like you.”

“Girls.” My mother reprimanded us.

We were standing in front of the dining table, waiting for our father to come to lunch. The staff had already set the table and were waiting to serve us.

Meals were important family moments that Stefano refused to miss. Everyone had to eat together at the table, always at the same time, but today he was already ten minutes late.

I wasn’t hungry, and I certainly wasn’t in the mood to look at his face. I felt betrayed.

“Sorry to keep you waiting.”

My father appeared, kissing each of us on the forehead. Before he could reach me, I hurried to my seat, not caring that I was snubbing him.

I heard my mother’s tired sigh and the silence that fell over the room.

I was affronting the head of the family, the most important man in this house and perhaps the country, but all that mattered to me right now was my broken heart.

My father said nothing about my inappropriate behavior, but he asked my sisters to sit so we could begin the daily ritual.

Eating and talking about our plans for the day, or something new we’d learned. My father listened to my sisters, and I just kept eating in silence, feeling his eyes on me.

Serena talked about the dance classes she taught for the Clan’s children and an upcoming recital. She was a ballerina and excellent at what she did. Eleonora mentioned she was doing well in self-defense and had learned another song on the piano. Antonella complained about a store that didn’t have the shoes she wanted and asked our father to sue them, then griped about her bodyguards suffocating her.

“You’re quiet today, Chiara. Nothing to tell me?” he finally asked, making me meet his calm expression.

At fifty-one, Stefano was well-preserved, though his hair and beard were starting to go gray.

“I had a dream last night,” I began, feeling all attention shift to me.

“And how was this dream?” my father asked, interested.

“I was getting married. But my groom died at the altar. Blood everywhere. My dress was ruined. Can you guess who killed him?” I looked angrily at the man seated at the head of the table.

My father fell silent but frowned, displeased.

“What a horrible thing to say, Chiara. We’re eating,” my mother scolded from my father’s right side.

“Stay after lunch, Chiara. I want to talk to you,” was all Stefano said.

“That won’t be necessary.”

“We will talk.” He reinforced it, showing me who was in charge here.

My sisters finished their meals in silence and left the table with my mother, leaving me alone with the monster.

“You’re about to turn twenty-four. Two of your sisters are already twenty-two and twenty. You all should have been married at eighteen. How do you think that makes us look?” he began.

“I thought family was more important than other people.”

“Not when we are the most important family. I lead other families, and I need to set an example. I gave you the chance to choose a husband since you were eighteen, but you never wanted to.”

“Maybe I didn’t want to get married,” I retorted.

“You must marry, and all this stubbornness is hurting your sisters,” Stefano reprimanded me.

“I already said I don’t care if you marry them off before me.”

“If I marry them all off and only the eldest remains, people will think you’re defective. And my daughter is not defective. Next Sunday, you will be engaged. That’s final.”

“No matter with whom,” I sneered.

“The caporegimes’ sons are honorable, young men. It’s what you need.”

“I don’t need to marry for love, do I?” I said with bitter irony, feeling a hysterical laugh bubble up.

“You can learn to love your husband. Don’t worry about that,” he replied dismissively.

I had to look deep into his dark brown eyes to believe he was serious.

“I will not marry a stranger,” I retorted, my voice low.

“You’ll have a lifetime to get to know him. You’d better put on a smile and be happy with this marriage. Don’t make me take a decision I don’t want to take.”

“Which would be?”

“Dragging you to the altar by force. Even if you’re tied up, you will get married.”

It wasn’t my father saying this. It was the leader of Cosa Nostra. Even though we were family, business came first.

“Excuse me. I don’t want to hear any more.” I stood up, tired of the conversation.

Stefano said nothing more and let me leave the room, leaving me completely disappointed and shaken by him.

​
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CHAPTER 4
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Otto Rossi

I TOSSED THE BLACK backpack with my gear and weapons onto the bed. Nicolas was lending me his private jet to get me to Mexico discreetly and faster; I’d leave before dawn. My dog watched me as if he knew I was going away and leaving him alone.

Sometimes it seemed like he was judging me, but I knew he understood everything I said, so I wasn’t some lunatic who talked to animals.

“What’s up, big guy? You know I always come back, right?”

I sat on the mattress and patted my leg, waiting for him to jump up. Diablo licked me all over and then lay on the bed, his head on my leg, looking at me with those needy, pleading eyes.

“If you keep looking at me like that, I’ll think you want a girlfriend.”

