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Blurb

 

“I told you I’d always be watching you, paperotta. Did you think I’d let you go if you turned your back on me?” 

 

Valentina Denaro

I’ve always had a crush on my dad’s best friend, but when he betrays my family and disappears, I vow to hate him until my dying breath. 

 

Especially when he kidnaps me on my wedding day and claims I owe him a debt. 

 

The devilishly handsome, sinfully tattooed mafia enforcer will collect his pound of flesh from me… with interest. 

 

Mario Luciano

As my mafia boss’s only daughter, Valentina Denaro is firmly off limits, but nothing will stop me from secretly lusting over her. She’s the perfect mafia princess; sweet, sassy, and way too innocent for a brutal man like me. 

 

When her father stabs me in the back and leaves me for dead based on her false accusations, I vow to get my revenge. 

 

I’ll make the curvy mafia princess pay for her lies. I’ll break her and make her mine, no matter what it takes. 

 

Stolen Vows (Vicious Mafia Kings Book 6) is a super spicy enemies-to –lovers, dark mafia, arranged marriage romance with a jealous/possessive hero, a strong, competent female lead, and a deliciously dirty battle of wills. 

 

This story is intended for 18+ readers and includes mature content such as graphic violence, profanity, captivity, and other adult themes. 

 

Can be read as a standalone. HEA guaranteed. 

 

 

 




Chapter 1

Valentina Denaro

I pop awake at the sound of footsteps in the hall and tighten my fist around my knife as fear sweat joins the sheen on my skin. Nightmares linger in the back of my mind, clouding my thoughts, but I focus on the soft braid clutched in my other hand and force my lungs to expand. The footsteps stop outside my door. 

I force my body to relax into the mattress. The clock ticks in the hall. A breeze ruffles the curtains, but the cool San Francisco evening air doesn’t reach my skin through my long-sleeved nightgown and tangled sheets. 

I wait with my heart pounding and ears straining, fighting against my instinct to roll off the bed, dart into the bathroom, and lock the door behind me. 

My door swings open, and through my lashes, I glimpse my father. Terror grips me. 

He flicks on my light and stomps into the room. 

I leave my knife under my pillow and sit up with a startled gasp even as relief pours through me. 

Drunk father never turns on the light. 

“Daddy? What’s wrong?” 

I cringe at my words but appeasing him is always more important than my pride. 

“Nothing, baby.” My stomach roils at his tone. “We’re going to New York.” I blink and swipe my hand over my face before donning an eager smile. Worms crawl under my skin as his eyes roam over me. “Get dressed and pack an overnight bag. Our plane leaves in two hours,” he says. 

I nod and pull my braids over my shoulders before reaching for my blankets. He turns and disappears down the hall. I slide my hand under my pillow and slip my knife into the flowy fabric of my nightgown as I swing my legs over the side of the bed. 

The smooth Saltillo tiles cool the soles of my feet as I cross the room and close myself in the bathroom. I press my shoulder against the door and turn the lock as quietly as possible, holding my breath until it slides into place. 

With shaking hands, I rush toward the sink and turn on the water before I drop to my knees and open the cabinet. After tucking my knife into the pocket of duct tape hidden on the underside of the counter, I rise and shut the cabinet, but the doorknob jiggles and I lose my grip. The wood bangs closed. 

I meet my eyes in the mirror as I cringe. 

Even with my haunted eyes, mature features, and darkened hair, my two French braids, frilly nightdress, and makeup-less face make me look too much like the child my mother left behind. 

Which is by design, but no less startling. I’m no longer the pampered twelve-year-old girl who felt cherished and safe with both parents watching over her. Instead, I’m a broken twenty-two-year-old woman desperate to escape her father’s growing mania. 

The only way out is the marriage he arranged for me in New York City. 

“Are you hiding something from me, Valentina?” my father asks from the other side of the door. 

My heart leaps into my throat. I crack the cabinet, sneak my arm inside, and grab the first thing my fingers touch. 

“No, Daddy, I’m just packing,” I say in as innocent a tone as I can manage. 

A wrapper crinkles in my hand. Mortification and fear flood my mind as I realize I grabbed a pack of menstrual pads. 

“Are you hurting, baby?” 

Sourness coats my tongue. I instinctually shake my head even though he can’t see me. 

“No, I’m fine. Better safe than sorry, so I’ll bring a few with me just in case.” 

“I thought you had emergency products in your purse already. Did you need to use them?” 

