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These Deadly Vows 


I’ve been kidnapped by a ruthless biker. 
A killer who is at war with my father.
Vicious only wants two things. 
Control of Chicago and me. 
Forced into a marriage of contract to a man much older than me, I’ll do whatever it takes to survive. 
When he learns my secret, will these deadly vows save me or be my demise?
These Deadly Vows is book 1 of Black Rebel Riders’ MC Chicago 





Dedication



To all of us who read these toxic fictional men and love every filthy second.






Chapter One
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Knees shaking, heart beating a million miles a minute, I stare at the blood splattering my clothes and my hands. None of it belongs to me, thankfully. 
“Drink this. It’ll help,” a female voice instructs, thrusting a glass of liquor into my hands.
I take a hearty gulp as she along with another woman strip my soiled clothing from my body down to my underwear.
“Hurry up. Wipe that blood from her face,” the one who offered me the drink barks at the other.
I blink, trying to memorize their faces, but I can’t focus. I’m minutes away from marrying a monster.
A man who lives up to his reputation. 
3 hours ago

“Happy Birthday, princess.”
“Thank you, Dad.” I touch the diamond necklace draped across my throat. “You shouldn’t have.”
“Only the best for my girl.”
“I love it.”
“Good. This party cost me a fortune.”
I narrow my eyes at him. Money has never been a concern for him.
His olive eyes that match my own in color soften around the edges. “It isn’t every day my favorite daughter turns twenty-one.”
“I’m your only daughter,” I tell him. Not that he needs the reminder. No. My father is well aware that there is no son to step in and fill his shoes. The day my father dies, this kingdom he’s built will crumble. His enemies will burn me and all he’s worked for to the ground so they can take over unless he marries me off to someone powerful enough to protect me and his legacy.
He’s not getting any younger. I worry about his declining health more than he realizes. He’s tried to shield me from the threats on my life. But I know the life I was born into. The mafia has a code. One written in blood. Family is everything. We bleed for our family, and we die for them, too.
“Roberto is here.” He squeezes my shoulders and kisses my cheeks.
“Ugh.” I don’t hide my dislike of the man my father has been grooming to take his place. Not only as the head of the family. My father assumes I will do as he wishes and marry him.
If only I had a choice.
But I’m a woman in a man’s world. My father’s word is golden until I’m married and become my husband’s property. That’s all daughters are in this life. Bartering chips. Pawns in a deadly game of life and death.
One wrong move and it’s all over.
“Don’t start. You know he’s a good man, Adi.”
“I don’t love him.” I will never love that creep. He has this way of staring at me with such intensity that I know he’s undressing me with his eyes. It’s vulgar and repulsive.
“I didn’t love your mother the night I married her, but we grew to respect each other. Love has nothing to do with it.”
“How can I respect a husband I don’t love?” I hold back my tears, hiding my weakness. My emotions.
“You’re making what’s left of my hair fall out.” He kisses my cheek again. “Now, be good and do as you’re told. Roberto plans to propose. Don’t embarrass him or me. He’s worked hard for this. He’s earned it. I’ll rest easy knowing you’re in good hands when I’m gone.”
“Stop talking like you’ll die any minute now.”
“He understands the delicacy of your condition. And has agreed to certain terms that will ensure you’re protected and that my legacy doesn’t end with you. This is all for you.”
“Right. All for me.” This has nothing to do with me. It’s all about his stupid pride. I don’t know why he couldn’t have taken a second wife, one who could give him the sons he always dreamed of having.
He shoots me a faint smile as though he can read my thoughts and leaves my bedroom.
Leaving me with my morbid thoughts. 
There’s only one way out of my situation and I’m much too selfish to go down that road. This life is unfair. I can kill myself or get the fuck over it. 
Still though, I sense there’s something he’s not sharing with me. I’ve snooped through his calendar. Gone through his desk. My father is thorough at guarding his secrets, but there’s no hiding the weight he’s lost over the past six months or that he doesn’t have the same energy and vibrance.
He no longer holds meetings and defers everything to Roberto.
