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Dedicated to Carol and Amy

Two gangsters. One daughter. One agreement.

And now, she belongs to him.

Antonella Falcone was the mafia princess.

Silvano Roccuzzo the leader of the rival mafia.

And Antonella's father ran out of money...

So, he paid Silvano with his own daughter.

But what if Antonella had always wanted him?

What if this was her dream come true?

Silvano didn't need to lock her up.

He put her in his mansion. His room. His bed.

And he locked the door. He took off his clothes.

He got into bed. And he grabbed her by the neck.

"You're mine now," he said with his golden eyes.

And she nodded. 21 years old. Virgin. Overprotected.

From that day on Antonella was going to learn.

Her place at Silvano's side. At his feet.

Her place in bed. Submissive.

Her place in the mafia. As queen.
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The bullet went through the skin, the bone of the skull and the brain matter to leave it scattered on the back wall. The subject fell as if in slow motion, slumped to the ground before the gaze of the man who had killed him. 

The noise echoed in the dark alley. The nearby buildings stood as silent witnesses. No one looked out, no one wanted to look at what had happened, no one wanted to face death. 

The perfect circle produced by the bullet also made a not very important blood stream unfold in front of the executioner. He immediately perceived the smell of metal, of rust, that he had finally completed his mission. 

He thought of the times he had to calculate the trajectory, the closeness he would have to have, the amount of bullets, the fear he had to put aside. In the end, he became a man. 

Rocco Falcone was just a kid when he took on the rival leader of the Italian Mafia. He took on the challenge of eliminating the piece that kept him from rising in the complex criminal hierarchy of the darkest and shadiest city in the country. 

Many questioned his leadership ability and the determination of his actions. However, no one knew that he was pure determination and will. It was that which helped him stand out from the rest. 

He made use of his learning in weapons to cause as much damage as possible to the guy who so often humiliated him. The motive, besides business, was also personal. So, he had a pleasant feeling when he finished. 

He wiped his sleeve and leaned back as the man's limp body lay there. Gradually the natural pinkness of life, gave way to a whitish, blue complexion. The hateful black eyes were extinguished. They were now translucent, glassy. Full of death. 

He stood there for a while because he knew that image would stay with him forever as it would remind him that he would have to gather courage and strength to face those who dared to cross his path. 

He finally turned away and walked out with an eerie naturalness, as if he had done anything else. What was left of humanity in him died that day as well.

Rocco consolidated his position over time. The boy grew into a man of nearly six feet tall, with a thick build and slicked back black hair. He had a three-day beard and bags under his eyes. He was the very image that reminded the rest that they would have to tread carefully. 

––––––––
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He was one of the most important figures in organized crime. The police were after him but there was no way to catch him properly. He always found a way to slip away and get away with it. 

Even though he was all broken down and broken, there was only one thing that was able to give him some redemption. His daughter Antonella. 

He didn't pay too much attention to the news that he was expecting a girl. He thought that boys were only capable of surviving in such a hostile world. However, he fell in love with her the day she was born.

Seeing her so fragile and small, he thought the best thing he could do was to protect her as much as he could. For her and for him. 

His enemies would see in her the opportunity to blackmail him or to hurt him, besides, he wanted his daughter not to get involved in his business so he did what he could about it. Of course, the latter was only half-heartedly achieved. 

As the years went by, Antonella demonstrated her ability with numbers and immediately entered college to study business. An exemplary and good student, Antonella even won a scholarship to specialize abroad. Rocco thought it would be a good idea because it would keep her out of harm's way, at least for a while. 

On the other hand, she was not only smart, she was also beautiful. White, slim, with prominent breasts, thick straight blonde hair, and big green eyes. She was the princess of the mafia, beautiful and untouchable.

Antonella wanted to prove to her father that she was a person capable of helping him in order to clear his name. She had an idea of the things she was doing so she tried hard to be someone different. 

The truth is that she turned a deaf ear, tried to ignore the news and concentrated on continuing her studies. In fact, his sense of duty was so great that he gave up that incredible scholarship to stay at his father's side. Without a doubt, he was loyal. 

Otherwise, his life was spent in the classrooms and the large mansion on the outskirts of the city. While he had a car, he had escorts; while he could go out with friends, even his shadow was heavily guarded. No one would think of touching a single strand of her hair. 

Thus, she lived in a kind of kingdom where she could not be free, at least not as she wished to be. At first, it was hard for her to admit her fate, but then she realized that this was the way things would have to be. For her sake. 

Between working in the accounting department of her father's companies and the university, Antonella thought it would be more than enough to keep her mind busy... It wasn't so. 

Naturally, she began to experience a growing curiosity about relationships and love. The problem was not that she was not attracted to someone, the problem was that it was almost impossible to get close to her. 

Therefore, she would sometimes daydream about holding hands with someone, about feeling the warmth of skin, about kissing and perhaps something more. Those images would recreate in her mind and she would blush like a child. It was the vestige that she was still naive and pure. 

She was the figure that was capable of redeeming any of the men who lived off the mafia. Her image seemed to give the possibility that it was possible to wash away sins. 

-What do you want to do for your birthday?

-Oh, Dad, nothing fancy. Really. 

-Come on, let's have a party. 

Antonella looked at him reproachfully. 

-Why, so you can keep an eye on the few people I know and make them feel harassed?

Rocco made a noisy gasp. 

-I do it to protect you. These people can hurt you at any moment. 

Antonella sighed. On the one hand she understood the intentions of the most important man in her life even if it meant she had to suppress an important part of her life. 

-Okay, we'll see what we can do. 