I scramble for an excuse, teetering on the edge of panic as I envision the glint of warped interest in his eyes as they soften in concern. 

“No, I gave them to a girl at the mall who had an accident, so I need to restock. I think it was her first period, so she wasn’t expecting it. She was so embarrassed.” 

I clamp my teeth together and curse my nervous rambling. My father’s silence fills my veins with ice. 

“Did you have a crowd?” he asks. 

“Of course. I was out shopping with the ladies from the country club. Don’t worry, Daddy, I—” I swallow and gather myself before lying in the high-pitched, sugary sweet voice I used as a child. “I bought the girl a pretty skirt from the top luxury brand store, and she was so happy she thanked me over and over again and all the ladies kept saying you raised such a sweet young woman and they couldn’t wait to tell their husbands how trustworthy you must be and—” 

“Alright, Valentina. I understand. Good job, baby. Are you sure you’re feeling okay? I know your periods are always irregular, but your last few were fairly mild, so you’re due for a—” 

I grit my teeth and glare down at the feminine products in my hand, blocking out his voice for a few moments while I regulate my breathing. 

Hatred roars through me so fiercely my entire body shakes. Disgust crawls over my skin. Hopelessness throbs deep inside my chest. 

“I’m sure, Daddy. I’ll be ready to go in less than half an hour,” I promise. 

The disappointment in his reply curdles my stomach. 

I shove the pads in the purse hanging from the hook just inside my walk-in closet before unbraiding my hair, shoving my sweaty nightgown in the hamper, and jumping into the shower for a quick rinse. Less than fifteen minutes later, I stand in front of the mirror wearing jeans and a modest top. 

I fashion my hair into a quick and easy updo, piling the brunette strands on the top of my head and securing the bun with a few metal-free ties before leaning close to my reflection and checking my roots. 

I’ll need to buy another box of hair dye as soon as we get to New York. 

Ever since my father began drinking after my mother left, I’ve tried to change my appearance so I look less like her, but there’s no hiding my delicate features and bright blue eyes. 

My father fell in love with my mother at first sight. I remember the sparkle in their eyes as they told of how he swept her off her feet—literally—and carried her off the football field. A stereotypical Cali girl through and through, my cheerleader mother had never met a dark and dangerous Italian mobster before, but he had the funds to keep her in luxury and the charisma to steal her heart. For fourteen years, they lived the American dream, twelve of those with me as the center of their universe. 

Then everything fell apart and I became my father’s deepest wound. 

I shove several pairs of clothing into a medium suitcase, ensuring I have something to wear no matter what situation my father throws me into, and fill a smaller case with makeup, jewelry, and shoes. Kneeling beside my dresser, I pause as my eyes catch on the item tucked into the corner of the bottom drawer. The only remnants of my most treasured doll as a child, I lift the bundle of bright yellow yarn and hold it on my palm before cupping my hands under my nose. 

Bittersweet memories spear through me as I inhale. My mother’s perfume lingers under the smell of smoke. I barely saved this tiny piece of my favorite doll from the fireplace when my father turned his back to toss more things into the flames. The burns on my fingertips bubbled and scarred, but I feared losing my treasure so fiercely I bore the pain in silence. 

That was the first time in my life I didn’t run to someone else when I was hurt. 

There was no one to run to anymore. 

Also masked within the smell of flames lies a rich, masculine cologne. Not my father’s. My uncle’s. Tears gather on my lashes even as my heart grows cold. 

I spent so much time with him as a child he was like a second father to me, even though my mother only treated him as a brother. Maybe life would be easier if they had crossed that line and run off together instead of shattering my heart one after the other. 

I tuck the yarn back into the drawer, unwilling to ruminate on the man who ripped every ounce of security from my life. The snake who destroyed my family and shattered my trust. 

I close the drawer and zip my suitcases before standing and wriggling my socked feet into my tennis shoes. 

Keeping my word, I’m ready to emerge from the bedroom before half an hour passes. I grab my phone and charger off my bedside table before turning off the lights as I follow the trail of illumination my father left for me. With my purse on one shoulder, my jewelry bag strapped onto the handle of my rolling suitcase, and the wheels clicking over the floor tiles, I meet my father in the living room. He smiles as he rises from the couch, but the expression doesn’t reach his eyes. 

“You will have dinner with Romeo Yovanni tomorrow evening, so I expect you to go shopping for a new dress in New York before you settle into the hotel. Capisci?” he commands. 

Bitterness and resignation war within me. 

