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Reliable mobster Teddy Sinatra has a lot to prove as the son and heir apparent to the boss of all
mob bosses Mick Sinatra. From running the day-to-day of the Sinatra Crime Family to being the
go-to guy whenever his father needs an impossible problem solved, he is usually on the money.
But lately, he has had more misses than hits, and the dons are beginning to talk.But when his
own Misses, former barmaid Nikki Tarver, is caught in a web of blackmail and murder, Teddy’s
entire focus is on protecting his woman, even if it means neglecting his duties to his father and
the family.Teddy Sinatra: A Hold on Me is the latest pulse-pounding edition of the Teddy Sinatra
Interracial Romantic Suspense Thriller series.

From the AuthorCOMING AUGUST 1, 2020: MONK PALETTITAMING ASHLEY SINATRA
BY MALLORY MONROE Frankie the Monk Paletti, the no-nonsense enforcer in the Bonaducci
Crime Family, is a man's man who doesn't have time for fools or ladies. His idea of fun is when
nobody's bothering him. But when he and his best friend,Teddy Sinatra, stop by Teddy's uncle's
house, Monk finds himself unable to take his eyes off of one of the uncle's daughters: the bad
one. And soon he finds himself, the eternal bachelor, ready to give his all for the love of a
woman he sees as nothing but good and kind and sexy in a way that keeps him up
nights. Ashley Sinatra, the adopted daughter of businessman Big Daddy Charles Sinatra and
the niece of preeminent crime boss Mick Sinatra, is always looking for love in all the wrong
places. But when she meets The Monk, who looks and talks like a gangster straight out of an
old movie, she realizes she just met the bad boy of all bad boys. He's even too bad for her! Until
he shows her a kindness and gentleness no man had ever shown her before. Monk Paletti:
Taming Ashley Sinatra is the first book in the Monk and Ashley Romantic Suspense Thriller
series. NOW AVAILABLE: TOMMY GABRINI A FAMILY MAN BY MALLORY
MONROE Gorgeous business mogul Tommy Gabrini is living the good life with his wife and kids
when an old foe appears and shackles his business ventures. But when that same nemesis
goes after his wife and kids, Tommy goes after him. With the help of his brother Sal, his cousin
Reno, and his Uncle Mick Sinatra and seemingly the whole of his nuclear family, Tommy will not
rest until those responsible for terrorizing those he loves are eliminated from the face of this
earth, one by one. Tommy Gabrini: A Family Man, is the latest edition in the Tommy Gabrini
Interracial Romantic Suspense Thriller series.From the Inside Flap COMING APRIL 20,
2019 BOBBY SINATRA: IN ALL THE WRONG PLACESby Mallory MonroeVisit
mallorymonroebooks.com for more information. Renita "Rain" Hopson isn't looking for love in all
the right places, wrong places, or any places when hard times hit and she ends up in Jericho,
Maine. All she wants is a job, a roof over her and her son's heads, and peace. Finally,
peace. But can she find all of that, and more, in Jericho? Heartthrob Robert "Bobby" Sinatra, the



bad boy of the Big Daddy Sinatra big clan, isn't looking for love either. As the mayor of Jericho,
he has his hands full and has no interest in putting those hands, or his heart, anywhere else. But
when he lays eyes on Rain, everything changes. He wants her. Badly. And what Bobby wants,
Bobby gets. Their relationship is a whirlwind, as Bobby goes from a stranger to her rescuer to
her lover in no time flat. Rain goes from hands off, to hands all over Bobby, just as fast. But
Bobby has a past. And Rain has a lot of pain. And when his past and her pain collide, will their
blossoming, earnest love survive? Bobby Sinatra: In All The Wrong Places is the first explosive
installment in the Rags to Romance Interracial Romance series.
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information on all titles.CHAPTER ONEIsolation.That was what it felt like every time he had to do
it. Parked on the side of some dead-end road. Watching homeless people snuggle against their
cardboard cutouts under a damp bridge as if they’d made a calculation: it was better than
punching a clock and taking somebody else’s bullshit. It was better than paying bills that kept
getting higher and higher for the same services. It was better than going home to a house they
didn’t even like any more, take their rest in a nice, warm bed that only gave them dread because
they knew they had to get up the next morning and do it all over again. Under a bridge beat all of
that. Because they were free. At least they thought they were.Teddy Sinatra, watching them as
he sat in his rental car on the side of that isolated road with more responsibility on his shoulders
than any man could ever carry successfully, thought so too.He took a slow drag on his cigarette.