Everyone is waiting for him to take over, even if they don’t voice the opinion. Not that they would. If word got out that my father is of poor health, his enemies would make their move. 
I walk out onto the terrace that overlooks the gorgeous pool of our Sheridan Road home in Northern Chicago. Father rarely stays here these days. This house is mostly for show. For his private parties. I spent a lot of time here with my revolving door of nannies. None of them ever lasted long enough for me to form any sort of emotional attachment to them.
I suspect my father had relations with them and fired them once they became clingy. Once they wanted more from him. He’s married to the job. To the power. To the mafia.
Sure, women have tried to earn a permanent spot in his bed, but none of them were my mother with whom he loved wholeheartedly. Something rare. In this life, it isn’t often we marry for love. Not girls like me, anyway. 
We don’t get a choice in who or even when. 
We’re groomed from the moment we enter puberty to be a loyal and obedient wife.
There’s no being courted for marriage. No dating. 
At least not without my father’s permission. 
That doesn’t mean I haven’t had boyfriends, but what I want doesn’t matter. 
Nope. Only the word of powerful men and a handshake is all that matters. 
Trust no one and never be the one who loves someone more. Those are the last things my mother told me before she succumbed to ovarian cancer when I was seven.
I moved into the upper level of the cabana house when I was sixteen.
Determined to have a sliver of independence. 
At least with Roberto, as sleazy as he may be, he respects that there’s one thing I’ll never be able to give him.
I suppose deep down I’ve always known it would come down to this. My being forced to marry a man I have no regard for. 
Watching the fleets of cars enter the gate, I know it’s time to make my grand entrance. 
Outside of my bedroom, in place of my guard, Roberto waits to escort me to the party. I’m sure he overheard the conversation I had with my father. I’ve not made a secret of my distaste for him. 
Other women see him and think he’s hot, but I know him. He’s a pig in Armani. 
“Adeline, beautiful as always.” 
I force my lips into a semblance of a smile. “Thank you,” I manage to mutter without the words coming out strained and rude. I didn’t do any of this for him. The tight nude dress with a black lace overlay, giving the appearance that I’m naked beneath accentuates my curves in all the right places. Truth be told, I’m dressed for my own funeral. That’s what having to accept his proposal is like. 
Agreeing to the terms of my own death. 
As soon as his ring is on my finger, the bastard will want to consummate the union. To cement his place as the next Capo. 
“Would you like me to go down on bended knee, darling?”
Bile hits the back of my throat. “Don’t be ridiculous.”
“I wanted to do this the proper way, but you refuse me at every turn.”
“Because I don’t want this.”
“Pity, because despite your bitchy attitude, I still want you. And I intend to have you, Adeline.” He digs into his pocket and produces no ordinary ring. I’d know the diamond anywhere. My mother never took it off. Not even to bathe. 
I’ve always known it would one day be mine. I hadn’t been foolish enough to dream that I would receive it from a man I could one day learn to love. I’ve always known it would boil down to this. 
Giving myself to a silver-tongued devil. 
Roberto slides the princess cut diamond onto my finger with vile thoughts of deflowering me blazing behind his devious eyes, no doubt. Too bad for him that’s a piece he’ll never have of me.
At least not willingly.
“Perfect.” His lips brush my knuckles, and it takes every ounce of self-control I have not to vomit on his designer shoes. 
“Shall we?” He holds his arm out for me to take. 
“Yes.” 
He leans toward me with a sinister and knowing smirk. “Big night for both of us.”
“Maybe for you.”
“I don’t know why you fight it. I will enjoy breaking you in and teaching you to behave. Your father’s been too easy on you.”
I know he’s baiting me. Hoping for a reaction. The sadistic asshole gets off on getting a rise out of me. I’m not giving him the pleasure. 
“You smell divine.”
And you smell like shit. 
I keep the thought to myself. 
He makes me physically ill. Bitterness burns at the back of my throat as he slides a hand to my lower back, guiding me toward the main house. 
I bite back the hostility that churns in my stomach and steel my nerves for the night ahead. 
