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Chapter 1: The Beginning

[image: ]


My name is Antonio Costa. I was born in Brooklyn, New York, on April 2, 1960. My parents were both Italian, originally from Sicily. They immigrated to New York in 1975, which made me both Italian and American.

I decided to tell my story before someone else writes it for me — some stranger who doesn’t know me, doesn’t like me, and doesn’t understand what really happened. This is my biography, told in my own words. To understand how I became who I am, we have to go back to the beginning — before the success, the power, and the chaos.

My parents met in Dyker Heights, a small neighborhood in Brooklyn, inside an Italian grocery store where my mother worked. From what they told me, it was love at first sight. My mother worked Monday through Friday, from eight in the morning until seven at night. My father learned her schedule. Every day, he stopped at a flower shop, bought a single white rose, walked into the store, and greeted her with a smile and a new compliment.

His lunch breaks were spent with her. This went on for a year before they started dating. It took time, because my father refused to bring my mother to the small, run-down room he was renting. From the first day he saw her, he began saving money so he could give her a better life.

Two years later, he finally had enough to rent a decent apartment. It wasn’t big or luxurious, but it was a start. He asked my mother to move in, and she accepted. When she became pregnant with me, they saved every dollar they could, dreaming of owning a house one day.

Their love was strong and genuine. They never spoke harshly to each other, never raised their voices in anger. When my mother found out she was pregnant, she was nervous to tell my father — worried it might be too soon. But when she finally did, he became emotional and overjoyed. He supported her completely.

During her pregnancy, my father wouldn’t allow her to work. Then, one unexpected day — at just seven months — I came into the world early. They told me that as soon as I was born, my eyes were open and I was kicking, as if I couldn’t wait to experience life.

When we brought me home from the hospital, my parents realized how small the apartment felt with three people living in it. Buying a house became their main topic of conversation. My father began taking odd jobs to make extra money, desperate to provide a better home for us.

That desperation led him to a dangerous place.

One job put him in contact with a crime boss. The job was simple in explanation but deadly in reality — rob a jewelry store, steal diamonds, and blow the place up. My father had no choice. After it was done, he delivered the diamonds and was paid twenty thousand dollars. But then the boss told him, “Now we own you.”

My father replied that it was a one-time job. The boss answered, “You’re done when I say you’re done.”

Two years after I was born, my mother became pregnant again — this time with my twin sisters. My father knew he had to escape that life before it swallowed us all. He found a house far from Brooklyn, in a quiet neighborhood in Newark, New Jersey. We moved, and there, my sisters and I were raised in a loving home.

My father worked at a meat-packing truck company for eight years, eventually becoming a manager. He stayed there for twenty years until he retired. My mother sold homemade desserts and food to a local restaurant, then worked as a supermarket cashier for many years.

We had a good childhood. But I watched my parents struggle to keep food on the table, clothes on our backs, and a roof over our heads. I wanted more. I wanted power. I wanted success. Gangster movies became my inspiration.

And without knowing it, the path toward my future had already begun.
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Chapter 2: Growing Up
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I had a good childhood. I received all the love and support any boy could ask for from his parents. I wasn’t loved more or less than my sisters — we were raised equally, with the same values and care. Our parents encouraged our dreams and pushed us to work hard for our goals. They were living proof that nothing in life comes without effort.

One day, while walking home from school, a beautiful car drove past me and stopped at a red light. I froze, staring at it. I think it was a Lincoln. Suddenly, the driver called out and asked if I needed a ride home. I was young and naïve, so I said yes. My house was only eight blocks away, but it felt like a mile. That became our routine — every school day, he’d give me a ride.

Then one afternoon, everything changed.

The driver asked, “You interested in making a few bucks?”

I asked, “Doing what?”

He said, “Cleaning up at a bar.”

I told him I was only sixteen, but I liked the idea of getting paid. I asked for time to think about it. The next week, I accepted. The driver introduced himself as Jerry and asked if I could start that same day. I agreed.

Jerry drove me to a bar and said, “Come inside. You’re going to meet the boss.”

The moment I shook the boss’s hand, I knew something inside me had shifted. The way he dressed, the way he spoke, the respect he commanded — that was who I wanted to become.

The boss looked at me and said, “So you’re taking the job, kid?”

I replied, “It’d be dumb not to make money.”