His job was getting so stressful that he was back to taking puffs again. But only secretly. His old



man (and boss) made him cut that shit out a long time ago. And he did cut it out. He wasn’t
hooked on the shit anymore. But every now and then, when that stress was beyond enough, he
took a few puffs. He was human. Nobody was perfect.But Nikki wouldn’t see it that way. She’d
kill his ass if she knew he was smoking. Then he smiled. She’d either kill him or fuck him so
hard, he thought, that he wouldn’t want to take another puff for the rest of his life.And that might
work, if Nikki was always by his side. But she wasn’t by his side because he wasn’t in Philly. He
was in Jersey. And after he handled that Jersey shit he had to go to Detroit to handle even more
shit. All because his old man had more faith in him than in any human being that ever worked for
him. Which used to flatter the hell out of Teddy. His old man had that kind of confidence in his
abilities? Hell yeah he was flattered!But now it was just too much. He wasn’t getting any
younger. He wanted to have a life before he became an old man. He wanted a wife and kids.
He’d always wanted that. And now that he had Nikki, he wanted it more than ever.Nikki.He said
her name out loud as he tapped his ash onto the floor mat and thought about her. He’d asked
her to marry him, but they hadn’t even started the planning process yet. No date. No venue. No
nothing. Mainly because Teddy had been so busy. But he knew, eventually, he had to slow his
ass down and get it done.But, in truth, their relationship was still getting off the ground. Still
budding, as they called it, as if a relationship was a plant. And maybe it was. Because you
certainly had to nurture it, and take care of it, and take pains to not fuck it up.He pressed the light
on his wristwatch. It was getting later and he still hadn’t seen that fucker. He was beginning to
wonder if his intel was as spot on as he thought it was. Then he leaned his head back. Couldn’t
do a thing about it now, but wait.Nikki.He’d never been in a deep relationship with a woman he
wanted to marry until he met her. And he still didn’t understand what it was about her that made
his heart say yes, you fool, get her and keep her, versus all those other times when his heart
never told him shit.But when he saw Nikki at that bar that night, and then saw her again at that
hospital, he felt something different. It wasn’t lust. Teddy was attracted to a type of female all his
life, and she wasn’t a big, busty, voluptuous woman like Nikki, that was for damn sure. Now he
found himself only attracted to women who looked like Nikki. Comparing and contrasting.
Sizing up and cutting down. Thinking about Nikki, and wishing they were Nikki, even as he
lusted after them.Teddy T finally found his soul mate.He’d been thrown the perfect ball in the end
zone. He could finally get that touchdown he’d been dreaming about all his adult life, but only if
he didn’t drop the ball or fumble the pass. And that, for a man like Teddy, who’d never scored
before in his life, was a big if.But his thoughts quickly turned away from his relationship and back
to his stakeout when he suddenly felt a cool draft, as if the backdoor of his rental car had
opened. It was locked, how the fuck could it be opening? But he knew what he felt.And without
hesitation, and with his heart pounding, he grabbed the loaded gun that sat on his lap and
turned around so fast it nearly gave him whiplash. He pointed that gun squarely at the bold
motherfucker who would dare try a man like him that way.When he saw who it was, his pounding
heart relaxed, but his irritation didn’t. “What the fuck is wrong with you?” he yelled. “I could have
killed your ass!”“Or I could have killed yours. One of the two.”It was Frankie the Monk Paletti,



Mister Jersey himself, and with the heaviest-of-heavy Jersey accents to prove it. He was also a
very old friend of Teddy’s and a man, outside of the family, Teddy respected the most.“Now that
you’ve confirmed it’s me,” Monk asked, “why you still got that fucking gun pointed in my
direction? What, you gonna shoot me now?”Teddy hadn’t even realized he still had the gun
pointed at his friend. He removed it. “How the hell you do that shit, Frankie? You’re always
sneaking up. That door was locked!”“Ever hear of pop-a-lock?” Monk leaned back and crossed
his legs. “I was on my knees picking your lock while you were sitting up there smoking your
cancer sticks and dreaming about la-la land. Your old man knows you’re a pumper now? He
knows you’re a smoker now? Like my kid brother. Always with the cigarettes. I hate that
shit.”Teddy couldn’t help but smile. Monk did that to him. As Monk’s own old man loved to say:
“That Frankie. He has a way with the words!”Teddy turned back around and placed his gun back
on his lap. “Nobody knows,” he said, answering Monk’s question, and taking another drag. “And
you don’t either.” But Teddy did press down his window ever so slightly, and tossed out his
remaining butt. “What took you so long?” he asked Monk as he tossed.“What took me so long?
I was here before your ass got here.”Teddy looked at him through the rearview. “Like hell you
were!”“I do a lot of shit,” Monk said, “but lying ain’t one of them.”“You were here before me?
Where’s your car at then, if you beat me here?”“It’s two blocks away where it’s supposed to be.