The first of many with a man I hate by my side. 

[image: image-placeholder]“Adeline, you look gorgeous. Spitting image of your mother. She’d be so proud.”
“Thank you, Donatella.” I air kiss her cheeks. My mother never liked her and for good reason. She was one of the first of many to offer herself up to take my mother’s place before her body was cold. 
I can’t stand her fakeness, but maybe if Father had accepted, I’d have a brother who’d be becoming a made man right about now. Then it wouldn’t matter as much who I married as long as the family benefited in some way. I don’t have the same luxury as some of my cousins. They have options and I would too if I wasn’t unable to perform the most important duty of a wife. 
When I was fourteen, I woke in the middle of the night in terrible pain. They thought it was my appendix but turns out it was a cyst that had ruptured and upon further investigation a tumor was discovered. By fifteen, I’d lost an ovary and a fallopian tube. At sixteen, I had some tests that came back abnormal. My father feared I had the same cancer as my mother, and he made a decision. One that took away my choice to ever be a mother. 
I hated my father for a long time, but I know deep down that he did it out of fear of losing me the way he lost her. 
“Are you okay? You’ve gone white as a ghost?”
I blink away the bad thoughts and memories. “Only hungry. I haven’t eaten a thing all day. Wanted to make sure I’d fit into my dress.” I touch her arm lightly and grab a flute of champagne off a tray of a waiter passing us by. 
My stomach churns and I know if I drink one drop, I’ll throw up. 
“Of course.”
I leave her to make my rounds. Putting on a performance like a prized show pony eager to earn my ribbon while Father and his associates are off making deals behind closed doors. More like Roberto is using him like his personal puppet. Paying off officials. Greasing whatever palms necessary to keep business running as smoothly as possible to keep a foothold on our territory. 
I smile and nod at all the appropriate times. I know my every word and move are being scrutinized not only by the wives, but by Roberto’s lackeys. 
I’ll be forced to bend at his will after tonight. 
I’ll no longer be under the watchful eye of my father. I should consider myself lucky that he waited until now to force the issue. 
My cousins were married off at eighteen to fulfill their duty to the family. Bearing more soldiers for the never ending war to control the streets of Chicago. 
Had life unfolded differently, I’d be married off to someone in New York or Las Vegas. To secure an alliance between families. Instead, I will marry the devil I know. 
I wish Carla were here, but she just had to go to Italy on spring break. I envy her. I wanted to go with her, but my father needed me here. 
It’s all led to this moment.




Chapter Two
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Fifteen years ago

“I’m proud of you, son. With this union comes many great things. For the organization and your place at the head of the family when the time comes.” 
I nod at my father as he puffs on his cigar, proud as a fucking peacock. What he doesn’t say is I’ll be King of his empire the second he takes his last breath.  
My marriage to Victoria has been arranged since I was five. The day she was born, our fathers signed a contract, brokering peace between our families. I wish her old man could be here to witness the big day, but even more so, he’d be proud to know that she carries my son. The heir to both our fortunes. He’ll be the prince of Chicago. Everyone will love him, but they will also fear him. 
“You’d better wake up Santiago.” He shakes his head. Things got a little wild at my bachelor party last night. “I’ll go see if Tori is ready to make an honest man of you.”
“We both know there’s nothing honest about me.” I grin and the palm of his hand whips across the back of my head in a flash. 
“You come from my loins. Don’t be disrespectful. Today is a joyous occasion.”
A dark shadow passes over the windows of the church like a bad omen. My gut tightens. A bead of perspiration forms above my top lip. 
“Don’t be nervous. Tonight will be the biggest celebration Chicago has ever seen.”
“I’m not nervous.”
“Would be a fool if you weren’t. Don’t think your mother hasn’t noticed the five pounds your soon to be wife has packed on.”
I stare at my shoes and purse my lips. My mother. God love her. She still believes that Victoria is a virgin. Hell, I claimed her innocence on her sixteenth birthday. It was a struggle to hold off till then. We’ve always had chemistry. That’s why we had to push the wedding up. Victoria told me she was three months pregnant six weeks ago. 