Once upon a time, I enjoyed shopping, but now I’d happily never set foot inside a store ever again if given the choice. The wonder I once felt at the sparkling jewels and fancy dresses died a slow, agonizing death as my father wielded my bubbly persona like a weapon in petty socialite power games. 

Even if Romeo only wants me as a trophy wife in a loveless marriage, at least I won’t be under my father’s thumb anymore. Freedom lies less than three months away. I can handle a few more visits to top brand stores to scout future business conquests for my father. 

He gestures for me to lead the way to the car. I step out of the house and add a carefree bounce to my stride as I cross the pristine driveway to the covered parking area. 

Despite it being nighttime, my father spends most of our travel time on either his tablet or his laptop, so I keep a small smile on my face and a sparkle in my eyes, ensuring he sees me bright and happy every time he looks away from his screen. 

It’s exhausting. I hate traveling but staying at home is worse. There are too many memories in my childhood home. It’s too isolating. 

After landing, we exit onto the tarmac and slip into different vehicles, my father driving himself in a sedan while I sit in the backseat of a black SUV. 

The man behind the steering wheel has a shaved head and overflows the seat with his bulk. The woman in the passenger seat isn’t much better. She may have feminine curves and long hair, but her suit strains to contain her bulging muscles. 

I take a deep breath and scratch my nails over my scalp, tucking a few wayward strands of hair back into my messy bun before donning my most disarming smile. After introducing myself, I memorize their names and thank them for their time and expertise. 

My father may have hired them to protect me, but his money means nothing if they hate me, so I slather on as much charm as I can. 

It works. It always works. Within minutes, the man opens up and tells me of his wife and kids. The woman takes longer, since her interests lie mostly in working out and learning different fighting styles, but I find as many commonalities between us as I can and praise her for her dedication just enough to disarm her. 

By the time we reach the street of high-end boutique shops, my cheeks hurt from smiling and my entire body throbs from traveling, but the new connections ease some of the angst in my soul. 

No matter which store I enter, my bodyguards follow with watchful eyes. I stay vigilant despite their protection. 

Many people covet my father’s wealth and power, and since I seem like his biggest weakness, I always carry a bright red target on my back. 

After several hours of mundane shopping, I stride across the sidewalk toward the opened back door of the SUV. 

The setting sun glints off a nearby building, momentarily blinding me. I turn my head and pass my bags full of newly purchased items to the attendant. As he steps toward the trunk, the hairs on my nape rise. I scan the busy storefronts and stumble when I glimpse a familiar set of shoulders in the crowd, but the man disappears behind a bus before I can confirm who it is. 

Fear sweat gathers on my brow. 

Unsettled and uncertain, I drop into the SUV and shut the door. 

I must be losing my mind. There’s no way I just saw Mario Luciano, my father’s ex-best friend and consigliere, in the streets of New York City. 

He’s dead. My father hunted him down and killed him after he betrayed my entire family. 

My heart must be playing tricks on me. I shouldn’t have woken emotions I buried long ago by smelling the charred yarn of my doll’s hair. 

He was my uncle in every way except blood. My parents trusted him. I trusted him. 

He was always larger than life to me. Always the calm in the storm. Always the one I ran to first, whether in excitement, fear, or pain. 

His greed ruined everything. 

Because of him, I’ll never trust another human being again. 

I swallow the lump in my throat and hide my expression by fastening my seat belt. With my smile plastered on my face and my exhaustion tucked away, I lift my head and meet the driver’s gaze in the rearview mirror. 

Alarm skitters down my spine, but he offers me a flash of a smile, shifts his attention out the windshield, and pulls out into traffic. 

I berate myself for seeing things that aren’t there. 

The bodyguards my father paid ridiculous amounts of money to protect me aren’t out to hurt me. 

And the man I once daydreamed over, who betrayed my father and shredded my happiness, isn’t following me through the streets of New York City. 

My first crush and bitter enemy, Mario Luciano, isn’t back from the grave and watching me like he always said he would. 




Chapter 2

Mario Luciano

Valentina Denaro is as much of a liar as her scheming, backstabbing father, with her sweet smiles and flirty eyes. As she climbs into the back of the SUV with the grace of a queen and the curves of a goddess, I lean against the corner of the building and will my cock to soften. 

She grew up well. Shame rises in me, but I shove it down. Part of me wants to scold myself for lusting over her, but she’s no longer the cute little bouncy girl I once cherished as though she were my own daughter. 