Since this is my turf, and since you’re a guest on my turf, I decided to get here early and canvas
the area for you. Could only guess what I was looking for, since you haven’t told me shit. But I
was doing your ass a favor. Thanks for nothing, Frankie.”Teddy looked at him through the
rearview again. “Thanks, Monk, alright?” Then he smiled. “That make you feel better,
Frankie?”Monk smiled. “I got here early because I’m a free man. No entanglements to slow me
down. That’s the beauty of bachelorhood.”Teddy frowned. “What are you talking? I’m a
bachelor.”“That ain’t what I’m hearing.”“Then what are you hearing? I’m a bachelor!”“I’m hearing
some chick got her reins in you real tight now. They say you’re engaged. They say you don’t
even hang out at Harrad’s no more. I say that’s a disgrace. Every single time I’m in Philly that’s
the first place I go to. That’s my go to place. And Teddy T don’t go there no more? All because
of some female? Disgraceful!”Teddy laughed. If ever there was a picture of a loveable mobster
in the dictionary, it would have Monk’s mug. He was nicknamed the Monk because he never
showed interest in a woman or a man or any intimacy of any kind. They knew he was getting
some somewhere, but they’d be hard-pressed to figure out where. But they also knew his
smiling face was deceptive. He could be cold as ice when he needed to be.“So, how’s your old
man?” Monk asked.“Working. How’s yours?”“Working. Only he’s still getting into shit he don’t
have no business getting into. I keep having to bail him out.”Teddy believed it. Monk’s father,
Raymond Paletti, or Rain Man Paletti as many in the mob world called him behind his back
because of his many stupid moves, was the head of the Bonaducci crime family. But lately he’d
been slipping even for him, and making way too many mistakes.“But am I right?” Monk asked
Teddy.Teddy looked through the rearview. “Are you right about what?”“About the new female in
your life. Who is she? And what is it about her that ain’t been about nobody else?”Another trait



of Monk’s: his words were often so jumbled, they required dissecting. But Teddy understood the
gist of it. “Her name is Nikki. Nicole.”“I hear she’s a black girl. That true too?”Teddy looked at
Monk through the rearview. Those Jersey boys were notorious for their racism. Was Monk one
of them too? “That’s right,” he said. “You got a problem with that?”“No problem. Why should I
have a problem with that? Nagging comes in all colors,” he added, and Teddy laughed.But then
Monk’s look turned serious. “Gonna finally let me in on why you wanted me here, and not your
regular boys?”“The regular boys wouldn’t do,” Teddy responded. “This is a particularly nasty
problem I’ve got on my hands.”“What’s the problem?”“We lost two shipments last year, which, as
you know, is a major problem in the shipping industry. But those two shipments translated into
nearly a fourteen-million-dollar hit.”“Shit! Somebody stole that much dough from Mick the Tick
and lived to tell about it? I didn’t think such a thing was even possible.”“I didn’t say anything
about them living to tell about it,” Teddy said. “Those are your words.”Monk laughed. “Bad
choice of words. My bad.”“So it forced us to get more sophisticated with our operation,” Teddy
continued. “Pops orders every piece of merchandise to be engraved with a special number. Our
number. So that if shit starts moving on the streets, we can trace it.”“That was a fucking tall
order. Marking all that shit your old man moves? Damn, Teddy.”“It was a tough thing to do,
you’re right about that. But we did it. But even after that, another shipment turns up missing.
Now I’m hearing some gunrunner in Detroit and another one here in Jersey have been moving a
lot of our stolen merchandise. We figure they aren’t the ones who stole it, but probably
purchased it from the thief. We need to take care of them, but first we need to know who the
thief is. The guy here in Jersey is called Jona.” Teddy looked through the rearview at Monk.
“Ever hear of him?”Monk thought about it. “Dealer named Jona? No. Never heard of him.”“He
mostly sold the merchandise in the Drop.”Monk frowned. “The what?”“The Drop,” Teddy said
again. “It’s a community here in Jersey. You never heard of it?”“Never.”Teddy was surprised.
“And they call your ass Mister Jersey?”“They call my ass that,” Monk shot back. “But I don’t call
my ass that.”“Well this Jona character right here in your back yard is no ordinary dealer. He’s a
trained assassin too.”“Ah, shit,” Monk said. “You know I hate dealing with those fuckers. Trained
by who?”“The mob from what I hear.”“Not my family,” said Monk.“Mine either,” said Teddy. “But
somebody trained his ass, and he’s supposed to be really good at it. But that’s why I need you.