I couldn’t keep it from my father. He and his men know every move I make. 
My father leaves and I slap Santiago’s cheek. 
“Wake up. I’ve got a wedding to attend.”
My dearest friend in the world scowls at me, then breaks into a wide smile. 
The bastard is still drunk. He pulls a vial from his pocket and sniffs before offering it to me. 
If I go out there loaded, my father will be the least of my worries. Victoria will never let me hear the end of it. She wants today to be perfect, and I intend to give her the fairy tale. The wedding she’s always dreamed of. 
I shake my head as the rapid sound of machine guns fills the air along with screams. My blood turns to ice as ringing sounds in my ears. 
Santiago and I take off out the door as the footsteps of the guests in attendance echo through the hallway as they flee. 
Armed soldiers shoot everyone in their path, but all that matters is getting to her. To my soon to be wife and our unborn child.
Santiago jerks me back into a room and presses his back to it. 
“Get out of my way.”
“I can’t. You know my orders.”
“Step out of my way before I break your fucking neck,” I seethe as a rage I’ve never felt before courses through my veins. 
I don’t want to kill my best friend, but I will if he doesn’t move. 
More gunfire erupts and I grab Santiago by the collar of his shirt, easily overpowering the brute due to his nasty hangover. 
“Fuck.” I mutter as his mouth opens and blood pours out. 
His body jerks as another bullet pierces him through the door. 
I can die with him, or I can live to fight another day. 
I watch the light snuff out of his eyes and take a deep breath. 
I’ve always known death would come for me, but not today. I take off my family ring in a hurry and shove it on his finger. Let them think they’ve won. 
That I perished with the rest of my family. 
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I down my shot and motion to the bartender for another. “Keep’em coming.” 
The man shakes his head. “You won’t find what you’re looking for at the bottom of that glass.”
“The fuck would you know about what I’m looking for?”
He smiles at me through his beard. “More than you know.”
“Whatever, man.” I’m not interested in hearing his sad story. We’ve all got one. 
He looks around the bar and leans in close. “Heard you were dead,” he mutters casually. “But I don’t believe in ghosts.”
“You must be Merc.” 
“You want to know who had the cake to put out the hit on you and your old man.”
“I have my suspicions.”
“But you don’t know who, and dead men can’t make moves. The answers you seek are damn expensive.”
“I’m good for it.”
“You mean you were. That stash of cash you pulled from the family vault will run out before you ever get close enough to knowing the who. Wiped your whole famiglia out. How’d you manage to escape before the church blew?”
“Just lucky I guess.”
“Or cursed, depending on how you look at it. Do you drink moonshine?” 
“On occasion. I don’t see what that has to do with what I’m after.”
“I can help you, but you gotta do something for me.”
“What’s that?”
“Do you ride?”
“Had a Ducati.” 
“Where you’re going, you’ll need a Harley. I know a guy.”
I bet he does. A man like Merc has friends in many places. 
Mostly low. 
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I stare at the torn and wrinkled photo of Tori that I keep in my wallet and wonder what she’d think about what I’m going to do. Would she be proud or repulsed? 
Today has been fifteen years in the making. 
Marco stole the life I should have had. Stole the future of my child. 
Tonight, I take what is rightfully mine. This city and his daughter. 
All the key players have gathered in one spot as they once were on what was meant to be the happiest day of my life. Lambs waiting for the slaughter. 
I’ve paid my dues. 
Paved the road back to Chicago in blood. 
Worked my way up the ranks in one of the most notorious motorcycle clubs. 
I swore an oath to my men and them to me. 
Revenge will be mine.
Rolling up to the gate knowing my brothers have my back, adrenaline pumps through my veins. 
It was easy enough to buy our way onto the guest list and duplicate the invitations. 
I’ve been planning for months. Staking them out. Learning routines. Getting people in place right under Marco’s fucking nose. 
His newest housekeeper. His daughter’s driver. The chef catering for tonight’s party. All of them are on my payroll. 
They’ll never know what hit them. Once I’m through the gate, I park and wait. 