He rubbed his snout against my belly in response.

“You’re going to look after our house and Aunt Martina. Better not bite her, or the old lady will get mad.”

Diablo barked in agreement as I ran my hand through his brown fur, flecked with black.

“Smart boy.”

I rescued Diablo from the streets five years ago. He’s a German Shepherd who was in pretty rough shape, but I took care of him and now he’s a strong boy who helps me when I need to track down some son of a bitch, and he can make plenty of grown men run for their lives.

Ironically, the dog was the only friend I had and trusted. Comparing him to the rotten human race was an insult to him.

“The bed’s all yours until I get back, boy, but no doing your business here. I don’t want any surprises on my blanket.”

He jumped down and ran to get his ball, returning with it in his mouth. I scratched his head and threw the ball for him to fetch.

The basement was large; it had just my bed, a weapons rack, and a small bathroom. Diablo had the rest of the space to himself, but during the day, he liked to roam the neighborhood to soak up the sun.

I threw the ball a few more times, and he ended up bumping into the desk, knocking over the picture frame that was there.

“Bad move, boy.”

He sat down as if he knew he’d done something wrong and lowered his head.

When I picked up the broken frame from the floor, I found a photo of my father with me sitting on his shoulders from when I was still a kid.

I was smiling because I thought my father was my invincible superhero and that the world beyond the one we lived in could be good.

I sighed, gripping the image tightly.

What a fool I was. There’s nothing good about the mafia; once you’re in, the only way out is in a coffin, and I’d rather be the one sending people to the coffin, especially the one who took my father from me.

“Let’s clean up this mess.”
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SANTIAGO DOMINGUEZ had a favorite whorehouse. It wasn’t hard to find, since he ran that part of Tulum and was well-known there.

A man like him loved women and wealth, and the easiest way to get him was through his weakness.

I spent two days observing Santiago and the whole place, realizing the man was surrounded by beautiful women and could have whatever he wanted. He sat in the best seat and enjoyed the best stripper show with two bodyguards at his side, and he always ended the night with a younger woman.

The cartel boss just wasn’t prepared for the woman I’d prepared for him. My Delilah, who would destroy Samson.

Beautiful and seductive, an innocent look and a virgin pussy that every pimp like him was after. A deal and a few bills were enough to get the girl to help me. She was homeless, and I had to spend a bit changing her look and giving her food.

And now I watched her work from a distance, like a flawless actress. First, she danced and seduced Santiago until he asked her to sit on his lap.

My game was already won at that moment.

I took another sip of my beer, watching the girl grind in his lap as she whispered something in his ear.

I counted three seconds before he stood her up and guided her toward the hallway of rooms, gripping the girl’s ass tightly.

I shook my head, letting out a low laugh at how easily he’d fallen for a piece of ass. Centuries pass, and a man’s ruin will always be a woman. It’s impressive how much power they have over a fool who only thinks with his dick.

The assholes’ mistake is thinking they’re just the weaker sex, when in reality they could slit their throats easily in the blink of an eye.

I waited a few minutes, set the beer aside, and pulled one of the prostitutes passing by toward me by the waist.

She smiled, surprised, speaking in Spanish about how handsome I was, and her agile hands were already on the buttons of my half-open shirt.

I kissed her on the mouth, watching Santiago’s guards at the entrance to the hallway, and squeezed the girl’s ass, pulling her with me to take the same path.

The guys ignored us easily, and I told the girl beside me to stay quiet. There were several doors down the hall, but I followed where I knew the guy would go—the last one.

As arranged, the door would be slightly ajar.

I pushed the door open, barging into the room with the girl wrapped around my waist, finding Santiago standing in the middle of the room with my Delilah on her knees sucking his dick.

I felt sorry for the girl, and I’m sure she’d vomit later.

“What the fuck!” he shouted in Spanish.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I’m looking for an empty room,” I said in my own language, trying to sound like a lost tourist.

The man frowned, cursed again, thrusting his hips hard into the girl’s throat, making her gag.

“Go find another one for yourself, we’re busy here,” he replied in English, which didn’t surprise me.

“We could share. There’s no other empty room,” I suggested, playing dumb.

“I don’t share these bitches. You can find another corner if you don’t want to die.” He jerked his chin toward the gun lying on the bed.

“Or I can stay here and watch you die.”

I covered the mouth of the girl with me and drew the silenced pistol from my waist, aiming at the bastard’s forehead. He lost his color and tried to move, but it was too late.
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