You know how these trained fuckers are. They fight to the death, and have more ways of getting
away than a motherfuck. This particular character can’t get away. That’s the problem. Pops
want him alive. At least until he takes us to his supplier.”“So why are we here?” Monk asked.“I
hear he’s not just a trained dealer, but he’s also an eccentric one. He never sleeps in a bed or a
house.”“Then where the fuck he sleeps?”“I’m hearing he sleeps right out there.” Teddy nodded
his head toward the cut between two buildings where the homeless people he had been
watching were lying around under the bridge. “He makes his bed with the homeless. But he
moves from spot to spot depending on the day of the week. Tonight, I’m hearing he’s usually at
this spot.”“Have you spotted him yet?” Monk asked. “Pun intended,” he added.“Not yet,” said
Teddy. “He could get here in a few minutes. He could get here in a few hours. Or he might not



get here at all. But if he does show up,” Teddy added, looking through the rearview, “I need a
man like you. Somebody I can trust to not fuck it up. That’s why I called you in.”“Great,” Monk
said, snuggling into his jacket and slouching down. “Wake me when he comes, or when we
realize this was just a big-ass waste of time.”It wasn’t a waste of time. But it took hours to figure
that out.Five hours later, just before sun up, the man Teddy knew as Jona did show up. And just
as Teddy had been told, he made his bed, in the form of a large overcoat that he spread onto the
ground, with the homeless.“Frankie?” Teddy said to a still-sleeping Monk. “Frankie?”Monk finally
opened his eyes.“We got action,” Teddy said, as he pulled out a second gun from beneath the
seat.Monk yawned and stretched. “Where?” he asked. When Teddy motioned with his head,
Monk looked through the cut himself. He saw only one addition to what he’d previously saw.
“The guy on the coat?”“That’s our man,” Teddy said.“What’s the scheme?” Monk pulled out his
own gun and checked it.“You approach from the front. I’ll approach from the back. Don’t
assume shit with that motherfucker.”Monk agreed, and both men got out of Teddy’s rental car,
looked around, and then split up.Teddy ran around to the far side of one building, while Monk
walked directly through the cut to the underpass, his gun concealed. But he began stumbling as
he approached the small gaggle of homeless people, all of whom were fast asleep. And then
Monk began stumbling toward their mark just as Teddy appeared and began making his way
toward the back side, where Jona laid his head. He was out of Jona’s field of vision.Jona, just as
the two men expected, opened his eyes. That was when Monk’s stumbling became more
pronounced. “You seen Rose?” Monk asked him. “I’m looking for my Rose. You seen
Rose?”Jona was immediately irritated by the interruption of his sleep. “No, I ain’t seen no Rose,”
he quickly said.“You seen Rose?” Monk asked again. “I’m looking for my Rose.”“Get outta here!”
Jona yelled. “I told you ain’t nobody seen no Rose!”Monk reached for his gun, but Jona beat him
to it, and pulled a gun on Monk. “Drop it, motherfucker,” he said still lying on his back. And Monk
quickly dropped his gun.But just as he dropped the gun, Teddy, from the backside, slid down on
his knees and placed a gun to Jona’s head. “You drop yours, too, motherfucker,” he said. “And
drop it now!”But it wasn’t about to be that easy or Teddy would have never asked assistance
from an underboss like Frankie Paletti, regardless of their friendship: he would have handled it
with his regular guys. Because as soon as he placed that gun to Jona’s head, Jona didn’t give
up as any ordinary man would have. He, instead, relied on his training and reached over his
head and flipped Teddy all the way over, knocking his gun out of his hand. He also shot at Monk
as he flipped Teddy.But Monk was already diving for cover and the bullet missed. But it was
razor close.The sound of that gunshot and the struggle between Teddy and Jona woke up the
homeless people, but they all just stayed where they were, staring at the action. They were
accustomed to being thought invisible. They didn’t move a muscle.They watched as Teddy,
surprised but not stunned by Jona’s adept move, fought back. Jona still had his arm around
Teddy’s neck and was trying to squeeze the life out of him, but Teddy was nobody’s patsy. He
placed his hands on Jona’s gun, forcing Jona to release his neck and fight strength with strength
for possession.Teddy, a man of muscle in his own right, won that battle and wrestled control of



Jona’s weapon with ease. And then he got on top of Jona, with a knee in his chest. And he
pointed the gun at that chest. “Try that stupid shit again,” he warned, “and your ass is dead.”Jona
placed his hands up in surrender. “Don’t shoot me,” he said.“You still alive?” Teddy yelled
without looking at Monk.“And kicking,” Monk replied as he was getting off the ground.Assured
that Monk was okay, Teddy’s singular focus became Jona. “Who’s your supplier?” he asked
him. He’d just as soon kill him right where he was. Fuck a safe house. “Who?” he yelled,
pressing the gun against Jona’s shirt.But Jona apparently knew his worth because he wasn’t
going along. “I don’t know what you mean. A supplier of what?”“You know what,” said Teddy.