She’s no longer the niece I lovingly called paperotta as she followed me around like a little duckling. 

That was a different life. I was a better man. She was innocent. Life was full of family and hope. 

It was all lies. 

The moment Pietro Denaro stabbed me in the back—literally and figuratively—and left me for dead, everything changed. 

I will destroy him and everything he holds dear, including the daughter he infected with his evil ways. Her lies drove a wedge between us. It’s her fault I lost everything. 

She deserves to suffer. She earned everything I’m going to do to her. 

I meet the eyes of the buff woman sitting in the passenger seat as they drive past. She looks away and speaks over her shoulder to my prey. 

I smirk and toss my cell phone up in the air before catching it and striding toward my car. 

The next few days are sure to be delightfully entertaining. 

Valentina Denaro is in my territory now. She’ll never make it back to San Francisco. 

Her wedding to Romeo Yovanni will never happen. 

She’s mine. Mine to hurt. Mine to punish. Mine to destroy. 

I’ll enjoy every second. 

I wedge myself behind the wheel of the rundown car I chose to drive today and check the location app on my phone before heading to the hotel the Denaro’s always stay at when they visit New York City. 

You’d think the pompous asshole would take his head out of his ass and change venues for safety reasons, but he believes he’s above the need for obscuring his whereabouts. The conniving cunt of a weasel thinks tossing money around makes him strong. 

In hindsight, Pietro Denaro was never a man worthy of my devotion. I should never have pledged my life to him. 

He took that life and spilled it in a back alley in the slums of San Francisco all because his daughter lied to him. 

I never touched her. She was too young. Too precious. Too innocent. 

Not anymore. There’s nothing holding me back. I’ll enjoy enacting the most epic revenge story in history. Nothing will stop me from ruining Pietro by delivering the biggest mindfuck ever as I fuck the Denaro princess to within an ounce of her life. 

I’ve waited a decade to annihilate the Denaro family. Three months more is nothing. 

I’ll enjoy toying with her until then. 

After scanning the employee badge I bought off the manager, I pull into the hotel parking deck and swing into the spot closest to the loading bay. I saunter down the cinderblock halls to the security room and watch on the screens as Valentina charms her way through the hotel. 

Even with her hair much darker than I remember, she’s vibrant and beautiful. And she knows it. She flaunts her feminine wiles everywhere she goes, winning over the bellhops with her gorgeous smile, disarming the women behind the counter with her fake friendliness, and wrapping every man in sight around her finger with her mouthwatering curves. 

My cock pulses in my trousers. 

I check my phone and smirk as my hotel informant texts me to notify me of her arrival. She’s in the suite beside her father, just like I requested. 

With both my prey tucked into their rooms for the next few hours as they prepare for their evening plans, I spend a few minutes on my phone before stalking back to the parking garage. 

A black SUV idles a few spots away from the loading dock. The moment I step out of the elevators, the passenger door opens and the muscular woman heads toward me. Her aggressive stride matches the barely leashed fury in her gaze. 

“You’re right, boss. She’s a piece of work. All smiles and lies hiding behind a pretty face,” she sneers. 

I accept the small gift box on her extended palm, pull the lid off, and scoff at the contents. 

I don’t know which Denaro is worse, the father or the daughter. 

The father plays with lives. The daughter plays with hearts. 

Frivolous yet dripping with faux sincerity, the embellished hair ties add a personal note to the two gift cards—each one with an appalling amount of money to a high-end store, which has been carefully selected for the recipient’s hobbies—revealing Valentina’s strategy. 

She wants to steal their loyalty by manipulating their emotions. 

I hand the gift back to Donna. 

“Spend every cent. I’ll cover any—” 

“Don’t insult me, boss. I’m not in this for the money and cash is no longer an issue, thanks to you,” Donna snarls. “Eric and I owe you our lives. Watching the pampered princess is no skin off our backs. Whatever gets the job done.” 

I nod. 

“Keep me updated,” I say before turning and opening my car door. 

“Of course,” Donna says as she retreats to the SUV. 

We part ways without a backward glance. I have no reason to look behind me. There’s only one path for me now: burn the Denaro family to the ground and desecrate their ashes. 

With a decade of fury brewing in my soul, I watch Valentina enjoy a fancy dinner with the man she thinks she’s going to marry. My anticipation grows as she bats her eyes and flirts with her target, the thought of destroying her plans a delight I can’t wait to savor. 

Her dress hugs her curves while still being modest, but her innocent act doesn’t fool me. 

