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      “How the fuck are you idiots this dumb?”

      I scream at the group of people in the room. The chair on the raised stage towering above them all. I stand up quickly and kick it backwards, letting it hit the ground with a loud bang. Every one of them jumps at the noise and I scowl harder. Fucking bunch of pussies.

      “Where is Jack? He should be here by now. Who the fuck was with him?”

      No one says anything and I pull my gun from my holster in my lower back, tucked just inside my jeans. I point the gun at the closest motherfucker to me. His lower lip trembles and I roll my eyes. Ton of wimps is what the fuck this bunch is. How we ever got the reputation as the toughest in this town is beyond my comprehension. Surely, the people don’t realize how easily they’re intimidated.

      “Speak, boy.” I shout at the man.

      “Yes ma’am. H..H..He was still inside when…”

      BOOM!

      I squeeze the trigger, putting a bullet between his eyes. Anyone who leaves a member behind to die or to be tortured is a fucking traitor and we don’t need those.

      “Someone clean this mess up and find Jack now or I will murder every one of you useless idiots.”

      Everyone in the room jumps to do as I say. Men carry the useless piece of shit out of the room and others scrub the blood and brains from the floor and walls. No one even batted an eye as I shot him. Ah, that’s why we are the baddest in town, I guess. We couldn’t care less if we die, let alone if others do.

      I leave the room and enter my office in the back corner. No windows, no entry point, at least that others know about, except the front door. Secure and private office for just the most bad ass mafia boss in town. Yeah, now if only my damn second was here instead of dicking around on the job.

      I wasn’t worried about him. He can handle himself. An example had to be made out of the idiot that dared to leave a member of the group behind, though. Who the fuck cares if that was their only option? Not me, that’s for fucking sure.

      I sit behind my desk and lean my head in my hands, rubbing my temples to relieve the pounding the gunshot inside of the enclosed warehouse caused. It was fucking loud and my ears still ring. Leaning back in the chair, I punch in the password to bring my computer online.

      I stare at the numbers on the screen and calculate how much these idiots just cost us to lose on this job. My eyes are crossing by the time I’m done and my head is pulsing to my heartbeat as a migraine pushes me to shut the computer down. Scowling, I stand up and leave the office. The bar in the corner is run by one of our members’ wives and she takes one look at my approaching face and sits an entire bottle of whiskey on the counter along with a glass.

      “Thanks, Sheila.”

      “Figured you needed it after the day you’ve had dealing with all the idiots.” She laughs and I smile at her.

      “You got that fucking right.”

      I lift the bottle in appreciation and grab the glass, pouring myself a double. How I manage not to murder every single one of them is proof of my self control. Well, and the fact that without them, I’d have to find a new crew or do the jobs by my damn self. And I’m getting too fucking old to run around and cause mass destruction wherever I go. No, it’s time for me to sit back and lead instead.

      I swallow the whiskey easily and pour another. Grabbing both to bring back to my office, I turn away from Sheila. The door opens and in steps Jack with a wide smile on his face and a pep in his step. What the fuck is this fool so happy about?

      Jack nods his head at the office, and I smirk but follow his direction. He clearly has something important to tell me and it better make my fucking day with the way these idiots have been today. Sitting behind the desk, I sip my drink as I wait for Jack to get on with it.

      “Hey, boss.”

      “Don’t you fucking boss me, Jack. Where the hell have you been?”

      I don’t say it with any venom, and smile to soften the words. I knew he would be back, eventually. Now, let’s find out why he’s so fucking happy about it.

      “Oh, ya know, just doing the job ya sent us to do.”

      “If that’s you telling me you finished the job, then Jacky boy, I will find you the finest stripper in town and buy you a private dance.”

      “Shit, then let’s go find the bitch then.”

      He tosses the envelope on the desk. I snatch it up and open it, turning it upside down so the contents fall into my hand. A drive falls into my outstretched palm and I smile. Boy, if I wasn’t a fucking lesbian, I’d fuck this man right here and now. God damn it, he did it.

      A wide smile splits my lips, and I gesture to the door. “I’ll be there in a minute and we will go see Katie. You’re going to get that damn lap dance before the day is over.”

      Jack jumps up and fist pumps the air. “You damn right we will. I’m holding you to that, boss.”