“Don’t fuck with me.”“I tell you I don’t know what you’re talking about! You got the wrong
man.”Teddy knew Jona was a professional, and therefore wasn’t giving up shit without getting
something in return. It was going to require damn-near torture to get anything out of a man like
that.“Just get your ass up,” Teddy said as he stood up and grabbed Jona by the catch of his
shirt. Teddy looked at Monk who was holding what appeared to be an injured arm. “You okay?”
he asked him.“Yeah, I’m okay.” He picked up his gun. “Why wouldn’t I be okay? Trained
assassin my ass. He missed badly. Who the fuck trained you?” he asked Jona directly. “You
can’t even shoot straight.”But all three men knew just how close a call that shot really was.But
just as Teddy was about to grab Jona by the neck and force him to walk to his car, Jona’s hand
moved ever so slightly toward Teddy’s thigh. And Monk, without hesitation, shot Jona between
the eyes.“What the fuck!” Teddy yelled as he, by reflex, let go of Jona as Jona fell sideways to
the ground. He was obviously dead.Teddy looked at Monk with shock and irritation on his face.
But then he realized who he was looking at. Monk knew Teddy wanted to take Jona in alive.
Monk didn’t make those kinds of mistakes. Unless he had no choice.Teddy looked at Jona, and
then knelt down to him. He opened Jona’s hand. That was when he saw the knife. Then he
stood up again and looked at Monk.“No time for me to tell him to drop that,” Monk said as he
walked over and stood beside Teddy, with both men staring at their corpse. “One stab wound
through the thigh and you could have bled for days. Nobody can bleed for days and live. I did
what I had to do.”Teddy nodded. “That’s why I called your ass,” he said.Then Teddy exhaled.
That still didn’t negate the reality of his situation. “Great,” he said. “Another fuck-up by Teddy.
Just great. The old man’s gonna love this.” And then Teddy exhaled again. “Let’s get out of
here,” he said.“Where next?” Monk asked him. “Motown?”“Yup. Wanna join the fun?”“Fuck that.
I’ve got to be in Phoenix on business.”“Arizona? You’re shitting me.”“Then you’re shit.”Teddy
smiled. “Fuck you.”Monk smiled, too, but then he pointed his gun at the homeless people
around, all of whom were pretending to be asleep. “One word to any human being alive,” he
said, “and we’ll be back.”But both men already knew people like them weren’t about to tell. The
homeless knew mobsters when they saw them. They knew what they were capable of. They
weren’t about to get involved.But they weren’t stupid people either. They weren’t about to
remain there to be accused of, or questioned about a murder they did not commit. They took up
their beds, and fled.CHAPTER TWONikki Tarver hurried out of her apartment building and
jumped into the Aston-Martin Vanquish S Teddy had purchased for her. She threw her briefcase



onto the passenger seat, pressed Start, and took off. She had overslept by nearly an hour. She
was already late.She drove quickly to the corner, hung a right, and picked up more and more
speed as she drove. Teddy made her his office manager, despite the fact that she never really
wanted to be stuck in anybody’s office. But he needed somebody he could trust in that position
badly, and she wanted to help him. She reluctantly took the job.But it was her first week in that
official role (although she’d been doing it unofficially), and she was late already. Which, she
knew, was a terrible example to set for her already suspicious, she slept her way to the top,
gossiping staff. But that only made her even more anxious to get there as fast as she could.
She blew through one, and then a second yellow light. She couldn’t help the lies and gossip
they spread about her. She didn’t give a damn about that. But she could help her own behavior.
And being late was a terrible look to Nikki.One week in, and she was already having
hiccups.And it was all Teddy’s fault, she thought with a sly smile as she headed for the office.
She spent her entire adult life working night shifts, now she suddenly had a nine-to-five. That
was why Teddy was the one who always woke her up, and it didn’t matter if he spent the night at
her apartment, or spent the night at his own place. When at her place, he’d slap her ass playfully
but hard, and wake her up. Then he’d fuck her ass before they left. When at his place, he would
phone and tell her to get her ass up.But today was different. He was out of town, and he never
phoned while he was out of town. She hated it, but she knew he wasn’t going to change. But
that also didn’t change the fact that she was a night person trying to work a morning job. Her
new life in Philly was going to take some serious getting used to.A red light caught her and she
was forced to stop. The muscle car she pulled up alongside had a muscle guy behind the wheel
and he gave her car an assessing look. Then he looked at her and nodded his approval. That
was when he revved up his engine as if he was ready to race. His ‘Stang against her Aston. But
when the light turned green, and he floored it, Nikki moved off slowly. She hated when people
pulled that my car is faster than your car shit because there was always another car on that
same stretch of highway faster than both cars.But the way he looked at her car, and then looked
at her did bother the hell out of her. Not because of him, but because she knew the real deal.