Right about now, all the guests should be going out to the back patio for the firework display. Dinner, dessert, and drinks laced with sedatives have been served. Not enough to kill them, but to do what the drug was made for. To put them all to sleep. Everyone but my targets. 
Some of my men are already inside posing as staff and security. Marco likes to indulge his men and hires out for occasions such as this. No phones or weapons were allowed past security. A mistake on his part. One he’ll never make again. 
I check the time on my watch and exit my vehicle once I’ve sent out the mass text. One word. 
Now. 
I can’t wait to see the look on the smug bastard’s face when he realizes I’m alive. 
That after all these years, he didn’t get away with what he did. 
One by one, his guests and men will drop like flies and those who don’t won’t be spared. 
No one is leaving here the way they came. 
I’m storming his castle and stealing his princess. 
My men come out from the shadows, having been transported in earlier in the back of a catering van armed and ready with silencers on their weapons if we need to put anyone down. 
Marco Ricci will bleed for me. 
I waltz through the bastard’s front door.
“Can I see your invitation…” the elderly man wearing a damn penguin suit pauses, unsure how to address me. I flash the butler my invitation right before I stab him in the throat with my favorite knife, striking a major artery, leaving him to bleed out on the marble foyer. 
There are always casualties in war, and I spare no one. 
You can either be on my side or get the fuck out of my way. And if you’re in my way, you’re dead. Like the old fuck on the floor. In the dining room, guests are already passing out face first in their desserts. A woman wearing a ridiculous poofy purple dress with blood running out of her nose opens her mouth to scream, but Capone snaps her neck before she utters a syllable. 
We take out anyone still standing until I reach Marco. 
The bastard is sitting on the upstairs terrace smoking a cigar and indulging in hundred-year-old scotch as I knew he would be. The man is predictable. A creature of habit. 
I remember seeing him here on this very terrace before I was a made man. He offered me a puff of his Cuban and laughed when I gagged so hard I nearly puked. 
He doesn’t even go for his gun when I step up behind him. 
“Pour yourself a drink,” his gruff voice calls out as he waves his cigar toward me. 
“That would be a bad idea, considering I have drugged it.”
He coughs and studies my face. No recognition evident as our eyes meet. “Do I know you, son?” He’s much older now. Pale and balding. His skin droops around his eyes, showing how poor his health truly is. I know the bastard thinks he’s dying from colon cancer. The mind is a funny thing. If you tell someone they’re dying, they’ll do one of two things. Give up or fight like hell. 
Marco chose the first option, proving what a spineless coward he truly is. 
I could tell him the truth. That I paid his doctor to give him some bullshit test results.
However, I want to watch him continue to suffer. 
I smile sardonically. “Something like that. My father knew you well. Was one of your closest friends from the old country. Was engaged to your sister before she killed herself.”
His eyes crinkle at the mention of his sister. Few know the story of his family’s shame. 
“That was a long time ago.” He stares at me harder. His eyes widening as he likely remembers me younger with less ink and without a scar ruining one side of my face. “So you survived, after all.”
“So you admit it?”
“I did what I had to.”
“Then you’ll understand what I’m about to do.”
He knocks back the last of his drink, ignoring the fact that I told him it’s been drugged. 
“And my daughter? Is she––did you?”
He can’t even say the words. 
“Alive for now.”
“What do you want?” 
“To see this. The look on your face. To hear the fear in your voice as you wonder if I’m going to rape your daughter in front of you before I send you to Hell.” 
His face pales as more fireworks go off with a resounding boom.
Thwack. I punch him square in the jaw and kick him in the stomach, sending his chair toppling over. “Get up.”
He struggles to get to his feet. 
Fucking pathetic. 
I unzip my jeans, whip out my dick, and piss on him. 
“Tie his ass up,” I order Capone. 
“Fuck, man. Couldn’t you have waited to piss on him after?”
I shrug. “Handle it. I’m going to find his daughter. Don’t worry, Marco. I won’t make her choke on it just yet.” I laugh as he attempts to lunge for me, earning him a kick to the face from Capone’s boot. 
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