For the next two years, I worked as a bartender and cleaner. The cleaning wasn’t just mopping floors — it was wiping down guns. The bartending meant serving drinks during meetings I wasn’t supposed to talk about. I heard things — good and bad — but I kept my mouth shut. For $200 a week, I did my job and stayed quiet.

One night, when I got home late, my father was waiting for me.

He asked, “Why are you working at a bar and coming home after eleven without permission? You think you’re grown?”

I told him I wanted to help with the bills. He paused, then said, “Just be smart around those people.”

He asked how they treated me.

I said, “Like a second family.”

I thought he was going to throw me out. Instead, he let it go. Two years later, I turned eighteen — and things started to change.

I wanted more than bartending and cleaning. I asked for a meeting with the boss. When we sat down, I told him I wanted to make more money.

He leaned back and said, “It’s not always sunny days, kid. Sometimes there are cloudy ones. But I’ll give you a job that pays more than what you make now.”

That job was cleaning blood from the trunk of Jerry’s car.

I didn’t ask questions. I got paid three times more than before. If I was making $800 a month, that day I made $2,000. Soon, I was cleaning blood from trunks regularly. After that, I moved up to hijacking trucks carrying cigarettes and alcohol. I did it a few times, and each job pulled me deeper into the life.

I learned about independence. I learned about money. I learned to stay alert. I learned that nothing in life comes easy.

Eventually, I stopped working at the bar. I was on my way to becoming an earner — someone allowed to make side money with the boss’s permission and pay him a percentage. My first jobs were offering “protection” to local businesses: one jewelry store and two grocery stores. That was the beginning of my own income.

I was climbing. I had a goal — to become a made man. One day, maybe even a boss.

But there was one obstacle in my way.

My boss.

He always said I wasn’t ready.

So I kept proving myself. Doing everything I was told. Following every order. But after ten years of loyalty, I grew tired of never being enough.

That’s when I made a decision that would change my life forever.
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By the time I was in my mid-twenties, I had built a name for myself. I was reliable. I followed orders. I never talked to police. I paid my boss his cut on time, every time. On the outside, I looked like a young man working odd jobs and getting by. On the inside, I was deep in a world most people only saw in movies.

Still, I wasn’t satisfied.

I had done everything my boss asked of me for years. I cleaned up messes. I ran collections. I handled protection payments. I moved stolen goods. I never once complained. But no matter how hard I worked, he always said the same thing:

“You’re not ready.”

I started to feel like I was running in place. Making money, yes — but never moving up. Never being trusted with real power. Never getting the respect I believed I had earned.

Then one night, Jerry called me.

“Meet me at the bar,” he said. “We need to talk.”

When I got there, the place was nearly empty. Jerry sat at the end of the bar, drinking whiskey. He looked nervous — something I had never seen from him before.

“There’s a big opportunity coming,” he said. “A jewelry shipment. High-end pieces. Easy money.”

I listened carefully.

Jerry explained that the boss was putting a crew together for the job — but my name wasn’t on the list.

That stung more than I expected.

Jerry leaned in closer. “But I told him you could handle it.”

I asked him why he’d stick his neck out for me.

He smiled. “Because you’re loyal. And because I know you want more.”

The plan was simple on paper: intercept a delivery truck, grab the merchandise, disappear before anyone knew what happened. No weapons drawn unless absolutely necessary. Clean and quiet.

I agreed.

For the next week, we prepared. We watched the route. We timed traffic lights. We learned the driver’s schedule. Everything was precise. Everything calculated.

The night before the job, I barely slept.

Not out of fear — out of excitement.

This was it. My chance to finally prove myself. To show the boss I was ready for bigger things.

The next morning, we met in a warehouse on the edge of the city. Jerry handed me gloves and a mask.

“You do exactly what I say,” he told me. “No hero moves. No extra talk. In and out.”

I nodded.

When the truck finally appeared, my heart was pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears. We moved fast. Too fast for the driver to react. Within minutes, we had the crates loaded into our van and were gone.

It was perfect.

Too perfect.

Because as we drove away, I noticed something strange.

Jerry was smiling — not a happy smile, but a nervous one. The kind that told me something was off.

I asked him, “What’s wrong?”

He didn’t answer.

That’s when I saw the unmarked
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