She felt like she was frontin’. Most people looked at her and figured her to be this independent
woman who needed no man to hold her down. When the truth was far different.Teddy took care
of her. That was the truth. He bought her the car she drove. He gave her the job she had. He
even insisted on paying the rent on her apartment. Some women, Nikki was certain, wished
they had a man like that.But for Nikki, it wasn’t about the things he gave to her. That part of their
relationship, in truth, bugged the hell out of her. She wasn’t used to it on any level. But Teddy
wasn’t the kind of man who argued about taking care of her. She was his woman, he loved to
say. A man took care of his woman period. For him, it was a closed topic that was never up for
discussion.But for Nikki, it was very much discussed. Where Nikki come from, they had a name
for a woman who relied on a man that completely, and it wasn’t a good name either. And it
wasn’t a name Nikki ever dreamed she’d be associated with. But trying to explain that to Teddy
was like explaining math to a monkey. He’d listen. He might even try to solve a problem or two.



But in the end, he would still start monkeying around and doing it his way. He took care of his
woman. End of story.She stopped at a Starbucks. She had to get a big cup of coffee or she was
going to be dozing all day. She paid the outrageous amount, got her coffee, and took off again.
And she was thinking about Teddy again.He was a different dude all around. He didn’t win her
over with words and material things. He won her with his actions. When she was at the lowest
point in her life in L.A., and she needed somebody the most, it was Teddy who came through for
her. He flew all the way to Cali and took care of her problem. That was when she made up her
mind about Teddy. That was when she decided to hitch her boat to his ship. That dude might be
the real thing, she decided, and she was taking the ride with him to see if he panned out.But it
was a bumpy ride all the way, she thought, as she picked up even more speed. Life with Teddy
had been a hell of a ride. If she didn’t love him, she wasn’t sure if she could have endured the
bumps and bruises. But she did love him, and was sticking by him. That was why she accepted
his marriage proposal. Although, in truth, they weren’t even in the planning stages. But she
never wanted him to doubt her love and loyalty.But as soon as she drove into the parking lot of
the mammoth Colgate Office Building, a massive building that Teddy owned, she still wondered
if it was worth it after all. Although many legitimate businesses occupied the Colgate, Teddy’s
Import/Export business was on the top floor and, ironically, was a front company purposely
successful enough to keep the Feds away. Presented as the main office for an offsite gin and
rum bottling company, it was the only company in the entire building that wasn’t totally legit.
Which put her freedom at risk every day she stepped foot in that place. Which made her wonder
yet again, as she grabbed her briefcase and coffee and got out of the car, if love was going to be
enough for the risks she had to take.But she placed her feelings on the backburner as soon as
she entered the place and made it upstairs to the top floor. Because Barry Stein, a hotheaded
local truck company owner, was waiting for her.He stood up talking as soon as she walked in.
“Teddy promised us work,” he said. “It came straight from his mouth that my company was to be
the company to get the Bevel Street contract next week. But they say you overruled
Teddy.”“Good morning, Mr. Stein,” Nikki said.“Good morning my foot! What’s your problem?
Why are my men telling me they were pulled from every job?”The other staffers in the office, all
of whom were female, found Barry abrasive and misogynistic whenever he came to the office.
But they also found him incredibly disrespectful to the woman their boss, and, by extension, his
boss, too, called his woman.Nikki could see peripherally that her secretary and the entire office
staff were staring at her. This was not the place, and Barry, she felt, should know it. “Would you
care to come in my office to discuss this?” she asked him.“No, I don’t wanna go in your office,”
Barry responded. “What I wanna go in your office for? We can resolve this right now. You call
up whoever you need to call up and put my men back to work.”But on that matter, it was a closed
issue as far as Nikki was concerned. “That’s not possible,” she said.“What do you mean it’s not
possible? Why the hell not?”“I’m not going to discuss this with you right here, Mr. Stein. If you
care to come into my office---”“Fuck your office!” he yelled. “I wanna see Teddy. Get Teddy on
the phone. I wanna talk to Teddy!”“He’s out of town,” Nikki said.“I told him he wasn’t here,” her



secretary echoed her. “But he won’t listen.”“No, I’m not listening to you,” Barry said to the
secretary. “Her either,” he added. “Who do you gals think you are? I wanna talk to Teddy man to
man so my people can get to work, and I’m not leaving until you get him on the phone.”Now Nikki
was irritated too. “You need to leave, Mr. Stein. You need to leave now.”“I’m not leaving until I get