She does nothing but lie, leaving a trail of blood and sin behind her. 

When I catch Romeo Luciano, her betrothed, giving her an appreciative once-over when she turns to thank the female attendant, a surge of jealous rage heats my blood. I clench my fist around the hilt of my knife but don’t pull it from its sheath. 

Romeo isn’t a horrible man. He can’t help that he fell into the Denaro’s current trap. In fact, both his business and personal affairs seem more straightforward and honest than most of the dealings made by mafia men. 

I hate to make him an enemy, but revenge isn’t free, and I’ll happily pay any dues to achieve my goals. 

When Valentina excuses herself and glides toward the restroom, I slip into the women’s powder room ahead of her and hide in the first nook, pulling the curtain closed enough to peek through while hiding my identity and flipping the sign to occupied. She closes the door behind her and scans the area. When she deems the room void of eyes, she slumps and rubs her nape. 

Misery twists her doll-like features. She sighs and drags herself to the mirror. 

Concern blips through me, but I squash it. After years of struggling to regain my health and a decade of hatred, I refuse to see the beloved child I once doted on. Valentina is now old enough to reap the consequences of her lies. She can’t hide behind her father anymore. 

A toilet flushes. She straightens her spine and morphs her expression into a mask of kindness. After polite greetings with the stranger and checking her reflection, she disappears into a toilet stall for a few minutes. 

Bitterness coats my tongue at how easily she deceives others. I consider slipping out and cornering her but decide against it. I’ll have more fun playing with her in public. 

The rest of the evening passes without incident, but I catalog each of her seductive moves as transgressions, planning my retribution with growing fervor. 

Instead of following her back to the hotel, I drive to the townhouse I bought several months ago and pull up the video feeds of the cameras I had housekeeping hide in both her and Pietro’s rooms. 

I toss a freezer meal in the microwave, crack open an electrolyte drink, and take both into my office to study my prey. 

As Valentina moves through the mundane tasks of bedtime, I note the droop of her shoulders and lack of finesse as she shuffles into the bathroom. I grind my teeth at the angle of the camera, but the suspense fills me with excitement. 

I don’t need to spoil the surprise. I’ll enjoy claiming every inch of her body when the time is right. 

Shock flows through me when she reenters the bedroom. My cock softens in disbelief. With her hair in two braids and a frilly monstrosity covering her from neck to ankles, she looks like a child from the frontier settlement era. 

Is this some warped kink of hers? Does she want a daddy dom to treat her like a baby? Her outfit totally infantilizes her womanly curves. 

I sneer and rise. Bile fills the back of my throat. 

She won’t find whatever she’s looking for with me. I’ll have her naked and writhing underneath me in all her feminine glory as I wreck her inside and out. 

I toss my empties into the trash and grab a water bottle from the fridge before returning to my chair. 

Her countenance changes. She answers the door and becomes a bouncy, playful creature as her father steps into the room. My stomach sours. I lean closer to the monitor as she fawns over the man I once thought was my best friend. 

One lie from her lips, and he stabbed me in the back and left me for dead. 

Something in their interaction leaves me unsettled. The moment she closes the door behind him, she droops like a wilted flower and crawls into bed as though moving through tar. 

When she drops onto the mattress and rolls onto her side, my heart gives an odd pinch. She looks like a lost little doll as she curls into a ball and wraps her fist around one of her braids. 

I curse the lack of audio as she whispers to herself with the bedside lamp shining on her face. 

Within minutes, she’s asleep. 

I set several alerts for movement and leave the screens on as I head to the bedroom in the dark. 

In a few weeks, Valentina will be in my bed, but for now, I soothe myself with the knowledge that she walked right into my trap. 

The next morning, she dresses in athletic wear and has a quick talk with her father before requesting an escort to Central Park. I parallel park a few streets away and lurk among the trees as she exits the SUV. She showers Donna and Eric with thanks and urges them to give her space, and after a few words back and forth, Donna nods for Eric to remain with the car and follows over a dozen paces behind Valentina. 

The scars on my back burn as I squat and pretend to tie my shoe, hiding behind a group of people mingling around a trash can as my prey jogs past. 

With her hair in a ponytail and her shorts revealing her long legs, she’s a wet dream in the flesh, and when she lengthens her stride and works up a sweat, I long to lick the shine from her skin. 

Every other male in the park does, too. Their eyes linger. One idiot almost faceplants on the walkway as he looks over his shoulder at her. 