She knew that most likely it would be a party basically composed of her father's friends and trusted men since she hadn't been able to build a more or less close relationship with anyone. 

Rocco wanted to make sure to give his daughter the best of evenings, so he organized everything for her birthday from the very beginning. It would be 21 years old, an important number because it meant that she was already a woman. 

The white mansion with a rococo air, was filled with people in order to decorate it and turn it into a kind of place that could accommodate about 200 people. All of them known and unknown at the same time. 

Antonella spent her days looking out the window, hoping that something would manifest itself, something that would indicate that an important change was coming. 

Since it was an elegant dinner, there was a display of decorations, food and drink with nothing spared. However, the celebrant's face was stone-faced. For the first time in a long time, she wanted to be far away. 

After all the preparations, the special night finally arrived. Antonella, left alone after her hair and make-up. 

She got out of bed and looked at herself in the mirror of her large room. A shiny silver dress, a high hairstyle and dark makeup served to highlight the green of her eyes. Beyond the glare of her wardrobe and the lights set in the garden and around the pool, she had a sad look on her face. 

She left the room because she considered it important to meet the guests who already seemed a little anxious about her presence. When she arrived, she found everything as her father used to do things: in a big, extravagant way. 

-MY DAUGHTER! -she said in a powerful, powerful voice. 

-Hi, daddy. Everything looks so beautiful. The atmosphere is incredible. 

-I knew you would like it. But come, come, come, come closer. I prepared a table for you so you can see your favorite band in the front row and enjoy the evening. Oh, I bought you a bottle of the most expensive wine. I only want the best for my little girl. 

-Thank you, daddy. Thank you, Dad. 

Rocco hugged her and kissed her forehead. The guests began to applaud and she felt more uncomfortable and alien to the place. More than ever. 

She sat at that lonely table and stood there, staring at the stage, like on her other birthdays, like so many other times.

Although Rocco had spent a fortune on the celebration, he used to take advantage of these events to bond and talk about business matters. This was mainly because he took advantage of the flow of alcohol in order to listen to rumors and other stories. 

-How is he doing?

-Well, moving up. He thought he was some sort of protégé but no, he worked his way up by his own efforts. 

-Wow, wow. 

-Yes. -He's slick, business-savvy, and he also has contacts with the police and some judges. Other bosses want to ally with him because, besides, they say he's a first-rate sadist. 

-Sadist?

-Yes, the few survivors are left because he wanted people to know what he was capable of. -Rocco's personal assistant moved closer to him. "There was one who was found without fingernails and without his eyes. The last thing he said was a warning to the rest of the families. Otherwise, he didn't talk anymore. 

Rocco's face broke, he didn't know what to say. 

-There is something else that is also important for you to know. He knows how powerful you are, especially because of the respect you have in the community. So, he's likely to show up here to talk to you and to ally himself with you. 

-But this guy's gone crazy. 

- We suspect so, but we can't rule out any possibility. It's better to accept that goodwill than to win him as an enemy now. It's not convenient. 

Rocco settled back in his chair and tried to keep his eyes fixed on his daughter. Yes, he was worried about her. Very much so. 

The evening passed with apparent tranquility. The gifts for Antonella piled up on a table near the table where she was sitting. At the same time, she received the congratulations of strangers as kindly as possible, because it was the right thing to do. 

Every now and then, she returned to the solitude of her table. To have a drink or a bite to eat out of sheer annoyance. For a moment, she took a quick glance at the stairs when she saw something that surprised her completely. 

It was a tall, thin man, dressed in black and surrounded by a group of men. Despite the distance, she could make out the expression on his face. It was stern, menacing. 

He came down the steps with a confident bearing and a sensual gait. She watched him spellbound, hypnotized, as if she had been bewitched. 

Yet, despite this, she waited for the moment when he would finally arrive at the party. Some of the more powerful men became aware of his presence and immediately took on a worried expression. Antonella knew at that moment that she was dealing with someone to watch out for. 

So, she got up without a second thought and walked towards her father who had not noticed her father's presence. Instinct told her that she had to avoid any kind of fatal scenario at all costs. The cost of having such a life was very high and she knew it perfectly. 

The man approached like a panther, with a menacing and intimidating attitude, as if the world was surrendering to his feet at every step. 

Rocco thought his daughter had gone to greet him but no, he read in her eyes that something wasn't right and when he realized it. It was too late to react. It was him, the rival who seemed to emerge from the crowd. 

Rocco's assistant approached him and said softly in his ear: 

-That's the guy we were talking about. 

The mob leader settled back in his chair and took his daughter's hand reassuringly. He let her know that he had everything under control and that she had nothing to worry about. 

-My dear, why don't you come back to the table? I'm afraid I'll be busy for a moment. 

-Are you sure? I think I should stay here. 

-No, go and enjoy yourself. -No, go and enjoy yourself. Take my advice. 

She seemed to feel safe at his words even though she had a slight feeling that this man would turn her world upside down. In the end, she walked away slowly but not wanting to let him out of her sight. 

-Good evening, Mr. Falcone. -Said a deep, thick voice. With a forceful intonation.

Rocco rose from his chair with an air of authority and gave a light smile. 

-Good evening, Mr...? 

-Excuse me. My name is Silvano Roccuzzo. I know you are at your daughter's celebration but I wanted to come and say hello. I brought this for her. 

It was a small scarlet package. 

-Okay, thank you very much. Why don't we talk in my study? I think we'll have the privacy we need. 

Antonella looked at him all the time. She detailed his blue eyes, bright as two sapphires. The long nose with a small curvature on the bridge, the prominent cheekbones, thin lips and the white complexion that showed a little of the vein sprouting from the forehead.
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