      I chuckle as he leaves my office, and I can’t help but wonder just how that man ever gets laid. Turning my computer back on, I type out a cryptic message to the person who hired us to get what he needed. I let him know it would be dropped in the agreed upon place in an hour.

      Shutting the computer back down, I grab my bottle of whiskey and lock up the office. I grab the first Skullhead I see and tell them to find Rusty. Nodding at me, he runs off to find the old man. Once a Skullhead, always a Skullhead.

      An older man dressed in a polo shirt and some nice dress pants comes sliding up to me. He doesn’t look out of place in the world of corporate businessmen, but here he doesn’t fit the aesthetic. Rusty is the man I call when I need him to enter fancy places and meet clients or when I need to drop off some items inconspicuously. He’s rarely ever noticed and when he is, that man can lie his way out of any situation.

      “You needed me, boss.”

      “Drop this off for our client. You know the place. You have an hour. And I want a text when he picks it up. I need to know that it’s in his hands.”

      “You got it.”

      I slide the drive over to him and walk away. He will get it done. Now I need to go find Jack so he can get that lap dance I promised him. Maybe Leah will be there and I can fuck her and release some of the stress from today. Cause hot damn we did it.

      Had no idea if we could pull this job off or not. Do you know how hard it is to grab evidence from a cop’s locker? Dirty ass cop that he is, he was blackmailing the mayor. Well, of course, when the mayor comes looking for someone to get that evidence, we make a deal. A ‘I scratch your back, you scratch mine’ type of thing. Now I have the mayor in my pocket and a favor is owed.

      One day I will call it in, but for now it’s peace knowing it is a backup option for a sticky situation. Jack is outside waiting for me by the car. I smile at the shit-eating grin on his face and his relaxed lean on the hood as he waits. A few others stand around asking how the fuck he got out with the evidence.

      They all scatter as I approach, knowing I wasn’t in the mood for their bullshit after the morning. Jack laughs at my approach and at the sight of the men leaving hurriedly.

      “What have you done now, Skelly?”

      “I may have killed Squeak when he said they left you behind on the job.”

      “Aww, you do love me, boss.”

      “Shut the fuck up and drive or I won’t buy you that lap dance.”

      I climb into the passenger side and lift the bottle to my lips, swallowing a large mouthful of the dark liquid. Jack cranks the car and pulls from the lot, taking us to the strip bar.
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      I sit in the VIP section at the club. The music plays loudly and the women dance all around. It’s not packed for this time of day, but there are a few patrons lounging around the club. Some with dancing women of their own, and others gathered around the stage, throwing money at the ladies on the poles.

      By the time we sit in our booth, two women head our way from the back of the club. One stops by the bar and grabs a drink, bringing it with her. The other makes her way to Jack. When she gets near, I slip her a few hundreds, and she blows me a kiss.

      She begins her dance on Jack’s lap and his hands roam her bare ass as she bends over. I smile at the other woman as she approaches me. She hands me the glass of whiskey on the rocks before straddling my lap.

      “How is it going, Skelly?” She whispers in my ear so I can hear her over the music.

      “Could be better.” I tell her, lifting the glass to my lips.

      “What if I make it all better then?”

      Her lips brush my ear, and I smile wickedly. I nod for her to continue and her hands slide down my chest to cup my breast through my shirt. I lean back and watch as she explores my body. My nipples harden and I focus on her movements. She doesn’t have a top on
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fis always this book may contain things that are
not suitable for some audiences. This may include
many things but here is a list of all known
possible triggers. If you see any I haven't listed
feel free to reach out to me and I will gladly add
them.
Contents:
-Sexual Contents
-Choking till the point of passing out
-fucking an unconscious woman (consensual)
-Gun play
-Uiolence/Gore
-Ultimatum of life or death
-Women loving women
-Mafia boss
-Strip Club Uoyeurism
If any of these bother you please take care of
yourself and do not consume the material inside
of here. I want to wish you all happy reading.
Much Love and Smut,
Cheyenne Browning
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Who is that woman? Is she the rat?
Nabh, surely not. She said her first night
working was tonight. So no way she
could have learned about the
shipment before today. That ass. It’s
the same woman | caught sight of
entering the building the other day
when W§;§ showing off.
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