a reason why my Teddy won’t fulfill his obligations. He promised me that contract!”“He told you
to check with me,” Nikki said.“That’s a fucking formality! We always check in with the office
manager, I don’t care who it is. But no office manager has ever pulled a contract. That’s never
happened.”“It’s happened this time.”“But why?”Nikki didn’t want to put the man’s dirty laundry out
for all to see, but he left her with no choice. “The last three times your men were given jobs by
this office,” she said, “they were either late, didn’t show up at all, or bottles of very expensive
wine went missing. That’s why!”Barry frowned. “You can’t blame that shit on my men. They said
they never received those bottles, that’s why they were missing. You can’t blame us for that! You
get Teddy on the phone. You take your fat ass in that office right now and get Teddy T on the
phone or you’ll be sorry!”It was enough. Trying to be polite was getting her nowhere. “Get out,”
she said angrily to Barry.But Barry, who had been totally disrespectful, was now offended
himself. “What did you just say to me?” he asked her.“I said get out of this office and get out
now!” Nikki said angrily.But Barry didn’t hesitate. Instead of leaving, he took his hand and
slapped Nikki so hard across her face that her head snapped sideways. Her secretary stood to
her feet in shock. The other ladies in the vicinity were shocked too, with one of them mumbling
loud enough to be heard: “Teddy’s gonna kill him!”But not before Nikki did. There was that
pause; that momentary pause where it was so shocking that it was unbelievable. Nobody made
a move.But then Nikki, still feeling the sting of his hit, dropped her briefcase and her cup of
coffee and hit him back with even more force that he had hit her. It rocked him. And then her
anger, and the street in her, took over, and she put a beating on Barry Stein. He had to back
further and further back, and cover his head, to stave off her angry attack.“Hit me again!” she
was yelling as she hit him. “Hit me again, motherfucker! Hit me again!”Nikki hit him and hit him
until she had backed him across the room and his body slammed against the wall. And then she
pointed her finger toward the exit. “Get out of this building and get your ass out now!” she
yelled. “You’ll get that contract over my dead body! Get out!”Barry had never seen a woman that
angry in his life. And it shocked him. He didn’t know what kind of relationship Teddy truly had
with Nikki, and given the fact that she was the first woman he’d ever slapped that slapped him
back and then proceeded to beat him down, he wasn’t sticking around to find out.Something
also told him that he’d crossed a bright red line when he slapped her, and he was going to have
some explaining to do. But before he did any more damage to her (or she to him), he decided to
just leave. He’d deal with the fallout, and give his side of the story, when Teddy returned to
town.“Tell Teddy to call me,” he ordered Nikki as if he could, and then left the office.Everybody
looked at Nikki. They were all women (the men were out working at the docks and were rarely in
the office), and they were all proud of her. “Sister fought back!” one of them, an African-
American like Nikki, said happily.But Nikki wasn’t trying to celebrate any beat down. She felt it



was undignified and stupid. But she wasn’t sorry. Barry Stein brought that shit to her. He
started it. She finished it.“Get back to work,” she ordered her staff and they did as they were
told. Nikki’s secretary, however, hurried from around her desk, picked up Nikki’s briefcase and
handed it to her, and began getting up the spilled coffee with napkins from off of her desk.“I can
get that,” Nikki said.But the secretary was already getting up the spill, and she was getting it up
with pleasure. It was about time somebody put that asshole in his place. But before she could
say anything like that to Nikki, they both heard a woman scream.Everybody turned and looked
toward the entrance. It wasn’t Barry Stein this time. He was gone. But it was another white man,
and he had a woman up against him with a gun to her head. When the other workers saw that
gun, they all scrambled for cover. Some got under their desks, some just ran away.“You think I
have no feelings,” the gunman said as the worker he held captive cried and begged for her life.
“You thought you were going to fool around on me and get away with it? What kind of man do
you think I am? What kind of man do you think will put up with a woman like you?”Then he
started crying too. “I love you, Karen. You know I love you with all my heart, but you keep
breaking it and breaking it and breaking it! You’re nothing but a filthy slut!”It was obvious that it
was a domestic situation playing out right in the office. But it was also obvious to Nikki that the
situation was volatile and that man could pull that trigger and take out her employee, presumably
his girlfriend or wife, at any moment.Nikki also knew that nobody else in that office at that
moment was going to do anything but look on in shock and fear, or duck and dive and run.