I don’t blame him. Her ass is pure perfection. 

But she’s mine. 

I trip him and cross my arms over my chest. He picks himself up off the ground, does a double take, then chooses to continue his run instead of challenging me. I quirk a brow and cut through the lawn to enjoy the sight of my prey sprinting along the path. She paces herself, using her watch as a timer, alternating between sprinting and jogging. 

When she loops around and heads back to her entry point, I glimpse her unsettled expression before she paints on a happy smile and waves at Donna as they pass each other. The second her face is no longer in view of her bodyguard, she drops the sunshine act and wipes sweat from her brow. 

The ease with which she swaps personas is mind-blowing. 

When she slows to a walk and opens her water bottle, I maneuver through trees and step out in front of her. Between taking a drink, closing her water bottle, and checking her watch, she doesn’t look up until half a second before we pass each other. Up close, her bright blue irises sparkle in the sunlight and the flush on her cheeks darkens her freckles. Alarm widens her eyes. I brush her shoulder with my arm, the difference in our height putting the top of her head near my own shoulder. 

I break eye contact and slip away as she bumps into the person behind me. 

Her squeak and apologies fill me with mirth, but my smirk falls when I look over my shoulder and recognize who she bumped into. 

Camilla Vivaldi, the first-born daughter of New York’s most powerful mafia family, stares at my future plaything with a shellshocked expression. 

I disappear into the crowd, knowing Valentina will no doubt navigate the situation with ease, since fooling others is second nature to her. 

A few minutes later, she stops before turning the last corner to the SUV, props her hand on the back of a bench, leans her weight onto her arm, and hangs her head as though the weight of the world rests on top. For a few moments, she merely breathes. 

With her face pointed toward the ground and her bangs shielding her eyes, I can’t read her expression. 

A man in expensive workout clothing knocks into her side, and since he’s at least double her weight, the motion sends her flying. She hisses as she catches the edge of the bench with her hip. 

The asshole grabs her waist and tugs her back against his front. Every muscle in my body tenses, and I fight against the urge to lunge forward. 

With surprising viciousness, Valentina throws her elbow back, hitting him directly in the solar plexus, and stomps on his foot. The man folds forward and clutches at his chest. Valentina darts out of the way, barely glancing back as she joins Donna on the trail. 

The rigid set of her shoulders and haughty tilt of her chin says she believes she gave the man what he deserves, but the rage festering in my soul insists it isn’t enough. 

I wait until my prey shuts herself into the vehicle with my devoted puppets before I follow the piece of shit who dared grope her. He struts around the park for a few minutes, seeking easy targets, but soon grows bored when the late morning ladies prove well-versed in avoiding scum like him. 

My innocent little Cali girl has never had to defend herself against New York City creeps. She should have never allowed him to get close to her. It’s her fault this asshole won’t survive the day. 

I tail him to the nearest street corner and scowl when he catcalls a woman with a toddler on her hip. Three steps later, I grab his collar and yank him into the nearest alley. 

He fights, but I clamp a hand over his mouth and pierce the center of his torso with my knife, stabbing the spot Valentina elbowed a few minutes ago. With a vicious twist and jerk, I spill his guts onto the refuse covered concrete. 

It’s not enough. I jab his chest a few times, knowing first-hand the terrible agony of blade slicing flesh, puncturing organs, and grazing bone. The vicious reminder centers me and sharpens my focus. 

I drop the man and leave him flopping on the ground to breathe his last breath alone. 

Without an ounce of guilt, I walk away and don’t look back. 

As good as it feels to rid the world of one piece of shit, it’ll feel exponentially better to cage the little liar who ruined my life with a few syllables. 

I’ll break Valentina Denaro. I’ll make her mine while her father wallows in despair. 

And I’ll enjoy every second. 




Chapter 3

Valentina Denaro

Exhaustion tugs me toward the floor, but I shake my head and tighten my grip on the stationary bike’s handlebars. The sensation of eyes watching me, which hasn’t faded since we first came to New York almost two months ago, pulls my attention to the security cameras in the corner of the room, but I yank my focus to the mirrored wall and grimace at my reflection. 

I look like shit. I feel like shit. 

I haven’t gotten a solid night of sleep since I visited Central Park the day after we arrived in the Big Apple. 

A part of me refuses to believe I saw Mario Luciano. The man I bumped into looked much more weathered than the memories I have of my uncle and the hatred in his amber eyes glinted with otherworldly intensity, so I don’t blame myself for being confused. 
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