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        A STARTER MENU FOR THE MORALLY FLEXIBLE

      

      

      

      The Psycho is a small taste of the reverse harem mafia romance series Vicious Possession. It’s funny, a bit unhinged—and it’s dark. Don’t say we didn’t warn you.

      

      If you dare to continue, you can expect:

      
        
          	
        Organized crime
      

      	
        Graphic violence including throat-slitting, stabbing, gun violence, and explosions (We mentioned mafia, right?)
      

      	
        Detailed and explicit sexual content with dubious consent vibes including (but not limited to) dom/sub interactions, bondage, a touch of S&M, masturbation, and knifeplay
      

      	
        Obsessive behavior and stalking (It’s fine; he’s in love, and she’s into it.)
      

      	
        Kidnapping
      

      	
        Murdery flirtation
      

      	
        A possessive psychopath MMC whose safe word is “ukulele”
      

      	
        Eco-friendly carnage
      

      	
        Lots of regular swearing
      

      	
        Enough Italian swearing to make a nonna wash your mouth out with soap (Don’t worry; you don’t need to speak Italian to read this book. Think of them like Easter eggs laid by a fucked up Italian Easter bunny.)
      

      

      

      

      Buon appetito, you beautiful degenerates.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Lucca

          

        

      

    

    
      “Lucca. It’s eleven o’clock, idiota. Do you know where my granddaughter is?”

      Chiara Bianchi sounds like the world’s most pissed off public service announcement, with a side order of brass-balled Italian moxy. It’d be hot as shit if she wasn’t Victoria’s grandmother.

      Oh, who am I kidding? It’s still pretty hot. I’d do her; that’s all I’m saying. But I’d much rather take Victoria and bend her over my knee.

      I squint at the building from my position on the rooftop across the alleyway, gusty April wind raking over my shaved head. Through the bedroom window, Victoria threads her scarred left arm through the sleeve of a fitted black merino turtleneck.

      The grafted skin is still sensitive, but it’s healing well. She’s already made an appointment with a tattoo artist to get a full sleeve that will cover it. I’ve been watching her care for it for nearly eighteen months, since I came home right after hearing about the explosion.

      Not that Victoria knows that.

      “She went out for gelato with the girls, Donna.”

      Donna isn’t a nickname for Chiara; it’s her title. At seventy-two, Chiara had the ovaries to seize and maintain leadership of her son’s mob empire. The previous don, Jimmy Bianchi, evaporated in the same car bomb that almost killed his daughter.

      “She does not have girls, cretino.”

      Victoria smooths the shirt over her ribs, tucking it into her loose-fitting black cargo pants—so close to her red panties. My mouth waters; I wonder if she’s already wet, thinking about her plans tonight.

      Chiara is right, of course—Victoria has no “girls,” just her cousin, Alessia. But I wasn’t sure if Chiara would assume me a liar up front. It’s good to know where you stand with people, especially the head of the most powerful crime family on the eastern seaboard. The Esposito clan is third, but only because the Bianchis and the Costas think that territory equals power. I’m the only arms game in town, and the other two can’t go to war without me.

      A rush of breath that might be an exhalation of cigar smoke. “You checked that shithole apartment she thinks she’s keeping from me?”

      “I certainly did, Donna,” I say respectfully. Inside her shithole apartment, Victoria props her soft-soled boot on a chair, sliding a knife down the inside of the leather to rest against her flesh. She already has two more blades strapped into sheaths, one beneath her shirt on the underside of her bicep, another against her outer thigh.

      Knives mean it’s about to get up close and personal. And I should know—I’m the one who taught her to use them.

      My cock stirs. Remember me, bella? I like to think she does. That even now, she’s feeling the hiss of my breath in her hair, the touch of my fingertips as they were when I instructed her to aim, jab, twist.

      When the dead air goes on too long, Chiara snaps, “Esposito! Mi hai rotto i coglioni.” Her voice is sharp, like broken glass.

      My spoken Italian’s limited to a smattering of swear words, but I know the language well enough to hear her warning—I’m pissing her off. That’s even hotter than her curfew PSA.

      “Victoria’s not answering her phone, not that she listens to me. Which means it’s up to you to fix this. We’re still discussing Alessia’s marriage contract to Gabriele Costa, and I want Victoria on lockdown.”

      “I won’t let her kill him.” Not tonight, anyway. The man Victoria is after is Gabriele’s father, Don Enzo Costa.

      Killing him would certainly put a wrench in Alessia’s engagement and Chiara’s dynastic planning. Today, violence is illogical, no matter how much that disappoints me. Right now, negotiation is the only logical way forward.

      But who knows what might happen tomorrow? Sometimes, circumstances demand a bloodbath.

      I don’t tell the donna that—I end the call with a promise to keep an eye out, as I have been since the month Victoria’s father became a one-man barbeque pit. If I’d been in the country when that bomb went off, she never would have been injured at all. But fire under the bridge, as the pyromaniacs say—guilt is a useless emotion.

      She’s alive. Keeping her that way is what matters.

      And there she goes. Victoria rights herself, one final tug on her tight, dark braid. Then she shows me her back as she turns, kicking the door shut behind her.

      I have three minutes before Victoria gets to the ground floor. It’ll take me less time than that.

      The wind picks up as I yank the access door, as if trying to keep me trapped on the roof, but good luck with that, Mother Nature. Even my own mother had no hope of taming me. I race down the steps, feet clanging on the treads, the sound echoing in time with my heart.

      Chiara believes Victoria’s attitude will mellow once she arranges the marriage between Gabriele Costa and the docile Bianchi princess—her granddaughter, Alessia. I could tell the donna that Gabriele being balls deep in another woman—even a woman Victoria thinks of like a sister—is going to be a shitastrophe of epic proportions.

      But I won’t. I’ve got popcorn, and I’m out of shows to watch on Netflix.

      Gabriele will marry Alessia, of course, just like he would have married the last woman he was betrothed to. Not that his last fiancée survived to walk down the aisle. But Gabriele’s dick belongs to Victoria. It has since high school, as sure as if she had stapled her name to it. Just like mine.

      Victoria asked Gabriele to show her to fire a weapon when she was twelve. She asked me to teach her knives. She practiced with both of us every damn day for years.

      The only person standing between Don Costa and Victoria is me.

      I burst from the staircase and emerge from the side door just in time to see her pop the alarm on her car, parallel parked out front. A piece of crap Honda that will never be traced back to her.

      She was pretty before. Lithe, dark hair and deep amber eyes. But now, with her scars, the hate hardening her jaw? Victoria’s a total smokeshow. We taught her to play soldier, and it shows in every sultry curve. Adorably vicious, like an ermine on Animal Planet. Small and cute until you watch it take down a rabbit five times its size in a furious flash of claws, teeth, and blood.

      I wait in the shadows as she pulls away from the curb. My Prius is on this side of the road, nose aimed in the opposite direction, but I’m not concerned. I know exactly where her pretty little pussy is at all times. I’d like to say that I placed the tracker at her grandmother’s request… but I’d be lying.

      It’s better if they assume that I’m only doing what she asked. If Chiara believes she’s in charge. It’d do no good for her to consider me a threat instead of an ally.

      Not when I have such important plans for
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