Somebody had to do something. That somebody, she knew, had to be her.She reached into her
briefcase and pulled out the small, loaded gun Teddy insisted she carry with her at all times, and
held it in her hand, hidden, at her side. Then she began moving slowly toward the man and his
woman. He was still jawing on about how she two-timed him, she continued to beg for her life,
and her coworkers continued to run for theirs. Nikki was the only one coming toward them.But
then the man cocked that gun, yelled you die to the woman he held, and was just about to pull
that trigger and take her out.But then he saw Nikki. And his eyes stretched. Because she was
the reason. She was the reason his girlfriend was suddenly empowered to leave him. She was
the person his girlfriend talked about constantly: her new boss this, her new boss that. The first
time she’d ever had a female boss. She was the reason! And suddenly he turned that gun away
from his girlfriend, pushing her aside, and pointed it at Nikki.But he didn’t just point it. He fired
it.One shot.Two shots.Then the third shot.And the third shot didn’t miss. It connected. And the
shooting stopped.And everybody still in that office stood silent, traumatized, and stunned.Then
a scream. And more screams. And the pandemonium resumed.And a voice yelling for help as
everyone else was helping themselves to get away from that hellish scene.But that voice didn’t
fade. “Call 911. Call 911. Somebody call 911!”CHAPTER THREEThe wild blue yonder stared
back at Teddy as he stared out of the window of his father’s private plane. He was heading to
Detroit, to see if he could salvage the damage that was done in Jersey. Jona was dead, and he
knew absolutely no more about who his supplier was than he knew when he first arrived in
Jersey. He had hoped the Detroit trip wouldn’t be necessary. He had hoped he’d get enough



intel from Jona to be able to send a crew to Detroit, rather than have to go himself.But once
again, and like a continuing theme in his life lately, nothing went according to plan and Detroit
was no longer the deck of cards he kept in his back pocket, but was the only hand he had left to
play.It wasn’t supposed to be this hard.That was how Teddy felt as the plane careened through
the clouds. When was it going to end? This was no life for anybody to live. He didn’t feel as if
he was his father’s underboss, the man who ran the day to day of the Sinatra Crime family. He
felt more like his father’s henchman, doing the dirty work the capos usually handled, but that his
father always wanted him to handle. His father used to have a saying: give it to Teddy and he’ll
get it done. And he was still giving all major assignments to Teddy. But it was the getting it done
part that Teddy wasn’t getting done.He leaned back and ran his hands over his tired face.
Jersey was a bust, there was no other way to describe it, but at least he got to see old Monk.
Monk was the only true friend Teddy felt he really had. And if it wasn’t for Monk’s quick hands
when he saw that knife Jona was about to use, his ass would have been in slices. Maybe if he
told that to his father, his father would ease up.  And finally give Teddy a rest from all of that shit.
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Bayoubabe, “She was a real ride or die chick!. Nikki Tarver was thoroughly in love with Teddy T.
Sinatra, the underboss to his father, Mick "The Tick" Sinatra's crime family. Teddy was
thoroughly in love with Nikki. To top things off, his father was highly impressed with her as well.
Even though they were engaged, they had not set a date due to problems coming up with the
Sinatra Crime Family on the docks. They both felt that they were getting older now and was
running out of time to settle down and have a family. Teddy was getting tired but when Nikki's life
again was being threatened, he dropped his father's business to take care of his love. They both
had a hold on each other, without a doubt.Mallory did not fail to bring the drama, action, and
mystery in this story. The plot twist at the end had me fooled. I was not thinking the perp was
whom it turned out to be. I kept scratching my head trying to figure out this "who done it." I just
knew it was the Rain Man. All of that to climb up the crime family ladder. Mikey sure was making
a bunch of stupid decisions and I see why his father had to cover for him. He just did not realize
what family he was dealing with.I just love how the family stands behind each other and now
Nikki was a part of this family through Teddy. I also love how both Teddy and Nikki have each
other's back and support and protect each other, even if it means giving their life to save the
other. They are the modern day Bonnie and Clyde. Even Mick gets in to protect Nikki, with his
safety and protection suggestions which Nikki balked to at first but acquiesced to the need being
in the Sinatra family now. She was forewarned by Roz. But V.P. in S.I. really? Teddy seems to be
maturing in this story but wanting to get married???? Really??? I can't wait to see how this turns
out.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Love Nikki Traver. This book keeps you guessing even after you thought it
has been worked out. Nikki Traver will always step up for her man Teddy by showing her alert
and quick thinking when needed. Teddy's younger brother Joey suprising his family the way he
did was not expecting that.”

Julie Alexander, “Excellent. Another great read, my only issue now is,I hope that was not the last
of the Sinatras? It is such a great saga and I have truly been thoroughly entertained with the
series.  Well written I recommend.”

LT, “Good!. My favourite characters aside from Mick and Roz. I want see a lot more from Teddy
and Nikki. Secondly Sal  and Gemma.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Out of the world. So action packed. Another great read penned by Miss
Munroe. I was on the edge of my seat chapter after chapter. I am glad Teddy is getting some
relaxation time.the boy was over worked. I like Monk. Probably in the not so distant future there
can be a series about him. Nicki deserve some happiness. Brave young lady and she is so
street smartThanks again for an awesome storyline”
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